
   [image: Cover: A Year With Swollen Appendices: Brian Eno’s Diary 1995 by Brian Eno]


   
      
         [image: ]

      

   


   
      
         iii

         
            A Year

with

Swollen

Appendices

            Brian

Eno’s

Diary 1995

            25th

Anniversary

Edition

         

         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            CONTENTS

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	Introduction to the anniversary edition

                  	About this diary

                  	About Anthea, Opal and me

                  	People

                  	 

                  	DIARY

                  	 

                  	APPENDICES:

                  	Ambient Music

                  	Axis thinking

                  	Black marks

                  	Bliss and screensavers

                  	CD-Roms

                  	Celebrities and aid-giving

                  	Clock Library

                  	Cosmetic psychiatry

                  	Culture

                  	Defence

                  	Duchamp’s Fountain

                  	Edge Culture

                  	Generative music

                  	The Great Learning

                  	Interview with PC Format

                  	Into the abyss

                  	Letter to Petra

                  	Letter to Dave Stewart

                  	Letter to Tom Sutcliffe

                  	Letter to U2

                  	Lottery ideas

                  	The Marstall proposal

                  	Miraculous cures and the canonization of Basquiat

                  	Mostar Children’s Music Centre

                  	New ways of singing

                  	On being an artist

                  	Pagan Fun Wear

                  	Personal profile

                  	Pretension

                  	Roles and game-playing

                  	Sharing music

                  	Sperm auction

                  	Unfinished

                  	Unthinkable futures

                  	War Child

                  	Wobbly letter

                  	 

                  	Autobiography and List of Works

                  	Bibliography

                  	About the Author

                  	Copyright

               



         

      

   


   
      
         
vii
            INTRODUCTION

TO THE ANNIVERSARY EDITION

         

         This book was first published twenty-five years ago. What has happened in those twenty-five years?

         I started out by making a list of new words – ideas that either didn’t exist or weren’t in the air when I wrote the diary. What astonished me is how many of them there are. Some of these words – and the ideas and activities they relate to – have become so normal that we forget they’re only a few years old.

         A friend told me a story that captures how quickly things become taken for granted – indispensable parts of our lives. He was on a flight and, after take-off, the pilot announced that the airline had just introduced Wi-Fi to its fleet of jets, so everybody could now use their phones on the plane. There was delighted applause and many of the passengers immediately took out their devices and began doing all the things we do with them. After about thirty minutes the Wi-Fi stopped working, for some technical reason. Within seconds, people were complaining angrily about the ‘terrible service’: it had gone from miracle to expectation in half an hour.

         Looking at this list of words makes me realize that we live in a profoundly different reality now than we did in 1995. I assume new language evolves when there are new things that need to be talked about – so the faster those new things are coming at us, the more new language we need for them. Perhaps we would expect there to be lots of new words to do with the Internet and social media, but what’s noticeable about the list is that there are some areas of human activity that hardly figure in it at all: for example, art, religion and philosophy. Does this mean that we aren’t so interested in those things any more and have stopped talking about them? Could it mean that they just aren’t changing so quickly to need new language? Or does it mean that they’re changing so much that we no longer recognize them in their new forms? For example, is QAnon actually an emerging viiireligion? Is CRISPR gene-editing technology possibly a new form of art? Is decluttering, à la Marie Kondo, a sort of spiritual discipline that operates in the space where religion operated? Is TikTok a new mass art form that we aren’t taking seriously? (Will we, in another twenty-five years, reverently scroll through old TikTok videos, recognizing them as the beginnings of a truly universal, democratic art form?) Is binge-watching Netflix the future of art, as galleries and public spaces become more dangerous?

         Completely missing from the diary is any mention of climate change, populism, pandemics or China, just to mention a few of the things that occupy a lot of our thoughts now.

         Looking at any item on the list I ask myself: ‘In which category of human experience does this particular phenomenon belong?’ It turns out that a large fraction of the new words are, perhaps unsurprisingly, to do with interpersonal relationships – how we relate and present ourselves to each other.

         Body-shaming, cancel culture, chatlines, Chaturbate, cisgender, Creative Commons licence, crowdfund, crowdsource, distance learning, DM, dox, emoji, emoticon, follow/unfollow, friend/unfriend, and then all the new language around social media. This category is where there seems to have been most activity. Are humans communicating more than they ever did in the past? Is this process of ‘community forming’ now in hyperdrive because our old ways of making communities (i.e., by growing up and living and working with other people, or by engaging with them in common causes) are no longer working? Or do we just need more forms of community? And from whence arises this insatiable appetite for constant conversation? Is it a case of, in Eric Hoffer’s words, you can never get enough of what you don’t really want?

         And what are we not doing when we’re doing all this chatting?

         Novelty in the world isn’t the only thing that spurs new language. New people want new language because it’s a way of distinguishing themselves from old people. This driver of linguistic evolution has to do with another kind of communication. It’s often not about saying new things but about ixsaying the same things differently and, in doing so, indicating which tribe you belong to (and which ones you don’t). Language is a badge of membership or affiliation, and sometimes that’s most of what it’s saying. Language of that kind is designed to tell you more about the speaker than of what is being spoken.

         One of the things that seems to have happened in the last twenty-five years is that the distinction between these two kinds of language has blurred in the public sphere. This era has been called post-truth because language is increasingly intended to be instrumental – that is, intended to bring about an effect – rather than accurate. There’s a difference between shouting ‘FIRE’ in a crowded theatre that is actually on fire as opposed to doing so in one that isn’t. Increasingly the role of the media – particularly in England, Australia and America; the Murdoch constellation – has become to trigger volatile public response by shouting ‘FIRE’ almost all the time. When it’s all about clickbait – grabbing attention – it turns out you don’t actually need much news. Just a flood of red flags will do the job.

         This confusion – between language as the articulation of meaning and language as trigger or mood music – has now penetrated thoroughly into public discourse. Twenty-four-hour rolling news and the Internet have created a demand for content that apparently can’t be met with actual news and has to be augmented by opinion columnists, shock jocks, influencers and Twitterati. Churnalists, freed of the need to actually conduct research and fact-checking, trade in recycled ‘news’ about as substantial as smoke. But if you know that people are inclined to believe there’s no smoke without a fire, then all you have to do is keep producing more smoke.

         Many of these new words suggest the dissolution of a certain quality of public discourse that we have taken for granted since the Enlightenment, which hinged on the possibility of reaching evidence-based consensus – albeit even temporarily – about what constitutes reality. The post-modern scepticism of any distinction between ideologically derived value systems and evidence-driven science is now grasped at gratefully by libertarians, populists, identitarians and tax evaders the world over: ‘Why shouldn’t xthere be a special reality just for me?’ they demand. An early warning sign of this attitude creeping into politics was when a member of Dubya’s entourage, questioned about the veracity of some claims he’d made in support of the Iraq war, said: ‘We’re an empire now, and when we act, we create our own reality.’

         It’s interesting to watch that kind of hubris crash up against a little strand of RNA – and conspicuously lose the battle. As I write this, we’re five months into the Covid pandemic, and it turns out that even an empire can’t change biological reality. I wonder if it will make any difference to how we view the role of leadership in the future, when we evaluate the various national responses to Covid and notice that the people who dealt with it more successfully were not the macho braggarts, not the ‘we-make-our-own-reality’ brigade, not the ‘man-up’ populists, not the Panglossian libertarians, but the people who had the humility to listen to the science and the humanity to care enough to act upon it.

         
            3D printer

            4chan

            9/11

            AI (artificial intelligence)

            Airbnb

            Alexa

            algorithm

            alt-right

            alternative facts

            Amazon

            Anonymous

            Anthropocene

            anti-natalism

            Antifa

            apps

            Arab Springxi

            ASMR

            augmented reality

            avatar

            B2B (business-to-business)

            bank bailout

            Bank of Mum and Dad

            barista

            Belt and Road

            bendy bus

            bestie

            big data

            billionaires

            binge-watch

            biodiversity

            biosphere

            birtherism

            bitcoin

            black hat

            Black Lives Matter

            bling

            blockchain

            blog

            Blu-ray

            Bluetooth

            body-shaming

            boogaloo

            boomer

            Border Force (UK)

            Botox

            bots

            box set

            Brexitxii

            BRICS, the

            bromance

            butt lift

            buzzy

            cancel culture

            cannabis stores

            carbon footprint

            carbon-neutral

            CBT (cognitive behavioural therapy)

            CDO (collateralized debt obligations)

            CDS (credit default swap)

            chatlines

            Chaturbate

            chav

            China

            chip and PIN

            churnalism

            cisgender

            Citizens United

            cli-fi

            clickbait

            climate crisis

            climate refugee

            cloud, the

            command and control

            conflict minerals

            contactless

            content farm

            cookies

            Corbynista

            Covid

            Creative Commons licencexiii

            CRISPR

            crowdfund

            crowdsource

            cultural appropriation

            cyber attack

            cyber crime

            cyber warfare

            daisy-cutter

            dark money

            dark web

            data-driven

            data harvesting

            data point

            data set

            Davos

            day trader

            declutter

            deep state

            deepfake

            denialism

            derivatives

            digital audio

            dirty bomb

            disaster capitalism

            disinformation

            distance learning

            DM (direct message, Instagram)

            DMT (drug)

            doomscrolling

            dot com bubble

            dox

            drone warfarexiv

            drones

            dubstep

            e-bike

            e-cigarettes

            eBay

            ecocide

            egg donor

            electric cars

            embedded (journalists)

            emo

            emoji

            emoticon

            end of days

            end times

            end-to-end encryption

            enhanced interrogation

            entitled

            essential worker

            ETF (exchange-traded fund)

            facial recognition

            factoid

            fake news

            false flag (attack)

            fat finger

            fat studies

            first responders

            fit (attractive)

            flash crash

            flash mob

            flat-earther

            follow/unfollow

            followersxv

            FOMO (fear of missing out)

            foodie

            football mum

            friend/unfriend

            garage (music)

            gaslighting

            gated community

            gender-neutral

            gender studies

            Generation Z

            generative

            ghost (as a verb)

            gig economy

            glamping

            global warming

            globalization

            gluten-free

            goji berries

            goldilocks

            GPS

            graphene

            Great Awakening

            grime

            ground-source heating

            grunge

            hacking

            hands-free

            hashtag

            helicopter parenting

            hive mind

            Homeland Security

            hooking upxvi

            hotdesking

            hotspot

            housing bubble

            ICE (Immigration and Customs Enforcement, USA)

            iconic

            identity theft

            ifpology

            impostor syndrome

            inbox

            incel

            influencer

            information warfare

            Instagram

            intersectionality

            iPod

            Islamophobia

            isolation

            Jägerbomb

            ‘jump on a call’

            Jungle (refugee camp), the

            Karen

            ketamine

            Kindle

            lab meat

            labradoodle

            laptop

            Leaver (cf Remainer)

            LGBTQA+

            libtard

            LinkedIn

            localization (cf globalization)

            location servicesxvii

            lockdown

            LOL

            machine learning

            malware

            mansplain

            Matrix, The

            MeToo

            Melissa worm, the

            MERS

            microaggression

            microdosing

            milk substitutes

            millennial

            mindfulness

            Minecraft

            minger/minging

            mission creep

            mood music

            MSM (mainstream media)

            muted

            nanotechnology

            Napster

            Netflix

            news threads

            NLP (neuro-linguistic programming)

            non-binary

            nose to tail

            noughties

            Occupy

            oligarch

            OMG

            one-click shoppingxviii

            one per cent, the

            online banking

            online shopping

            open-source

            opinion columnist

            optics

            Oyster card

            page view

            palimony

            pandemics

            parkour

            PayPal

            paywall

            peng

            Pepe the Frog

            Periscope

            phishing

            photobomb

            Photoshopped

            ‘ping me’

            Pizzagate

            platform

            pocket call

            podcast

            pop-up

            portrait mode

            post-Internet

            post-truth

            POV

            PPE (personal protective equipment)

            preprint

            privately owned spacecraftxix

            pronouns

            QAnon

            QR code

            quantified self

            quantum computing

            quarantini

            queen bee

            ransomware

            rapture

            reality TV

            reboot

            recycling

            red-pilled

            reddit

            Remainer (cf Leaver)

            Remoaner

            renewables

            retweet

            rewilding

            robotics

            router

            routine mass surveillance

            SARS

            satnav

            screen time

            Second Life

            Segway

            self-isolate

            selfie

            selfie stick

            server

            sextingxx

            Shazam

            shielding

            shock jocks

            shrooms

            SIM card

            singular they

            Siri

            SJW (social justice warrior)

            Skype

            slacktivism

            smartphones

            SMS

            snowflake

            social capital

            social distancing

            social media

            sockpuppet accounts

            Soundcloud

            spam

            spear phishing

            speed dating

            spice

            stan

            Stans, the

            starchitect

            staycation

            streaming

            Stuxnet

            subprime mortgages

            sudoku

            super PACs

            superfoodsxxi

            surrogate parenting

            sustainable

            swipe left/right

            tablet

            targeted killing

            teabagging

            teardown culture

            telemedicine

            Tesla

            texting

            Three Percenters, the

            TikTok

            Tinder

            top-down/bottom-up

            trans

            trending

            triggering

            trillion-dollar companies

            tripcode

            Trojan horse

            troll

            truthiness

            tweeting

            twenty-four-hour rolling news

            twerking

            Twitter

            Twitterati

            Twittersphere

            two-factor identification

            Uber

            uncanny valley

            universal basic incomexxii

            universal credit

            unplug

            upcycling

            upload (to the cloud)

            USB

            vape/vaping

            viral

            vlog

            vulture capitalism

            waterboarding

            wealth management

            web surfing

            WeChat

            wellness

            WFH (work from home)

            whole face transplants

            Wi-Fi

            WikiLeaks

            Wikipedia

            woke

            women’s studies

            workstation

            Y2K

            zero-hours contract

            zero-tolerance

            Zooming

            zoonotic

         

         Thanks to Kevin Kelly, Peter, Ben and Cathleen Schwartz, Karl Hyde, Dom Theobald, Leo Abrahams, Roger Eno, Mary Evers, Leon Sealey-Huggins, Rick Holland, Stewart Brand and Danny Hillis, who contributed to this list.

      

   


   
      
         
xxiii
            ABOUT THIS DIARY

         

         I’ve never kept a diary past about 6 January (so I know a lot about the early Januaries of my life), but at the end of 1994 I made a resolution to keep one for 1995. I did it because I wanted to schedule in advance some of the things that Anthea and I don’t get round to doing often enough – going to the cinema, the theatre, galleries and so on.

         So I started this diary – an A5 page-a-day type – by ambitiously writing in all the things we were going to do, on the days we were going to do them (cinema every first Tuesday of the month, for example). As a sideline, I thought I might as well try to keep a record of the year. The preplanning idea failed within weeks, but, surprisingly, I kept up the diary.

         When I started I had no intention at all of publishing it. It wasn’t until mid-October that I began to think that an expanded, addended form of this diary, with its mishmash of ideas, observations, admirations, speculations and grumbles, could become the book for which Matthew Evans of Faber so trustingly gave me a £100,000,000 advance several years ago. I’d put a lot of thought into that, and never found the form I wanted. One day Stewart Brand said to me in an e-mail, ‘Why don’t you assume you’ve written your book already – and all you have to do now is find it?’, and several weeks later this way of doing exactly that dawned on me.

         From October onwards the diary becomes more self-conscious – I knew from that date that I was probably going to publish. Also from that time I switched from writing in the diary itself to writing directly on to the word processor – since I’d had everything to date transcribed into it anyway. These two things changed the nature of the writing: I became both more diplomatic and more prolix. I write much faster at the WP, and I was not limited by the single-page format. I haven’t tried to match up the two sections of the diary.xxiv

         The diary covers four recording projects. Tm very aware of the possibility of there being a breach of confidence in reporting these: working situations are intimate, and what goes on within them is assumed to be private. Accordingly, I’ve spoken to the people who are frequently mentioned, and sent them the relevant parts of the manuscript to read. The fact that this is published with their permission doesn’t necessarily mean that they agree with the emphasis of my descriptions: it just means that they’re magnanimous enough to let a one-sided story be told. And it really is one-sided: this is just my day-by-day perception of what was happening. I could have rewritten it so that they all came out looking serious and saintly and I came out looking measured and gracious and non-judgmental, but I’m very glad to say that none of them asked for that. I removed some things that were actually untrue or gave such a slanted emphasis that they were as good as untrue. In the end what you read here is still very reactive and often biased, but what is perhaps harder to pick up is the warmth of the long-standing, friendly and productive relationships that persist behind all this.

         The recording projects are caught at different times in their evolution. The project with JAMES (whose Laid and Wah Wah albums I’d produced two years earlier) is seen here in its earliest days – the period when the first sparks are being kindled. The David Bowie project, which became Outside, started in Switzerland in March 1994 and is moving towards its closing stages when it first appears in this book. The Passengers record – a collaboration between the members of U2 and myself and some occasional visitors – was somewhere in the early middle. We’d done two weeks of recording in November 1994 which had yielded a lot of material and a strong sense of direction. It was released in October 1995, as was the last project, Spinner, which was based on a soundtrack I’d made for Derek Jarman’s last film two years earlier, and was finished by Jah Wobble in mid-1995.

         Two particularly important conversations thread through this diary. One is with my wife Anthea (see page xxvi: About Anthea, Opal and me) xxvand continues almost daily, mostly over dinner, but also in the premises where we both work. The second is with Stewart Brand (see the note on page 6), and happens mainly over the Internet, a few times a week. In the course of my conversations with these two companions I exchange reports and discuss the events of the moment. The evening conversations with Anthea can cover anything from talking about children, work, home, people, ideas, impressions and politics to what’s in New Scientist this week. It’s here that most of our projects get going.

         My conversation with Stewart Brand is primarily a written one – in the form of e-mail that I routinely save, and which in 1995 alone came to about 100,000 words. Often I discuss things with him in much greater detail than I would write about them for my own benefit in the diary, and occasionally I’ve excerpted from that correspondence. I’ve also used bits from current notebooks and letters when they were similarly diary-like.

         I left out (at Anthea’s request) some details of our private life. I added a few words here and there to make sense of some things that would have been meaningless to a reader otherwise. And of course all the footnotes and appendices were added.

         
             

         

         Thankyous: To my four sweethearts: Anthea, Hannah, Irial and Darla; to David Bowie, to the members of U2, to the members of JAMES, and to all others whose lives have inadvertently become the stuff of this diary; to Stewart Brand, whose comments and conversations were always inspiring and whose encouragement was invaluable; to Matthew Evans, who created the right atmosphere and stayed on my case; to James Topham for reading and re-reading this.

      

   


   
      
         
xxvi
            ABOUT ANTHEA, OPAL AND ME

         

         I have a wonderful life. I do pretty much what I want, and the only real problem I ever have is wondering what that is. But I divide my time, arbitrarily, between working as a musician, a visual artist and a record producer, and one of the reasons I am capable of running three careers in parallel is because I married my manager.

         Anthea runs our business. That means, for example, that I never pay bills. I usually don’t even know about them. Anthea, James Topham (‘Jameos’ in this book) and Lin Barkass look after me. I have a vague idea of what’s going on, but essentially I enjoy the great luxury of hardly having to worry about it at all. This may be an extreme kind of ivory-towerism, or a really lucky accident, or a very smart idea.

         Anthea looks after something else as well. In military terms it would be called Grand Strategy. Whereas in details she’s fairly methodical and careful, in big things she’s much more ambitiously improvisational than me. It’s because of her that we live in a nice house (I didn’t want to move), that I have a great studio in a great area of London (ditto), and that we got involved with War Child, among many other things.

         We often refer to ourselves as Wide Angle and Zoom. I’m Zoom – good at intense and exclusive concentration on something until I get somewhere with it. She’s Wide Angle – able to keep a lot of different things in the picture and pay attention to them all and adjust the balance between them. These are good interlocking talents.

         We started Opal in 1983 (five years before we married) as the company by which my various activities could be managed, and also as a management and publishing company for a small group of like-minded artists and musicians.

         For eight years (until 1991, when our second child was born) Opal looked after me, Daniel Lanois, Jon Hassell, Harold Budd, Michael Brook, Roger Eno (my brother) and, for a time, John Paul Jones. After perestroika xxviiAnthea became a frequent visitor to Russia and Opal helped an array of Russian musicians. In England we had our own ‘indie’ record label (‘Land’). For the rest of the world, we ran a label funded by Warner Bros and released a string of eclectic, interesting, often lovely and nearly always not-very-profitable records. During this time I was making records and sound, light and video installations around the world, and was active as a record producer.

         Anthea looked after all this business, helped by her old friend Jane Geerts and her brother Dominic.

         Having children changed things. It became more difficult for her to be in the office, and, because much of our business was with the West Coast (via Warner Bros), she’d receive long business calls late into (our) night, or just when the kids needed a bath or their evening meal. So we slimmed things down, concentrating only on music publishing and my own work. At the present time the office is run mainly by Jameos and Lin, with Anthea still overseeing things.

         The quantity of stuff that can pour into a small business is amazing. Every day the postman turns up with a four- or six-inch heap of mail, requests, demos, invitations, bills, payments, questions, proposals, etc. Every day there are six or ten requests for participation in something or other – press, radio or TV interviews; requests to speak at art schools or universities, to take part in seminars about new media or the future of this or that, to mount installations, and so on. None of these pays very much and in fact they are subsidized through my other, paying, work – such as producing or collaborating with other artists. Fortunately I do enough of this for the balancing act to work. But it all has to be dealt with, and, by and large and to my amazement, is.

         Publishing music, for example, involves not just registering compositions with the various collection societies round the world but also checking label credits, corresponding with all the overseas publishers, and taking decisions about requests to license the pieces. Then, of course, there is all the accounting work: royalty statements are insanely complicated, xxviiitheir complexity usually increasing exponentially with the size of the company issuing them.

         Then there are the big projects. These generate huge files of correspondence and receipts and invoices and faxes, and of course everything always requires immediate attention. Passengers, as an example, aside from being a CD, is also a four-inch file of documents in our office (and this after just a few months of its life).

         Anthea also deals with nearly all of our legal work. She’s been in this business for 20 years, and is good at writing simple, clear and exemplary contracts. She can also deal with the (much more labyrinthine) contracts we get sent. But there’s always quite a few of these things sitting in a neat pile to be dealt with.

         Then there are all the normal things businesses do – bills, accounts, bank balances, etc. We have a part-time bookkeeper (Grazyna Goworek – a sunny Polish lady), and she and Anthea look after those things. I rarely know what we have in the bank, let alone get involved with chasing late payments or wire transfers.

         Aside from all this, Anthea also ‘manages’ our family. From 1991 until September 1995 we had a daytime nanny (Titi – a West Indian grandmother who the children love but who returned to Saint Lucia after 40 years here), but Anthea has always done most of the things mothers do – shopping, cooking, clothing, ferrying the kids around, organizing holidays and parties and friends’ visits, making sure that school homework gets done, getting sports bags ready, dealing with coughs and cuts, and remembering things.

         In the last year and a half Anthea has become increasingly involved with War Child, and Opal has become a sort of unofficial second office for the organization. There’s never a dull moment.
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            PEOPLE

         

         
            
               

	Α
            
                        
                        	    
            
                        
                        	My wife, Anthea, mother of Irial and Darla (see also page xxvi: About Anthea, Opal and me)



	Andrée
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	My mother-in-law (aka ‘Nonna’)



	Anton
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Anton Corbijn, photographer friend



	Arlette
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	My younger sister, art therapist



	Art
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Artyom Troitsky, Muscovite friend



	Arto
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Arto Lindsay, New York musician



	Ben
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Ben Fenner, recording engineer and producer



	Bill
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Andrée’s husband, my father-in-law



	David (or D.B.)
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	David Bowie



	David and Bill
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	David Wilson and Bill Leeson, film-makers and founders of War Child (see page 424)



	Diego
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Diego Cortez, New York curator



	Dominic
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Dominic Norman-Taylor, All Saints Records



	Drew
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Andrew Burdon, my technical assistant from March 1995



	The girls
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	My daughters, Irial and Darla (aged nearly 5 and 3½ at the start of 1995)



	Hannah
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	My 28-year-old daughter from my first marriage



	Jameos
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	James Topham, our office manager (pronounced ‘Hamayos’)



	JAMES
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	The band: Tim Booth, Larry Gott, Mark Hunter, David Baynton-Power, Saul Davies, Jim Glennie



	Joan
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Joan Harvey, my first wife’s mother, Hannah’s grandmother



	Laurie
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Laurie Anderson, recording and performance artist



	Lin
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Lin Barkass, Anthea’s assistant at work



	Michael
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Michael Morris, of Artangel, organizers of Self-Storage (see note on page 7)xxx




	Petra
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Petra Blaisse, Dutch friend



	Rem
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Rem Koolhaas, architect



	Rita and Paul
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	My older sister and her husband, living in Seattle, USA



	Roger
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	My younger brother – composer and music therapist (married to Bee)



	Rolf
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Rolf Engel of Atelier Markgraph, Frankfurt, organizer of most of my overseas installations and friend



	Stewart
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Stewart Brand, friend and e-mailer



	U2
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	The band: Larry Mullen, Adam Clayton, Bono, The Edge



	Wingy
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	My sister-in-law, Charmian
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31 JANUARY

            Cold clear morning. Beautiful low peach winter sun. Thinking today (after seeing pictures of the ten Greats and Goods – five of them ex-Oxford – on the Millennium Commission) how to present the idea of the Kensington Campus.* It satisfies art and science, leisure and education, learning and practice, tourism, heritage and research. Seems irresistible, and is clearly much too sensible an idea for them to countenance – plus it would mean diverting vehicles, which is naturally out of the question (they’ll somehow find a way to spend most of the money on opera).

            Put up bird-feeder. Called Rita and Paul, Roger and Bee.

            Afternoon to Bron† with both girls. Trying to get them both working separately but in the same room is like trying to balance two buckets of water on your head. We made the invitations for Irial’s birthday, using stencils and sprays on a big sheet of heavy paper and cutting up the results into small cards. Simple rule — choose the right four colours in the first place and everything looks fine. Same as Ambient Music. [See page 293: Ambient Music] Darla starts playing with the computer (doing Fripples in Thinking Things). We watched the Red Shoes on TV. How do kids sort out fantasy from fact so easily? Do we tell them all those stories about witches and monsters and princes and fairies in order to make them distrust us, so they’ll realize 4that what grown-ups say is largely suspect? 

            Right ribs hurt from bunk-climbing accident. Cooked two poussins for dinner.

            Spoke to Rita (while cooking).

            One cigarette, two glasses of wine.

            Just remembered my father’s diaries – his attempt to counter his senility – full of things like ‘Shopping and walk to Rotary Club fete. Bought waffle-maker: 45p.’

            Idea for a story: ‘How the other half of me lives’.

            2 JANUARY

            Cold bright day. No one about at 8.15 as I go to Bron. I like taking the bus (getting on at Great Western Road, after a walk of about half a mile). One of the unsung benefits of public transport: people relate to each other and have a chance to be nice to each other. It’s a mobile version of the village well. Cars are the equivalent of private plumbing.

            On arrival at studio (after being so anxious to get there) nothing much. Played with Bliss [see page 308: Bliss and screensavers], wrote some letters, created some novel pornography in Photoshop – modifying back views of women to expand their bottoms to cosmic proportions, creating she-males by collage. Strange that one remains gripped by the same fantasies throughout life. Perhaps stranger that new ones keep getting added (my old maxim: ‘Old ideas don’t go away – new ones just get added’) to make an ever-increasing possibility set. What dramas are being enacted and re-enacted? Why?

            Decided to buy a computer for the girls after watching them playing on mine yesterday.

            WHEN IN DOUBT, TIDY UP. I didn’t, and left studio about 1.00. Dazzlingly strong low sun. 5

            Took Irial to park and then cooked some own-recipe mince pies. (Watched Hamar Trilogy and Beelsdorp from VPRO. Nice phrase from Paul Saffo: ‘releasing culture from the accident of ancestry’.) Dancing with kids, then told Irial the Red Shoes story again – which she says is her favourite.

            Suggested to Jean Tantra that he markets a ‘kit’ like Greg Jalbert’s Bliss, various ‘growing machines’ and some ‘packets of seeds’. If I knew how to write code I could do this myself.

            3 JANUARY

            Noticing the overwhelming relief – almost joy – that some people feel when it transpires that they are ‘really’ ill, and so can at last relax and become inert without feeling guilty any more. My dad was a good example – after a life of cruel working hours, the relief of resignation.

            The nice gay guy at Kilburn Bookshop got me hundreds of leaflets on talking books. My new criterion for choice of work: do only those things that allow me to listen to talking books at the same time.

            Good day’s work: four new interlude pieces using samples of David’s voice. Took buses both ways.

            At home alone listened to radio: The Implausible Spy, Bernard Durrant. But what about the woman? Did he never contact her again? Him 17, her 29. Watched Kavanagh on TV (John Thaw). New form of story: the good guy wins but is on the wrong side. Or is this a classic form?

            4 JANUARY

            Good night’s sleep. No doubt result of (1) rehashed Indian meal, (2) painful rib giving excuse to stay in bed, (3) drink and painkillers, (4) empty house. Dazed this morning.

            Still thinking about those Hamar whippings. What reasons? Conspicuous health display (proven by ability to bear pain)? The right balance of 6submission and pride? Basic S&M stuff built into courtship ritual? The origin of scarification?

            Yesterday’s work was good (on relistening). Did a sad ‘Touchshriek’ piece today. Renata cleaned. Set up my ‘holiday’. A. and kids back at 3.00. We went for a walk together.

            Took down Christmas cards and tree and then played a game of identifying people (country, occupation) from their photos in the new GBN book.‡

            I always admire people who marvel at things that anyone could have noticed before but didn’t.

            My taxi-driver (the Eritrean man who vehemently hates Arabs) told me there’s no hash in Eritrea, but lots of alcohol – which people call ‘Liar’s Tears’. Why do Muslims prefer marijuana and Christians alcohol? Do the drugs arise from the culture or the culture from the drugs?

            5 JANUARY

            Left home at 5.30 after bad, short sleep. Back to work on more vocal support structures for David’s voice samples – picture frames. Michael Morris came over to discuss Self-Storage.§ Such a good person to develop ideas with – clever, lateral, with a good sense of both what is actually worth doing and what is worth cheating about. Played him some songs, which sounded really crisp and clear through his ears. Value the ears that things sound good through. Amazing I’ve done so much so quickly.

            7Went to Chinese Circus at the Roundhouse in the afternoon. Freezing cold – and almost identical to the one I saw in Vienna with Heller.¶ Back to studio to finish piece – also new one: ‘Ramona Was So Cold’.

            Back home, doo-wop dancing with girls (Irial always cries at ‘Daddy’s Home’). Their favourites: ‘Remember Then’, ‘Duke of Earl’ (which Darla always sings in the car), ‘Blue Moon’, ‘I Love How You Love Me’. Plus their current number one: Robert Wyatt’s version of ‘The Internationale’ (‘The International Arlay’ as Irial calls it).

            Cooked chicken and polenta. Chicken legs sautéed in chopped garlic, stock, mustard powder and onion. Spot of turmeric.

            6 JANUARY

            Logged in early. Stewart asks, ‘Why are Wildean wits so miserable in real life?’ Perhaps cynicism is not a containable talent – and ends up extending to oneself.

         

         
            To Stewart:

            True, the only person I ever knew with a ‘Wildean’ wit was deeply miserable and a serious alcoholic. But what is this connection? Is it that they are not just acting out the cynicism that forms the basis of wit, but showing how they really feel – totally cynical? What makes for good humorists is an ability to slide between frames of reference unexpectedly, and to misapportion value to them. One assumes that 8this is something people choose to do, but perhaps there are people who can’t help doing it, and who really can’t make any convincing decisions about the relative value of their different possible reference frames. 

            Just had three great days’ work – starting at 4.30 a.m. (when the whole of London is pitch dark and completely silent) and getting three hours’ work done before even having a break for a dawn breakfast. I did so much work – listening back yesterday I was astonished at its confidence and quality as well as its sheer abundance. Sometimes I know I just can’t put a foot (finger?) wrong, or rather, if I do, I’ll take advantage of it. Great start to the year. I might continue this early-working habit. Interestingly, I don’t seem to have to go to bed much earlier to be able to do this – five hours’ sleep (lately) seems quite fine to me. And the other thing about having such long days is that I really luxuriate in the breaks in the day – so breakfast is allowed to be a long, slow business with newspapers and magazines (because I’ve already done a good slice of work, so I ‘deserve’ it).

            Actually, it’s even less than five hours’ sleep – more like four. Now that doesn’t sound enough.

         

         
            Off to Brussels on Eurostar. God, I need more exercise. My body is singing with energy and nearly everything I do has me sitting down. On the train a man is in my seat and explains that he wants a window view. I say, ‘So do I.’ He apologetically moves to the next seat. Ten minutes later a lady arrives. Repeat. I realize he’s a bit simple: ‘train-spotter type’, I think. He reaches up into the luggage and takes down an anorak. Train-spotting: the desire to be able to understand just a little part of the world, a manifestly controllable part. There are train-spotters everywhere.

            Reading Oliver Sacks’s piece in the New Yorker about Stephen Wiltshire – disconnection between autism and sense of humour. Are there degrees of national autism (the extent to which a people is capable of empathizing with other peoples)? 9

            Wandering round Brussels – the ‘big city’ of my mother’s childhood – grey and cold and thinking, ‘Now why exactly am I here?’ I guess it will become clear, as usual. Everything in Brussels is in neat sections – the restaurant section, the furniture section, etc. This is a characteristic of cooperative, guild- or clan-based societies (i.e. very un-American – there you only see it among immigrant groups such as the Chinese and the Orthodox Jews in the diamond district).

            Jamie Lee Byars’s exhibition – a shop-front gallery, large window on to street, completely covered internally with gold leaf, applied so as to leave little corners shimmering in the air currents. On the golden floor, a coffin, also gilded. Beneath the window frame a concealed light, so the whole room shimmering gold.

            Had a bath and then walked for a long time (past the gorgeously lit church), finally settling in Aux Armes de Bruxelles – cheap meal with expensive wine (good dining formula). Finding it hard to read my smaller writing these days: must think about reading-glasses (chance for a general face rethink). Also considering removal of part of my second chin, which has slowly appeared over the last few years.

            Women here give me very curious and invitational looks – Hey!

            Hold that chin!

            On the hotel TV: The Day Today – British humour at its sharpest. Take back all I said about Armando Iannucci (after a too-clever article in the Guardian). What’s most interesting is when the show is almost identical to reality — when the tiniest twist is hilarious. I admire this economy. What fails is when they try to ‘be funny’, which by comparison seems like the crassest slapstick.

            Oliver Sacks on Stephen Wiltshire. Is the clarity of autism due precisely to the inability to conceptualize the world in any other way? I mean, is ‘mediated vision’ the price of imagination? When non-autists look at things, they see all their concepts about those things – in fact they ‘see’ 10less, but categorize and generalize and classify more. An extreme autist just sees and relays, and apparently is left with little trace of the process – doesn’t fit the experience into a bigger picture.

            Strange, having noted the other day how certain fancies and predilections shadow one (are one) for the whole of one’s life, to notice that my traditional (i.e. from age seven) National Geographic-inspired sexual preferences (i.e. dusky exotic) are now less strong.

            Acknowledging that a computer is actually a place for sticking Post-it notes (mine is surrounded by them), make the frame much bigger – give the conceit ‘desktop’ some real meaning. The problem with computers is that they exist too exclusively in the electronic domain: what you need is a transitional area round the edge.

            7 JANUARY

            Up very late (10.15!). Reading Popper at breakfast. I keep hoping that one day it’ll make some sense to me. I read it because it makes so much sense to Joan, and she makes so much sense to me, but it is dry.

            Bought some shirts at a store called Alizari from a lady with a big, soft bottom and lips to match. Very interesting shape – almost diagrammatic: a very deeply formed bow. Can’t recall lower lip – probably not adequate to extreme aesthetic demands of top lip. No lipstick (assumed ideological reasons). Claims to hate banks – which is why she doesn’t take Visa.

            Spent a long time at the Musée de l’Armée. Exhibition called ‘J’avais 20 à ’45’ – about the war but including extraordinary reconstructions of whole rooms and streets: you turn a corner and suddenly you’re looking through a shattered Berlin tenement out on to the bombed street, or you’re in a subway train in a London station on a night during the Blitz. Of course what makes these things so strange is that they are totally unpopulated and still – as if in fact everyone had somehow been killed and cleanly removed. Very moving – tears in many eyes, including mine. 11

            Many photographs in WW2 ‘atrocity’ high contrast. The strong images: two Yugoslav hostages on their way to be shot in a German reprisal execution. Their eyes. Naked Polish Jewesses standing beside the pit they are about to fall into when they have been shot. One feels a freezing wind. A naked, beautiful young girl thrown down on to cobbles, trying to cover herself with her hands. Behind her, cropped by the picture, the legs of two or three men, in smart uniforms, leather coats, jackboots.

            Other reconstructions: a room precisely (to my memory) like my grandmother’s kitchen in Buggenhout (visited when I was five), a North Sea concrete bunker with a cold sea wind blowing in through the gunslot, the sound of a barking dog, a dressing-room with ‘Judensau’ scrawled across the wall.

            I notice two things about Belgians. First, they only get wild with their spectacle frames – Belgian spectacles are spectacular – second, they seem almost universally tainted (blessed?) with personal, regional and national self-doubt – reservation, detachment, melancholy. Almost universally, because the woman in the museum (mid 30s, looked a little like Jill Phillips) had the most genuine and deep smile for all her children (dozens of them) – a smile that only issues from complete sweetness and confidence. What a person to have as a mother. I bet Belgians have very complicated affairs and tortuous, heart-searching marriage breakups.

    But all the same I enjoy these spuddy, craggy, torn-by-conflicting-emotions Flemish faces. When they smile it’s like sun in a cold country – so welcome, so sweet. Some fabulous noses. Proposal: A Book of Flemish Noses – coffee-table type, like Roadside Shrines of India.

            The subway here is so civilized, so sensible and boring. If you could keep everything else the same but then import some NY graffiti artists … I keep wondering, can you have this degree of security and civilization without cutting away the sensuality and colour and experimentation of say New York? Is there anywhere that doesn’t happen? (Barcelona? Dublin?) 12

            The woman in the restaurant – pretty, decadent, with dog and husband (or affair) – turns to me and smiles that complicated Belgian smile, an affair-inviting smile. No: an ‘in another life we could have been an item – couldn’t we? – but we are trapped where we are’ type of smile – offering less but evoking so much more. So complex, so indirect, so sublimated, we Northern Europeans. Then she reaches down into her sweater to adjust her bra strap – as if to say, ‘Oh, these great big breasts – what a problem.’ (In fact her breasts are not really so large – but the allusion is to her femininity and the fact that there are actually breasts down there.) She glances back at me – conspiratorially wistful – to make sure I noticed? – and does another smile, differently complex but equally susceptible to a full University of Brussels thesis.

            A man with gunmetal grey hair and the most fabulous Mr Potato Man battleship of a hooter is wrestling with his mussels. If Leonardo had seen that nose – anatomy and weaponry unified at last! He reminds me of that optical illusion where two profiles (figure) make a candlestick (ground). That strange, sad face – created only to define a negative candlestick. Makes me wish I really could draw. The bulbosity! The fissuration! The redness! The NOSINESS!

            As I got up to leave the restaurant, the crêpe chef in the middle of the room gestured urgently to warn me of something. I assumed, ‘Careful – this stuff is flambé’, and waved to acknowledge. I moved between the tables around him. He cried out again. I realized he was saying ‘Serviette!’ and that I had it hanging neatly from below my now buttoned jacket – a large, white, triangular codpiece. Everyone looked at me with the patronizing admiration the Europeans show to the absent-minded and/or obsessed.

            The hotel elevator is decorated with bookshelves – the spines of books pasted on to the wall. The best elevator I’ve ever been in, especially since the books are all invented: Notes of a Retired Gardener (six volumes, enormous).

            Earlier I was thinking ‘What the fuck am I here for?’, but now it gets clearer. ‘What the fuck am I here for?’ is a very modern question, only available 13at a certain level of luxury and self-importance. Most people, most of the time, are just where they end up. (Robert Wyatt: ‘You end up committing yourself to what you’re left with.’)

            If you could classify TV shows on a scale of ‘good for future attitudes’, Star Trek would score well.

            Watching a Holocaust programme. Why doesn’t anyone ask old Germans exactly how great it felt to be a Nazi? What were they getting from it? We know, at last, the victims’ stories. What about the perpetrators? ‘I really hated those fucking Jews. Kicking them about was a game for us.’ Or ‘I was in it for the sex. There’s nothing like a frightened Jew – plus you can just get rid of them when you’ve finished.’ That’s the abyss …

            8 JANUARY

            Spending lots of money is often an admission of lack of research, preparation and imagination. First class on Eurostar, for example – to be placed with boring and ugly people stinking of ill-chosen colognes rather than with the smart and lively people in ‘standard accommodation’. Or the hotel – in a dull part of Brussels and very expensive. We must be more careful about this sort of thing in future. How much more satisfying to make clever, original (cheap) choices.

            The pain in my side starts to feel like a growth, an entity. Must go to a doctor.

            When the various troops hit northern France, did they not think ‘Why on earth are we fighting over this?’

            In Popper’s ‘World 3’ he includes art and literature etc., but is in no doubt that science is the important part. He also says, ‘In the hierarchy of controls, the self is not the highest control centre since it is, in its turn, plastically controlled by World 3 theories. But the whole body of ‘theories’ which constitutes people’s sense of what is morally and socially and personally acceptable is actually arrived at by a grindingly detailed process of 14consensus – not proof or disproof. The strong voices in this process may include philosophers and scientists but also artists and soap-opera directors and ideologues and advertisers. So what Popper seems to be saying is that the valuable (as opposed to the most effective) voices are those of science. But couldn’t you invert this and say that, since the most heard voices are those of art and soap, then a sensible policy would be to improve their quality, to dignify them by serious critical attention (that’s to say, with a type of criticism which tries to ask, ‘What is the effect of this work?’ – that asks questions outside art), to require that they do better for us?

            Now, where would the vague idea of ‘our feelings about things’ belong? Surely World 3 needs at least one distinction – say ‘land’ and ‘sea’ – between that which is relatively solid, ‘objective’, and that which constitutes the fluid ocean of ‘feelings about things’ – and then there’s all that marshland, coastal territory, polder, in between.

            Nice to get home to the unqualified adoration of the girls. Anthea bought an Elvis compilation which we played and danced to – amazed I still know every song in its most intimate and secret details. Anthea, reading the cover notes, discovered that today would have been his 60th birthday

            In the evening, another dose of Shoah on TV. The reason we remain fascinated is because we wonder where this barbarism comes from, and how much is in us, and what it would take to awaken it.

            9 JANUARY

            Day of bureaucracy: archiving Duo, copying stuff for NY sessions. Letter to JAMES – suggesting some new voice roles for Tim Booth. [See page 382: New ways of singing.]

            In the evening A. and I to Nick Lacey’s place for discussion about the War Child music centre in Mostar. [See page 380: Mostar Children’s Music Centre.] What an extremely sweet man – slightly abstracted in a cheerful kind of way. Also liked his partner and the engineer. Good team. 15

            Good ideas coming out of this session: three echelons of openness — isolated core rooms for severely traumatized youngsters, shared and changeable group rooms (into which musical and recording facilities could be wheeled), then some places deliberately opening out to the outside world – a large hall reception room that can become a performance space and also can open on to the ‘garden’ and extend itself out there. Also like the idea of the ‘workshop’ being a facility for visitors (as in the Exploratorium). We think we’ll add a top floor with alluring living accommodation – since one of the biggest (covert) functions of the place is to make it irresistible to visitors and thus get the social circulation going again. Also a public coffee-shop, of course, and a ‘motorbike room’ – for real loudness.

            After that we went to Whiteleys for Pulp Fiction, which I found disappointing. Very slow, surprisingly, and much too archly retro (I was there first time round). How do others, particularly young others, regard this type of violence? Is it just kitsch for them – have they become ironic enough about media not to be particularly affected by it? Or is it a sort of self-testing peer into the abyss? What would it be like if the perps were not so engaging in their decadence? Somehow I feel it buys one type of ‘realism’ by selling out another – the activities are cocooned by their cultural setting, made romantically safe. In that sense it has a funny relationship with Rambo and Terminator. We didn’t stay for the whole movie. Uma Thurman does not give me the horn she seems to give everyone else. Too self-consciously femme fatale in a Californian (therefore basically non-threatening) sort of way for me. Californians are femmes vitales, not fatales.

            10 JANUARY

            Peter Cook died yesterday and of course today is the funniest man who ever lived. He may almost have been. (Dud: ‘So would you say you’ve learned from your mistakes?’ Pete: ‘Oh yes, I’m certain I could repeat them exactly.’) 16

            This morning, after dark thoughts about my life, I picked up Whole Earth Review and read the interview with Annie Nearing, now 94 years old. She said something that struck me right in the heart – though it seems very minor: ‘People give so much attention to food.’ This struck a chord because last night we left the Lacey meeting prematurely primarily so we could have a proper sit-down meal. A snack would have done me fine, and I was slightly discomfited that eating had come to occupy such a major position in our lives. Then I thought about all the evenings that evaporate in the long haze of preparing, eating, drinking, smoking. Lately when cooking (unless I’m really in the mood) I find myself thinking, ‘This is taking an absurdly long time.’

            Generally my feeling is towards less: less shopping, less eating, less drinking, less wasting, less playing by the rules and recipes. All of that I want in favour of more thinking on the feet, more improvising, more surprises, more laughs.

            I took the 52 bus into the Royal College and saw on it an attractive woman I thought I recognized. As usual I was circumspect – nervous of the corny ‘Don’t I know you?’ pick-up. But it turned out to be Helen from Winchester, Dave Hallows’s girlfriend. She is again a student, having had a career as an actress and four children. She was as full of sparkle as ever, and very beautiful – her eyes have a Siamese-cat quality, and her nose is very pert. I cannot for the life of me remember her surname, and felt embarrassed to ask.

            At the college, a very good meeting (Dan Fern and Michael Morris there) with several students to discuss their Self-Storage projects. Spoke with Dan Levy and his friend Simon Waterfall (very interesting couple – Dan ex-Israeli army, burly, bearlike, darkly handsome; Simon beanpole English art student with spiky hair and a skirt, who’s very lovingly condescending to Dan – ‘Oh, he’s just a big softie.’), Michael Callan, several others. Looking forward to this collaboration. 17

            Then on to Bron to tidy up and finish JAMES and Robert Wyatt letter. Home to play with the girls for a few hours before leaving for NY. I hate going anywhere, and hardly ever look forward to it.

            On the plane I got sucked right into Rebecca West’s Black Lamb and Grey Falcon. Such incandescent writing — you find yourself wanting to mark every sentence in order to go back and relish it again. Her voice reminds me of Joan – which makes me realize a lot about the origins of Joan’s voice: I shall never be able to separate them from now on. I’m sure she pronounced ‘girl’ as ‘gel’.

            11 JANUARY

            Sent A. a fax (‘Happy Wooden Anniversary’) from Essex House Hotel when I got there. One back from her (‘Sweet of you to remember! Miss you already!!’) this morning.

    Big room – view of vast, windowless brick wall and intriguing plumbing fixtures (very non-European looking).

    David called (at 7.50 a.m.) full of tangential ideas – the kind of ideas people usually have when their lyrics aren’t ready. But no, these were genuine enthusiasms – a soundtrack for this, a title song for something else, a fashion show in Venice, Camille Paglia on lead vocals, etc. No mention of actually finishing the album, for which I’m ostensibly here. Should I be pushing this? I just don’t know. But I want to leave here with some kind of result – not just more promising bits and pieces, all half-finished.

    Snow falling as I left for a delightful walk to the studio.

            (Evening) Good day’s work, but only on Johnny Mnemonic (a.k.a. ‘Dummy’ a.k.a. ‘I’m Afraid of Americans’) proposed title music for same (though I must say the film sounds a bit virtuously Virtual and consequently rather dull). David on phone with director in studio and generally in very good spirits. Later he’s discussing Schnabel with me, suggesting we go over to his house tomorrow. Reported conversation:

    Julian Schnabel: ‘Oh! you’re working with Eno again! I love his music!’

    David: ‘He doesn’t like your paintings!’

    At least it’s a candid basis for a meeting. 18

            Also listened today to our other songs to date. All very underdisciplined in my opinion – rambling, murky, over-and-overdubbed – things just left where they happened to fall. I suppose it’s an evolutionary approach – just setting up procedures that are semi-coherent and seeing what survives at the end of the evening. Unfortunately, since we’re working on 48-track (I hate that), far too much can survive. It’s a structural thing: when things are good, their structure – the balance of tension and release, light and dark, heaviness and lightness, earth and air, all those things – is obvious to me. If I’m not seeing that kind of structure, something’s wrong.

            On TV this morning a woman reported fired as Newt Gingrich’s chronicler for saying, in an academic report eight years ago, that a college course about the Holocaust should also show what were the views of the Nazis and the Klan. American censorship – if you want a career don’t stick your moral neck out. English censorship – if you want a career don’t rise above your social station.

         

         12 JANUARY

         
            To Stewart:

            More and more I find I work better with quite strict structures around me. What I was doing last week in those early mornings was working up some new material for these Bowie sessions. I only had a few days – and the effect of this is to focus attention. Less exploring of all the possible journeys you could make; more determination to take one journey (even if the choice of it is initially rather arbitrary) and make it take you somewhere. The big surprise for me when I work like that is discovering myself capable of an almost ‘automatic writing’ way of working. I cease to evaluate much, instead just letting something carry me along. Listening back later, I think, ‘How on earth did I get an idea like that?’ 19 Working with greater leisure, my ideas become much more ‘reasonable’ and surprise me less. The other thing is that I’ve been developing a new way of working – with a computer. In the past I had a 24-track studio, which tends to make you divide your activity into ‘playing’ and ‘mixing’ – as though the piece does not truly exist until the mix is finished. Now I’m working, via the computer, direct to stereo DAT, which means I’m making things knowing I won’t go back to ‘fix them up’. They have to be right now. This is a regression I’ve found very thrilling. In the studio here we’re doing just about the exact opposite. My brows wrinkle frequently, and I become the sculptor to David’s tendency to paint. I keep trying to cut things back, strip them to something tense and taut, while he keeps throwing new colours on the canvas. It’s a good duet.

         

         
            In New York you often look at people working for an honest minimum wage in mind-numbingly awful jobs and think, ‘They are the suckers, the poor suckers.’ The Mexican guys in the pizza place – sweet, kind and friendly lads sweeping up under drab light at 10.30 in the evening while the obese cunt who owns the place mistreats them – what can life promise them? Why on earth don’t they turn to crime?

            In the studio today David was recording an idea on my microcassette. I said to Dave Richards,|| ‘Watch out – he’ll have you sampling it off to use it for real.’ David said, ‘Ah yes – it’ll end in Art.’ Later, listening to something very rhythmic I’d played earlier, I said, ‘How on earth did I get so funky?’ He said, ‘Whites try harder’ – quoting, he said, Iman.

            David on phone to a director about soundtrack. Very long call, it seemed. I set up a new mix of ‘Dummy’, but David thought it sounded linear and flat and played me a mix that Dave Richards had done. He was right – it was better. But I fear this messiness and density and cloudedness. It sounds great on big speakers after a day’s work – an all-engrossing world – but totally baffling otherwise.

            20 

            13 JANUARY

            Took a long walk this morning – down 7th Avenue to 42nd Street. Such nostalgic air – cool but clear, straight up Manhattan fresh off the Atlantic, having crossed the Sargasso Sea, then accented with all those residual traces of faint fishiness, cinnamon muffins, subway urine, women’s perfumes, bacon, coffee, newsprint.

            Art in the community: on 42nd Street the now redundant sex cinemas have hoardings with those movable letters, carrying texts by poets, in the form of movie titles. Very clever idea, yielding things like ‘HER RED PURSE’ ‘FOREVER OPEN’ ‘OH MY MOTHER’. Further uptown, on 7th Avenue, a series of little ceramic boxes in scruffy glazed bays on the outside of a sixties building. ‘For Jesse Long, died of cancer’, or ‘For Uncle Seymour, died of coronary arrest’. The things had the look of very homemade shrines, but exhibited to the public in a grotty part of 7th Avenue.

            At the studio, a bureaucratic day. We finished the mix of ‘Dummy’ but then had to spend hours doing the mono version and the four-channel version and the version without vocals and the four-channel version without vocals and the etc., etc., etc. This is why I hate working for film – the clerical work is overwhelming. Always I have the feeling if the budgets were drastically cut (and if there weren’t all those people employed having to justify their positions by covering every remote possibility) everything would improve overnight. Interesting people, for example, might be attracted to the idea of making films. Film is modern opera, with all its conceit and self-importance.

    We didn’t do anything interesting until about 3.30. Then I started a new track based on my drums from ‘Dummy’. It’s a beginning, though the current vocal (‘We fuck you, we fuck you’) leaves something to be desired.

            The problem with making records is that you can’t listen to the radio while you’re doing it, so you never know what’s going on. David’s solution: he gets 20 or 30 current releases and sticks them on one after the other, seeing what’s around. If we aren’t impressed by the first few bars, off it goes. 21Ruthless – hope they never find out. Most of it was déjà vu, but we enjoyed the Dust Brothers.

            In the evening, to dinner with Arto, Diego, Philip Taaffe, Daniella and an extraordinarily interesting-looking, very tall woman with great dominatrix potential and some others. Indian vegetarian restaurant – food so-so (after the Kilburn Sharma, not so so-so). Diego telling me how he now has another bed for sex because his sleeping bed is too squeaky. Philip Taaffe’s eyebrows are demonic. We were wearing identical violet check shirts.

            Very, very warm today. I was sweating in the restaurant. Why does human contact have to be based round eating? Like Moscow, there is no acknowledgement of the change in temperature: the calendar says it’s winter, so the heating stays on. (Add to list ‘Similarities between US and USSR’.)

    I feel sure that the old improvisational problem – grooves versus chords – is an analogy of a basic social/political dilemma: the attempt to strike an interesting and fruitful balance between the security of steady states and the thrill of progressive, evolving structures. Solving this in a musical context should be a carefully watched experiment (cf. The Great Learning: see page 339).

            14 JANUARY

            The acceptability of various solutions depends on our tolerance of strange collisions, emotional mixtures we didn’t expect ever to see. Perhaps post-modernism is a good rehearsal for this.

            Visited Walter and Mary Chatham down in their new place in Crosby Street (right next to where the only other Walter I knew – de Maria – used to live). What a lovely couple (add to the very short list ‘Successful marriages’). They’ve always been ‘Walter-and-Mary’ to me. Their new loft is in what could be called an evolutionary condition – Walter’s always in the process of building, imagining foolishly that one day he’ll be finished. Now there are kids everywhere, like insects. 22

            But what a wonderful day – such a glorious weather – soft and warm and with a sheeny mist on the highest peaks (such as 666 5th, which was just fading away into the cloud). Then a fabulous day in the studio doing ‘We Prick You’, which fell together faultlessly. Whatever strange thing it is that the two of us are good at (three including Dave Richards) is so well manifest here. The deal is simple: I start on a musical landscape to develop a sense of emotional place; D. B. does all the singing and thus discovers the voice in the wilderness. Meanwhile D. R. pays attention and facilitates. The result sounds like something no one else would have done.

            In the evening to Indochine with Arto and talked at length to his brother Duncan. Strange seeing this variant of Arto. Nice chap – and with that odd way of seeing things quite unavailable to me (perhaps an inevitable product of being offspring to missionaries in Brazil). He described, for example, how English trees were different – because just by looking at them you could know what was behind them. I have no idea what he meant, but it stuck in my mind like a tune you can’t get out – a brainworm.

            Going home, I saw a newly married couple being photographed leaving the Essex House (at 11.15). I managed to get in the picture.

            15 JANUARY

            Walked all morning. Bought books – Stewart Davis, E. Annie Proulx. Up to Diego’s place. (He actually owns, or has custody of, that beautiful Lari Pitman painting whose tiny reproduction I have on the studio wall. It’s huge – maybe 12 ft tall.) David and Iman and Arto came over. David admired my very 6H 1985 self-portrait – the one that Diego, hindleg-off-a-donkey style, talked me out of. Remarking on the lightness of the pencil, David explained in his ‘Basingstoke Man’ voice, ‘You see, Brian’s basically a 6H man, whereas I, on the other hand, am a quintessentially 5 or 6B man. That is intrinsically the basic difference between us, and that is why we are known as the Gilbert and George of rock.’ His delivery of lines like that is so perfect in tone and timing that I weep with laughter. It’s interesting 23that he and Bono are both such remarkable comedians – but with David it’s a side that is only recently beginning to be seen, especially as the characterizations in the music we’re doing allow humour and irony.

            After we went to DIA gallery for the Boetti/Bouabré show. Lunch in the Empire Diner (David, Iman, myself) and then I went on to the studio where Arto was working, to throw a few ideas about. I like the record – eccentric and dreamy and passionate in a slightly bent way. After to dinner.

            In the bookshop this morning, a book about the Holocaust and a couple of pictures that stick in the mind. An old rabbi standing in a cart, drawn by eight other Jews, harnessed to it in place of horses. Another: several elderly Jewish men on hands and knees scrubbing the street. On the back on one of the pictures is handwritten, ‘Putting the Jews to work’. But the worst thing is that beside each scene are German soldiers, smirking at their clever ideas.

            16 JANUARY

            Gripped by the Annie Proulx book, but slightly ashamed of my infidelity to Rebecca West. Ah! it began with such bright hopes, but it is 1,100 pages long. Surprising similarities between the two in their appreciation of human detail and the texture of events.

            At work we pretty well finished ‘Robot Punk’ – or whatever we’ll finally call it – thanks to Carlos’s amazing contribution. He plays like a kind of liquid – always making lovely melodies within his rhythm lines, and rhythms within his melody lines. What a good team we three make. Joey Baron’s idea: to charge such a lot for sessions that you don’t get booked too often. That way you get to do your own work.

            I feel bad because I told Andy Grassi, the very helpful assistant, to shut up when he started asking David technical questions about bloody film transfers while we were sorting something out. 24

            Called Quine, but Alice answered and said he was shut in his studio – miserable because the Matthew Sweet record on which he played is badly mixed. Poor Bob, this seems to be the case every time.

            Walked round in the light evening rain – in the 50s, very deserted. Outside a huge building, seven trees each clad in several thousand tiny lights following their shapes perfectly, and among them a huge red metal ‘9’ sitting on the pavement – perhaps 8 ft high, 2 ft thick. Absolutely lovely, and infected with that shameless enthusiasm for flash that I so love in America.

            Crappy Chinese meal in huge restaurant, completely empty.

            17 JANUARY

            This day started out a pig, and got piggier and piggier. David had hired Carlos and Joey, and I assumed that he’d planned what they might work on. They arrived, but he didn’t turn up till 11.30. Meanwhile I tried with them to get some kind of result on ‘I’m Deranged’ – a poorly organized song with no meaningful structure. It goes something like ABBBBBBBBBCBBBBBBBB, but the hook is A. I’ve had relationships like that, where the bit you liked never happens again. It was driving me absolutely fucking mad, the laissez-fairiness of it all, the lack of rigour. I gave up on it, and we broke for lunch.

            After lunch I suggested not trying to throw more overdubs at half-formed songs in the hope they’d be rescued by sheer firepower, but instead start a new piece. So after that, and with total chaos in the studio (Carlos, David, myself, Dave Richards, Andy Grassi all in the control room; Joey smiling moonlike in the drum booth next door; loose cables everywhere; technical hitches; D. impatient to get going; me scribbling out structures and chord patterns; film directors calling) we went on to ‘Moondust’ – by stripping it right down to almost nothing. I wrote some lightning chords and spaces (knowing I wouldn’t get long to do it), and suddenly, miraculously, we had something, Carlos and Joey at their shining best. Instantly D came up with a really great vocal strategy (something about a Spaceboy), delivered 25with total confidence and certainty. When he’s on, he’s really on. Perhaps I should accept that he’s the hunter to my pastoralist – he hangs round for a long time and then springs for the kill, whereas I get results by slower, semi-agricultural, processes. It seems to work every time when we use these rules. Sometimes I wish he’d leave my side of things completely to me – that way we could end up with sharp, clear structures that could support the orgies of evocative chaos that he deals in so successfully (i.e. 6B on 6H).

            Tearjerking fax from Irial (her first ever to me): I hope you come home soon. Love from Irial and Darla.

            18 JANUARY

            I love this National Debt clock on 6th Avenue clicking up $10,000 a second. What a great piece of public art! I’d love to make clocks like that for everything – good news and bad: increase in world population, deaths due to wars, deaths due to Aids, growth in numbers of cars, forested acreage of the world, defence expenditure, social security expenditure, etc., etc. And then a whole range of other displays, showing changing demographics such as the age distribution in the population. A whole art made of information …

            Walked to MoMA for Rem’s show (it was closed) and then bought some beads for the girls in the garment district; then on to Unusual Books on 37th. Bought a copy of Splosh – filled cover to cover with pictures of people having baked beans emptied over them, or falling into puddles or muddy ditches. They have the funniest film reviews, where they discuss films entirely in relation to the number of scenes where people get wet.

            We started today on the new song – ‘Spaceboy’ – and I added a bass sax thing. Wanted to do more, but when David’s around bristling with ideas, advice and ‘Don’t change anything’ the atmosphere isn’t right for finessing. Once he hears something he likes, he never wants to change anything – he’ll make do with what’s there. I sympathize – there are a billion variations and we’ll never be able to check them all, so why not make do with 26this one? But sometimes I’m certain that a tiny structural adjustment early on will make life better for everyone later. I made a great bass part: very African, with wide, bouncing intervals – pygmy anarchism with Lagos Mack-truck weight.

            After he’d gone (mid-afternoon) I worked on the new thing I started in desperation with Carlos and Joey yesterday – currently called ‘Trio’. That came out well: swampy and viscous, something you might find in Unusual Books – ‘Erect Man in Mud’, or ‘Semi-naked Woman in Dense Syrup’. Very weird.

            Evening to visit Quine at his loft. He was quite tipsy and gossipy. Seems a bit down at the moment, wondering what it’s all for (every man’s question to himself). He’s 52 and has (at least) a guitar for every year. I like him – he’s a one-of-a-kind crusty bastard, and a great music listener.

            After that to Philip Taaffe’s for his birthday party. Arto there and a filmmaker called Ari, plus Brice Marden, Ryuichi Sakamoto, Clemente and others. An annoying bloke whose name I forget – the ‘I’m not at all impressed by the fact that you’re famous, and to prove it I’ll be rude and intrusive’ kind. Taaffe’s paintings are fabulous: huge, arabesque, spidery, opulent.

            The old picture of the art-process had God at the top, and He inspired the Artist, who then made the Work. The work was seen as a shrine for, and a transmitter of, Value. There were supposed to be objective ways of measuring this Value. It was independent of you and what you thought about it. Of course God has gone now, which is why artists get paid so much more than they used to.

            19 JANUARY

            Spoke to Anthea this morning. Getting homesick, though I really enjoy my studious Essex House breakfasts here. I’ve nearly finished the Proulx book, entirely at breakfast! I sense it drawing to a Japanese end – tragic, everyone equally dead. Anthea said that Jane’s unwell and off work – very 27rare – and I feel sorry for A. having to try to deal with everything. There’s such a lot of traffic through our little office. But perhaps Jane’s sabbatical is a rehearsal for a possible future – life without an office.

            Suddenly occurred to me last night that Arto may be someone to whom I could address my writing. I think he’d get it, and I don’t care much whether he actually responds or not.

            The thing I started last night really burst into life today when David heard it. Bizarre: he sat down and started writing the song on the first hearing, listened once more and said, ‘I’ll need five tracks.’ Then he went into the vocal booth and sang the most obscure thing imaginable – long spaces; little, incomplete lines. On track 2 he sang a companion part to that, on track 3 a ‘question’ to which tracks 1 and 2 had been the ‘answers’, and then, on the other two tracks, the lead lines! So he unfolded the whole thing in reverse, keeping us in suspense for the main song. Within half an hour he’d substantially finished what may be the most infectious song we’ve ever written together – currently called ‘Toll the Bell’. What’s fascinating is that he has glided over my careful structure, rambled around it in a fantastic way – so that you have two structures floating together, but not locked in an obvious way. This makes me think of two things: first, my recent evangelical buzzword, ‘unlocked’,** and, second, those Peter Eisenman buildings (of which I have been very 28suspicious) which utilize two different grid systems intersecting. There’s something lovely about the almost accidental relationship between these two strata – music and song – which share the same sonic space. The song had everyone going – including Arto, who called by. What’s fascinating about him is complete lack of either arrogance or deference – he seems simply straightforward with everyone. People who don’t seem to care whether or not they’re liked are nearly always in some way likeable. 

            After everyone had gone I started a new piece for tomorrow with Dave R. Promising.

            D. so excited about his idea for a staging of ‘Leon’: a conflation of the original Leon things and what we’re doing now. He’s tempted both by the prospect itself and by the vaguely offered financial backing. Fascinating how he so productively mixes Muse with Mammon and sometimes makes them increase each other. Perhaps Robert Wilson is a bit like that – though for him the bait isn’t Mammon but Massive Social Kudos. (I remember him saying to me, ‘I want my work performed in the best opera houses’, which struck me as snobbish at the time, but which I now see the point of: it’s the frame against which his pictures resonate best.)

            In the evening we visited Schnabel’s extraordinary place. The biggest lift ever (designed to carry six horses – for this was a multi-storey stable for the NY police horses), 16-ft-high ceilings and deep-crimson paintings to match, and him saying he wanted to convert me because so many of his pictures were done listening to Music for Airports etc. The most incredible bedroom I’ve ever seen (a 2,500 sq. ft altar to his lovely Basque wife, complete with a beautiful late Picasso, a Picabia, and a gigantic Schnabel which looked interestingly sombre). Funny conversation about films. Listening to Julian it’s obvious that he has no doubts at all about his status in the pantheon of great artists: he talks about them as his peers and equals. I rather admired the confidence of that – and in fact I liked him too: he’s charming, funny and bright, and one of the world’s great interior designers – the palace is innovatively grand. But his painting still leaves me puzzled, in general. 29

            Home in limo with D. and a French stylist called Sylvie. Broad shoulders, attractive poise and different coloured eyes (so I was the only passenger with identical eyes). David gave me an exercise kit.

            After all other talents have been shown to be irrelevant to whether someone makes ‘important’ paintings or not – drawing, colour theory, compositional skills, an ideology, an eye, etc., etc. – the one thing that is left is confidence – just like with paper money. The question of intrinsic value is not even in it (though art critics still write as though it is). All the value, as with any piece of paper currency, is that which has been conferred by artist and viewer. The artist’s job becomes that of getting the viewer to agree to co-confer value – which is to say, to extend confidence. That is what is being sold. Is it conceivable that this last rule could be broken, that there could be an artist whose lack of confidence was part of the story? The eighties was really the era of confidence-art: think of Basquiat, Salle, Schnabel, and more recently Damien Hirst (who I think of as a kind of eighties artist).

            20 JANUARY

            Another remarkable day. Woke very early (after late bed) and packed to leave. Visited Egghead Software to get some games for the girls and me – I plan to get Irial a computer for her fifth birthday. Into the studio to work further on last night’s beginning – and added a lovely descending bell line.

            David appeared and on first hearing had the body of a great song. It was effectively finished in the hour, making five bull’s-eyes in five days. The song ‘No Control’ – gorgeous, mature. There’s a stunning section in it where he alludes to that style of singing you get in Broadway musicals, when the hero looks up into the sun, one arm extended to the future, and sings in this gloriously open-throated, honest, touchingly trusting way. It’s a style of singing that belongs to the middle of this century, the time of great dreams for the future. It manifested itself in totalitarian theatre (e.g. Chinese revolutionary opera) and Broadway musicals. Watching him tune it to just the right pitch of sincerity and parody was one of the 30most fascinating things I’ve ever seen in a studio. I wonder if he realizes how good an artist he is at that kind of thing. People often take their own talents for granted. It’s funny that the song is called ‘No Control’, because this performance by him is a paradigm of control.

            I felt a little sad leaving NY – though of course happy to go home. There’s such a lively and friendly feeling here, lots of culture and life going on in its usual extravagant and monumental pace. But it’s the drop-in-ability of the scene that is so exciting – dropping into Arto’s studio to help on his record; dropping in to Philip Taaffe’s. It’s a village, with all the good and bad sides of that:

    Good sides: osmotic learning/cooperation/informality/support/intense hybridization/shared assumptions;

    Bad sides: malicious gossip/exclusivity/taking people for granted/lack of focus/small-mindedness/overscrutiny/forgetting that this is not the whole world/backscratching/shared assumptions unquestioned.

            At the Virgin lounge – Tom Stoppard. So I introduced myself (as a co-patron of War Child) and we had supper together. Just as pleasant as you could imagine – we talked about recording, doing interviews, theatres, etc. The flight, though short, was very tedious. No sleep as usual, and Stoppard, in the smoking section, took sleeping pills, but we had another very friendly conversation in the morning. We joked that both of us knew nothing whatsoever about the other’s medium. I didn’t mention that I’m seeing Arcadia next Tuesday.

            21 JANUARY

            A very short day. Got home at 12.00. Went to sleep at 1.00 p.m. Woke at 3.00 to visit the market for some fruit (how stylish – how committed to style – English kids are compared to Americans!). And then went to bed with both girls (one each side of me) at 7.00 or so.

            Back home, as usual I feel like a displaced person – nowhere for me here. Still imagine a time when home and studio can be integrated again. 31 

            22 JANUARY

            Up early (6.10) but after nearly 12 hours’ sleep to make a fruit-face for Irial and Darla. Breakfast takes so long to do – I so came to enjoy those very expensive Essex House breakfasts with heaps of fresh berries, croissants and cottage cheese chosen from the buffet. Half an hour of good thinking and reading time before a nice morning walk creates a good basis for the day’s work.

            Took the girls to the studio in the morning to play with some CD-Rom stories (typically disappointing) and then a maths program.

            All lacking something – and Darla finds it hard to understand how to use the mouse. The maths program is very minimal for 4.1 megs – four floppies and only six quite simple games.

            Trying to tidy up. So much unclassifiable crap. I hate to throw away cassettes and CDs, but there are so many – and I know I’ll never listen to them. Every day more arrive. The visits to Bron with the kids are very tiring. They drain attention. Slept again in the afternoon. Dreamed I was a song. Disappointing to wake and find myself a man in a hole.

            In the evening Rolf came over and showed us pics of Goa. He gave me two Tibetan singing bowls and ate (Indian) dinner with us. The delivery boy gave me three Bombay Jungle tapes to borrow. Mum called – bills, boilers, etc. Arlette called re place to stay while in London.

            23 JANUARY

            Sudden panic this morning to remember that I was due at RCA today. Rushed down there – very early. Chat with Dan, saw Helen, then a long sequence of students. I felt a lack of verve among them. Michael looked uninterested too. Exhausting. Worried about making the show good.

            To Bron in a hurry. Tidied; saw Rolf about Swarovski.†† Stewart came over. Nice conversation, hastily curtailed by kids feeling ill.

            32Back home watching André Heller’s Jag Mandir with both girls in my arms. A. out.

            Invited to become Visiting Prof at Royal College of Music.

            24 JANUARY

            Stewart over at 9.15 for Big Ben visit. Visit almost aborted by both of us wearing Russian hats, which set the guards off – they were quite snippy about it (Cold War flashbacks obviously). Chaperoned by someone called Brian (a real, genuine, Brian-ish Brian), we ascended the 294 steps with 14 Argentinians. Stewart much more knowledgeable about the whole lot than Brian-the-guide – pointing out clock escapements etc. We stood in the belfry for the 11.00 a.m. chimes. Looked at fine gilded detail on finials at clock face – wondering if they were visible at ground level. They were – as subliminal detail. Stewart explained theory of ‘least distinguishable detail’ (Christopher Alexander has it too), and we discussed the idea of working beyond perceptible ranges of detail – the idea that the mind registers detail without necessarily being able to distinguish it.

            Walked round Westminster and had lunch in a pub. Then back for Prime Minister’s Questions at the House of Commons. Noisy, riotous, adolescent – Stewart said ‘compressed’. All staff very cheeky, like Ealing Comedy army privates. Occurred to me that where rank is totally secure and unquestioned, cheekiness is more tolerated (because it isn’t a threat, just a game).

            In evening to Arcadia by Stoppard. Magnificent, intricate, complete and intellectual piece of work. Would it ever be possible to achieve such multi-layeredness in music? One of the advantages of having a group of people working on something is that they are all polishing their detail – and the concentration of all of it is impressive. Andrew Logan and Anthea loved it too. Interesting mirror: as the future is unpredictable, so the past is unguessable. Both history-thinking and future-thinking are forms of scenario-building.33 

            25 JANUARY

            Irial’s birthday.

            5.50 a.m.: Irial stroking my back, saying, ‘Are you awake yet, Dad?’ Me: ‘Please sleep a little longer.’ 5.51: ‘Is it time to get up yet, Dad?’

            Out en masse to Acorn Storage with no special expectations. In fact an exciting visit – saw 59 rooms, all shapes and sizes, and now think it better to do lots of rooms – some one-liners – rather than just a few. Wet old day.

            On to my studio, where I discovered (great embarrassment) that you can record grids and rows in Bliss – as well as many other parameters such as blend, invert. Must confess to Greg Jalbert.

            After to Irial’s party at the church hall – incredible noise. Astonishingly greedy little boy who hardly played but compulsively sat determinedly jamming food into his mouth – probably the future Lord Hanson. Walked home with girls.

            Stewart called and gave me the new Chris Alexander (The Foreshadowing of 21st Century Art) and Anthea the script for Arcadia. After to L’Altro (too-low seats) for dinner with John and Roz Preston.

            26 JANUARY

            To British Museum with Stewart to meet James Putnam, who curated the art show in the Egyptian Department. What on earth can artists usefully do in such a place? Should they even bother? Perhaps they could work as non-archaeologists – people who think of different ways of arranging things, for different reasons. Cf. Paolozzi’s show at the Museum of Mankind. James took us into the backrooms of the museum, the storerooms.

            Long letter to Petra. [See page 359: Letter to Petra.]

            On to the RCA, to lunch with Michael Brook in the SCR, and to see the Interval Research musical instruments. Same question: ‘Is this something worth spending time on?’ It all depends on the idea that 34everyone wants to make music – to ‘interact’ – rather than just listen.

            On to Channel 4 – a glass building with an appeal, apparently, to everyone but me. The producers kept Stewart waiting, pissing around with lighting and talking him out in the dressing-room till eventually I left. Saw Yoko Ono and Sean Lennon, Anthony Fawcett and Waldemar Januszczak on way out.

            To studio for two hours. Letter to Peter Norton re Oblique Strategies.‡‡

            Home alone (Anthea out War Child-ing); Irial asleep on couch. Nice dinner of scampi (fried in garlic and Woh Hup lemon sauce) and rice and greens and turnip tops. Watched a little TV and went to bed early.

            27 JANUARY

            Took Irial to school. On to studio, fiddling around with Bliss and Photoshop (enlarging bottoms mostly). Andrew Logan over, working on the head of me that he’s doing, while I did my Spanish (first four lessons). We talked about Egypt, with which I’m still abuzz.

            At 5.30 on to the V&A to meet Carol (McNicoll), Richard Slee, Stewart and Paul Greenhalgh (from the museum). I’m not sure what any of this has to do with artists – at least in the terms proposed: placing ‘radical 20th-century artworks’ in context with old stuff. But the journey round the museum at night – with no people and very

            35few lights – was incredibly dramatic. Standouts: Trajan’s column, the old Gothic gate (with intertwined serpents), the millefiore dishes (Nero paid for one of them what he paid a whole legion in a month). Cool to this project at present – hate the idea of wasting their money on something that doesn’t make much difference.

            In evening, A. and I to Emma’s party. She’s so spry and alive – very attractive woman. Talked to Sam, a financier doing maths, John and Claudia Brown, Eddy (Emma’s bro). Nice cake.

            28 JANUARY

            I’m finding myself increasingly coming to resent artists and their daft conceits, Internetters and their stupid gadgetry. Dear Juan (Arzubialde) invited me to Bilbao, and A. arranged for Stewart to go too. The idea was to look at some sites for an installation. Picked up at Bilbao by deputation of sweet Spanish men with strong breath. One of them laid straight into S. (as Godfather of The Well) with tortuous accounts of baud rates and net-surfing. Anyway, to truly fantastic restaurant (Marinaro) in Laredo – where the proprietor very kindly gave me a 1954 Viña Real out of goodness of his heart (I had asked how much such a bottle might cost). Huge meal: wine and all (at 3.30 p.m.).

            On to Santander, discussing Real World§§ with Juan, and then a mysterious journey round harbour facilities. ‘Why am I here?’ says a voice deep in my limbic system. The same voice began 36positively screaming upon our arrival at the oil refinery (turned out to be an olive oil refinery!), when we were thrust into a room of mayors and lawyers and PR men and architects and asked to help design the proposed ‘Data Centre’ on the promenade. This was interspersed by a largely incomprehensible presentation (projected from a laptop, of course) and booklet (all Photoshop-designed – overlays, fades, etc. – and the only thing you really needed, the maps, unreadably minute) – both astonishing triumphs of form over content. 

            Taken somewhat by surprise, we started by saying that data, as such, is not that interesting. Stewart said that installations that depend on cutting-edge technology are fine the first year, out of date the second, and embarrassing for ever afterwards, and that, on a promenade, people would prefer to walk. S. and I pushed the theme ‘Improve the promenade’, while I silently fumed at poor Juan for being dropped into this. Still, they seemed pleased that we’d come down ‘for the people’. Later discovered that there had been a big rift within the council between the Internetters and the architects, and that we – hired in by the Internetters – had inadvertently supported the architects.

            Another enormous and delicious meal. Must improve my Spanish. To bed at 1.30.

            29 JANUARY

            The view from the hotel on this overcast, strange day was like a biblical picture, or the background on a Leonardo painting. Talked to Juan at breakfast about Ainhoa Arteta, soprano. His idea is that perhaps I can think of a hybrid project for her, but nothing yet springs to mind – and probably never will.

            On to the lighthouse above the rocks on to which Republicans and Fascists flung each other. Stewart in heaven at such beautifully functional architecture. 300 Hz foghorn powered by 2,000 W resonating metal-plate membrane. Think about such simple oscillators. Biscay so powerful. 37

            On to the visually fabulous but functionally disastrous theatre. Air conditioning in each seat – at neck level, just where you need it least. Non-working entrance. But really glorious colours – gold-leaf walls, deep-red pillars, lapis, deep rose, flash pink. The windows are small openings through deep walls, and the insides of the openings are painted deep red, so that the light coming in is pink.

            To Palacete, proposed site for my installation, where I sketched an idea for something. Nice to be right on that promenade.

            Hannah at home – all my daughters in one place. Stewart over for dinner – guinea-fowl – and complete Spain report to Anthea. Sitting outside smoking, Anthea saw ‘burglar’ on roof opposite. Police here in seconds. Turned out to be man mending roof in torrential rain.

            30 JANUARY

            Darla came into our bed this morning and stretched out on me – then put both arms round my neck. Lovely way to start the day.

            Lovely sunny morning. Walked to Stewart’s hotel to take him to studio-to-be at Pembridge. Measured up, looked around. After for a coffee and talking ideas. Bade him goodbye. To the record shop to buy Cranberries record (very strong, but too long) and saw Christine Lear there. To studio in 28 bus. Faffed around meaninglessly. Rolf’s Tibetan bowl tape very nice.

            That weird feeling again. I ran, quite slowly, up the hill at Brondesbury. Stopped long before exhaustion, but after a few minutes my heart started feeling like it would drop out. Aches in my arms; dizzy and slightly nauseous. A dangerous feeling (connected with the congestion of last two days?). Horrible.

            Home at 4.00 to play with Darla, who made me up with lipstick. (‘Can you put some musit on?’) She is so charming and charmed. Andrée here. Later cooked dinner (braised onion, potato, fennel, pecan nuts, garlic, chopped tomatoes, carrots with chicken-stock rice). Chatting about Wingy and womanhood today. 38

            Watching World at War about relief of Brussels and destruction of Warsaw. Another let-down by us.

            Generally wasted day.

            31 JANUARY

            Holger Czukay letter / Miyajima at Queen’s House, Greenwich / Measure for Swarovski/Haircut.

            Dreamed last night of Mum and Dad going for a drive in a tiny plywood Vauxhall sports car; of our (A. and I) house somehow attached to the new studio and lots of space for us to share out to each other. Nice dream.

            To studio for another semi-chaotic and half-assed day. Wrote Bono, Rolf and Holger Czukay. Had some ideas for Self-Storage project and made some music for it. Too long playing with Photoshop – lethal time-waster – like chronic alcoholism. Should schedule it in the diary and not use it otherwise.

            Left all machines running recording two-hour-long Self-Storage piece making itself.

            Home, shower, then on to Greenwich (A. driving). I always enjoy just the two of us in the car – like old times. Greenwich is an oasis of middle-class civilization in the increasing squalor of South London. Saw the Tatsuo Miyajima at Queen’s House – very hypnotic and gentle, but slightly ruined by some twit making all the little cars go the ‘right’ way.

            Huge attendance – wads of acquaintances. Doris Saatchi, Karen Wright, Jeremy King (a real gentleman), Piers Gough, etc. – and of course the Boyle family, whose mammoth house we went to afterwards. Every wall had their huge pieces – giving a strangely sombre black, white and tan effect. Gorgeous pieces, very starkly displayed. Wish they’d let me do some for them. They seemed very pleased to see me. It struck me what an interesting type of knowledge they must have acquired in that project.

         

         
            * This was a proposal to unify the ‘museum area’ of Kensington into a cultural area and pedestrian zone for the millennium. It would have included The British Museum, the V&A, the Natural History Museum, the National Sound Archive, Imperial College, the Science Museum, the Royal College of Music, the Royal College of Art, the Geographical Society, the Royal Albert Hall and other institutions. The proposal was to join it to the southern end of Hyde Park, and to make Kensington Road subterranean at that point. The idea was to stimulate the area as a new cultural centre in London, with cafés and ‘whole family day out’ schemes.

            † Brondesbury Villas, my studio in Kilburn until July 1995, when we moved both studio and office to Notting Hill Gate.

            ‡ GBN-Global Business Network is a futures scenario development group founded by Peter Schwartz and Stewart Brand. It seeks to advise on economic, social and cultural developments. Peter Schwartz is author of The Art of the Long View. Stewart Brand is an inventor/designer, and my frequent correspondent through out this diary. He studied biology with Gregory Bateson, was an army officer, a multimedia artist, a member of Ken Kesey’s Merry Pranksters, the inventor of the Whole Earth Catalog, the originator of The Well (the first public network in what subsequently became the Internet) and a trustee of the Santa Fe Institute; he is is now the curator of the Clock Library. His most recent book is How Buildings Learn: What Happens After They’re Built.

            GBN has a permanent conference on The Well, which is open to GBN members and their sponsor companies. It undertakes scenario-building programmes and seminars for those sponsors. Stewart tells me that the criteria for deciding what GBN should do are as follows: will it be fun? will we learn anything from it? will it make the world a better place? and will it earn enough money to pay for the first three?

            § Under the auspices of Artangel, an organization which sponsors site-specific works, Michael Morris and I developed the idea of making a series of installations in a self-storage depot. I wanted to do this work in collaboration with Laurie Anderson and my students at the Royal College of Art.

            Thanks to William Palmer, an Artangel supporter, we were able to use the large Acorn Storage depot at Wembley. There were a total of 640 rooms in the depot, of all sizes – endless metal corridors. We used about 40 rooms for the show, ranging from broom-closet size to about 2,000 sq. ft. Altogether about 30 people, most of them students from the RCA, were involved in the final show, which ran for five weeks.

            ¶ Αn Austrian artist specialising in circuses, theatre and other large-scale presentations.

            || Engineer on the Bowie record.

            ** This idea recurs in various forms. More and more I want experiences which oscillate between ‘locked’ and ‘unlocked’ – between the elements of an experience being closely tied together or, at the other end of this axis, independently drifting, just happening to be in the same space together. Zooming out to cultural scale, these are two different visions of society and cooperation: the rigidly structured and the completely amorphous. I don’t make a pitch for either, but for the ability to use the whole palette.

            †† The Austrian glass-making company Swarovski, which is based at Wattens, near Innsbruck, commissioned André Heller to design a museum/showroom to celebrate the company’s centenary. Heller in turn asked me if I would make a permanent installation – a complete room – in the museum. I made the room with the help of Rolf Engel and a team from Atelier Markgraph. It uses 13 slide projectors controlled by a digital programming system.

            ‡‡ The Oblique Strategies are a series of cards – about the size of playing-cards – to be used in creative and problemsolving situations. They come in a black box. Each card carries a single phrase or sentence: the first was ‘Honour thy error as a hidden intention.’ The original set was assembled by the painter Peter Schmidt and myself, and arose out of observations of our working processes.

            The purpose of the cards is to try to derail normal thinking habits when they’ve proven ineffective, and to suggest new ways of approaching problems. The original box, which we published in 1975, contained 113 cards, but since then some have been omitted and new ones have been added.

            Peter Schmidt died in early 1980, and since then I’ve been the curator of the Oblique Strategies. They have been published three times in English, and also in French and Japanese. They have also been produced as a floppy disc. No two releases are exactly identical – cards come and go.

            Each year Peter and Eileen Norton of California commission and produce an artwork in an edition of 5,000 which they send to their friends and associates. They approached me in 1995 to ask if they could republish the Oblique Strategies as part of this programme. I agreed, and made several changes and updates to the pack. Some of the new additions are mentioned in this diary.

            §§ A proposal for a future theme park instigated by Peter Gabriel.
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