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1
            One thing beside another (a foreword)

         

         In 1993, I published my first book, Night Photograph. The title poem is about being out at sea in the middle of the night and trying to describe the darkness. I’ve been writing about the difficulties and variables of vision ever since. How do we make sense of what we see? How do we describe what we have never seen before? I’m interested in the things that help us see more clearly (especially interruption and disruption) and those that persuade us to see what’s not there. There are times when we want to see more or need to see less, or when we can only see what we expect to.

         My way into these questions has been through subjects such as early photography, caves, myopia, bad weather, mountains, microscopes, gilding and the commercial uses of radium. They have in common the kind of arrest that prompts us to pay attention while making us aware of the limits of our attentiveness. It took a long time to find a framework for this. I wanted to keep alive the nature of my practice, which is to travel the question rather than try to answer it, and then to unsettle my subjects so that they tilted a little as in Elizabeth Bishop’s ‘… tipping/of an object toward the light’.1 My intention has been to draw things to the surface, place them in arrangement while keeping the parts apart, and to leave the reader free to cast their own light and to turn these things over in their own mind as I have in mine.

         I’ve come to think of this form as the exploded essay, and a record of how thought builds and ideas emerge. Each is a 2series of short texts that cast light on one another rather like the aspects of a poem. They align artworks, myth, strange voyages, scientific scrutiny, reminiscence and a poet’s response. I followed all this back through my notebooks and found the moments when something shaped my thinking. I also undertook conversations with scientists, embedded here as moments of live exchange. The parameters of the book are informed by my training in seventeenth-century Netherlandish art and my interest in the Early Modern period in Northern Europe, in particular the formulation of empiricism. I’m engaging with the canon and the writing of history by situating overlooked figures in counterpoint. I’ve let each essay evolve over several years, waiting for the parts to accumulate, and to reveal and deepen their connections. This has taken a decade and consolidates a thirty-year body of work.

         I have approached this in the spirit in which I filled my notebooks, enacting the ways in which these parts align autonomously, leaving me to catch up. My themes often emerge out of the placing of one thing beside another; or by them placing themselves. The consideration of each subject is constrained by it being observed within an arrangement, from a particular aspect and at a specific time. Eventually, I discover a point of connection and within that, the themes in play and the questions I didn’t know I was exploring.

         Art, science and vision inform one another. My approach has been shaped by growing up in a family of scientists and doctors, and in particular by conversations, from our teenage years onwards, with my younger brother about time and space, meaning and the human scale. He studied physics and philosophy before completing a PhD in astrophysics, and gently showed 3me that my ‘seeing’ was qualified by habits of perception of which I was unaware. My brother died recently and this book is dedicated to him as an extension of our lifelong conversation.4

         
            Notes

            1 Elizabeth Bishop (1911–79), ‘The Fish’, in The Complete Poems 1927–1979 (Farrar, Straus & Giroux, 1979)

         

      

   


   
      
         
5
            Caves, sleep, absence of light

         

         1

         
            
               … Oh what is

               this light that

               holds us fast? …

               ‘An Image of Leda’, Frank O’Hara1

            

         

         I was about to move house and the move was happening quickly. My new home was just four miles east but I was leaving the part of London where I was born and had lived for most of my life. Although the reasons for moving were happy ones, I hadn’t anticipated the level of unsettlement it would bring about. One day, feeling overwhelmed by the detail of it all, I decided that it would be a lot simpler to live in a cave. I was walking past a cinema and went into whatever was showing just to be able to sit in the dark. It was a film about a cave.2

         The Chauvet Cave was discovered in 1994. It had long ago been sealed off by rockfall, leaving its 32,000-year-old paintings perfectly preserved. The pale walls are covered in bison, horses, rhinoceroses, lions and bears. They are strikingly fluid – a lion’s profile is given in a single six-foot-long stroke – but the artist has done even more to bring them alive. The cave is full of outcrops and recesses, the walls ripple and dip, and the animals have been drawn accordingly. One bison has been given eight legs and a rhinoceros six horns to indicate, like a series of frames, that they are moving. Seeking a cave, 6I had entered a cinema where I was watching a film about a cave that was a cinema.

         The archaeologists and historians mapping and researching the cave had the open mind, and open imagination, that perhaps comes from operating so far beyond the ordinary human scale. One said that he dreamt of lions. ‘Real lions or painted lions?’ ‘Both.’ He sounded surprised to be asked to make the distinction. Another tried to explain how the world might have been perceived 32,000 years ago, describing an everyday condition of metamorphosis: ‘A tree can speak … a wall can talk to us, refuse or accept us.’

         In the cinema – a place of talking walls – we forget where we are and observe where we aren’t. It’s a brief but powerful form of exemption like that of entering a cave. The world we find ourselves outside can seem wonderfully clear but this clarity depends on the surrounding darkness. Caught up in the act of watching (so much less strenuous than looking), we dissolve into that darkness by forgetting it exists.

         In my cinema cave, I was outside the world as it was now conjured and so safe to accept the presence of lions of any kind. I was in perfect relation to a framed and lit experience that I could explore but didn’t have to enter into. I was held fast by the light because it held me in place in the dark.

         Yet the cinema is ‘cruel/like a miracle’ as Frank O’Hara says. It overpowers and obliterates, compels our desires and fools us into ‘loving/a shadow and caress-/ing a disguise!’3 Like all imagery, cinema is a way of testing connection. It’s a rehearsal of contact that might be disappointing or disturbing, but is a point of triangulation with the actual, a way of creating a frame, or framework, that we seem to need. 7

         2

         
            
               Down the one path …

               ‘Orpheus, Eurydice, Hermes’, Rainer Maria Rilke4

            

         

         To come across a cave where you don’t expect it is like discovering a secret. The unexpected rupture draws you in. An unannounced point of access is a chance to see further but only if you are willing to step sideways into the dark.

         There is a consistency to walking along any shoreline. We tend to do it in a straight line, from end to end, or one point to the next, channelled between cliffs or dunes on one side and water on the other. A cave is an interruption and a release. As a child wandering along the beach, I would be looking for drama: not so much for something to happen as for something to mean something. I’d always enter a cave but not go so far into it that I couldn’t see its entrance. The point was being in the dark but able to see the light, and for the lit world to notice that I was gone and to come looking.

         In 1998, I was in Slovenia when my hosts suggested that we visit some caves. They were casual enough about the idea for me to envisage nothing more than a series of the minor recesses I knew from childhood. Almost half of Slovenia sits on karst, bedrock perforated by water. There are around ten thousand caves and I was about to enter one of the largest cave systems of this type not only in the country but in the world.

         We walked along a river, which suddenly folded itself away below rock. Then we too were folded away, entering a tunnel just big enough not to feel like one. We joined a group with a guide and I stopped worrying because this was now an organised 8experience. I didn’t want the thrill of exploration. I wanted a brief excursion with someone leading me through every step. As we set off into the mountain, I depended on the guide as proof that wherever we were going had been made safe. I wasn’t heading into the dark to look at anything (in which case I would prefer to be alone) but as a test of my ability to enter it and remain there. The tunnel was gently and consistently lit, and in order not to panic I focused on that consistency. Everyone else was relaxed, the guide offhand, nothing was going to happen. I concentrated on fooling my body into accepting where it was – not moving away from the world, just following its reach down a well-made path.

         I want to say that we were on that gently descending path for an hour but I’ve found out since that it was only about four hundred feet long. The slowness was in the time it took for me to adjust to the unfolding scale of this journey and my need to keep remaking the decision that I was not going to turn back, which had the effect in my mind of returning me to the start.

         As we passed into a cavern the size of a small church, I looked back at the tunnel to remind myself that I could leave whenever I wanted to. At that moment the guide shut a door that I hadn’t noticed behind us. It felt as if the tunnel had rolled itself up and snapped back into the earth. The cavern was gently lit and so I set myself visual distractions, moving from one rock formation to the next, and peering closely so as to keep my peripheral vision vague. If I couldn’t see a ceiling of rock over my head, there wasn’t one.

         If there had been painted lions, I might have been able to forget where I was. Instead there were columns and accumulations which looked as if they were being continuously and 9infinitesimally forced into shape. In even the most eroded form, I insisted on finding something familiar, discerning gods and monsters in the slightest detail. It was a kind of visual making safe – not wanting to be somewhere so unknown and so refusing its strangeness.

         There is an exact point at which I find a space too small or too crowded to remain there. My body makes a calculation and its decision is absolute. I’ve climbed an enclosed spiral staircase in a tower without concern only for the walls to contract a couple of inches making it impossible for me to continue. The tunnel had been just large enough and this cavern’s spaciousness was a relief, yet I kept turning towards that door because I could only stay if it were possible to leave at any moment.

         The guide then turned off the lights. The darkness was so substantial that I felt as if I could lean into it. It was more than air and less than solid, texture or pressure, a form of touch. I felt it on my skin rather than my eyes, and its effect was to make me give up my body. I wasn’t anxious anymore but somehow released.

         The lights went back on and I waited for the door to be opened, only it wasn’t. This was just the start of the journey. We walked on through a series of caves and I found that my fear had been altered by that interval in the dark. My senses had loosened to such an extent that my usual calibrations couldn’t be carried out. I no longer knew how large or small a space I was in, or how far I had walked or for how long. It wasn’t that this didn’t matter. It didn’t occur.

         We walked under a river. I stood below its bed listening to the force of the water and the river was as clear to me as if I had seen it. We ended up on a precarious path of wooden planks strung high on the wall of the underground canyon that 10brought that river back above ground. We made our way back towards the light as if through an aperture, reconstituted, redeveloped, re-fixed.

         3

         
            When we know the full extent of any danger, when we can accustom our eyes to it, a great deal of apprehension vanishes …

            Edmund Burke5

         

         As a child I spent a lot of time lying awake in the dark. Night was a condition I was obliged to accept, as inexorable as weather or a feeling. It meant stillness, silence and self-reliance. It was also a space in which to think. What does a child remember before they can name what they see? Whatever repeats itself: the presences, from a human face to a slant of light, that return in the same form and in the same place, accumulating substance. My earliest memory is of night and two shapes within it: the concentration of detail that was the corner of a picture on the wall beside my bed and the long fall of a curtain. I later moved to a room at the back of the house. Part of a sunken extension, it had small windows close to ground level. Daylight did not press in. There were no cracks or stains to animate, no recess or ornament. Nothing cast shadows or made the curtains ripple. There were no passing headlights, no lighthouse beam, no silhouettes of rattling branches. It was neither cinema nor cave but plain black box.

         I played with the dark, not populating it with stories or characters but taking advantage of its freedom from visual laws, conjuring a world – the real world – in which the scale of things was infinitely adjustable and myself within it. I 11rearranged cities or set up home under a leaf. To invent a game is to furnish emptiness.

         Every summer, from eight to sixteen, I was sent to Forest School Camps. The traditions of the camp included cooking on a fire, working in groups called ‘clans’, gathering every morning at a log circle for ‘rally’, singing folk songs, whittling and carving wood, and playing the Night Game. For this the entire camp, aged seven to seventy, was divided into two teams identified by the colour of a piece of string tied around your upper arm. This was your ‘life’. The teams then set off after dark to opposite sides of a wood or hill. The objective was to reach the other team’s home with that piece of string, that is your life, intact while taking as many lives as you could. Beyond that, you were on your own. As it was dark, each team had a password by which to identify their comrades, but this was quickly dismissed after one or two had yelled it too loudly.

         The first time I played, I must have been about ten. The wood was large enough to swallow forty people. As everyone scattered I found myself alone, hearing the game already being played out in bursts of noise – a scuffle or crash, shouts, laughter. I barely registered being caught and having my life taken. What gripped me was being out in the woods after dark and left to my own devices. I wasn’t scared because this wasn’t night but the Night Game. I had a role and knew the rules: this was only a game and I was sure of its full extent.

         I remember bushes like low blue clouds, the tiny hooks that caught at my hair and hands, the shit-stink of unearthed rot, and the mucus veneer on the roots I grabbed as I slid down a steep slope. I remember this wood as every wood. The ground might be hard wax or black squelch or dust. I waded through 12dead leaves and hid among green ones. I have taken that night and turned its parts into pieces and laid them out as a game in all the woods I’ve ever known.

         I don’t know if it was being young that made me unafraid. I don’t think so. It was the fact that by imposing the Night Game on the night, we defused it. The dark felt no more dangerous to me than an adventure playground. I was thrilled and alert as I crept and tumbled towards the other side, knowing that in all likelihood someone was going to get me. Whoever I met was the enemy. I imagine the adults operated some restraint but teenagers and children attacked one another with full force. It was easy to break that piece of wool and so take your life, so the fighting part of it was never extensive. As soon as your life was gone, you were left to walk back to your own side. You were a ghost now and could take your time. Nothing could harm you.

         4

         A sixteenth-century print of Night (Hendrik Goltzius’ Nox) caught my eye because of its colours: the drab olive and buff of a mind running on empty. It looked as crushingly humdrum as the fifth sleepless night in a row. Night is perched at the front of a chariot being drawn across a cloud. She’s naked except for a piece of cloth barely caught on her shoulders. The effect is not erotic but of someone on auto-pilot. Night is inevitable and when you can’t sleep, or aren’t allowed to, it can feel as if the world is turning while you stand still.

         This is the ur-routine – night following day. She seems indifferent to the blazing torch in her hand or the direction of travel. In the back of her charabanc, Sleep is portrayed as a woman 13slumped on one elbow, still wearing her garland, like a battle-weary teenage girl going home in a cab in the small hours. Goltzius is a better artist than this image suggests but Nox is one of a series of prints and his approach seems as routine as the scene feels. It’s a worn-out idea, which makes it apt as an image of insomnia. Another night, another day, moving and not moving through the grey perpetual.

         Night lived in a cave, as did her son Sleep. She produced oracles while he lay on a couch as the river of forgetfulness flowed past and his children brought him dreams. His first son collected dreams of people, the second those of animals and the third of things. So night and sleep are located in places of suspension and withdrawal where the world arrives in categories of images (like a series of woodcuts).

         Consider what night meant in 1600 beyond the lantern in your hand, the fire in the hearth, the candle by your pillow. The darkness that surrounds a light has substance and presence but that is my conception of darkness from a well-lit world. Walk into the dark and it starts to break down. Night would have been both more absolute and more accessible, moonlight less decorative and more of a practical necessity. Was darkness more potent then? Although we now seem to move more safely and swiftly through it, perhaps it increases in power, in mystery, the less of it there is.

         5

         I talked to the neuroscientist Colin Blakemore6 about what happens to my perceptions when I enter the dark. The questions I took with me were, I thought, straightforward. 14

         
	What are our eyes and brain trying to do when we look into the dark?

            	How do we physically and mentally compensate for a lack of light?

            	What happens to our sense of space (and what’s around us) in the dark? How do we perceive and respond to being in a dark room as opposed to being in open darkness? Would we be able to sense containment and its scale?

            	Why do we find it easier to engage with an image in the dark? Do we better remember what we see when it’s isolated?

            	Are there imperatives that drive us to seek the dark?

            	Do we think differently in the dark?

            	What happens when we move from light into dark and vice versa?

         

I noticed that ahead of answering them, Professor Blakemore took a moment to adapt to my perspective. At one point, he described a question as ‘poetic’ which provoked defensiveness in me because of what people who use the word usually intend by it. Yet listening back to our conversation, I realised what he meant. His criteria were so different to mine, even when I did my best not to bring poetry into it.

         
            LG: I don’t feel as if I stop looking when I’m in absolute darkness.

            CB: Some of what you’re looking at is non-existent internal events. 15

         

         We see light that isn’t there.* Photopigments have to be sensitive to the point of instability which means that sometimes they react at random and the brain sees light where there is none.

         
            CB: You’ll like it because it is poetic: the technical term is dark light.

         

         It pleases me that dark light corrects the thing it names but it is also one of those scientific terms that writes its own poem and so should be left to its own ‘poetic’ devices. Such terms are irresistible to those looking for a placeholder for meaning – another form of seeing light that isn’t there.† Dark light was originally named in German, as Eigengrau, ‘own grey’ or Eigenlicht, ‘own light’. It is now more usually known as ‘visual noise’. We are not seeing darkness when we look at the dark but noise. Nor are we seeing all we see. The brain sets itself limits so as to tune some of this dark light, grey light, own light out. We may be capable of detecting a flash of light as small as one photon but we only register a flash larger than around five.

         The obvious thing that happens in the dark is that we rely more on our other senses, particularly on what we can hear.

         
            CB: You start to discover information which is present in your other senses, which you’re not normally aware of. 16

         

         Once I experienced the kind of darkness that made me lose any sense of what I was walking on let alone moving through. I was returning from a pub in Yorkshire down a steep lane with a friend. This was not a place we knew and being city people we hadn’t thought to bring a torch. The sky was cave-dark, as was the surface of the road. I couldn’t see where I was putting my feet and so could not believe that there was anything there to meet them. I started to walk with exaggerated steps as if more emphatic movement would force this blackness to take shape. It didn’t. Had the darkness been more defined, I might have felt that I could see it or was looking into it, but this was a flattening of vision. I had no sense of dimension.

         If you are blind, hearing becomes a way of reading the visual world. John Hull recorded the experience of going blind as a form of spatial collapse. He also described how the sound of rain could recover that space, its activation of acoustics giving him a physical sense of his surroundings. Using the ‘regularities and irregularities’ of sound, he can build up a visual picture out of the ‘drumming staccato’ of rain on metal, the ‘deeper, duller impact on brick or concrete’ and how the ‘note being struck’ differs from one window pane to another. He describes how this way he can build a picture that extends almost to neighbouring houses.7

         Even in a cave it takes a while for darkness to become really dark. The photopigments in our eyes that react to light and communicate its presence to the brain have been bleached and take a while to reset themselves. This is why when you close your eyes, you catch an after-image of whatever you were just looking at. ‘Dark adaptation’ takes about half an hour, by which time those photopigments are ready to respond. In what first 17seemed like total darkness, we can now make out furniture, stalactites, a hedgerow, a gilded ceiling or gleam of water. Writing about the ‘idea of black’, Locke observes how in the absence of light, the eye can still form a clear image – of the mouth of a cave, someone’s shadow or an unlit window.

         As well as reliance on hearing, sudden darkness prompts a more subtle perceptual adjustment. Although we describe our senses separately, most of the time they are working in synthesis. When a sense is shut down, the others rely more than usual on what the brain already knows and is predicting. If you’re in a cave, you hear that dripping sound as moisture falling from a stalactite rather than a tap someone’s forgotten to turn off.

         
            LG: In the dark, are we visually active or passive; are we seeing or looking?

            CB: I don’t know if that translates into a scientific question.

            If it’s in the dark, how can we be seeing anything.

            LG: What I mean is, are my eyes actively engaging with the darkness?

            CB: This is very poetic.

            LG: When we enter the dark, we start to imagine. Is this because of the emphasis our brain is putting on memory? Is the imagination just something thrown together from what we already know to make up for a lapse in perception? Does this help us activate memory and imagination? 18

            CB: Pass on that. I don’t think the data exists.

         

         My interest is in what all this tells us about how we receive the world. The scientist is more interested in how we process it.

         
            LG: What about metaphorical darkness? Do you ever feel yourself moving into the unknown or is your work always at a point of logical progression?

            CB: The best of science is both things. Very rarely do scientists just take a stab at something without having given any thought to it, without there being any precedent. In the lab you wouldn’t say ‘Why don’t we just put this and that together and see what it does?’

            LG: Any more than I would sit down and say I think I’ll write a poem.

            CB: There’s always a background. We’re driven by hypotheses. That’s the way brains are made to work: what am I looking at – a tree or a person?

         

         If we open up the question of what happens when we can’t see, we find within it further questions sitting one inside the other. What is it that we still see? What are the limits of vision? Why are there limits at all?

         
            CB: Science is at its best when the data departs from your expectations but in consistent and meaningful ways, and you suddenly begin to see a different interpretation emerging. 19

         

         6

         
            For though great light be insufferable to our eyes, yet the highest degree of darkness does not at all disease them.

            John Locke8

         

         We’re used to thinking of light as a tool for knowledge – we are enlightened – but darkness is one too. We test what we know against what we don’t. Any insight arrives together with a realisation that the more you know, the more there is to know. The proportion of darkness stays constant to the proportion of light just as we need to sleep and dream as much as we need to act and think. This figurative light and dark translate back into the physical world. The lights go on and the darkness grows. In both senses, we enter the dark less and less, and forget how to move through it, thinking the lit path the safest route when in actuality it exposes us and disables our vision.

         Each line of enquiry involves a series of decisions between a number of paths or possibilities; so the aperture closes. Locke says that ‘the eye, judging of objects only by its own sight, cannot but be pleased with what it discovers, having less regret for what has escaped it, because it is unknown’.9 But while we cannot see what we have not seen, we can imagine it.‡ Here, now, where every moment has its signs, cues and images, darkness is precious but it is also disarming in a way we are no longer used to. There’s nothing to read, and no windows to open. 20

         We don’t want absolute light – it blinds us – but absolute dark can be something we crave: its restfulness, its insistence on slowness and stillness, and the way it wakens the senses. It is so encompassing that it sensitises us to the present. We can neither look back nor see ahead.

         Darkness is present tense, an escape from memory and anticipation and to that extent an escape from ourselves. It gives us a greater sense of space than anything else and yet we do not inhabit it but always feel on the edge of it or about to enter. In this way, it reminds us that we are our starting point and out there is possibility. There is always more to see – and more to see in ourselves – whether we choose to or not.

         
            Notes

            1 Frank O’Hara (1926–66), ‘An Image of Leda’, in The Selected Poems of Frank O’Hara, ed. Donald Allen (Vintage, 1974)

            2 Cave of Forgotten Dreams, dir. Werner Herzog (2010)

            3 O’Hara, ‘An Image of Leda’

            4 ‘Und dieses einen Weges kamen sie.’ Rainer Maria Rilke (1875–1926), ‘Orpheus. Eurydike. Hermes’, in Neue Gedichte (Insel Verlag, 1907)

            5 Edmund Burke (1729–97), A Philosophical Enquiry into the Sublime and Beautiful: And Other Pro-Revolutionary Writings, ed. David Womersley (Penguin, 1998)

            6 This section draws on a conversation with the neuroscientist Professor Colin Blakemore (1944–2022), Institute of Philosophy, University College London, 14 August 2014

            7 John Hull (1935–2015), Touching the Rock: An Experience of Blindness (SPCK, 1990), republished as Notes on Blindness: A Journey Through the Dark (Wellcome, 2015)

            8 John Locke (1632–1704), An Essay Concerning Human Understanding, 1689, ed. Roger Woolhouse (Penguin, 1997)

            9 Locke, ‘Epistle to the Reader’, in An Essay Concerning Human Understanding 

         

         
            * Our brain can also hear what isn’t there. Brain scans taken of people looking at an image of a barking dog showed that the auditory area of the brain had been activated.

            † Dark Light has been used as an album title by Gary Numan and East 17, and as a book, film and play title. Eigengrau is the name of an album by Section 25.

            ‡ See ‘The imagined image’, p. 270, in which a consideration of speculative vision returns us to the starting point of seeing, not seeing further, science and art.

         

      

   


   
      
         
21
            Solidity, appearance, dullness

         

         1

         When J. M. Barrie, the author of Peter Pan, was six, his elder brother David died in a skating accident on the eve of his fourteenth birthday. His mother fell into obsessive grief, making it clear that David was irreplaceable. Barrie’s response was as logical as it was fantastical: he would become his brother. He perfected David’s mannerisms, dressed up in his clothes and sprang his surprise. His mother was horrified. In the rush of appearance, the mind responds with involuntary joyful recognition before realising that it has been fooled. She would have been trying to understand that she would never see David again and yet there he was – and wasn’t – in a version close enough to be tormenting.

         Regardless of his mother’s reaction, this episode seems to have fixed in Barrie the belief that it is possible, through sheer force of imagination, to overcome the difference between yourself and someone else, past and future, life and death. Becoming someone else could be as simple as dressing up. If you put on a pirate hat then that is who you were. Peter Pan is a depiction of childhood that asks questions and offers solutions as a child might for themselves. If you aren’t happy in this world, invent another. The imagined world can be as vivid and palpable as the real one, sometimes more so. We enter this story as we would a game, taking up rules we invent as we go along as if they have 22announced themselves. We want this freedom but also to be told what to do with it. The children accept the strange boy with his torn shadow because he knows the rules. They do not question that if they jump out of the window, they will be able to fly.

         There is a time in a child’s development when they’re able to describe what they see but their vision is not yet regulated by an awareness of physical laws. They’ve discovered the urge to make sense of things – how the world works – and reach for whatever logic suggests itself. A shadow is a clear shape and so could be perceived as a physical object. Neverland is a child’s construction: casual, expedient, spontaneous and built out of what comes to hand be it an alarm clock or an angry father. It is also unsustainable because it doesn’t make sense. Just when the reader, like the children, has put their faith in Peter, Barrie discloses that Peter ‘said anything that came into his head’. The great adventure stalls. The children, the Lost Boys, the pirates and even Peter Pan behave in this magical world as they would in the ordinary one. We look around us and see fairies, pirates and crocodiles but sooner or later we argue about the washing-up. Perhaps every world is the same world because we are the same in it.

         In the world of Peter Pan, time has substance. It lurks in the form of Captain Hook’s watch ticking away in the belly of the crocodile who bit off his arm. As the creature slithers through the action we are made to feel, like the pirate, that time has already consumed part of us and is coming for the rest. It’s as if the ordinary time of breakfast and school and father coming home from work has been subsumed while the children are in Neverland but even so there it is, ticking away. It’s the same in the real world, with the numbers sliding past, hands revolving on a dial, calendars rolling by, but numbers focus us on measurement so we think 23about how long, short, fast or slow time might be. We rarely think about how it consumes us. Mrs Darling, who sees Peter first, who already knows him, who traps his shadow, has maintained a direct connection to the world of childhood and her child self. She knows what she’s lost in growing up, that she has solidified and dulled, and mourns the fact that this will happen to her daughter too.

         Childhood becomes crowded with warnings. Children are taught to look but not touch – fire or crocodiles – and that the space beyond the window will not catch them and that they will fall. They’re learning that vision provides information intended to stop them in their tracks and that there are many things they can only look at or hear, not touch or taste. Vision is the freest of our senses, the one that can roam furthest, the most instant and uncontrollable. A child’s unregulated vision is a form of flight.

         
            The idea of solidity we receive by our touch; and it arises from the resistance which we find in body, to the entrance of any other body into the place it possesses, till it has left it. There is no idea, which we receive more constantly from sensation, than solidity.

            John Locke1

         

         We bump into something and are forced to navigate it and so understand that it is there. This extends to things we know we’d be able to touch if we could reach them such as the watch in the crocodile’s belly. The imagination works all the harder to come up with the appearance of something when we cannot see it but know where and what it is.

         The solidity of an image lends it presence and engages our senses. A shadow is not abstract, nor is it material. While cloud, smoke and fog have some molecular substance, a shadow has 24none. It is evidence of the interruption of light through which we’ve learnt to measure time. Peter’s shadow is torn off as he slips out of the bedroom window in a rush when Mrs Darling slams it behind him. The shadow is time and he needs it back. If time did not pursue Peter’s every step, what would he be resisting? There would be no need to refuse to grow up.

         We can hear and smell things that aren’t there – music or a scent in the air – but we can’t touch or taste them. Vision is more emphatic because of how difficult it is to separate what is seen from what is ‘really’ there. We may understand that the water on the road is a mirage but still see it. Visual presence is proof of existence. Our shadow holds us in place, in that it is an indication of where we are and when. It also reassures us of our solidity: we interrupt the light and given that such interruption is what reveals the world to us and makes it real, it makes us real too. Without his shadow, Peter wouldn’t be able to experience his own presence.

         The shadow is, like time, something we can never escape. It reminds us that we’re visible even when we cannot see ourselves. Wendy is often depicted as swoony and eager, but she can also be construed as the expression of her mother’s inner tension. She’s a child under pressure to rehearse the woman she must become. She’s not ready to go through the motions of being a mother, and does so ineptly and desperately from her first meeting with Peter to her running the home in Neverland. Why is Wendy keen to play house when she could be fighting pirates? Perhaps she thinks she has to. (Barrie assumed she would.) When she meets Peter, she’s entranced and shocked, but falls back on mechanical good manners (becoming her mother’s shadow). Peter is pragmatic and invites her to Neverland after she’s proved herself useful by sewing his own shadow back on. It’s her job, like her mother’s, to 25tidy up and, in this case, to repair the rupture in time.

         In a sketch of his mother’s life, Barrie depicted her turning away from childhood: ‘I see her frocks lengthening … and the games given reluctantly up. The horror of my boyhood was that I knew a time would come when I also must give up the games … I felt that I must continue playing in secret, and I took this shadow to her, when she told me her own experience, which convinced us both that we were very like each other inside.’2 This remembered, or perhaps imagined, moment of affinity contrasts with his desperate attempts to become his brother so as to reach her. He writes unthinkingly of the metaphorical as solid matter, taking his secret playing self to his mother in the form of a shadow.

         Our own solid selves are mutable but inescapable. Adulthood must have been painful for Barrie, who never seemed fully grown. He was not much more than five feet tall and having endured romantic rejection, turned his desires inwards. His peculiar notes, a sort of third-person diary, record deep humiliation and a revulsion towards intimacy. They also document a recurring nightmare about marriage. His wife Mary endured a husband who was absent in all ways and she eventually divorced him. They had no children.

         Barrie met the brothers who inspired Peter Pan in 1897, on his daily walk in Kensington Gardens. George and Jack Llewelyn Davies were beautiful boys of four and three, romantically kitted out in red velvet caps. Their brother Peter was in his pram. Barrie courted the children and their mother, wore down their father, offered financial help and inserted himself into the family. He acted as if it were his right to take them over, as if they were already his characters. Two more boys, Michael and Nico, arrived before both parents died of cancer. They made Barrie 26guardian, having grown dependent on his support.

         Home is a fraught construction, and the Darling marriage enacts this. The larger shadow is cast by Mr Darling and the children are eager to escape it. Like his alter ego Captain Hook, he has constructed a kingdom and needs to be reassured that he is its king. Both men are obsessed by humiliation and want to be loved but make themselves unloveable. Mrs Darling must contain him as well as the children and this has eroded her. Barrie says she has ‘no proper spirit’, but she’s also the basis for Mr Darling’s dissatisfaction. He cannot know or possess her. Mrs Darling’s ‘romantic mind’ is like boxes one inside the other and ‘however many you discover there is always one more’. She has a kiss on the corner of her mouth which no one can claim: ‘He got all of her except the innermost box and the kiss. He never knew about the box, and in time he gave up trying for the kiss.’ Her mind, the kiss (hers or someone else’s) are made tangible and then placed out of reach, intensifying both possibility and failure. Barrie describes Peter Pan as being very like Mrs Darling’s unattainable kiss.

         If something materialises, it can be grasped and manipulated. Mrs Darling may keep the innermost box of her mind to herself but at night she ‘tidies’ the minds of her children just as she shuts Peter’s shadow in a drawer. We can see this aspect of Mrs Darling’s nature, of her relationship with her husband and how she controls her children, because we can see the series of boxes used to describe it. Although her children’s minds are not described, they are made visible by her act of tidying them: we see cupboards or drawers because she reaches into them.

         Imagery allows us to envisage and comprehend what cannot be seen but it is drawn from ourselves, ready-made out of our histories and associations, our emblems, motifs and 27subconscious. A completed image has a physicality that makes it into an object. Time solidifies into a watch which we cannot help but listen to. A woman’s deepest self is a box within boxes. A shadow lacks substance but is visible and so able to become its own thing, although what it becomes is inanimate – something to be folded (like a child’s mind) and kept in a drawer.

         We grow up and learn not always to trust what we see and that others see things differently. Peter’s vision remains clear because it is without the empathy that is key to this compromise. The fact that his shadow is so easily detached suggests that he can move through the world without affect. For him, this is all a game: ‘Peter had seen many tragedies but he had forgotten them all.’ He never remembers so everything is new. He has no more attachment to the Darling children than he has to the Lost Boys, whose numbers vary as they ‘get killed and so on’. Flying to Neverland isn’t fun for long. When the children are on their ‘second sea and third night’, Michael falters and sinks towards the sea, which Peter observes with animal detachment before swooping down to rescue him. Even then ‘it was his cleverness that interested him and not the saving of human life’. Both Wendy and Tinker Bell are brought back from death by a game within a game. When he discovers Tink dying, Peter at first has a child’s blank curiosity. He does the same with Wendy. Then he invents a game.

         Peter’s tragedy, and perhaps Barrie’s, is that he cannot construct a world without others even as he cannot relate to them. When Tink almost dies, Peter howls with fear at being left alone. He depends on others to create and enact his world. Without a cast or an audience, there can be no adventure. Peter would have no role, no one to be, and there will be no one left to play the game. Barrie stopped growing when he reached the age at which 28his brother David died. Was he resisting that moment happening or trapped within it? Like many writers, Barrie only realised later what he was exploring. Having labelled Peter ‘the boy who would not grow up’, he said that the story’s ‘true meaning came to me – Desperate attempt to grow up but can’t’.3

         2

         In one of my father’s notebooks, I found a conversation that he had with his shadow six years before he died and shortly before his dementia started to make itself known. His perceptions were informed by childhood trauma, and by time spent as a naval pilot, a medical student and a doctor who became a psychoanalyst. Unlike his children, he had excellent sight throughout his life. As I read it, I found myself in conversation with this conversation.

         
            The shadow – an experience of solitude

            [He was alone but this is not about that. It’s about feeling alone.]

            I was sitting in the window with my back to the light so that I could see the newspaper more clearly.

            [Turning away from the light in order to see more clearly.]

            As I lowered the paper to think about some piece of political nonsense, I was shocked to see an image of myself on the opposite wall of the room.

            [He sees it as an image before he makes sense of it as shadow.] 29

            The low winter sun had cast my shadow as a clean-cut silhouette like the old portrait silhouettes whose blank blackness suggested the character of the sitter so vividly.

            [No light or colour but vividness. Of character.]

            It was definitely me. I could easily recognise that.

            [Definitely. Easily. Not words he often used.]

            I looked to the left to watch the image change, but I could not obtain a full profile and see it without straining my eye muscles.

            [The proof that it is him lies in it changing as he changes.]

            I could make the image move.

            [He realises that he can control himself.]

            Suddenly I had a feeling of existing and of physical reality which was not usually there.

            [He realises that he is not usually there.]

            This shadow self was so real that I thought I could address it. I was reminded of the day when I met my Scottish cousin Charlie Webster. The moment when we met on the path in front of his house was like meeting an identical twin or another version of oneself.

            [The shock of recognition and that what

he is recognising is himself and that he did not know himself.

His father died when he was eighteen months old.

He had no one in whom to see himself.] 30

            This projected image on the wall felt as if it had more substance than I did.

            [We cannot see our own substance.]

            It was as though I was looking out from myself to reality outside – over there.

            [Reality is over there, even his real self.]

            Mayakovsky’s title ‘A Cloud in Trousers’ came to mind.

            then the twilight

spun around from the window

and stomped off into nightmarish darkness

frowning, decemberish.4 

            And R. S. Thomas’s identity difficulties – his autobiography entitled Neb meaning ‘Nobody’ or ‘Anybody’. About the birth of his son he said that he was puzzled that ‘nobody could give rise to somebody’.

            [His clinical phrase – ‘identity difficulties’.]

            We made a brave foray;

the engagement was furious.

We came back alone.5 

            I began to talk to this shadow with more substance than myself.

            I could feel the interest and pleasure in holding a conversation with this inviting stranger. We could sit down together and exchange views, observations, questions, jokes and laugh over the absurdity of life. 31

            [He is setting a tone and it is that of books and pictures and plays.

It is two men on a bench, waiting.

Two men who meet on a path in the forest.

Two men who play chess in an empty room.

Two men passing in a valley on horseback.

Two men, strangers, pausing in their separate journeys,

passing something back and forth

until it makes them laugh and they feel brave enough to go on.]

            I started to talk to myself and observed the response, but then stopped, the experience was too strange, too unsettling. Who was the real person and who was the shadow.

            [It is one thing to feel an affinity, quite another to be so alike.]

            [There is no question mark – as if he assumed

there could be no answer.]

         

         3

         
            LG: I’d like to ask you about the problem of the shadow being defining but not material.

            CB: Nothing is material. It’s all just shadows in your eye. In that sense Plato was right. There are no solid objects in our understanding except through touch. We create the apparent solidity from a flat pattern of variations of light and dark in the eye. That’s all there is. 32

         

         You cannot invent a shadow. It is evidence of presence just as uninterrupted light is proof of emptiness. In his Natural History, Pliny the Elder says that while the Greeks and Egyptians argued over the origin of painting, ‘all agree that it began with tracing an outline round a man’s shadow’.6 Pliny goes on to tell the story of the daughter of a potter in Corinth who, when her lover was going away, drew round the shadow of his face on a wall (I wonder what her father, a maker of solid objects, thought of that?). This story is often told because of its pathos. Someone is leaving and all you can capture of them before they go is the way in which their presence altered the light – what we do when we take a photograph.* She was bound by time and place and had to endure separation – but she wanted him still to appear, even when he wasn’t there.

         A shadow allows us to see clearly. It comes from somewhere and is of something. She was not only a bereft young woman but an artist attempting to intervene as little as possible between image and subject. How did she draw his outline without interrupting it?† She too must have cast a shadow. Her subject was someone she did not want to recast in the conventions of portraiture as a soldier, a king, a shepherd or a god. She wasn’t interested in what he might represent but in him. In capturing the most superficial thing about him, she felt in contact with his innermost self. As with cut-out silhouettes, there is nothing to distract us in a shadow from the impact of presence. 33

         The tracing of an outline was nothing new. It is what our eyes are doing as they organise visual material, finding the edge. It’s where we meet the surface of what we’re looking at and so is where vision meets touch. She wanted to sustain a sense of touch through the tracing of an edge. The urge to capture what cannot be grasped or will not remain is central to artistic impulse: the withdrawing, veering, distant, flaring, whispering, blaring, creeping and scuttling aspects of vision – not what I’m looking at but what appears.

         4

         
            
               When that misty vapour was agone

               And cleare and faire was the morning.

               ‘The Complaint of the Black Knight’, John Lydgate7

            

         

         In the early days of the internet as a recreational tool, I found myself compelled by live-streams of nothing happening. The drama lay in the possibility that it might and that I had no agency in this. There were webcams trained on otter dens and eagles’ nests and I could get stuck staring at a river bank or cliff edge. I was being given the chance to see a remarkable event but only if I kept watching. When confronted with action, we sit back and take it in. When nothing is happening but might, we search for detail, activity, change. The action is ours.

         My favourite webcams were trained on the marshes behind Snape Maltings concert hall near the Suffolk town of Aldeburgh. They weren’t even live streams but took a single picture once an hour between dawn and dusk. I saved 150 of them over three years. The cameras rarely caught a bird let alone a boat or 34passer-by. All there was to look at was light and water. The day was often dull. Dullness offers the kind of light we can look into even though much of it is grey. At Snape, this meant the smoky ember grey of winter dusk, the trout grey of overcast summer mornings, the grubby polyester grey of a July afternoon and the pre-fabricated grey of clouds in the autumn doldrums.

         This low, flat coastal land has often been called dull. The eighteenth-century poet George Crabbe lived in Aldeburgh and his book-length poem about the town, The Borough, is best known as the source of the story of Peter Grimes.8 It is also a meditation on dullness that extends from the landscape to the pattern of the days: ‘At the same time the same dull views to see’.

         This is the relentlessness of nothing happening. The view is either water or mud. What little movement there is is predictable. In the poem, Crabbe uses the word ‘dull’ seventeen times.

         
            
               Here dull and hopeless he’d lie down and trace

               How sidelong crabs had scrawi’d their crooked race9

            

         

         Peter has nothing to look at except the marks left by a crab in the mud. Not even the crab. The day is long and full of wearying tasks, the birds are tuneless and the piano playing he overhears is mechanical: ‘note after note, all dull to them alike’. Dullness acts as a glue in the mind of someone who is ‘cold, selfish, dull, inanimate, unkind’. It encourages resistance to disturbance, inertia, drawing in, and a hardening of surface and response. In Crabbe’s borough, drunks and children, music and theatre, success and feelings, the days and whatever labours they hold are all dull. 35

         In Aldeburgh’s medieval moot hall, you can see Thomas Thurlow’s 1855 group portrait, The Town Worthies. These pungent, bearded men look a bit like Rembrandt’s The Syndics (1662) although while the syndics were negotiating religious interests, the Worthies’ story is one of more basic squabbles.10 They divided into two Beach Companies, the Uptowners and Downtowners, gathered at the North and South Look-Outs respectively, and competed to pilot ships to London and elsewhere. They were salvagemen and lifeboatmen too and, along with the semaphore men, were trying to net something of the life that passed by.

         The overall impression is of life drained out of everything. Yet dullness is no more neutral a condition than boredom. If you look at a town or a mudflat and call it dull, you are not indifferent. There’s a sense of expectation not met and that visual pleasures sought are being denied. Visual dullness is a failure to stimulate and there are times when that’s a relief. Crabbe is alert to the consolations of tedium and the melancholy it enables: ‘He nursed the feelings these dull scenes produce’ and lingered by the sluice to listen to its ‘dull, unvaried, sadd’ning sound’. Grimes could have a reliable experience, one that enabled him to have feelings, if only flat ones.

         Virginia Woolf described Aldeburgh as a ‘miserable, dull sea village’.11 She was not casual in her use of adjectives and the fact that she required both ‘miserable’ and ‘dull’ tells you how oppressive she found the place. A dull setting makes us assume that life is dull, and the mind dulled as Crabbe suggests, yet The Borough is a dramatic story of a volatile place where opium, alcohol and sex tamp down the violence for a while. Dullness can be an excuse to seek out what pleasure you can. 36

         I was often at Snape during those webcam years, standing within the landscape that I then sought out on screen. For me, the two were not the same thing. The webcam pictures were crude and juddering whereas the actual view is always beautiful because it is mostly sky with a low foreground of reeds and water. The weather was often not what I’d expect. The webcam recorded a dawn of palest pink and blue with the sun concentrating into a rosy laser beam in February. On a misty April dawn, the river and sky broke up into one another while the reed beds feathered and blurred. Another spring morning was full of such white light that there was nothing for the eye to meet. One March there was snow on the reeds and the next year, a brilliant blue sky laid over with cirrus. In December and January, seven in the morning and four thirty in the afternoon were inky smears. Real dullness was found mid-afternoon midsummer but compensated for by an August dawn in which the sun spilled fire. One April morning, at two minutes to eight, the camera translated the sunrise into a pink stripe that ran down one side of the picture. These optical accidents drew attention to depths of colour which were really there: cobalt in April, cerulean in June, parma-violet in September. The reeds could appear as straw, seaweed, heather or astroturf. One October dawn was a gaseous red swirl as if the camera had been retrained on Mars.

         I particularly liked a shot from one November, just before four in the afternoon, in which the low sun blasted the river with light, blackening the reeds and trees. The crude mechanics of the webcam created a series of tiny refractions and if you looked carefully, you could see that the river bank was lined with a strip of rainbow. There was almost always cloud of some kind, usually nimbostratus and stratocumulus – low-level, vaguely 37defined and associated with drizzle. Despite this, there wasn’t much evidence of rain – perhaps an August shower captured as white streaks against luminous greens and on some autumn days, watery smears on the screen. Often, the view was so monotonous that I thought the camera had got stuck. Sometimes it had.
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            Observe the lovely gliding of the clouds, and how their drift and shapes are related to one another, because the eye of the artist must always recognise things by their essence while the common folk see only weird shapes.

            Samuel van Hoogstraten (1678)12

         

         In 1995, I became the first artist in residence at London’s Science Museum. I grew up among scientists and while I respect their work, I’m more interested in what frames and lies behind it. Going into the museum every week for a year meant that I could see past the foreground. The rockets, planes and engines that captured my immediate attention were soon bulky furniture I made my way past in order to reach quieter presences. Among these were the watercolour sketches of Luke Howard who, at the turn of the nineteenth century, classified clouds as cumulus, cirrus, nimbus, etc. In these pictures I saw a drive to be clear as well as the difficulty of fixing the image without investment. To draw a cloud might be a way to escape the similes that inevitably come to mind. Could he really stop his eye from assuming it knew the shape he was attempting to reproduce? The frail, decisive brushstrokes, the way in which he seems to have wanted to make as little impact on the paper as possible, 38reminded me of what it’s like to want to pin down what you see while knowing that your version will inevitably be more crude and more dull. A cloud isn’t solid but paper is. Words have solidity too and they can dull what they describe.

         Luke Howard was a manufacturing chemist and a scientist who went to some lengths to distinguish what he did from science. After school, he endured ‘a laborious apprenticeship’ with a chemist. A serious accident, in which he slipped from a ladder and smashed a bottle of arsenic which gashed his wrist so that some of it entered his artery, led to the tedium of convalescence, time he spent researching the properties of pollen using a microscope. He had a factory east of London and the routine of his commute to and from the place each day, which he passed ‘sub dio’ (below the open sky), was alleviated by recording the weather. He wrote his renowned ‘Essay on Clouds’ because it was his turn to present a paper to the philosophical society he belonged to, otherwise he would be fined. He makes it all sound so incidental, so usual, so dull.

         Goethe came across this essay and sent Howard a request. He asked him for an account of his life. Howard was told of Goethe’s ‘prodigious inclination to sing the Praises of Thy Theory of Clouds’ but at first thought this a hoax. Perhaps he distrusted such over-excitement. Reassured – ‘one of their very celebrated Poets of Weimar (I think)’ – Howard sent his life in ten pages ‘having neither so much to say as Benjamin Franklin, nor so much to pass over as Julius Caesar’.13 He told Goethe about the ways in which he has been constrained or distracted from the pure practice of science but did so in the form of celebration. His five children, well-educated but not sent away, were ‘a source of affectionate enjoyment’. His Quaker faith was the primary reason for his 39‘comparative unfruitfulness in Science’ but he was committed to playing an active role in the community and to offering charitable aid. Howard raised thousands of pounds for war relief in Europe and travelled there just after the Napoleonic retreat to offer help. On this journey, his scientific impulse led him to record everything from a stork’s dance to the design of continental quilts and the process of evaporation at a saltworks.

         Unusual weather phenomena fascinated Howard from childhood: ‘I settled in my mind one remarkable configuration of the Clouds in full sky, because it was of rare occurrence.’ He several times saw the aurora borealis over Britain. When he was eleven, he experienced ‘the haze’ of 1783, later understood to have been volcanic ash ‘and very distinctly also the passage and appearances’ of a meteor that summer. He was woken in the night by its brightness. But when it came to writing a paper, it was ordinary weather that he chose to investigate.

         Howard’s first argument against his right to be considered a scientist was the fact that at school he learnt too much Latin and not enough maths. I’m curious about the notion that you can learn too much of a language. Perhaps he found that words leapt too quickly or with too much variety to mind, colouring what he was trying to see clearly. Despite this, he honed his powers of observation: ‘My pretensions as a man of science are consequently but slender: being born, however, with observant faculties, I began even here to make use of them, as well as I could without a guide.’14 Not having a guide can mean getting lost or it can mean, as it did for Howard, a particularly open-minded approach. This is not a case of not knowing what he was doing but of intensive training from an early age – not in science, perhaps, but in scientific method. 40

         The world of industrial chemistry he describes in his letter to Goethe is competitive and dependent on ‘using, while we can do it exclusively, the few new facts that turn up in the routine of practice’. His business thrived but he chose not to publish research in chemistry explaining that he had to ‘live by the practice of Chemistry as an art, and not by exhibiting it as a science’. Keeping industrial secrets was more important than publishing new discoveries. But he also pointed out that ‘the Establishment’ helped him evolve chemicals and he was consequently able to provide them with better ones. The Establishment was, ‘for the most part unconscious of [his research’s] existence’. He did eventually become a fellow of the Royal Society, ‘to which I have sent some Papers’. He called his thinking ‘ideas’ rather than science.

         Howard was keen to learn from new developments but equally keen to announce his limitations, describing the work of Antoine Lavoisier as ‘the Sun’s rising after a night of moonshine’. As science became more dependent on mathematics, Howard was conscious of what he lacked: ‘Chemistry is now betrothed to Mathematics, and is in consequence grown somewhat shy of her former admirers.’ He also had the gift of being present while averted, of being a family man, a community leader, a manufacturer and of spending much time in deep thought: ‘People say I am weather-wise, but I tell them I am very often otherwise.’

         Ten pages is a fair amount for someone who presents themselves as so inconsequential. Over the years, I’ve returned to this letter and have a stronger sense of Howard as neither dull nor modest. He was confident of the value of his themes and sent Goethe recommendations for further reading. His declaration 41of his lack of qualifications and his rejection of the name of ‘science’ were not an admission of his work being secondary to that of scientists who did not have to work, or travel to work, or run a business or devote themselves to charity. He was asserting the worth of a different approach and was confident of the value of his findings. He distrusted the self-importance that comes with achievement but he believed in the achievement.

         Goethe, who wrote twelve thousand letters in his lifetime, sent a note promising a full response. He translated Howard’s letter but there is no trace of this reply.
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            * See ‘Boredom, repetition, fixatives’, p. 60, on early photography and constructing memories.

            † See ‘Seeing clearly, glimpsing, picturing’, p. 75, on artists getting out of the way, and in the way, of their images; also ‘Becoming, resistance, dissolve’, p. 93, on ways in which they try to resist taking full control of an image and how the image itself might resist them.
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