- Something wrong
with this whisky ?
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d said breezily, should be a symphony.
he’d like to be conducting: crashing, ¢
e—drownig out-any-other sound in the vicinity. But quietl
derneath, murmuring within the miniature cities of his atria, we n
hear the bristling sounds of Stein’s particular form of jazz.

Stein’s syncopation is a forest of rhythms that quickly spirals ouf-;
wards, away from the stage, and off of the page. This layering of ¢
gent attentions, desires and emotions is persistent but unpredict
it’s present when you put an album on years after it was records
when we might find the remnants of a misplaced, anonymous g
ture. The gaps span centuries and milliseconds. Overlaying thefg
of the building-page, as a prism through which to look, might p_'
a means for us to re-read the narrated grids in which we move, {
buildings and frames which hold our bubbles and clouds. It hig]
the temporal layers all around us, reminding that walls are mar
time and that the past always co-exists in the present. It sugges
other kind of looking, one that seeks syncopation and the co-m
of the imaginary, that might let us mis- and re-read the type of
ity claimed by our transparent city. Through this prism, we mig
an endless, fragmented web of identical doorways, opening ongiior
walk in and find stretching out before you a levelled fORW*.

shattered stumps of pines reeling off over the hill. s
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g ng isappearing.
A sort of red afterburn of its trail faded more slowly. There was a black burn
spot in the corner, as if that was where it had just stabbed in and left again mil-
liseconds later. I was the only one in the room so the image must be mine.

The way I think back on it now, I don’t think I felt lucky to be unhurt so much
as touched, awed. A privileged witness to an apparition. What are the chances,
we are brought up to think, of getting hit by lightning. A once in a lifetime oc-
currence, if even that: an encounter with an electrical storm becomes a game of
probability. It’s the paramount idea of an event, each time unique and impossi-
bly quick. The unbridled energy of the lightning bolt makes it the handy bearer
for a broad range of symbolism- the cartoonist and filmmaker’s go-to sign for
ominous things to come or the graphic shorthand for speed. Lightning as an
analogy for thoughts, ideas, or inspiration feels like a sort of timeless connec-
Q0. Wi ifig origin. A jolt of energy and illumination, instantane-
kly: lightning has struck my brain.
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We arrange ourselves like metal rods, attempting to create
the conditions where we might be struck. Finding a place
(quiet, solitary, maybe high up on a hill) where we might get
some thinking done, where notions might arrive in bursts,
sparks and flashes.

There’s something alchemical about the images which rep-
resent the processes of the human own mind. Streams of
consciousness, flights of fancy, trains of thought. Even in
ancient Greece, some thinkers claimed that minds were
made up of air, interacting with a world of matter that
simply consisted of varying condensed levels of the
ment. The thoughts of Socrates are known only indi
through the writings of his students, although he is s§
ited as one of the founders of Western philosophy; irf
contemporary play from his lifetime, the first time hgg
countered is sitting in a basket hung up a tree, claim
he has to ‘suspend my brain and mingle the subtle es
of my mind with this air, which is of the like nature,
clearly to penetrate the things of heaven.’ k.

ing, glancing from one room to the next is 51mp1y a look at several
-j “minimal aparéments-with tiny living rooms that all are depressingly
_the same, sepagate-spaces that co-exist.

ooking agaiﬁge reverses our relationship: these become the
ame room, capgarestand appearing unchanged, each window a dif-
f&rcuflinst |  indeterminate passage of time. Looking from
oh o amtesthe bottom left suddenly becomes a skip for-
S11 #Ea few moments. We might, like Tati’s camera,
aturally do, glancing at some of one room,
V pom in an identical adjacent bulldlng (a facing
page) before doubhng back again tQ
Here, time is frozen, crystallised, i
a jump in time. Here, syncopated
architecture.
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