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is there something to report?






word count: 5,000

is there something to report?

is a traditional opening for Dokusan – the regular face-to-face meeting of student and zen master. The master’s question, framed objectively, cuts straight to the bones of being present in the present moment. Is there anything to say, anything worth saying? Last week’s insight is already out of date, what is happening now? Introducing an interesting observation from an online article one came across is not going to be accepted as an answer, neither is assuming a beatific smile. The daily life of a zen monastery remains largely silent.[endnoteRef:1] [1: Endnotes

 The classic description of Japanese zen monasticism is The Training of a Zen Buddhist Monk, by D.T. Suzuki.

For a readable account of a European experience there is The Empty Mirror by Janwillem van de Wettering
] 


Zen is an existence inside a continual paradox of adherence to a rigid system of practice with the goal of attaining complete, spontaneous freedom. 

How to report, in five thousand words, on what is worth reporting? How to assess one’s own personal progress? How to be up-to-date?

This report is twenty-five sections each of two hundred words. A collection of, hopefully, concise, living statements responding to that fundamental question. An attempt to find a form, haiku-like, for distilling the experiences of creation and reflection into a report. Each section its own work in progress, each understanding only another temporary illusion. 

Dokusan might be the ultimate con-temporary dialogue.

enough rope 

Heavy rain washes discarded agricultural debris off the land. As the water level subsides riverbank trees and rocks display their catch. I collect, twine and braid until silage wrap, baler twine, crop net, dumpy bag all transform into rope: five, ten, twenty meters and growing. 

Clean the river – who would question the validity of such an action? But to treat the matter of plastic with care in its using, its showing, the delicate respectful unfolding of the collected material, that is more of a challenge. To care for the river means to care equally for the plastic.[endnoteRef:2]  [2:  Bennet’s Vibrant Matter (2010) is the background here. Particularly the final chapter: Vitality and Self-interest. 
] 


In the making a metaphor grew. A rope river of collected bits and pieces. How it comes together, makes sense. Maybe my own life could achieve such a statement: look at my rope I could say.

I photographed the rope. I rehearsed the performance of its flowing across the floor. I videoed bits of plastic falling across a green screen. Individual shapes and colours, the way they fell became magical. More life in them than the plastic river that required my own agency as if it were a puppet. Stay with the bits and pieces as they are, it is enough. 




the log and the bowl

An ash tree, condemned by the orange splash from a spray-can, felled by contractors.  I’m left to chainsaw the lengths, split them into logs. Ash burns well. I get to work, the axe falls again. And then a moment, a pause. I stop to marvel at the spalted pattern created by a fungus. Black calligraphy on cream paper. Put this log aside. Not for the fire, maybe in time it might transform into a bowl.

I’m fascinated by this turning moment, the movement from the functional to the creative. Victor Turner reported that some indigenous languages did not include words for “leisure”. There were various constructions for the understanding of “work” – necessary daily labour – contrasted with an appreciation of “work for the gods”.[endnoteRef:3] There is the planting, tending, harvesting, then the festival celebration. All are of equal import. [3:  Turner (1982) pp. 29 – 33 
] 

What are these two worlds of work and offering, labour and prayer, what triggers our movement between them? What do we call them: sacred and profane, secular and holy, everyday and ritual, functional and creative?

There is no door, but a threshold between the worlds, with the freedom to pass back and forth. For both are home. 




object lesson

Increasing rainfall leads to frequent flooding that strands more uprooted trees on the riverbank. The process of climate change offers up the potential for a pile of firewood. The hyperobject creates the object.[endnoteRef:4] [4:  For hyperobject see Morton (2013)
] 


The flow of the world continues, the next heavy rains wash the tree further downstream to where it is inaccessible. The tree remains as material, the logs only ever a mental construct.[endnoteRef:5] [5:  Ingold (2012) provides a useful map of the theoretical territory here.
] 


Exploring the possibilities provided by the materials of the land, I processed nettles into twine, incorporating the twine into artworks.[endnoteRef:6] Such thread is an object created from the whole cycle of nettle, extracted at the point where the human detects a use-fulness. Other points in that cycle can provide nourishment and fertiliser, both beneficial to the human cycle. [6:  In my Explorative Practice
] 


As I view the world is my imagination working merely in the way my stomach does? How are the insights of a proliferating body of research into process, network, inter-connectedness translated into a personal practice?

Work towards the exhibition is initially, regularly, interrupted by doubts about motive, approach, purpose. Inactivity in the face of hyperobjects becomes a moral confusion concerning drilling a hole in a stone, transporting it to a gallery, putting it on display. 


projected light 

I was keeping to my resolve to use only material, video footage and sound from our own patch of land to explore ways of facing the enormity of environmental and political crisis. Collecting and re-purposing plastic waste harvested from the river became more worthy and less imaginative. I turned to the diseased ash trees on the land and continued with exploring the possibilities of making projection screens out of the same material as the subject of the projected video itself. I cut some sample lengths of felled timber into laths and hung them randomly in three rows. The projector played a sampling of video clips.

The zen moment.

There is no whole picture. No one political statement. No one point of view from which all becomes clear. No one concept to explain it all. Hints, memories, echoes, fragments, reflections can indicate possibilities that remain beyond naming.

Elements of ritual, the experience of the liminal, could co-exist with the embodied understanding of phenomenology; the Tao could interweave with deep ecology. Concepts and theories could exist in an installation itself rather than provide a parallel commentary. There was a purpose, a structure, a mood and a title in that moment.


blank paper empty mind
wait for the blossom
it came last week

Traditionally a haiku contains a kigo, a seasonal reference, perhaps a plant, animal, particular weather occurrence and so on, its purpose being to embed the poem into an established network of associations. So how to compose a haiku in the era of climate breakdown?  The challenge of the haiku form is to distill a vast web of natural processes and cultural associations into one perceived moment of clarity. Climate change has, apparently, created a crisis in the highly formalised world of the haikuista[endnoteRef:7]. [7:  Kirkbride (2022) and Murphy (2025)

 Also:   https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2026/apr/19/the-guardian-     view-on-japans-cherry-blossom-when-spring-slips-out-of-time
] 


The stylised nostalgia of much haiku struggles to deal with a natural world out of joint. The comfort provided by its formal structure can become a wilful blindness to the realities of the world. Perhaps it is time to deconstruct haiku with a nod to Ai Weiwei dropping that Han dynasty urn, as the reliable shape of a classical form can no longer hold information.

Haiku of disjointed observations, words erased, gaps in the rhythm.  Memories of blossom yet to not-appear. Ghost springtime of haunted futures as if described by Mark Fisher[endnoteRef:8]. Fragments of grief, of anger, confusion that do not knit together. [8:  Fisher (2014)
] 




not in my backyard

Rhyd-y-sant: the place where the saints crossed the river. The track down to the water’s edge can still be made out. Probably for cattle, but the image of a pilgrim saint in their wanderings is more resonant. 

Other entities pass through, sometimes just born on the air. Hymenoscyphus fraxineus – the dieback fungus. Mature trees display finger-bone skeletal crowns, as their water-bearing transport systems are slowly blocked. The trees we planted as whips denied maturity. Opportunistic fungi move in. Felled, cut open, the tree may display the patterns of the fungal growths.

The airwaves fill with the language of crisis, blame and ownership: “invasion”, “asian fungus”, “alien”. The parallels with current political issues hardly need emphasis[endnoteRef:9].  [9:  Typical responses to the arrival of the fungus in UK can be viewed at:    https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TUmLYx6yXoE&t=79s  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=g4hDBqDKAFU
] 


It’s a confused scene, one that an art installation could tackle. Infected trees, newspaper headlines, soundbites, national identity all mixed together, a discord of statement and sentiment.[endnoteRef:10] [10:  The passionate language is not confined to the popular media. See Rackham (2014)
] 


Then the trees themselves remind me of the roots of the project, a different exploration. To exhibit trees as evidence, as victims of human blindness is to use them for human purpose. The intention may be admirable, but this is not the narrative to explore. Like the saint, trust in one’s own path.

reading the room

An unpropitious entrance: a modest sign, a dark dog-leg of a vestibule, a threshold before the unexpected. For a Tardis is revealed, eyes drawn upwards, outwards - welcome to the Reading Room. Except – there is nothing to read in the Reading Room. The vast trove of knowledge hidden within the ranks of book spines is an empty conceit. One message replaces the whole repository of knowledge as a sign jags its way back and forth across the projector screen seeking escape: no signal. 

An installation originally imagined for the Maker’s Room, tree-length strips of ash hanging in front of the soaring space of the cladding of the white-wood walls, with the issues of light and projection to contend with, changes with the availability of an alternative space. How can an installation fit with what is already a perfect installation in itself? A site-specific piece offered an enormous vocabulary to start   from? A site-responsive piece with echoes to respond to? A piece planned in outline, capable of adaptation – how might it emerge from the Reading Room, rather than be introduced without any negotiating with the space itself? And does no signal continue in its attempt to be free?






passing through

A screen made of strips of wood, a video loop of perhaps ten minutes or so, a loop of ambient sounds perhaps shorter, a spoken word loop longer. An exhibition-goer walks by, maybe stays a while, if engaged enough, sits on the museum-style bench to watch. But this bench is off-centre from the work and is made from the same trees as the screen.

One of the short statements on the words loop refers to trees passing through. As does a human witness.

Likewise the thoughts of that witness. Zen meditation is often described as “just sitting”. Meditation without a goal, a focus. Letting thoughts pass through. Do not try to make sense of them, following them down the rabbit hole of associative thinking. 

A text projected on the screen informs us that you never get the whole picture, but eye and brain want to read the text, want it to make sense. Wanting to know if the observed installation is a political, or environmental, or spiritual statement.

It is not complicated, but it may be confusing. Sit with the confusion. The tree screen itself will not provide a way out. Sit on the condemned tree. Stay awhile.


white cube / black box

The White Cube of modernism had its performance equivalent in the Black Box.[endnoteRef:11] A sealed space modelled on a TV studio: grey walls, black drapes, a lattice of lighting track, hidden sound systems, a heavy-duty vinyl floor. Together with a stack of moveable seating rostra. Performance spaces in arts centres and civic buildings were designed to be both adaptable and completely anonymous. A sanitised space on life-support, into which human performers could be introduced. The live performance was free to travel. It suited the funding-based nature of touring theatre and dance companies, performances in different spaces in different locations across the globe could be replicable. So could the audience experience. [11:  O’Doherty (1999)] 


A recipe for ersatz art. For what is human embodiment in a disembodied space? A body cannot respond to inert space, a lifeless space cannot be resuscitated with human energy.

Meanwhile the disused factories and de-sanctified chapels of a post-industrial, post-worshipping age maintained their own stories. The foundations of site-specific art and performance movements appreciate that we do not exist in a human-centric world.  And we will not survive in the material worlds we have made if they do not and cannot communicate with us.


the spirit(s) of the place

the silence of architecture is a responsive, remembering silence….

the stone has its own silence and its own time, it is a memory of the earth….

Finnish architect Juhanni Pallasmaa, in his influential phenomenological approach to architectural theory, acknowledges the embodied experience of the “eye of the skin” when entering a designed, built place. Maintaining that “architectural experiences are essentially multi-sensory and simultaneous” he maintains that we “grasp an atmosphere before we have consciously identified its constituent factors”.[endnoteRef:12] [12:  Palaassma (1996) p. 51 for all quotes
] 


The genius loci of the Reading Room - its “atmosphere” - is more than its shape, its silence. It is in absent books, past readers, the activity of reading itself, its use as a temporary morgue after the bombing of Swansea. Eyes see what it is now, skin and bone see a richer space, ears attune to a fuller silence.

Ash laths, stones, water – spirits of the place where they have been shaped – offer their own atmosphere to the Reading Room. Gifts offered from one locus to be received by another. 

Human presence is not necessary to facilitate this exchange, to interpret their conversation, but without a respectful awareness the human can easily damage a profound meeting.  
off the wall

El Anatsui: Behind the Red Moon. Tate Modern 2023.

Enormous shimmering hangings. The extraordinary reclaiming of hundreds of thousands of brightly coloured bottle tops. The works could be read both as a post-colonial statement and an environmental battle-cry. But El Anatsui, however, is “a poet not a protestor”, his work “poised between desolation and hope”[endnoteRef:13] [13:   Jonathon Jones in The Guardian:
https://www.theguardian.com/artanddesign/2023/oct/09/el-anatsui-turbine-hall-tate-recycled-rubbish
] 


The Turbine Hall allowed El Anatsui’s imagination to create work that became freed from the wall. In a similar journey, Magdalena Abakanowicz freed her creations from being read as textile wall-hangings to become the Abakans floating in space.[endnoteRef:14] [14:  See Coxon and Jacob (2022)
] 


As the dumpy-bag screen morphed into the ash laths it is hard to assess whether the material remained as a screen or became a forest which was then re-purposed as a screen. The two interpretations seemed interwoven. What was clear, however, were the possibilities and constraints of the Reading Room itself. 

Emerging from one of the alcoves, forest/screen is to be peered into. Perhaps what it has to say is hidden in those depths. I wonder, in another iteration, how it might be to be able to walk into those depths, the laths hanging in space, video projection falling on tree and wanderer alike.

paths

It was following Richard Long’s footsteps that led me to Giuseppe Penone, and from there to a return to Poland.[endnoteRef:15] [15:  Wallis  (2017) pp16 – 17 Amalfi: Arte Povera in Azione Povere. 
] 


Penone’s iconic Tree, the result of locating the knots in a large beam of timber and chiselling back the surrounding wood until the embryonic bough of the tree emerges, intrigued me. As much as the finished work, it was the photographic record of his labour that resonated.[endnoteRef:16] It seemed there was no differentiation between practice and praxis; craft and concept lived as a daily exploration. [16:  See Lumley (2004) p. 57
] 


Penone led me to Germano Celant’s manifesto: Arte Povera and from there to a reunion. For I recognised in his doctrine of poverty, not just in material but in approach, the language of Jerzy Grotowski of Teatr Laboratorium, whom Celant referenced. Perhaps one of the few occasions when theatre has performed as the avant garde.[endnoteRef:17] That was where I had learned the roots of my craft.  [17:  Grotowski (1968) in particular, the title essay Towards a poor theatre.
] 


What connects Poor Theatre and Arte Povera is a shared, if unstated, belief in the Franciscan ideal of poverty; the return to embodied practices in response to the controlling narratives of both a socialist state and a capitalist democracy. The ‘poor’ becomes the gateway to alternative free worlds.



feet first

Before the eye perceives, before the hand holds the stone, the foot is already in relationship with earth. 

We move around a gallery at eye level. The floor is somewhere beneath us, unless directly implicated in the exhibiting of objects. 

We can imagine the poem that has seeped into Giuseppe Penone’s hands as he worked his own poem into the wood. We may hear faint echoes of the songs that are the conversation over thousands of miles between boot and earth by Long or Hamish Fulton.

There is a need to examine our relationship with the earth, to claim that the process of perception is symbiotic. To find ways of bringing an ancient understanding of processes and relationships into a scientific age.[endnoteRef:18] But our feet already know all that. Merleau-Ponty arrived at the edge of the mystical in his attempts to describe that relationship, philosophy becoming poetry when encountering the chiasm, perceived and perceiver intertwined into one flesh. I like to remember that grounding that poetic language is the observation of many who knew him that, of all the intellectuals of the Left Bank, he was the best dancer.[endnoteRef:19] [18:  The Taoist explanation of the processes of the universe and the human place within that process is most eloquent. See Hinton 
]  [19:  Bakewell (2017) Ch. 10 pp 228 – 242  The Dancing Philosopher
] 


Meanwhile the floor of the Reading Room remains carpeted.


time (be)for(e) words

Phenomenologist George Lakoff suggested that conceptual thought begins in metaphor. Metaphor itself is the root of poetry, a way of approaching the metaphysical world in physical language. The concept of time, for example, can be comprehended in images of volume and capacity: enough time or filling time. Visualised as movement it becomes: Christmas is coming or We’re getting towards Christmas. Concepts are translated into embodied perceptions.[endnoteRef:20] [20:  Lakoff (1999)
] 


In this reading the movement image in Deleuze’s schema might depend upon an acceptance of the metaphorical understanding of time as movement: narrative structures leading to conclusions, protagonists racing against time, plots unfolding and so on. Is it then feasible to consider that time image avoids the constraints of conceptual metaphor by engaging directly with the metaphysics of time itself. Thus moods and techniques such as memory, dream and flashback are employed to create a unique filmic time. If film itself is philosophy, it is in the creation of a pre-linguistic experiential poetry. Film can philosophise, conceptualise outside/before/beyond the intrusion of language that can only comprehend such possibilities by way of its own metaphorical constructs.[endnoteRef:21] [21:  I admit to visiting Deleuze through surrounding critiques and commentaries, entering his own territory rarely, and with care.
] 


What happens when the voiced words of poetic utterance combine with the pre-verbal, pre-metaphorical moving image?


digital poverty

In the 1960’s the well-funded theatre systems of Europe and America met a challenge from an obscure experimental theatre company in Poland. Railing against the production values of state-subsidised theatre the director, Jerzy Grotowski, proposed “poverty” instead. A theatre experience of intense physical and emotional directness, a small group of highly-trained performers meeting a handful of spectator/witnesses in an event that was more ritual than entertainment. As the glossy production and design values of theatre could never match the technical ability of cinema, Grotowski argued for a theatre that could return to the roots of its being – the direct experience of the live event.

It seemed that the prophetic writings of the surrealist Antonin Artaud had been realised, that it was possible for theatre to infect as the plague infects, to be cruel in its stripping down to the bare bones of the human condition.[endnoteRef:22] To report on what matters.  [22:  Artaud (2024)
] 


How might a manifesto proclaiming digital poverty in the arts be phrased?  Today’s art-forms have access to infinitely more resources than the “rich” theatre and cinema that Grotowski decided to bypass. To choose digital poverty not as a machine-wrecking Luddite gesture, but as a return to Artaudian dreaming.  



triangulation

The purpose is in the title: the survey is for ordnance. Surveying the land with a military agenda. Three separate points to capture a moment in space, pinned like a naturalist’s butterfly. As a prehistoric land art of stone circles measured solar time, trig points use mathematics to order space.

It’s an intriguing metaphor to work from. In the flow of working with object, moving image and word there is a continual shift from one viewpoint to another. Rather than the working process being a change of focus on one medium to another, the medium itself becomes the viewpoint from which to progress the whole work. 

The different lenses of object, image, word take their turn around a spiral of change. Now a focus on object moves the project on, now the word becomes appropriate, then the image changes the work that the object had achieved, and so on, around the spiral.

However, the metaphor is too static to describe such a working method. For the point of view itself is in continual movement, unable to pin down a subject that is also moving. This purpose is not to map, but to manage a momentary sighting though the mist. 



the shaping of light

The immateriality of light, juxtaposed with the solidity of form, the temporality of video in contrast with the static nature of object, creates paradoxes that stretch the context of sculpture.[endnoteRef:23] [23:  Truckenbrod. p8
] 


Assembling video clips from which to fashion a loop of images does not start from a planned narrative. Neither is restricting the material to locations within Rhyd-y-Sant itself form a nature documentary. The camera comes with me on my walking, its lens seeing the world in a different way from my own eyes. The play of light on water, the patterns of breeze-blown grass, the fragility of a dead tree, the shadow of a passing bird. These become the raw material. 

How the ash screen / sculpture will choose to interpret these images is unpredictable.  The positioning of individual laths could be altered but one image brought into clearer focus in this way will not suit the next. Narrative itself is fragmented; a bird is seen to take flight for one witness, for another it just disappears. Projecting images of movement onto the screen adds movement to the screen itself. It is not a passive receiver of an image, but a living part of the whole.  




sounding out the world

The soundscapes of Rhyd-y-Sant are varied. The music of the river as it improvises its way between rocks, over waterfalls, through deep pools is complex. Twenty yards away and the noise of traffic takes over. Over both soundtracks there is birdsong.

I had experimented with creating loops of ambient sound both on location and by downloading digital voice instructions, of the unexpected item variety, editing them into alternative statements. Fun, but a detour. I returned to base to record traffic sounds.

I knew, before they arrived, that words would be heard alongside such a sound loop. A thought is voiced, a vehicle approaches, a word is drowned by the full volume of the vehicle which then recedes. Birdsong can be heard again.

Adding text to the video was abandoned as I assumed the viewer would focus on trying to decipher the statement, rather than staying immersed in the image and the sound. Similarly, if the sequences of spoken word are distorted to the point of near-unintelligibility, word and ambient sound might co-exist, rather than word being preferred. 

There is no whole picture, no foreground, no background, just as there is no alternative to this one earth.


chances

Leaves drift up a tree trunk. Planes no longer own the sky, their vapour trails lose direction: images that could be digitally manufactured for an LED screen.  Here they appear as inhabitants in some fracturing ecosystem. They are also koans: Does a leaf climb a tree? Does a plane know its destination? 

The screen becomes a zen disrupter of our comforting regularities. 

In terms of exhibiting a video it is also intriguing and unnerving.

An initial purpose to create a series of haiku-like images of the natural world, to suggest the uncertainties of the consequences of environmental disruption, becomes itself disrupted. Rather than separate out the clips into some non-narrative sequence, perhaps they float by as the leaves do, mingling and intermingling as the river they initially floated on.

How to prepare for chance?  Sculpture and video seem to be able to depict disruption more effectively than my own imagination. I am developing a sense of potentially useful visual material for editing, but the life of an image once freed into light and meeting object is beyond my own understanding. This is not to absolve myself from agency in this process but to acknowledge the reality of the chiasm.


is this a poem or what?

I am stuck with this koan, trying to find words to express some aspect of my insight into this subject. I am also wrestling with a lengthy scroll of theory and definition that stretches from the catch-all label poetic film all the way to the definitions of the sub-genre of videopoetry.[endnoteRef:24] [24:  To start from the film end of the spectrum see Sitney (2016). For the other, starting from poetry, see Tremlett (2021).

For the importance of definitions for some see  “Video Poetry: a Manifesto” by Tom Konyves, published in the Online “In the Moment” version of Critical Quarterly, MIT press. Posted 13.10.2012.

] 


Perhaps I am avoiding facing words themselves. 

Definition may be one of their functions but their help in the search towards the indefinable is another.  Words pointing the way to their own redundancy. 

The dramatic insight experienced in zen is often described as being outside of scripture. However much one studies, however rigorous the practice, it is simply impossible to achieve insight in that way alone. 

In the spiral-like progress of the artwork intertwined with this Report the word has always been present. And the work has not yet reached far enough into the mists to leave the word behind. The image of the railcar heading into the Zone comes to mind, abandoned once it has taken its passengers as far as it can in their search.[endnoteRef:25] [25:  Tarkovsky’s Stalker (1979) The scene of the railcar heading into the Zone starts at around around minute 34.
] 


How might words find their proper place in the installation, among the trees like birds singing.  


exhibition time

The liminal has become urbanised. In-between, abandoned sites become rewilding spaces for the imagination, the dérive providing freedom from the controlled environment of the cityscape. Liminality has, perhaps, become associated with concepts of space rather than time.

The pioneering work of van Gennep on the structuring of significant life-event rituals was fleshed out by Turner’s understanding of those events as processual. Since then the focus on the careful structuring of the ritual in preparation for entering liminal time has diminished.[endnoteRef:26]   [26:  See van Gennep (1960) and Turner (1969)
] 


The vestiges of creating the formal time and space through which the liminal state is approached can still be discerned in the siting, architecture and lay-out of a gallery within a cityscape. And chance has endowed the Reading Room with a particularly notable transition from mundane time and space to the liminal.

No narrative time is indicated in the video playing on entry, no explanation provided in the recorded words. Is the gallery-goer a witness, do they become a participant in a ritual?  

There have been enough spatial signs to indicate that this is an exhibition. Ritually however, we meet the unexpected, the unplanned. My own part in the preparation has been left at the door with clock-time. 

ephemeral 

Wood…is coming as a tree or going as a dead piece of wood. When we make a table we borrow it out of the cycle, but if we put it outside it will go back into the cycle.

The shakes and warps and cracks of David Nash’s sculptures could be viewed as poor craftsmanship. Rickety chairs, boxes with holes. As collectable items, their value might be compromised. But that is to ignore the artist’s relationship to trees and wood: I was looking for a way of working in which the material would lead me, rather than my dominating it. 

And the iconic example of that relationship is Ash Dome: 
  
I had assumed that the Ash Dome would outlive me, but ash dieback has crippled the life force of the trees.[endnoteRef:27]  [27:  Tall quotations are taken from the exhibition catalogue David Nash – 45 Years of Drawing Annely Juda Fine Art, 2024 London
] 


Nash has now planted a ring of oaks around the dying Dome. 

To the oaks, we are passing through. To the rocks, the oaks are passing through. And the rocks, in their own slow way, are ephemeral.

From that perspective, we and our “borrowings” are both embedded within the cycle, not acting on the outside. It is not a problem but might be a cause for reflection, even celebration.

words last

Inevitably new words will appear to describe the new time and space where blossom used to appear. Words for a reality that is yet to be born, shaping a future’s perception of itself. That vocabulary might contain its own words for nostalgia and loss, but not necessarily for the objects and events to which we apply them.

Now we feel the loss of this present somewhere in that future.

I hear words that are not a description of that sensation but are part of it. For words themselves are vulnerable to their own dieback. 

How many ecologies do we need to create a net large enough to save all beings, all matter, all the connecting processes of this world? At least add a fourth: an ecology of words.[endnoteRef:28] [28:  Felix Guattari’s “Three Ecologies” proposes that environmental, social and human individual needs all interconnect, and all need attention. 
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] 


In the Reading Room words sound out from deep within a wood. They may be hard to hear, their old familiar colonies of phrase and sentence are under threat, they may struggle for breath. But they bear witness for the whole of Gaia and with their remaining understanding they include us in that net.  
And our own fragmented, confused understanding joins with the confusion of the world in this moment.



come together

There are benches to finish, video to complete editing. Words to find and place within the structure of the piece. Such tasks will merge with the actual setting-up of the installation. 

There are still many unknowns. Will the trees need stone to ground them, rocks to let earth and sky meet? What adjustments will need to be made to video and sound once all the different elements come together?

As in ritual, the work enters the next level of preparation. A transition into the Reading Room itself. Once there, the process becomes even more structured, a period of several days of mindful practice, material forming into offering. Is this the work for the Gods – where ego and selflessness try to agree? To enter our own liminal times and spaces it is necessary to let go of thoughts concerning the reception of the work. Either by Gods or humans. A paradox, of course, for we all desire to present well. Another coming together between different worlds is required.

The symbiotic relationship of work and report ends here. Part journal, part conceptual framing, part zen master and student. 

May 8, 2026 - is there something to report?

Just: “Press send”
