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Welcome to the second issue of
The Blue Notebook

We have had a great response to the call for articles;
Vol.2 No.1, due out this October is full, and we look
forward to receiving more proposals for Vol. 2 No. 2
(Spring 2008) onwards. 

Submission guidelines can be found on our website at
www.bookarts.uwe.ac.uk/bnotebk.htm

Thanks to all the contributors to this issue for the 
great selection of articles: 

Frans Baake (The Netherlands) 
Iain Biggs (UK) 
Nancy Campbell (UK) 
Joanne Lee (UK)
Lynn Sures (USA) 
Kyoko Tachibana ( Japan)
Magnus Irvin (UK)

We have a last minute addition to this issue. 
Mike Nicholson forwarded some of Magnus Irvin’s
emails from his recent trip in Paraguay, which 
I thought we had to share, so immediately asked
Magnus if we could include some excerpts from his
travel observations. He has written a longer account 
of his adventures which you can email him for a copy
of, as we have published an edited/email version of his
voyages in this issue. 

Thanks also to the artists who accepted Tom Sowden’s 
invitation to produce artwork for this issue: 

Christian Brett and Alice Smith/Bracketpress (UK)
Matt Lumby/Hardbody (UK) 
Nick Pearson (UK) 
Susan Platt (UK)
Anwen Williams (UK) 

Many thanks also to our referees who have done a
wonderful job of reviewing the written submissions: 

Susan Johanknecht (UK) 
Maria Fusco (UK) 
Paulo Silveira (Brazil) 
Buzz Spector (USA) 
Ulrike Stoltz (Germany) 
Tom Trusky (USA)

Many thanks to all our readers for supporting us in our
first year by subscribing to The Blue Notebook we couldn’t
have done it without you. We hope you will continue to
subscribe.

Sarah Bodman
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Lönnströmin taidemuseo

Artists’ books on display at Rikhardinkatu Library

Exhibition logo for Book Blast
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KIRJAHDUKSIA AFFAIRS
ARTISTS’ BOOKS IN FINLAND

Frans Baake

During the summer of 2006 an exhibition of artists’
books - the largest of its kind in Finland - was 
organised at the Lönnström Art Museum 
(Lönnströmin taidemuseo) in Rauma. Under the
hybrid name ‘Kirjahduksia’ (‘kirja’ means ‘book’ and
‘kiljahduksia’ means ‘yells’ in Finnish, so actually a
‘BookBlast’), the whole museum was taken over with a
broad selection of artists’ books. Frans Baake, the only
Dutch artist in the exhibition, was invited to arrange a
workshop in September. He has written this report.

RIKHARDINKATU LIBRARY
It’s always nice to meet someone from abroad. Kati
Kivimäki, director of the Lönnström Art Museum, 
put me in contact with Emmi Martin, a librarian 
working in Finland’s best known Helsinki library
(Rikhardinkatu). This library, completed in 1881 and
situated in the very centre of Helsinki on Richard’s
Street (that’s where the name comes from), was the 
first building in the Nordic countries specifically
designed as a public library. Emmi Martin retired
recently, but people interested in artists’ books still
know where to find her. She brought in the majority 
of Finnish artists and was a member of the team that
chose the artists for the exhibition. Rikhardinkatu
Library has the perfect atmosphere you expect to find
in such a place: lots of oak bookcases and tables, light
and silence. I really liked that. 

The artist’s book department is in fact a row of book-
cases in a prominent corner on the second floor, which
houses books from predominantly Finnish artists, and
artists from abroad that have special ties with Finland.
The books have to be put behind glass for security 
reasons, which gives them a certain dignity. Of course
you can't store them as you do normal books. Most of
the artists' books are unique objects, others are printed
in editions. They have been collected throughout the
years in several ways: acquired directly from the artists,
by donation and so on. 

Without Emmi Martin no artist’s book collection would
exist in Finland. In 1997 a small working group of Art
Libraries’ Society called Norden was formed to survey
the state of artists' books in northern countries. These
types of books were still not very well known. Finland
was represented by Emmi. Together with Pirjo Lipasti
she began to extend and catalogue the collection, with
an emphasis on Finnish works. Because of space 
limitations one principle had to be maintained: quality,
not quantity. Some of the names of bookmakers
already well known in Finland. In the exhibition in
Rauma I recognised: Tatjana Bergelt, Ismo Kajander,

Alexander Reichstein and Olof Kangas. When I visited
the library Emmi Martin brought out the books one by
one with love and dedication. She knew all the makers
and the stories behind each book. 

Regularly the collection changes. A recent feature was
the traveling exhibition Arcadia Id Est, an initiative of
the Centre for Fine Print Research in Bristol, UK.
Funny: a few months ago I saw this exhibition in
Enschede (the Netherlands), where I live. The hosting
of other visiting future exhibitions is planned. 

There is still new life for artists’ books at Rikhardinkatu
Library. Although the finances may be restricted, the
space for the artists’ books will probably be enlarged.
But someone has to stand up for it, and Emmi Martin
will. The complete collection can be viewed on the
Internet - at present only in Finnish, but an English
translation will follow soon, so the collection will be
accessible for people outside Finland too
(http://rikart.lib.hel.fi). 

KIRJAHDUKSIA
A few days after my visit to Rikhardinkatu I found
myself on a bus traveling to Rauma, which is situated
in the south-western part of Finland. The 3.5 hour
drive traverses a thick pine forest wherein a road has
been rolled out like a carpet. ‘Beautiful but boring /
boring but beautiful’, it inspired in me the title of
my latest book. Although I have a certain sense for 
languages, I still can’t count to 10 in Finnish. At least 
I know their word for artists’ books: ‘taiteilijakirja’. 

Exactly on time the bus arrived in Rauma, a coastal
town on the edge of the Bothnian Sea. Kati Kivimäki
was waiting for me at the bus stop. ‘Lönnströmin 
taidemuseo’ is nearby and I got a brief tour of the
town on the way. In Finland, Rauma is famous for its
wooden houses in the old centre and its lace industry. 

Japanese artist-in-residence Shoji Kato has a project in
the local library called ‘Rauma Readings’. He has 
visited 100 locals and photographed each of their own
bookcases filled with books. The large black and white
prints are displayed on the regular bookcases in the
library. A good concept, I think: showing some 
intimate details (which bookcases are, in my opinion),
placed in a public room, becoming anonymous again.
I was told all the owners of these bookcases attended
the exhibition opening, so it must have been crowded.
The opening of the Kirjahduksia exhibition in June
took place alongside the private view of the Rauma
Biennale Balticum in the Rauma Art Museum.
Afterwards everyone joined in a night sauna event by
jumping undressed into the water of the canal. Wish I
had been there.  

Several weeks before the start of ‘Kirjahduksia’, Kati
Kivimäki and the museum’s curator Arja Roivainen
locked themselves in to absorb how the museum space
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Aulanko Taneli Eskola

LOAD Frans Baake

Removed installation by Alexander Reichstein
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felt. Over two days they brought in some books and
carefully thought about their potential installation. 
The museum has two floors plus an attic floor. On the
top floor there would be an installation by Finnish poet
and bookmaker Kristiina Wallin, together with Juha
Valkeapää and Nina Hartikainen.

Both Kati and Arja felt free to come up with their own
solutions for presenting the books. In order to create a
library as described in Umberto Eco’s bestseller The
Name of the Rose, they used old furniture donated by a
local church. These wooden bookshelves were meant 
to hold large, heavy church books. All these religious
books had been scanned electronically, so there was no
need for the furniture anymore. 

For a book in which birch tree boughs were used, 
they had a presentation table made out of the same
materials. For the books to be displayed at their best,
perforated hardboard was used so that glass plates
could be placed at any height. 

When I arrived at the museum Kati showed me
around. The exhibition starts with copied pages of
15th century Rauman writings, which derive from the
Franciscan Monastery. Interesting, because Finland in
general was still very rural and pagan in those days and
at that time there was no Finnish Christian tradition.
Most of these pages were destroyed in later history 
but the most spiritual books were reclaimed and got a
second lease of life: new handwriting can be found on
them. In the same room, some illustrations are shown
made by Akseli Gallen-Kallela, a Finnish artist living in
the beginning of 20th century. Inspired by the 12th
century national epic of Kalevala he produced a 
technical masterpiece with then state of the art 
printing techniques. 

At the entrance there is an entire room devoted to the
installation by Alexander Reichstein, Russian born and
living in Finland for over 20 years. Books are arranged
as an arch to walk under. Books are also placed on 
the floor in order to form a staff: circling around and
ending in the centre. 

Russian avant garde received special attention. Inspired
by this theme, a group of Russian artists have paid
homage to this era, for example the cookery book by
Mikhail Karasik. Originally published in the 1930s in
an edition of three and a half million copies
(3,500,000!), Karasik made his version as a tribute,
in a smaller edition. 

Wandering from room to room the visitor gets a 
broad view of all kinds and types of books. Just a 
selection: there are some books made by Danish artist
Mette Ambeck, based on toys from her childhood,
which contain minute cuttings. A large bookwork by
Tuula Moilanen, a Finnish artist living in Japan, shows
English text - based on Stephen Hawking's work - 
written in Greek characters: very confusing and also

very ingenious. Finnish group ‘Biblioteko’ uses high
tech aluminium materials in order to produce 
leporellos. Some more nice leporellos by English artist
Sarah Bodman; one with a clear title: Flowers in Hotel
Rooms, but what intrigues me is the subtitle: Volume I.
Are there more to come? Another room is dedicated to
the work of Senja Vellonen: roses painted luminously
on both sides of the pages. 

There are not only books at this exhibition - there is
also room for films and videos. Alan Prohm, American
connoisseur of visual poetry, has his collection on show.
What’s the definition of a book anyway? Swedish artist
Cia Rinne hung a wall full of plastic bags, containing
all kind of items (text, coins, old photographs, collages).
I recognise a text from the former DDR-singer Nina
Hagen: “Und vor dem ersten Kinderschreien muss Ich
mich erst mal selbst befreien”, which takes me back to
my student years in the 1980s. Meanwhile we reach 
the second floor, which has book objects from Olof
Kangas, whose work I had also seen in Helsinki. 

In addition there is a very large book by Taneli Eskola,
placed on an easel, entitled Aulanko, after a well-known
national park. There were many books I didn’t have
time to see - I am just trying to give the impression of
the wealth of diversity on show.

That Friday some students, studying comic design at 
an Academy in Muurla, visited the workshop I gave.
Museum assistant Saara Rusanen also attended. The
idea was simple and worked out well: within a few
hours we produced a book containing everyone’s 
work from the workshop. The colour photocopier in
the cellar of the museum provided us with the pages 
of an edition. At the end each participant could take
his/her book home - cloth bound, titled: Kirjahduksia,
what’s in a name. We still needed some time for the 
glue to dry properly under pressure, but this was no
problem as one of the students said: “Well, we can sit
on them in our van!”  

Artists’ books inspired by Dada

 



Above and below: workshop in the Lönnströmin taidemuseo with Frans Baake 
for students of comic design from the Academy in Muurla. 
Photographs: Arja Roivainen
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The Kirjahduksia show was exhibited in the museum for
more than three months. 90% of the visitors came
from outside Rauma. Being the largest exhibition of
this kind in Finland, there was national and even 
international interest. As Kati Kivimäki stated:
“Kirjahduksia had its own interested and somehow
intense audience”. I think it is admirable that a 
privately owned museum was completely dedicated 
to artists’ books during the summer of 2006. 

For those who want to know more:

www.lonnstromintaidemuseo.fi/kirjahduksia
http://rikart.lib.hel.fi
www.fransbaake.nl

Frans Baake (b. Stad-Delden, The Netherlands 1958)
was educated at the Academy of Fine Arts - AKI,
Enschede and the Rijksakademie in Amsterdam. 

He has been making artists’ books and editions for 
the last 20 years. His publications are inspired by his
travels, often to remote islands. His work is in many
international museum collections. 

For more information see: www.fransbaake.nl
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PLACE, ENCHANTMENT, AND ‘VISUAL
REFRAIN’: A CONTEXT FOR RECENT 
BOOK WORK BY HELEN DOUGLAS

Dr Iain Biggs

Introduction

“Place-based” art is usually seen as a “convergence of
site-specific, installation, community and public art,
institutional critique and political activism” (Doherty,
2004, pp. 9-10), and is framed by a specialist literature
that sits somewhere between theories of visual culture
and “anthropology, sociology, literary criticism, 
psychology, natural and cultural histories, architecture
and urbanism, political theory and philosophy” 
(ibid. p. 10). I suggest that Douglas’ work does not
appear in discussions of such art for two reasons.
Firstly, because her book works deal directly with place
through the construction of computer-treated 
photographic narratives, rather than through the 
creation of temporary forms of curator-led “placed-
based” intervention that are then photographed or 
otherwise documented for re-presentation and wider
distribution via books or catalogues. Secondly, because
they would appear to lack the critical and political
dimension identified by Doherty. This essay focuses on,
and indeed challenges, this second reason. It seeks to
demonstrate that Douglas’ work is radical precisely
because it challenges some of the fundamental 
presumptions on which the dominant ‘biennale 
culture’ that supports the most visible “place-based” 
art rests and, indeed, the political economy in which
that culture is in turn embedded.

It is significant to much of her recent work that Helen
Douglas was born into a Scottish Borders farming 
family and grew up playing in woods that according to
Thomas of Erceldoune, probable compiler of the
‘supernatural’ ballads Thomas the Rhymer and Tam Lin,
housed the Queen of the Fairies celebrated in those
ballads. Robert Graves was a family friend, and
through his writings Douglas became aware of the
Borders landscape and traditions as a “no-man’s land”.
Here specific places bore witness in imagination to a
“not exclusively human land”, a place where “humans
are surrounded by a continuous line of borderlines
(fiber)” that stretch from human to animal (Bennett,
2001, p. 168). That awareness came from old ballads
that can be traced back to pagan myths of beings that
moved between human and animal form. 
Although Douglas has lived in other places, exhibits
internationally, and uses sophisticated digital 
technology to make her art, she now specifically 
locates herself as a ‘Borderer’, participating in the 
cultural life of the region located along both sides of
the English/Scottish border. This location should be
understood not only geographically but also culturally

and imaginally. Douglas’ imaginal engagement with
the Borders region is of the utmost importance to her
work. 

Rebecca Solnit, whose essay - Seashell to Ear - appears
in Douglas’ 2001 Unravelling the Ripple, has critiqued
place-based art that derived from presuppositions 
located in the myths of “Eden, Paradise, Arcadia and
the Promised Land that lurk behind most political and
environmental arguments … about how to make the
world better” (Solnit, 2001, p 1). As an alternative
Solnit offers has suggested a (pagan) “continuum of
change without a fall from grace [in which] 
imperfection is original to the world, and creation is
never finished” (Solnit, 1994, p.126). It is Douglas’
engagement with such a ‘pagan’ perspective, embedded
in the specificities of a regional culture, that makes her
work radical. 

In the ‘quasi-pagan model’ of enchantment proposed
in The Enchantment of Modern Life: Attachments, Crossings
and Ethics (Bennett, 2001, p. 12), Jane Bennett may be
said to extend Solnit’s position indicated above,
providing a detailed philosophical reading of tales of
dis- and re-enchantment (a major theme in approaches
to time, space and place as addressed by contemporary
art), that demonstrates the continuities between the
Judeo-Christian mythos and the contemporary politics 
of nostalgia and progress. Suzi Gablik’s The 
Re-enchantment of Art (1991) is perhaps the best-known
call for a cultural re-enchantment (Gablik, 1991), a 
text haunted by “the paradisiac representation of a 
lost ‘organic’ society” (Lyotard, 1984, p. 15). More
specifically, it is predicated on “the story of Eden” that
“stands in the background of the disenchantment tale”
(Bennett, 2001, p. 84). Solnit and another American
writer on place-based art, Lucy Lippard, adopt more
nuanced, complex positions (Lippard, 1997, pp. 281-
282 & Solnit, 2001, p. 53), while a fourth, Miwon
Kwon, re-interprets Lippard so as to advance a more
‘progressive’ approach. My concern here is to 
discuss the positions of these writers with a view to 
illuminating the radicalism of Douglas’ work.

A ‘doubleness of experience’ (first context)

In Miwon Kwon’s The Wrong Place (2004), she distances
herself from the seductive allure of post-modern
‘nomadism’ and “the physical and psychical 
experiences of mobilisation and destabilisation” that 
it demands, and from “the anti-nomadic and anti-
technological argument…proposed… by Lucy
Lippard”, who she identifies as a ‘nostalgic’ teller of
tales of disenchantment (Kwon, 2004, pp. 31-32).
Kwon proposes instead a particular understanding 
of the “doubleness of experience” (ibid. p. 32) that
questions Lippard’s understanding of place as “a 
portion of land/town/cityscape seen from the inside …
the external world mediated through human subjective
experience” [italics mine] (Lippard, 1997, p.11).
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Having identified Lippard’s preoccupation with the 
re-enchantment of the ‘right’ place as one-sided, 
Kwon argues for a “doubleness of experience” -
including ‘right’ and ‘wrong’ places, nomadism and
sedentariness, fluidities and continuities - to provide
meaning “in our lives, in our work, within ourselves”
(ibid. p. 32). She then argues that those whose lives and
work require global mobility recognise the necessity 
“of being out of place” so as to “develop new skills -
perceptual and cognitive - in order to map the 
hyperspaces wherein we have to survive”, but without
celebrating “the conditions of disjuncture, instability,
uncertainty, and estrangement” that being out of place
bring (ibid. pp. 35-36). Kwon’s argument ignores, 
however, ‘doubleness’ of the temporal dimension of
place, the dimension with which Douglas is most 
concerned.

Kwon’s neglect of this temporal dimension may be
related to the specifics of her socio-economical and
cultural situation as a member of an international
curatorial elite in the biennale circuit. As a ‘progressive’
(as distinct from a radical), she apparently feels no 
ethical obligation to legacies, ‘improper’ or otherwise,
latent in the historical past. However, some sense 
of obligation is fundamental to the “testimonial 
imagination” that underpins the relationship between
the aesthetic and the ethical (Kearney, 1991, pp. 217-
227). Significantly, that imaginal dimension is derived
from a critical solicitude - the term deployed by Paul
Ricoeur - towards both “old dormant cultures” (includ-
ing those projected by recent European avant-garde
movements) and the socially positive innovations of
(progressive) global culture (Frampton, 1988, p. 56).
Thus Kwon’s ‘progressivism’ conforms to the market’s
demand for the accelerated production of ‘new’ 
intellectual positions signalling differences, differences
that can then be made to signify artistic ‘advances’ 
(and requiring a corresponding neglect of underlying
similarities that signify variation and continuity). 
By dismissing early Modern European avant-gardes,
which she erroneously presents as a single monolithic
entity, Kwon relegates the complex legacies of those
five or six (often antipathetic) movements (Anderson,
1984, p. 103) to an “exhausted” historical past. This
move is typical of a ‘progressive’ ideology by which 
different histories and geographies are suppressed to
facilitate claims to a “monolithic, univocal authority”
(Biggs, 2006, p. 196), a position that precisely represses
“the power to bear witness to ‘exemplary’ narratives
legacied by our cultural memories and traditions”
(Kearney, 1991, p. 220) of the testimonial imagination. 

‘Visual refrain’ in the work of Helen Douglas
(second context)

Jane Bennett adopts the term ‘refrain’ from Deleuze
and Guattari, using it to discuss sung, hummed, or
chanted sound as generating both “shelter” and 
gesturing towards “the uncharted territory beyond the

wall” that is external to sheltering (Bennett, 2001, 
p. 167). These qualities take on a geographical and 
historical specificity in Douglas’ work through her 
referencing Border ballads. There ‘refrain’ appears
within sung narrative delivered in “a ‘formalized’ Scots
distinct from a vernacular, a ‘formal’ Scots reserved 
for ballads and folk art in general” used to create “an 
interlanguage” that effects its own doubleness at the level
of language (Sweeney-Turner, 1998, p.155). Douglas
draws directly on this quality in the photographically
derived narratives of her books (a strategy to which I
will return at some length below). 

Helen Douglas’ use of ‘visual refrain’ relates to two
claims about place. Firstly, that of Edward Casey 
who states that: “if a position is a fixed posit of an
established culture, a place, despite its frequently settled
appearance, is an essay in experimental living within a 
changing culture” [italics mine] (Casey, 1993, p. 31) and
secondly, Yi-Fu Tuan’s view that music provides a way
of being ‘at home’ (Tuan, 2004, pp. 52-53). Casey’s
understanding of place opposes a number of Tuan’s
claims about place as home. These include the notion
that: “inherent to the idea of home, at whatever scale,
is stability” and that our “sense of self depends on
such stability” (Tuan, 2004, p. 47); that music, despite
occurring in time and inextricably linked to its passing,
is able to “annul time, to convert it into a sort of
atemporal presence, or place” by invoking bodily or
natural time based on cycles; and that we frequently
return to pieces of music we value “to be exposed 
to a presence, to be in the midst of a magical place
that provides us with nurture, self-knowledge, and
inspiration” (ibid. pp 52-53). In short, an Edenic place
as ‘home’. 

Following Casey, I would argue that the enchantment
of musical refrain as ‘place’ stems in large part 
from the fact that it differs from performance to 
performance - in some genres radically. As in our
understanding of the land’s constant metamorphosis in
both linear and cyclical time, it is precisely the play
between the familiar or homely and its metamorphosis
that enables music to provide the nurture, self-
knowledge, and inspiration to the self, identified by
Tuan. Stability is not central to identity in cultures that
place emphasis on “a cyclical rhythm of generation,
emergence, decay and re-emergence” - the constant
metamorphosis that “lies at the heart of classical and
other myths, governs the practice and scope of magic”
and, critically in this context, runs “counter to notions
of unique, individual integrity of identity in the
Judaeo-Christian tradition” (Warner, 2002, pp. 1-2). 
(A metamorphosis central to Chagall's development of
a ‘psychic realism’ out of Cubism and Surrealism, the
‘improper’ avant-garde that American Modernism,
anti-Modernism and Miwon Kwon seem anxious to
forget). 

It is in the context of emphasis on ‘pagan’ 
metamorphosis that the singing, chant, and 
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refrain related to place - understood as an essay in
experimental living within a changing culture, a sense
of the dynamics of “the home locale”, of “home
formed via the refrain”- present in Douglas'’ work are
resonant with anthropological perspectives (Stewart &
Strathern, 2003), and with a sense of at-home-ness
“alive with movement and change” in a technologically
‘progressive’ culture (Bennett, 2001, p. 167). ‘Refrain’,
thus understood links contemporary ‘local’/ ‘regional’
geographical and ethnographic considerations of
place to a critical solicitude towards both “old dormant 
cultures” (particularly those revisited by European
avant-garde movements preoccupied with the re-
valorisation of metamorphosis) and the ‘progressive’
technological possibilities of the dominant global 
culture. Douglas’ production of sophisticated, digitally
derived, artworks that revisit a ‘pagan’ mythos can thus
be understood as contributing to an enchantment that
mediates between ‘global’ (“progressive”) and ‘regional’
(“traditional”) contexts.

Douglas has adopted a visual strategy analogous to that
of Warner’s female storytellers, offering “the suggestion
that sympathies can cross from different places and 
languages, different people of different status” and,
indeed, across borderlines between the human and
non-human, thus fulfilling “a certain function in 
thinking about forbidden, buried, even secret matters”
(ibid, p. 11). Significantly, nineteenth century ballad
collectors glossed over the fact that the majority 
of them were collected from women who, almost 
certainly, had ensured the survival of the old
‘supernatural’ ballads (Steel, 1995, p. 209), the 
category in which the female voice takes its most active
form. This has a specifically critical resonance in 
relation to the conventional construction of Borders
identity based on “a regionalist, traditional (and 
implicitly masculine) ‘reiver’ culture and temperament”
(Biggs, 2004, p. 52).

The deployment of a critical ‘paganism’ appears most
explicitly in the way Douglas’ Wild Wood engages the
relationship between the ‘supernatural’ Border ballads
and her own physical environment. Since, as already
mentioned, “place is not to be sought only in literal
geographies”, the Borders region is also a site “of
imagination writhing with memories, creatures, villains,
and half-buried cultural shards awaiting discovery”
(Hillman, 2004, p. 78), one particularly favourable to
making overtures towards the “no-man’s land”, the
land understood as exceeding human usage and 
understanding - that Bennett sees as a source of
enchantment. Furthermore, understanding place or
region as experienced through experimental living in 
a changing culture, Douglas represents it as open to 
constant re-essaying or retelling signalled materially through
constant shifts, repetitions with variation, and 
adjustments of viewpoint in the work. 

This retelling is done through the deployment of a visual
‘refrain’ that draws on particular qualities of narrative

in the ‘supernatural’ border ballad tradition. ‘Refrain’,
where each of its repetitions never exactly repeats its
predecessor, is embedded in the ballads not only in
their oral transmission, but in their self-evidently
patchwork narrative accrued over a long period of
time and lacking any identifiable ‘original’. (It might 
be said that, despite their age and traditional nature,
ballad narratives are intrinsically ‘nomadic’ and 
unstable). This understanding offers access to ‘the
Border’ as both a particular, historically located, 
geographical area and as a fluid, imaginal and ‘pagan’
site of metamorphosis resonant well beyond its literal
location. The term ‘visual refrain’ refers both to
Douglas’ visual articulation of sequences 
of images - an articulation derived in part from her
experience of Border ballads and exemplified in her
books Between the Two (1997), Wild Wood (1999) and
Unravelling the Ripple (2001) - and to the way she 
introduces ‘doubleness’ into her photographic images,
which signify both factual account of phenomena 
and an imaginal image open to the numinous as
enchanting. My discussion of Wild Wood below is
intended to draw out the approach to ‘refrain’ implicit
in its subtitle: A Border Ballad.

Wild Wood: A Border Ballad 

Douglas’ recent landscape books, like the early 
‘supernatural’ Border ballads, invite the viewer to be
enchanted by metamorphosis - to metaphorically jump
time and change shape with all the associated pleasures
and mild anxiety involved - and are animated by a
desire to attend to the sensuous weave and phenomenal
‘suchness’ of the natural world. This approach departs
from the dominant tradition of conceptualist / 
minimalist work focused on a visual rhetoric of formal,
quasi-scientific, detachment (or, alternatively, enacting
the secular via negativa of a Puritan spirituality as in the
works of the influential minimalist “landscape” painter
Agnes Martin or the book works of Eileen Lawrence).
In 1997, following three years working with a camera
as “a gatherer, drawing in material”, Douglas 
developed a “sense of opening in a more sensuous way
which I had begun to feel with my body through dance
and massage” (Courtney, 1999, p. 140). That is to say she
reoriented her work to a sense of rhythmic, bodily, ‘refrain’. The
black and white calligraphic sequences in Between the
Two, (below) made up entirely from photographs of
natural forms of plants and insects in “a kind of
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arabesque dance”, marks this repositioning in relation
to an earlier “sense of intellectual play linked with a 
conceptual period of art practice”; a repositioning
necessitated by her clear sense that such conceptual,
Apollonian play had “cut so much off within myself ”
(ibid, p.140-141).

Wild Wood consists of a short introduction by the artist,
an extended ‘visual narrative’ made up of digitally
manipulated original photographs, and a two page
coda entitled ‘Name and Locality’ identifying the 
locations of the plant and tree types of the various
‘narrative sections’ of the book. It is conceived as 
a visual equivalent to a Border ballad, taking as a 
starting-point the Carrifan wildwood renewal project
and the ancient woods at Deuchar and Tinnis Stiel in
Yarrow, remnants of the original Ettrick forest. The
‘Introduction’ begins: “Once I said to someone that I
thought we all had a Wild Wood within us, he replied
“Speak for yourself ”. I thought “I will” (Douglas, 
1999, unpaginated). The book represents a shared
‘place’ characterised as, and articulated through, the 
experience of ‘Wild Wood’ through a bodily attention
that fuses a complex of emotional concerns and images
derived from the phenomenal world. It will speak to
and for those who share a sense of that place as 
borderline, and in defiance of those who would 
rationalise or deny it in the name of the dominant,
‘progressive’, ideology. Although this ‘place’ may be
taken to refer literally to a specific environment, I
believe this is finally too partial a reading.

Douglas locates her “Wild Wood in book” as fusing her
inner and outer experience: the past - her childhood
and “the Fairy Dean in the Elwyn Glen”; “the small
ancient woods at Deuchar and Tinnis Stiel in Yarrow”,
her debt to her father's spirit of “upkeep, of running
things well” - and the future, envisaged in terms of the
Carrifran Wildwood millennium project “to enable a
wild wood to take root and flourish in this valley”
(Douglas, 1999, unpaginated, & Courtney, 1999, 
p. 128). Speaking recently, she added:

I was also gathering up my own childhood, that is
my memories, my inner stories as well as outer: 
I returned to the wood on the farm where I 
used to go: the Fairy Dean, a place steeped in 
the presence of Thomas the Rhymer, who was
said to have been taken there by the Fairy Queen.
(Douglas, 2005, p. 2)

This suggests the importance of acknowledging the
role of “enchantment” in her recent work and, 
I would argue, it is in the strategic use of ‘refrain’ 
made possible by the tension between a re-animation
of a ‘local’, ‘pagan’ mythos and a sophisticated use of
digital technology that the enchantment of Wild Wood
is grounded.

An uncanny enchantment runs through Wild Wood -
uncanny because of the shifting vantage points that

emphasise a palpable tactility and yet imply 
metamorphosis as the ‘reader’s’ viewpoint becomes
that of, for example, child, small animal, bird -
generated by Douglas’ strategic use of ‘visual refrain’.
(Only occasionally do we view the Wild Wood as an
adult conventionally views landscape). Imaginally, this
‘reader’ enters the realm of Artemis (to use an ‘other’,
testimonial, terminology borrowed from post-Jungian
psychology), who “inhabits the dense and primeval 
forest, as untouched as herself by man’s will” (Paris,
1986, p. 19). Initially I ‘fly’, bird-like, page by page,
first down towards leafless trees and then horizontally
through the filigree intimacy of densely woven, 
lichen-covered branches before rising again. The 
printed colours are sometimes dreamlike - a pinkish
tone may be augmented by flashes of green, while
purplish black or sepia shadow give way to paler 
tints in the highlights - but proper tonalities are less 
important here than chromatic richness. Even at 
‘ground level’ the conventional perception that would
allow me to feel ‘at home’ in this wood is destabilised
by disjunction to the sequence of double page spreads,
a disjunction that echoes the jumps in time and
changes of shape found in the ‘supernatural’ ballads. 

The image (and the narrative) fractures; Hag’s Broom -
the plant from which the Fairy Queen speaks at the
conclusion of Tam Lin - to the left and a nest high in 
a tree to the right converge with a logic that defies
gravity. A full moon, veined with tree profiles, breaks
through. Blurred images evoke a rising wind, draining
colour from the darkening wood as its violence grows.
Arriving above a deep, blue-black place, it resolves into
a pool at nightfall reflecting the abstract calligraphy of
branches. Leafless, moss-covered trees take on daylight
colouring, framed by a broad border of woodland. 
The border both separates and interweaves with 
what is framed in an ever-denser patterning, a cluttered
yet beautiful patchwork of perception, memory and
fabrication. The thinnest of coloured borders now
frames each double page as the broader border fades
into dense thickets of blossom-laden branches. Spring
blossom and the palest green of new leaves increasingly
saturate the images. After brief pause in a glade, I
again float bird-like between the rhymed spaces of tree
trunks that frame abrupt shifts of focus. While Wild
Wood might seem to have a quintessentially Artemisian
orientation, this use of borders, with their reference to
embroidery, clothing and gardening - all seen as 
‘handicraft’ or ‘decorative arts’ and thus ‘inferior’ from
a conceptual, Apollonian viewpoint - are resonant of
Aphroditian art as “a matter of making everyday life
more beautiful and more ‘civilized’” (ibid, p. 18). 

Broad, emphatic borders frame details from summer
woods; brown bark mottled with grey-green lichen
within which snails hide, introducing elements from the
forest floor (which Douglas calls the community of the
wood). Moss, Celandine, Primrose, Violets and Wild
Strawberry - embodiments of the ephemeral beauty
that belongs to Aphrodite as Goddess of Flowers - 
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now frame intimate woodland spaces that suggest an 
animal, rather than human, stature until, with a 
border of Anemone, I am ‘grounded’ again within a
sun-dappled space; a passage achieved with an 
“equilibrium between nature and art” that “is exactly
what pleases Aphrodite” (ibid, p. 20). At the turn of a
page, I nose along at ground level among arches of
Stichwort and, next, look up through translucent green
leaves, a space all framed by pink Campions. In the
drifting sequence that follows, I move between the
canopy and the summer forest floor until, after an
unfolding of ferns that leads to a swoon-like loss of
focus, I am at the brilliant edge of white water as it
plunges from right to left, checking the rhythm of my
page-turning.

Next, centring the double page, the source of the wood
in “the burn and waterfall splayed in fecundity to the
open page” (Douglas, 2005, p. 4), signals that I have
left the Aphroditian realm and returned to that of
Artemis, who “prefers clear streams which spring from
the mountainsides and run their course through the
undergrowth where she herself likes to roam” (Paris,
1986, p. 100). Floating, (flying?), I look up to white
light filtering down through the canopy of leaves until,
in the final image, grounded again, a glimpse of deep-
running water half hidden behind the density of old
trunks and light, flickering foliage. The book concludes
with the coda ‘Name and Locality’.

A ‘pagan’ enchantment

The ‘visual refrain’ of Wild Wood, while certainly
informed by a local sense of cultural ‘placedness’
intimately connected to Douglas’ personal and 
familial history, also articulates a multivalanced but highly
particularised sense of the enchantment of place. It does
so through evoking an almost ‘animal’ embodiment,
where form, colour, pattern, movement, and inter-
relatedness reveal the self-display of nature as living
image (Hillman, 2004, p.71). Confirmation of these
‘pagan’ values appears in Rebecca Solnit’s introductory
essay, Seashell to Ear, for Douglas’ Unravelling the Ripple
(2001). Here Solnit addresses the issue of imaginal 
borders associated with ‘refrain’. The text begins: 

The seashore is an edge, perhaps the only true
edge in a world whose boundaries are otherwise
mostly political fictions, and it defies the usual
idea of borders by being unfixed, fluctuant and
infinitely permeable (Solnit, in Douglas, 2001,
unpaginated).

Solnit reflects on “Aphrodite of the unsanitary seafoam
… generated when Chronos, or Time, threw Uranus’
severed genitals upon the open sea, beauty daughter of
violence and flux”, in order to elucidate the nature of
the book as a “linear narrative of following the coast,
the plot, the history, the sequence of pages versus the
steady rhythm of the tides, the waves, the desires”

(ibid, n.p.). However, it is not only “the sea that always
seems like a metaphor but one that is always moving,
cannot be fixed, like a heart that is like a tongue 
that is like a mystery that is like a border that is like
something altogether different and like everything at
once” [italics mine] (ibid, n.p.); it is also the journey
through Wild Wood, experienced in terms of a fluid
human/animal metamorphosis like that in Tam Lin,
where “one thing leads to another” and where
enchantment always runs through our fingers and
never runs out, enchantment as much under the sign 
of Artemis as of Aphrodite.

Rebecca Solnit’s essay returns to her view of creation
as “a continuous and sometimes comic improvisation,
without initial perfection or a subsequent fall” (Solnit,
2001, p. 12). This understanding of metamorphosis or
morphing equates both to the ‘pagan’ orientation of
the old ‘supernatural’ Border ballads and to Bennett’s 
discussion of enchantment, and is reinforced by the
enchantment of a metaphorical image-making “in
which the substance and the cerebral act can be 
imagined as married like two members of the same
species, a pairing like beauty’s parentage of severed
genitals and seafoam” (Solnit in Douglas, 2001, n.p.). 

James Hillman observes of the ‘golden’ Aphrodite - 
in terms wholly appropriate to both Douglas’ books -
that she is: “the Goddess who gives a sense to the 
world that is neither myth nor meaning; instead that
immediate thing as image, its smile, a joy, a joy that
makes ‘forever’” (Hillman, 1984, p. 33). Aphrodite is
not, however, only chruse, ‘golden’, a goddess of love,
but “under the name of Persephaessa she is invoked 
as the Queen of the Underworld” (Kerényi, 1951, 
pp. 80 - 81) and also “appears accompanied by wild
beasts”, connecting her to Artemis and “the ‘Mother 
of the Gods’” (ibid, p. 77). The complex, double-edged
beauty suggested by these attributes again accords well
with Bennett’s sense of enchantment as “provoked by a
surprise, by an encounter with something that one did
not expect. Surprise itself includes both a pleasant,
charming feeling and a slightly off-putting sense of
having been disrupted or tripped (up)” (Bennett, 2001,
p. 104). This is, I suggest, also the precise quality to be
found in Douglas’ books. 

Conclusion

If, as Barbara Bender and Kate Soper argue, 
landscapes are best understoodas “polysemic”, not so
much artefact as always in process of construction
and reconstruction (Bender, 1993, p. 3 & Soper, 1996),
then it is important to resist the orientation of
contemporary place-based art via such reductive claims
as: “Nature is a cultural construct, a place that
feeds the urban imagination as much as the urban
belly” (Dean, T & Millar, J, 2005, p.47). I have 
discussed Douglas work in terms that deliberately
distance it from dominant views such as this toward

19



20

“place-based” art in order to continue a recovery of a
‘pagan’ “space of resistance”(Thomas, J 1993 p. 29). 
I defend the possibility of enchantment by ‘this-place-
here’, set against tales of dis- and re-enchantment 
ultimately derived from the presuppositions of the
Judeo-Christian mythos. That those presuppositions
are now taken up by the myths of universalist science
and the dominant ‘progressive’ culture should not blind
us to their origins in an authoritarianism monotheism.
It is that authoritarianism I wish to circumnavigate. 
My concern here has been twofold: to think against 
the grain of the dominant culture so that a necessary
plurality of values and identities can be maintained
and to acknowledge Douglas’ work in lending valuable
support to such thinking.

The individual workings of art are “never inert”.
People engage with them, mentally re-work them,
appropriate and contest them. They are “part of the
way in which identities are created and disputed”
(Bender, 1993, p. 3). Indeed, our making and 
discussion of works of art that engage with landscape
may be one important way in which these processes of
engagement take place. It is by aiding “adoption of the
deep self to the collective unconscious and to the id’
that ‘is simply adaptation to the natural world, organic
and inorganic” (Hillman, 1995, p. 4) that Helen
Douglas’ books are able to make a genuinely radical
contribution to the necessary reconfiguration 
of our sense of self in a (at least temporarily and 
occasionally) enchanted and ‘pagan’ world. 

Dr Iain Biggs
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A Book From the Sky Xu Bing, 1987-1991. Photograph © Xu Bing Studio, Inc.

Detail: A Book From the Sky Xu Bing, 1987-1991
Photograph © Xu Bing Studio, Inc.
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IN PRAISE OF OUR COMMON LANGUAGE

Kyoko Tachibana

The meaning and valuation of the book may differ
from one culture to another, but essentially books are 
a universal fact, a universal language. Book forms have
limitless possibilities according to the way we develop
and make use of them, which deeply involves cultural,
historical, social and political situations. Because of
this, I see a lot of mutuality between languages and
books as they have been developed closely relating 
to one another. For this reason, I was interested to 
evaluate the works that concern the interrelationship
between languages and books. 

The works in this article are to name but a few 
of the examples, which show transformation and 
re-evaluation of the conventional forms. These 
works amongst others tell us the importance of
acknowledging, but not necessarily judging, what 
is considered readable and unreadable. From there, 
I believe, we are potentially able to develop the 
meaning of the field of book arts in their own right.
Though this article only covers certain regions, I hope
this will be a starting point for different forms of
contribution. 

The Unintelligibility of Language

When text is written, typed or printed, we all naturally
assume that they are there to be read. In a group 
exhibition, Unreadable Books, New Letters, at Mikasa City
of Arts Center in Tokyo in 1998, five artists from Japan
and China presented works that challenged the existing
rules for readability and unreadability as well as the
materialistic value of the text and the book. 

One of the artists that took part in the exhibition, Xu
Bing, is an international visual artist, who makes works
associated with language. His early work titled A Book
From the Sky, an installation work with books using 
traditional Chinese printing methods, leaves us with
questions of how language can be made readable and
unreadable, and what makes something readable and
unreadable. The books are laid open on the floor with
reams of printed paper left hanging from the ceiling,
these contain around 4,000 characters individually
invented and designed by the artist. These books, 
printed in traditional Chinese format and bound 
in four volumes, resemble conventional Chinese 
characters, but in fact, they are all unintelligible, 
fake combinations of characters.

The books are printed in traditional Chinese style and
it’s probably recognisable to any audience even if they
don’t understand Chinese. These classically stylised
books are a symbol of Chinese civilization, however
paradoxically all these characters were created by the
artist, and in a literal term, they are all non-sense. 

Chinese script developed and spread to countries such
as Korea and Japan, and they have developed and
modified the script in their own ways. According to
Taishukan Publishing, it is estimated that there are up
to 180,000 Chinese characters registered in a Chinese
dictionary1. In Japan, 1,945 characters are required to
be learnt by the end of secondary education2, but the
reality is that this figure is already burdensome for
younger generations as they more and more rely on
phonemic alphabets. 

Nevertheless, neither Chinese or non-Chinese readers
are able to find any lexical or legible content in Xu
Bing’s text, yet both would experience similar aesthetic
aspects. Whilst they aren't necessarily meant to be
understood these unintelligible characters are 
embodied in patterns of figurative letters, which 
means that they are not completely unreadable for
Chinese-script-based language readers. 

The point here is that Xu Bing’s texts are not 
completely made up; they are possible patterns of
inscription, but they are not set with any meaning. 
So, how do we decide when characters or words are
lexical or not? In Writing (Under-) Sky, Cayley (2000, p
502) remarks as follows3: 

…the lexical and extra-lexical must always be
coextensive in order for writing or reading to
occur at all, otherwise it would either cease to
exist or remain illegible to all but its writer or
writers. If there was such a ‘natural lexicon’ it
would be unreadable for some or require to be
learned, not only its lexical items but also their
categorical ‘positions’ on the problematically
delineated landscape. 

Cayley’s remarks can also be applied to the book as 
a form. This intricate problem is not only limited to
language; the book as a medium carries the same 
complication. It occurs to me, that Xu Bing’s scripts
somehow leave us with the suggestion that the readable
and unreadable should always be coextensive as well,
whether a book contains words, visual elements, 
cultural connotations, functionality and/or sensibilities. 

Interchanges of Poetry Forms

Simultaneous Parallel Circuits is an installation work by a
poet, Shigeru Matsui, and it doesn’t contain a single
word. Yet, he claims it’s a poem. It contains three 
platforms and a wall piece. On each platform there are
20 linear lines of 20 mirrors, which makes 400 mirrors
in total. It was published the same year in book format.
This is exactly the same poetry as the installation piece.
There are a set of black and white squares on a grid
system, a format commonly used for writing pads in
Japanese, which were popular until the spread of
computers. 



Shigeru Matsui’s poetry book, Simultaneous Parallel Circuits, 2006

The installation work of Simultaneous Parallel Circuits
Shigeru Matsui, 2006. Photograph © Aomori Contemporary Art Centre

Detail: The installation work of Simultaneous Parallel Circuits
Shigeru Matsui, 2006
Photograph © Shigeru Matsui 
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Some of the mirrors are open and others closed in the
installation, which corresponds to the order of the
black and white squares in the book, and they have a
particular regulation. They’re in the order where there
are the same number of mirrors/squares either
open/black or close/white when you count them from
either end, and this suggests, as Matsui claims, that this
is a poetry piece. In fact, it is a palindrome poem
because it has the property of reading the same in
either direction. 

Because of its stripped form Simultaneous Parallel Circuits
as a poem depicts the legibility and non-legibility, 
positive and negative, somehow stressing the rhythm
both visually and systematically, which poetry possesses
in its very nature. The audience instantly realises that
there are mirrors open opposed the ones closed, the
black squares opposed to the empty (white) ones. 
The repetition of those contrasting codes appears 
to have the similar visual effect to that of Japanese 
text where script is made up of a mixture of kanji 
(logogram), hiragana (syllabary) and katakana 
(syllabary usually used for foreign words). Hence, when
a Japanese reader reads text, they instantly recognise
logograms first, just like Matsui's open mirrors and
black squares. 

This is one of Matsui’s ‘Method poems’ 4, in 2000 he
joined a fellow artist, Hideki Nakazawa’s ‘Method Art’
practice along with one other musician member. Since
then the Methodicists - as they call themselves - have
been working on a set of fundamental principals for
their practices: to avoid all decorative materials such 
as words, colours and sounds in order to reveal the
core form of expression. 

On one hand, these practices that the Methodicist
Manifesto suggests seem to be taking a similar path 
to what was done by the avant-garde artists or the 
conceptual artists in the past. However, on the 
other hand, Simultaneous Parallel Circuits takes up 
traditional fixed form poetry, which has been clearly
separated from the free verse form in Japan. Matsui
mentions about the then current situation in Japanese
poetry in the Methodicist email bulletin5 (Matsui, Oct
2004, No.39): 

There are three categories in the present Japan
[in terms of poetry]: tanka, haiku, [and] modern
poetry. In the newspapers, there are regular 
technical columns of one full page per week for
each tanka and haiku, while one eighth page for
modern poetry. On TVs, the public broadcasting
has weekly programs for each tanka and haiku,
while only one special program for modern 
poetry per year or so… . There is hardly any
interchange between these three, in spite of the
changing circumstances in recent years.

Presented in the installation format, the poem 
somehow mingles the fixed form and the free form, 

the traditional and the modern form, with one another.
The outcome, therefore, is the fruit of ‘interchange’
that Matsui longed to present, and it is something that
has long seemed to be lacking in current Japanese
poetry. 

Book Forms with Vanished Contents 

Yohei Nishimura is a pottery artist. He bakes various
objects in a pottery kiln at high temperatures, and the
transformation of these objects is one of his main
practices. Amongst other things, he also baked books 
in a kiln. When baked using the right procedure at a
high temperature, surprisingly, they don’t just turn into
ashes. Apparently, unlike Japanese paper, which only
contains organic substances, coated paper used in 
current commercial printing contains an inorganic
compound such as Kaolinite, which is technically a
clay mineral. Hence, this clay compound remained in
the shape of the book after it was baked (Nakagawa,
1995, p96). 

In the exhibition catalogue, Unreadable Books, New Letters6

(1998, p5), Nishimura explains of the transformation
the books made when they were baked: 

The contents may vary from, say, philosophy 
to pornography, but by burning them, the books
transfigure into beautiful forms. The shape and
color transform according to the quality of the
paper, not the contents. The letters are totally 
distinguished. 

However different contents the books had before 
they were baked, all the colours, words, images, space,
function or message that were there are absent in the
outcome. All these various books as well as the various
audiences are equalised and turned somewhat blank,
but beautiful, delicate and angelic forms. 

As they lost all the possible cultural connotations, 
the process of burning the contents also enables the
works to appeal to a wider audience whomever the
original form of these books were targeted for. 
The remaining books bare the traces of what was
physically inherent in the book, and pull the viewers
readily into its evolving meaning. 

The symbol of knowledge and civilization that once
these books might have held are all equalised, and 
their values are now turned into these mythical and
physical forms. Nishimura’s books are about the
absence of what had been kept in the form as well as
the presence of the pure physical form on its own,
which demand us to question about the function of
the book as a universal form. 

 



Shinshu Kanwa Daijiten [A Revised Edition of Japanese Dictionary] Yohei Nishimura, 2002
Photograph taken from Book Art no Sekai [The World of Book Arts]

CQ, Yohei Nishimura, 1993
Photograph by Mitsuru Goto (taken from The Unreadable Books, New Letters exhibition catalogue)
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From Verbal Forms to Universal Forms

Amongst cultures that developed based on Buddhism,
the core value of art traditionally lies in the subject and
not the artist. For that matter, many artistic forms were
developed and used for each personal expression. They
were proliferated amongst the majority of people, and
were not limited to a particular group of people. The
best examples for this would probably be the poetry
forms. These forms enable anyone to develop his/her
own potential within artistic expression. 

In the case of the Japanese language, haiku and 
senryu are still popular forms though most of the 
haiku population dwell amongst the elderly. 
This popularity can be seen in a range of newspapers, 
magazines, TV ads, blogs and mobile phones. One
company even holds an annual Salaryman Senryu
competition (senryu is a similar form of poetry to
haiku) with their selected topics. 

The most prominent feature of this poetry form is 
the rhythm and the improvisation. With each formal
regulation, haiku-related poems are short, which 
enable them both simple and complex, yet they can 
be practiced anytime. We wondered if it was possible
to apply this accessible form to contemporary culture,
so we decided to mingle it with visual elements. 

Last year we had an opportunity to hold a couple of
workshops about images and language. We had a
group of 8 people who participated in the workshop,
and we asked them to bring digital cameras or mobile
phones with a digital camera. Within a period of 2
hours, they went out and took a series of 5, 7, 5 
pictures. For each line of 5, 7, 5 pictures we asked
them to give a title. Later, all the words and pictures
were finalised in an accordion-folded book form 
entitled The Visual Haiku. Composing the book with 
the pictures it contained, we tried to create pacing in
reading the pictures over the spreads of turning pages. 

The process of the Visual Haiku is yet to be 
completed. However, it led us to question the 
characteristics of the language; its narrativity, poetics,
and rhythms. Each poem has its own story, the 
changes of scenery, and the rhythms. Moreover, 
with their improvisational characteristics, these visual
poems lead us to develop our own expressional
strength in everyday life. As visions come through
words and words come through visions, to interweave
aspects of language and image was the main 
intention of bringing out a form of Visual Haiku, 
and we’re hoping to assess it over and over for further 
development. 

Conclusion

As we all have different cultures, there are various ways
in which we relate to the book. From there we are able
to explore and challenge different ways. Currently, the
communication concerning book arts between Europe
and America seem to be thorough like in many 
other fields, but that’s not necessarily the case for the 
countries in Asia. I strongly feel that there is a 
serious need for more discussion and communication
especially in East Asia where people have traditionally
been connected with each other through book culture.
This is suggested by many recent publications on the
concepts of traditional and modern visual text and
book culture in Asia. Nevertheless, there is a lot of
sharing and exploration to be done in order to find a
new direction, without which a contribution to the
wider context of universal book culture and book arts
would not be made possible. 

Kyoko Tachibana pursued BA (Hons) Publishing and MA
Book Arts at the University of the Arts London, and is
currently a part-time lecturer and a freelance translator
in Sapporo, Japan. 

Website: Sohon Studio (http://www.sohonstudio.net)
Email: info@sohonstudio.net

The Visual Haiku, Sohon Studio, 2006
Photograph © Sohon Studio
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Notes 

1. Taishukan Publishing Website: www.taishukan.co.jp/kanji/

2. In 1981, a list of 1,945 standard kanji to be learnt by 
secondary school level was issued by the Japanese Ministry 
of Education. (http://www.mext.go.jp/)

3. A Book of the Book, ed. Rothenberg, J. and Clay, S. (2000)
Granary Books, New York, ISBN 1 887123 29 6 
4. Methodicist Manifesto was issued by Hideki Nakazawa,
and so-called Methodicists practice their art in a particular
set of rules. Matsui is one of its current 3 members. For 
more details, please refer to the Method website: 
http://aloalo.co.jp/nakazawa/method/

5. Methodicist Email Bulletin No.39, Oct 2004: http://aloa-
lo.co.jp/nakazawa/method/method039/method039_je.html

6. Unreadable Books, New Letters, ed. Araki, N. (1998) Mitaka
City Arts Foundation, Tokyo, (Exhibition Catalogue)
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Lynn and Rick viewing the finished book
Photograph: Rick McSorley

Above and below: VARIATIONS on the Dialectic between Mingus and Pithecanthropus erectus
Lynn Sures, 2005, 26.5 x 19 x 1 cm  closed, 26.5 x 150 cm open.
Handmade paper pulp paintings, woodcuts, polymer-plate text, edition 55, Wheaton, MD, USA.
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VARIATIONS 
ON THE DIALECTIC BETWEEN 
MINGUS AND PITHECANTHROPUS
ERECTUS

Lynn Sures

An artist’s book by Lynn Sures, text by 
Rick Potts 

This is the saga of a book. 

I was listening to a piece of music on the car radio. 
I heard it identified as Pithecanthropus erectus by Charles
Mingus. “Whoa,” I thought, “another artist interested
in early hominids!’ 
At the Corcoran, I enthused to my lab tech, Terry
Chouinard, about the music. We’d been talking about
doing a collaborative piece - it was Terry who 
suggested a broadside on Mingus’ piece. I mentioned
this to my friend Rick Potts, the anthropologist, who
agreed to write something for the broadside. 
That was in 1997.
That summer for the first time I went to Italy to teach,
while Rick went to Africa on his long-standing field
project. Nothing happened with the broadside. 

Through the course of a couple of years I worked 
on pieces for my exhibitions, held a full-time faculty
position in the BFA program at the Corcoran College
of Art + Design in Washington, D.C, and returned to
Italy. Rick continued his research in Africa, began field
work in China, and published, spoke and traveled as
Director of the Human Origins program at the
Smithsonian Museum of Natural History. 

In 1999 or 2000 I was drawn back to the broadside
project. I talked to Rick about it, and he was still
interested. I emailed my old tech, Terry, now in
Tuscaloosa, Alabama seeking his MFA in Book Arts.
He was ready to jump back in and this time around he
suggested the broadside could become a book.

Starting in earnest, Rick and I met several times in 
late 2000-2001, the year I was on sabbatical. I located
books on Mingus and read what I could about him and
the “Pithecanthropus” piece. We found various Mingus
recordings of the piece which I also sent to Terry. 
We talked about the conditions of the discovery of
P. erectus and Rick gave me photos of the Trinil River
where the hominid was found, along with some
illustrators’ interpretations of his appearance. 
At the Library of Congress I made a Xerox copy 
of the music written in Mingus’ hand. 

I listened to “Pithecanthropus” in my studio and 
pulp-painted sequential pages that echoed the story
within the music. These became studies for a possible
shaped accordion book. Along with other tentative

structural mock-ups; I showed them to Rick as part of
a continuing discussion. That year in my studio I made
the Toscana book, edition of 4. It gave me experience
using carved images to convey information.

During the sabbatical I made drawings of everything -
Mingus, P. erectus, the music- first very rough. Having
seen my initial drawings, Rick felt able to start on the
writing. He stole quiet moments for essays and poetry
at his field camp, emailing me several pages of material
from from Kenya, as well as from home in the US. 
I made comments and suggestions about his writings.
We talked in detail about how and where the various
writings would interact with the various images. The
drawings became more refined as Rick and I kept
meeting and precisely defined the story to tell, and the
sequence. Rick commented most usefully on my 
drawings and made suggestions. Together we settled on
the accordion book structure with sewn-in pamphlets,
and a size, and the number of pages. I finalised the
drawings. I carefully hand wrote Rick’s poetry on each
page, threading the words intimately with the images 
I had drawn. We forwarded copies of everything we
worked out to Terry, who by now had moved to
Aurora, New York and had just begun a two-year 
residency as Victor Hammer Fellow in the Book Arts at
Wells College. Terry assumed the role of consultant on
all things technical and in this capacity suggested we
could make an edition of 50 books, plus proofs. 

In December I began a year of work as Coordinator 
of the 7th Biennial Pyramid Atlantic Book Arts Fair, in
addition to my Corcoran position. We did nothing on
the Mingus book for those 12 months of 2002.

In 2003: I transferred the drawings to woodblocks…
went to Italy to teach… returned and carved the 
woodblocks. This demanding undertaking rendered 
me fairly expert at sharpening my tiny gouges, and
exercised my patience and restraint. I wanted the cuts
in the images to be curvaceous, echoing the rhythm of
Mingus’ music, not the typical straight cut marks so
familiar in woodcuts. With fluid marks I also sought
continuity from one block to the next, through the
months of carving. I put the completed blocks into a
box with a substantial amount of protective padding
and sent them to Terry in New York. 
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Lynn Sures VARIATIONS page detail 2005, 26.5 x 6 cm., 
woodcut on pulp painting. Photograph: author

 



I calculated how much paper to make, allowing for
errors, and decided on the  fibre content. Terry
proofed the woodblocks. These guided me in making
stencils for editioning the pulp paintings, so that any
painted page would be nearly identical to the others in
the edition. I prepared abaca pulp for sheet forming; 
I heavily beat the abaca destined for pigmenting.
Finely-beaten hemp pulp was needed for the 
pamphlets, which would include watermarked sheets,
essays and lightly-printed images. I designed and cut
the stencils for the watermarks.

At the beginning of 2004 I cashed in the goodwill I’d
earned from the Book Arts Fair and moved into the
Pyramid Atlantic papermill facility for my production
papermaking. Corcoran student Dustin Piccolo 
worked with me at the beginning and we got into the
production rhythm. 

I made 1,400 sheets of paper for the book edition: 
400 stencil-painted sheets for the color images; 400
pale gold pulp-washed sheets for the black-and-white
images; 300 watermarked sheets; and the rest plain
sheets. Documentary film-maker Mike Dolan recorded
part of the process and added some levity. Rick and
Terry were always in email touch about my progress.
Terry was now the director of the Wells College Book
Arts Program and during this period he organised a
comprehensive national Book Arts conference there
which gained the attention of those in the field.

In August, 2004, I made the first of several drives from
Washington, DC to Aurora, NY to work with Terry,
who was by then the owner of a new home and the
father of a 2-month-old baby. We spent the long work
days proofing and re-proofing each block on the 
handmade paper and drawing our energy from the
accompaniment of my Outkast CD. Terry used 
Adobe InDesign to set Rick’s poems in Gill Sans Light,
following the placement of my hand-written text in the
woodcuts. We mounted all the handmade paper sheets
onto carrier sheets so they would go normally through
the Vandercook press. We chose, through a lengthy
process of trial and error, the inks to print the colours
that existed in my head. 

Terry designed the layout for Rick’s essays to be 
printed on the watermarked sheets; for uniformity, 
he ordered polymer plates for all the type in the book. 
On my additional trips in September and November
we completed the many press runs required to print
the pages. Terry’s exacting attention to detail comes 
to mind as I write.

The technical process of the final binding plan had
been plaguing me all along. The book had to 
experienced as a continuous unfolding, without front 
or back, without stops. I had consulted with various
friends who shared good ideas about hinges. Finally in
the fall of 2004 I visited Hedi Kyle in Philadelphia. 
I showed her the mock-up of the book I’d made using
my proof sheets. She helped me figure out how to
hinge the pages so that the books in the edition would
be identical, and the structure would remain perfectly
fluid. Hedi offered advice on a wrapper that could
carry the title page and colophon, as I didn’t want
these printed in the body of the book.

In my studio I bound the first copy of the book in late
November, in time for an exhibition in Washington
DC. That first copy and Terry’s telephone consultation
guided me on the specs of the paper for the wrapper,
which I produced at Pyramid in December. During
Christmas break I folded and collated all the printed
pages for binding. 
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Terry registering at the Vandercook press
Photograph: Rick McSorley

 



In January, 2005 I took a semester of professional leave
from the Corcoran, serving as Visiting Artist in
Residence at the Columbia College Chicago Center for
Book and Paper Arts. Two grad students, Maria Burke
and Jill Christian in the program interned with me and
we got the major portion of the pages hinged into
accordion bindings. 

My friend Karen Hanmer agreed to a sewing “bee”
and we got a good start on piercing and sewing the 3
pamphlets which fit into each accordion. My colleague

Shawn Sheehy helped put the idea for the wrapper,
containing the title page and colophon, into a clean
design. We sent this to Terry, along with the last of
the handmade paper, before  I left Chicago to return 
to DC. Terry printed the wrappers and got them to
back to me at home during the summer, and I started
folding and gluing them. 

So as it happens, it was in summer, 2005 that Rick,
Terry and I were able at last, to confront the reality of
the finished work. “Pithy” Terry calls it. 

Lynn Sures works in handmade paper and artists’ books
in Wheaton, Maryland, USA where she lives and
maintains a studio. She is Associate Professor of Fine
Arts at the Corcoran College of Art + Design in
Washington, DC. Recent exhibitions of her work
include “Lynn Sures: Body Art” at the Fortezza
Medicea Girifalco di Cortona, Italy; the invitational
“Paper Now-2005” at the Kyoto Institute of
Technology, Japan; and the invitational “Plane and
Form” at Minneapolis Center for Book Arts, USA. 
In 2006 she was an “American Artist Abroad” in 
Sri Lanka, for the US Art in Embassies Program.
www.LynnSures.com
lynn@lynnsures.com 
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Lynn Sures VARIATIONS page detail  2005, 26.5 x 6 cm,
woodcut on pulp painting, polymer plate text. 
Photograph: author

The first proofs of the woodblocks 
Photograph: Rick McSorley

Lynn making paper, with the Mingus watermark
Photograph: Rick McSorley
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NEITHER RESOLUTION NOR MEANING: 
THE BOOKS OF SHARON KIVLAND   

Joanne Lee

I once read an essay Sharon Kivland had written 
about work by her friend, the artist Pavel Buchler. 
In a parenthetical exclamation she expresses her 
uncertainty over how to address her subject:

(oh, I do not know what to call him now - 
should it be Buchler? Yet that implies objectivity,
distance, and I have known him for far too long.
Is that the source of my anxiety? Or Pavel,
implying a familiarity that may be inappropriate
here?) (Kivland, S. 2003, n.p.)

In writing my own essay I have something of the same
anxiety. I’ve known Sharon Kivland for a long time
and although the art world, and that of art criticism,
still functions through networks of friends, it usually
feels too improper and unprofessional to explicitly
acknowledge such a thing. But the issue about how I
ought to address Sharon Kivland goes much deeper
than mere social propriety; indeed, it lies at the very
centre of her practice.

In his Editor’s Introduction to Sharon Kivland’s book
A Case of Hysteria (a substantial book that investigates
and re-writes Sigmund Freud’s famous analysis of
‘Dora’, and that can only - inadequately - be described
as a sort of artist’'s book-cum-detective fiction-cum-
work of theory), Forbes Morlock identifies the problem: 

Even the apparently simple question of how to
refer to A Case’s author is troubled by the logic of
its text. Calling her ‘Sharon’ puts her among the
hysterics (such as ‘Dora’ and ‘Katharina’) and the
detectives (‘Jeri’ and ‘Freddie’, for example) - all
female literary creations. Calling her ‘Kivland’
places her among the (albeit creative) masters
(like ‘Freud’ and ‘Le Corbusier’). She could be
Ms K., Mrs K., or Frau K., but that name is
already taken. Even her initials, S.K., identify in
Sarah Kofman an earlier reader of Freud’s case.
Perhaps the choice is hardly definitive - she is best
‘Sharon Kivland’, with ‘Charlotte Perriand’ and
'’Camille Claudel’ and artist, a woman artist,
just disturbing the dichotomies of hysteric and

master, character and author. 
(Kivland, S. 1999, xi)

Morlock goes on to suggest that one of the book’s 
most striking features is the “density and duplicity of
its ‘voice’”. He writes: 

The text (Sharon Kivland, for want of a better
name) starts by singing all the voices, speaking all
the parts, taking up all the positions (the case’s
‘solver’, its subject, and its scribe). 
(Kivland, S.1999,  xii)

Sharon Kivland speaks as Freud, as Dora, as the 
heroine of a nineteenth century novel, as a series 
of private investigators and sometimes, probably, as
herself - a woman who occupies the multiple roles 
of artist, writer, academic, curator and student of
psychoanalysis. Within her art practice she chooses to
work with diverse media including photography,
embroidery, engraving, boxed letterpress editions, sign
writing and lettering, ‘adapted’ objects, and sound, as
well as making books. Further, she is also a daughter, 
a sister, a mother and a friend, a great cook, a 
passionate gardener, an inveterate feeder of stray 
and abandoned animals, a committed poultry keeper
and a lover of mystery novels. 

Forbes Morlock draws attention to what he terms the
ambiguity of the phrase ‘a Sharon Kivland book’, given
that large parts of A Case of Hysteria (and other books)
comprise Sharon Kivland ventriloquising other voices;
sometimes literally taking their words as her own, or
else borrowing words from one source and transposing
them to another. Morlock describes how he carefully
corrected and edited sentences which Sharon Kivland
subsequently informed him were, in fact not her own,
but those of Freud or her other sources. Her book Mes
Fils presents indexical references from the collected
works of Sigmund Freud as its content; La Forme-Valeur
borrows from Karl Marx; Memoirs voices recollections
from patients and staff of a psychiatric hospital facing
imminent closure; The Property of a Gentleman sees her
transcribing three years diaries of the late eighteenth
century Sussex naturalist William Markwick; Flair takes
the descriptions of perfumes given within the pages of
in-flight magazines and adapts them so that it reads as
a woman describing herself; and certain passages in
Cela aura déjà eu lieu find her writing from the position of
two viewers of an art work (hers) that has not at that
point been made. This last work also acknowledges
that the words she writes are to be translated into
another language and that she will subsequently not be
able to tell if they remain quite as she has written
them, if they are still her words. Her works frequently
exist between languages - English, French, German -
and are always attentive to the peculiarities of
translation, to slips and misreadings. And yet, despite
(or because?) of all these borrowed, transposed and
translated words, ‘a Sharon Kivland book’ is always
very distinctively a Sharon Kivland book. 

In the first instance, the books have a certain kind of
aesthetic; they are instantly recognisable, despite their
diversity of scale, subject matter or publisher. For the
most part they are slim volumes with covers in a range
of pale shades - ivory or buff, lavender, the blue of a
robin’s egg, a peachy colour reminiscent of women’s
foundation make up… These rather sophisticated
books are characteristically titled with an elegant serif
font in black, white or silver and inside the contents 
are nearly always monochromatic. They are largely
text-based, though some incorporate photographs,
which are most usually in black and white. 
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Sharon Kivland (as I shall have to refer to her) attends
closely to the design and manufacture of her books,
frequently offering a colophon which details the font
(perhaps Garamond), the paper (maybe Stow Book), 
or the press (probably Aldgate) that she has chosen 
to use. These books seem a long way from the 
contemporary fashions of graphic design: they 
appear as from another era, or, more properly, they
seem timeless, with their voices borrowed from the
eighteenth, nineteenth and twentieth centuries. 

Although they do not take particularly experimental
forms, these aren’t quite like any other books at all, 
not even the diverse, but rather familiar, tropes which
artists’ books have taken. Writing in A Case of Hysteria
(an uncharacteristically big book of almost three 
hundred pages) Sharon Kivland is clear: 

It won’t fit in your pocket for a start. It is not an
analytic work either, so it will be difficult to find 
a place for it on your bookshelves. 
(Kivland, S. 1999, 199).

I struggle to find a simile for her books, to give you, 
the reader, a sense of what I have been looking at, 
but I repeatedly scrub what I have written. Perhaps the
best I can come up with, is that several seemingly recall
the sort of thing one might find in libraries or archives,
the works of a keen amateur historian who has sought
to publish the results of long and diligent researches. 

In some ways, Sharon Kivland really is such an 
amateur. Don’t mistake me - I’m not questioning her
actual professional standing (her extensive exhibition
CV and her Doctorate and University Readership
surely prove the authenticity of her credentials), nor
the seriousness of what she does (her research has
taken her back and forth across Europe, to Rome and
Vienna, to Marienbad and several spa towns, through
Parisian arcades and department stores, and into
countless libraries and archives), but there is a sense
that she pursues her work regardless of academic 
or artistic fashions, out of an acute and very real 
relationship to her subjects. As the etymology 
suggests, the amateur does it out of love, and as
Roland Barthes once made clear, the lover is the most
frantic epistemologist, who attends to clues and signs
precisely because they matter so much: a coolly 
professional distance cannot be maintained to a loved
subject1 Like the eighteenth century libertines who
recur throughout Sharon Kivland’s work and whose
pedagogy twinned eroticism and enlightenment, and
like Jacques Lacan (whose polyvalent voice frequently
speaks through her work) she seeks to produce a 
discourse that binds love and knowledge.2

Sharon Kivland follows sightings, tracks down 
addresses, writes to archives, but her research seems
more complicated than simple academic detection: 

Each institution replied exactly to my requests 
for a piece of information, a copy of a document,
or a photograph (though in one instance the 
postcard I sent was pinned up as of interest and
its message forgotten) they sent me that thing, 
but nothing more, and it was the something 
more I sought and for which I could not ask,
since I do not know what it was. It would not 
be true to insist I am closer to it now; rather, 
I am more acutely sensitive to its lack.
(Kivland, S. 1999, 146).

She is always alert to the sense of what is missing, 
what evades apprehension. Her methodology is careful,
therefore, to recognise the importance of actual and
intellectual wandering. Getting lost is an integral part
of her project. 

In Freud Dreams of Rome (Volume I of a projected series
bearing the wonderfully frivolous title Freud on Holiday)
she writes: 

I have spent a lot of time walking about cities,
often alone. I always have an aim, yet I seldom
achieve it directly, for what I’m seeking evades
systematic research, and its disclosures rely upon
the accidental, on uncertain events. 
(Kivland, S. 2005, n.p.).

Actual and imaginary walks through various cities fill
Sharon Kivland’s books. Elsewhere in Freud Dreams of
Rome she makes it clear her writing will follow ‘the
seemingly aimless trajectory of a rambler’. 
(Kivland, S. 2005, n.p.). (Perhaps you will recall that
Freud used the city of Rome as his image of the
unconscious, with his recognition of the way its 
earliest phases of development continue to exist 
alongside the more contemporary? ) Sharon Kivland
detours constantly in her accounts; she darts back 
and forth in time, her books tell of getting lost in
strange cities, of following people (metaphorically,
imaginatively and in actuality), and taking train 
journeys that do not get to the right location. 
She very literally pursues other avenues, follows new
tracks. She apologises frequently for her digressions,
this only serves to draw attention to them - which is, 
I think, her point.

Perhaps this imaginative wandering is prompted most
particularly by the act of reading. In reading we are led
to places we do not previously know by an author we
have trusted to take as our prompt or guide. The act of
reading certainly preoccupies Sharon Kivland: she is
first of all a reader, before she is a writer or an artist.
(She once claimed that her history of art is in fact a
history of images of women reading…) But, informed
by psychoanalysis, her careful reading is not limited to
the actual text, but always attends to its omissions and
ellipses, and to the physicality and spectacle of the
reading act itself: ‘the figure of the reader turns into a
diagram or illustration supporting a text’. She writes:

39



Flair Sharon Kivland, 2006, domoBaal, London, ISBN 0954459067

 



41

Where you stand or sit while reading, how you
stand or sit while reading, the way you read,
when you read and with whom, cannot be 
matters of indifference. (Kivland, S. 1999, 203).

She speculates about the way our posture affects our
encounter with the books we read: reclining may
prompt an languorous abandonment to the text whilst
sitting upright, with the book placed carefully on a
table and one’s feet firmly on the floor is surely the
proper way to engage with serious works. 
She discovers that Freud used to read in a ‘very 
peculiar and uncomfortable’ posture leaning in a 
chair ‘in a sort of diagonal position, one of his legs
slung over the arm of the chair, the book held high 
and his head unsupported.’ (Kivland, S. 1999, 197).
Aware of how the reading may be changed, she
determines to try reading her beloved mystery novels 
as if they were academic works, sitting at a writing
table with their pages smoothed carefully open, and to
practise holding text books high above her head late at
night, as if she were reading fiction. 

As I explored her books for this essay, I became acutely
self-conscious of my own readerly technique du corps. 
I’ve sat properly at my desk, with my feet firmly on the
floor; I’ve reclined to read in my bed and on my sofa,
(and enjoyed references to Crébillon fils’ marvellous
story Le Sopha 3, which involves a talking sofa that
‘reads’ the lovers who sit together upon it); I’ve laid
on the floor propped up by my elbows (my favoured
reading position as a child.) I’ve even wandered to the
lavatory with them, pondering the way ‘the smallest
room in the house’ is so often a favoured site of
reading. But artists’ books (and especially Sharon
Kivland’s books) are not so simple as other books to
‘read’. They are not novels - though stories may be
told; not works of theory - though concepts may be
explored; not photography books in the traditional
sense - though there may be many photographs. 
They problematise the whole act of ‘reading’. 

During the writing of this text, needing to relieve my
body after a long session at the computer, I took a 
walk to Brighton’s Permanent Gallery to see another
set of artists’ books (an exhibition curated by the Blue
Notebook’s Editor). The invigilator was sitting at his 
desk; after a brief hello, he turned his back to me 
and concentrated once more upon his laptop. I pulled
on one of two pairs of white gloves left out with the
books, presuming I should do so, though there was no
notice of instruction that explicitly required it. As I
stood ‘reading’ the books in the quiet of gallery, my
hands were (as so often) too small for the gloves, and 
I fumbled clumsily as I turned the pages. My leather
coat creaked with every tiny movement, every shift of
my weight from foot to foot. I felt utterly self-conscious.
I took off my coat, placing it on a chair, a chair I did
not sit down upon to read because, given the small
scale of most of the books, I ‘read’ each quickly and

would have been constantly up and down to select the
next one. (It seemed improper to gather a pile from the
shelves to take to my seat, as I would at home). 

I encountered some books with which I’m already
familiar, including one of Sharon Kivland’s (The
Chanel-pink, gilt-edged edition La Forme-Valeur in
which she seeks a woman’s voice in Marx’s Kapital, 
but finds instead only the feminised voice of the 
commodity). I stood leafing awkwardly through each
book, wondering if the invigilator sneaked a look now
and again in order to check up on me. As I observed
my own attempt to look nonchalant, Sharon Kivland’s
words about the analytic situation came back to me. 

Each movement or gesture will have the effect 
of bringing something to light, something which
one may prefer to keep hidden, but which the
body betrays. If one remains quite still, frozen
even, something is spoken nonetheless: secrets 
will circulate despite silence, despite immobility.
(Kivland, S. 1999, 140).

I am constantly reading; I always have a book by my
bed or in my bag when I go out. I read comfortably in
public, enjoying the way that having a book licenses
one to a certain kind of invisibility: with a book in
one’s hand, one can sit alone and untroubled on planes
and trains, in parks, cafés or bars. But reading a book
in a gallery always makes me anxious, and reading
artists’ books doubly so, never mind how often I have
done it. There is something about the books themselves
and the situation that perturbs and reveals me. 

I clearly recall one of the earliest moments of such
anxiety. As a gauche undergraduate, and one who, at
that time, had very little idea what exactly an artist’s
book might be, I attended a conference and exhibition
under the rubric Bookworks: a women’s perspective 4. 
I walked into an unfamiliar gallery and found a room
containing a series of books placed on plinths, each
book circled by a pool of spotlight and caught in 
the draught of electric fans, their pages rustling and
turning independently of any viewer. The books
attracted attention, drew viewers to them. 
They fluttered and strained, like birds flapping on
perches, and we clustered round to watch. I can
remember stepping up, straining to see, wanting to
grab the pages and still them so I could read, rather
than merely glimpse their content (the transcription 
of several people’s dreams), but suspecting the rules 
of exhibition meant that I ought not to do so. I wasn’t
sure how to react: whether I was supposed to see these
works as sculpture/installation or as books; whether in
fact to ‘view’ or ‘read’ (and I wondered for the first
time about these different acts of attention). 
I became preoccupied by the way my body cast 
shadows or caused the ‘breeze’ to still a little as 
I moved round the space - the stillness allowing the
pages to come to a rest for a while, but the shadow
making it harder yet to read the text. 
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This work was Sharon Kivland’s L’attente … l’oubli, and
probably the first of her works involving books that I
remember encountering. The title borrows, or at least,
I think, it resonates with that of Maurice Blanchot’s
book5, another text that combines fiction with theory,
and uses plural, multi-vocal speech. Its title is usually
translated as ‘awaiting oblivion’ but might literally
mean ‘awaiting the lapse of memory’. And thinking
back to that encounter I am all too aware of my own
memory lapses (accentuated by the embarrassment that
I remember much more about getting lost in London’s
grimy East End streets, than I do about many of the
conference presentations). I can’t be sure at all that
what I remember is, in fact, quite what I encountered.
Indeed it may be simply what I have invented 
retrospectively, informed by later experiences, by more
recently acquired knowledge, and by what I am trying
to write in the present, as I’m surrounded by all these
other Sharon Kivland books and the pages of notes I
have made. 

This would come as no surprise to Sharon Kivland. 
In both essays and book works she has frequently 
written of the Freudian concept of Nachträglichkeit
or deferred action, when the past is no more than a 
series of events reworked by the present, events that
are psychically elaborated. She suggests that in fact
there is a causality after the event, occurring 
‘retrospectively, through the functions of time 
(both synchronic and diachronic), condensation and 
displacement (or metaphor and metonymy)’. (Kivland,
S. 2004b, 3). Her works are always attentive to this, but
a book from 2004, Cela aura déjà eu lieu (or, ‘Something
will have been’ ) is explicitly founded upon it, and it is
with this example I wish to conclude, for it is, along
with A Case of Hysteria, the book by which I have been
most affected. 

This book was the final stage of a project at the Centre
d’art de Morsang, France, a project that began with an
invitation, involved an event and viewing, and resulted
in an image, translated into a postcard. All these
aspects are finally drawn together into an elegant 
publication of twenty pages contained within a golden
cover. This book is presented entirely in French, and I
struggled to mobilise linguistic skills that had long been
dormant, squinting at tenses that repeatedly confused
me, and trying to fathom the order of events that were
being described. Later, I explored Sharon Kivland’s
website (www.sharonkivland.com) and discovered a
translation of the text, which is of course not a 
translation at all but the original - the words Sharon
Kivland wrote in English before it was given over to a
translator to be turned into French. It became clear
that time and tenses were at the heart of this work. 
In the first paragraph of the book she writes: 

I worry if I am making sense, if my confusion 
of tenses, defying diachronic time, is sensible. 
It is how one thinks and dreams, though, in leaps
back and forth. The title of the work, of all its

parts, is in the tense called the future anterior,
sometimes called the future perfect. Something
will have been. (Kivland, S. 2004a, n.p.).

In this book Sharon Kivland writes certain events 
into existence, whilst others never come to pass. 
Parts of the work were originally envisaged entirely 
differently, elements of which made it erroneously 
into the publicity; and there were a further series of
‘mistakes’, the invitation was printed so late that it
risked arriving after the event it publicised, and a
notice in the back of Art Press gave the wrong day. 
All of this is narrated into the book itself. 
The ‘audience’ were ostensibly there for a performance
(a choir was to perform) but this happened off-stage
and out of view. Sharon Kivland had altered the space
in which the audience were seated, hanging a hundred
metres of gold silk at the windows, an extravagance
that passed almost unnoticed, since most people 
imagined these gorgeous curtains had always been
there. The audience, some of whom were charmed,
and some confused by exactly what it was that they
had encountered, then became the subject of a 
photograph taken by Sharon Kivland. Some took this
photographic act to be the intended performance,
especially as she had chosen to wear a skirt matching
the silk curtains. Later, a postcard of this photograph
was sent to all who had left their addresses, a postcard
that is also itself reproduced within Cela aura déjà eu lieu
(and which also accompanied the parcel of books
Sharon Kivland sent me to explore, once I had 
accepted the invitation to write about her work: the
postcard remains in front of me, propped to the left of
my computer…)

As I explored this book, and its translation (that was in
fact the original) I found myself slipping between a
variety of pasts, presents and futures. I was thinking
about the pile of books that have preoccupied me 
these last months. I was recalling other Sharon Kivland
works - photographs, installations, editions - that I 
had encountered or seen reproduced across the last 
two decades. I was also imagining an event I hadn’t
witnessed, and which was now past: I was creating it
over again in my own head, and thus in some sense
projecting it into the future. I was also imagining 
manifestations of the work that Sharon Kivland never
made because her plans changed between proposal and
execution, but which her book describes, and which
thus exist equally for the reader. As I made notes, and
drafted early versions of this essay, my own words
began to seem increasingly strange; as I wrote, my
tenses became muddled, I got lost in my corrections,
uncertain which tense I ought best to use: to which
encounter in which timeframe was I referring? 

The oscillation of tenses is a key aspect of
Nachträglichkeit, and this for Sharon Kivland, is at heart
of our engagement with art works. One arrives at a
work informed by experiences that have preceded the
encounter. We bring our anticipation, and later,

 



retroactively, we might also reconsider what we have
seen. The effects of the work may return hours, days,
weeks, months, even years later, when subsequent
events or experiences provoke its recollection. 
However such effects are not the same as ‘meaning’:
they do not offer definitive interpretation, for they are
likely to change again, as time displaces us once more:

the work of art, through the psychic mechanism
of deferred action, forces an encounter with the
impossibility of representation, rather than with
its failure. There is no point in waiting for a reply
when there cannot be one. Neither resolution nor
meaning may be required at all in the encounter
with a work of art, whose effects may indeed be
entirely dependent on remaining unresolved and
attendant. (Kivland, S. 2004b, 7-8).

So then, as I arrive at the end of my text, in this
moment of concluding I remain unresolved, alert 
to the slippery tenses and to the chorus of voices that
have filled these Sharon Kivland books. The more 
I’ve read, the more I’m aware of my own reading
falling into patterns she has established, and the more
I’ve felt myself slipping into her voice (which is though,
often that of others). My own text has too much of
her, too much quotation, too many paragraphs where 
I suspect I parrot her thinking rather than remaining
the impartial, objective critic I ought to be. Perhaps 
I have over-identified with my subject, as Sharon
Kivland fears she has done in her book on Dora, but it
is done now, and I have no time to start over. I look
despairingly at the pile of notes whose content hasn’t
made it into this text, and at the books I suddenly
remember I haven’t discussed. I can only conclude with
Sharon Kivland’s words, which close A Case of Hysteria
and which are in fact (surely this should come as no
surprise to you by now) those of Camille Claudel: 
‘It is true; there is always a lack that torments me’. 
(Kivland, S. 1999, 293).

Joanne Lee is an artist and writer. Until 2006 she was
Programme Leader of Fine Art at Nottingham Trent
University. She now lives and works in Brighton, where
she is taking too many photographs and completing a
rather improper study of aesthetic education. 

generalistjo@mac.com
http://web.mac.com/generalistjo/

Notes

1. It was Sharon Kivland who first introduced me to Barthes’
A Lover’s Discourse, a book with which I instantly fell in love. 
I am happy to report it is a love that has endured.

2. See Book XX of The Seminar of Jacques Lacan, his work 
which most particularly explores the discourse of love and
knowledge.

3. Crébillon fils’ libertine work Le Sopha: A Moral Tale tells the
story of Amanzei, who is condemned by divine decree to be
reincarnated into successive sofas - upon which a series of
couples engage in amorous encounters, assignations he
voyeuristically observes. 

4. Bookworks: a women’s perspective was a conference and 
exhibition organised by Bookworks and held at City of
London Polytechnic, March 1992

5. Sharon Kivland also introduced me to the work of
Maurice Blanchot, whose work continues to simultaneously
madden and compel me.
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Book Works are offering A Case of Hysteria
to our readers, at the special price of £15.99 
a copy (plus £2.50 p&p in the UK).
Usual price £27.95. 

For orders, contact Book Works by emailing:
james@bookworks.org.uk 
Quote ‘special price for The Blue Notebook’.

A Case of Hysteria by Sharon Kivland
Published by Book Works, 1999
ISBN 1 870699 25 4 
Printed offset in an edition of 1,500
duotone images throughout, 
321 pages with soft cover. 
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CREATING CO-INCIDENCES

THE POSSIBILITY OF POETRY: 
FROM MIGRANT MAGAZINE TO
ARTISTS’ BOOKS

Nancy Campbell

A recent exhibition at the British Library honoured 
the endeavours of Gael Turnbull and Michael Shayer, 
who throughout the 1950s and 60s introduced 
contemporary American poetry to a responsive British
audience, and were responsible for a rich exchange 
of ideas between poets and their counterparts in the
visual arts. As sometime residents of both continents,
these poets had an overview of the dizzying networks
of the international poetry scene and the desire to
express this diversity to fellow practitioners. 
Their influence in spreading ideas about literature 
and bringing together characters to debate the function
and design of the book should not be underestimated,
although their names are not as widely known as some
of those whose work they published and promoted. 

Despite the proliferation of little magazines, 
publications such as Window, Artisan and The Poet from
Britain and Origin from the U.S.A, in the pre-Internet
years the current of ideas across the Atlantic was slow
and and happenstance. The experimental work 
emanating from the Black Mountain School by
American authors Robert Creeley, Ed Dorn, Denise
Levertov and Charles Olson was almost unknown in
Britain. Turnbull and Shayer, as young poets resident
in the U.S.A., were excited by these new discoveries.
Their evangelical desire to share the poetry with other
writers was catalysed by Olson’s Maximus Poems, then
unavailable in Britain. Spontaneously the distribution
wing of Migrant was launched, offering Origin Press
and Jargon Press titles.

As is typical of many who work within the world of
books, Turnbull and Shayer combined multiple roles,
as poets, distributors, publishers, editors - and designers
by default. Both were able to fulfil these roles while
working as professionals in the fields of science and
medicine - it is a fine irony that Turnbull, while 
opening people’s senses to poetry, was also an 
anaesthetist. Both men were conscientious objectors 
to contemporary conflicts and ‘migrants’, moving
between the U.S.A., Canada and England. 
Turnbull’s Scottish ancestry was an undercurrent 
and additional subversive force in his life. 
The interconnecting influences the pair built up 
over the ensuing years  were as much the result of
serendipitous and sometimes fraught friendships as 
of considered business liaisons.

Turnbull and Shayer set up the small but significant
magazine Migrant in 1959. Although only eight issues

were published, the combination of skilled contributors
from both sides of the Atlantic and a rich mailing list
ensured that the project had significant repercussions.
The pair energetically promoted the work of British
poets such as Roy Fisher, Edwin Morgan and Ian
Hamilton Finlay, while continuing to publish radical
new American verse. In the magazine’s pages readers
met ideas in ferment. Shayer said “I feel myself that
the point of the Little Magazine is analogous to a 
journal like the Journal of the Chemical Society - 
for rapid circulation to the few actually involved in 
new possibilities, approaches and intuitions.” 
To Turnbull what mattered was “the exchange”. 

Richard Price, the curator of the British Library
exhibition, describes Migrant as “an open letter, an
open collage”. The introduction of writers and artists
to each other’s work in Migrant’s pages catalysed 
the poetry revival and instigated several significant 
collaborations. A cross-genre influence can be seen in
the exhibits on display in the gallery. The exhibition
moves from relatively homespun productions, where
the format is merely a means to an end, through 
experimental illustrated texts like those of Ian
Hamilton Finlay’s Wild Hawthorn Press - and on to
the sophisticated productions of Ron King’s Circle
Press, demonstrated here by the colourful wit and
kinetic energy of Bluebeard’s Castle (1972) and The Left
Handed Punch (1986). 

One of the first things to have noticed as one entered
the exhibition space was ‘The Monster’, the small 
second-hand rotary duplicator or mimeograph on
which eight issues of Migrant and several books were
hand-printed. ‘The Monster’, now, does not look very
fierce, staged with a tube of printer’s ink on its rusty
shelf. It might be on best behaviour for its new 
audience. Simpler in operation than a Vandercook or
one of the equivalent cylinder presses coaxed from an
industrial context by book artists, it nevertheless testifies
to the power of the machine in opening up possibilities
for dissemination. The duplicator’s worn, obsolete look
highlights the differences between the poetry scene of
the 1950s and 60s, and the immediate, international
culture of today which is easily available through the
internet. The British Library is good at coming up
trumps with such machinery (I recall Philip Larkin’s 
ill-starred lawn mower in a previous exhibition, 
The Writer’s Garden) but here it is particularly valuable 
to see the press to gain a physical sense of the difficulty 
of production. The awkwardness of working a press
that forces ink through a typewritten stencil onto paper
sheets beneath is described by Gael Turnbull’s wife as 
a “maddening” process with high wastage which
inevitably left inky fingerprints behind, “the final,
printed result often uneven” ( Jonnie Turnbull). 
The ideal of the independence of the hand-made book
is a common thread uniting many of the exhibits, even
when the hand-work is modulated through a digital
medium, as in Karen Bleitz’s work on Roy Fisher’s
Roller (Circle Press, 1999).
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The aesthetic of small press work changed rapidly over
Gael Turnbull’s lifetime. Migrant magazine, as printed
on ‘The Monster’, was recognisable by cheap, thin 
yellow paper, unselfconscious typewriter font and 
one-sided printing. In style it was not much more
ambitious than the other serious, slim, 1950s poetry
publications represented in this exhibition, with their
quiet modern sans serif and titles differentiated from
text in bold. Even publications from the heartland of
experimentation, such as Black Mountain College Review,
are relatively staid in format, with formal layout and
little colour. The energy is invested in conveying a 
textual message - these are telegrams from the front
line, with no budget to waste on decoration. 

This simple approach was the antithesis to Jonathan
Williams’ publication of The Maximus Poems, a work
combining a commanding format with a subtle use of
colour. The conservative, letterpress text is enlivened by
shades of slate grey and black ink against a rich ochre
laid paper. The words are spaced on the page with 
regulated daring, reflecting the disjointed sweep of
the poet’s mind: 

But that which matters, that which insists, that which will last
where shall you find it my people, how, where shall you listen
when all is become billboards, when all, even silence, is
when even the gull,
my roofs,
when even you, when sound itself

(Olson, The Maximus Poems, 1-10, Stuttgart,
Jonathan Williams, 1953; Jargon 7)

Here language drops off the edge into silence and
sense resonates across the empty space of the page. 

In 1966 Fulcrum, a British press, issued Basil Bunting’s
epic Briggflatts on a similar scale to the Jargon Press
Maximus Poems. In a gesture which acknowledged the
cultural importance of the book object, the design 
and illustrations reflected the very earliest forerunners
of British bookmaking tradition - the rubrication and
decoration of borders and drop-letters emulating the
carpet pages and ornamentation of the Lindisfarne
Gospels. 

Turnbull and Shayer were inspired by works such as
Briggflatts, and began to experiment with illustration
and design. Initially Migrant was like many small pub-
lishers, such as Scorpion Press, for whom the text was
of central importance, and the medium was chosen for
practical convenience as much as aesthetic appeal.
However, a growing awareness of the work of artists
whose productions they had themselves encouraged
galvanised Migrant to improve production values.
Shayer wrote to Turnbull: ‘When you see Iain’s
“Glasgow beasts”, you may have, as I, second thoughts
about format of our books’ (September 1961). 
The publication of small pamphlets offered ground for

experimentation. The pamphlet Latterday Chrysalides is
adorned with sandpaper and black emory papers,
described by Price as “Like [the poet’s]… classically
influenced epigrams, sandpaper is small, surprisingly
attractive and often abrasive.” Despite the conventional
format, the illustration was playful and suited to the
text. In & It Is A Song we see ambitious designs 
(overambitious perhaps, as John Furnival’s strong,
assured black-and-white graphics fail to be matched 
by the washed-out type on the facing page). Likewise,
City by Roy Fisher, is visully appealing, its title page
pre-empting punk with letters cut roughly from 
newspapers (and reminiscent of the sans serif
woodletter of posters) and giving the volume a blunt
and urban appeal (Migrant Press, 1961). 

The works of Wild Hawthorn Press are a sudden
explosion of colour and anarchy in the gallery after
these relatively tentative typographic explorations.
Migrant offers a prologue to British book artists’ 
invention - setting in context Ian Hamilton Finlay’s
gradual awakening to the visual form through his 
interest in concrete poetry. We sense the strength 
of inspiration behind the setting up of the Wild
Hawthorn Press, the magazine Poor. Old. Tired. Horse.,
and publications such as Glasgow Beasts (Wild Hawthorn
Press, 1961). These productions took Migrant’s delight
in experimental poetry and joined it with a visionary
typographic style. Finlay’s use of colour is intense - 
and becomes part of the message - as in the navy blue
background which forms part of the visual effect of
“Moo/oons” (Poor. Old. Tired. Horse. No 19). In other
publications from the 1960s, subtler approaches to 
inking than the practical black that characterised so
many Migrant publications can be seen: brick red on
straw yellow for Glasgow Beasts, deep indigo instead 
of the more direct black for My Friend Tree (Wild
Hawthorn Press, 1961). Ten years later, Finlay was not
only playing with colour and the design of word and
image on the page, but the page itself, creating Spiral
Binding (Wild Hawthorn Press, 1972), the long binding
suggestive of the sudden wind-torn rip of a ship’s sail
on a boom, and The End (Wild Hawthorn Press, 1972),
which makes the act of picking up a book a suggested
departure into imaginative journeys where the reader
can arrive home before they have set out. 

With the collaboration between Roy Fisher and Ian
Tyson on Cultures and Roller, the book breaks away
from the codex format (Cultures, Tetrad Press, 1975,
and Roller, Circle Press, 1999). In these more recent
works, production techniques become increasingly 
varied, encompassing gem-sized poems printed 
letterpress on circular paper disks (Cultures) and the
anarchy of the flutter book (Roller). Circle Press’s
publications are likewise self-consciously offered as
works of art, with a strong union of text and image.
Ron King, like Tyson, uses printmaking process and
material astutely.  The images reflect the work of
printmakers such as Andy Warhol and Richard
Hamilton, and on occasion gesture towards prestigious

 



forerunners such as Picasso. Hand-written text in The
Left-Handed Punch puts the words on a level with the
hand-created image. It is notable that this press, chosen
to suggest the contemporary consequences of Gael
Turnbull’s work, “was named for its function - to draw
together a circle of like-minded people who wished to
do something inventive and worthwhile with the book
form.” (Andrew Lambirth, Cooking the Books, Ron King
and Circle Press, London and New Haven, 2002). 

Migrant reached across genres, encouraging 
collaborations between artists and writers, and over 
linguistic as well as national boundaries, publishing
translations from Russian and European languages. 
In City, Shayer and Roy Fisher collaborated, Shayer
persuading the poet to find a shape for his collections
of verses about Birmingham. Fisher collaborated with
Ron King on Bluebeard some years later, in a project
which was effectively realised by the introduction of
Fisher’s verse after several false starts. Turnbull not
only provided the wherewithal for these creative 
partnerships, but he continued to embrace the 
consequences of his explorations and remained 
open to new ideas. In later life he moved into new 
terrain with projects that challenged the book form,
documented here with late works and prototypes such
as Homage to Mallarmé and Le Loup du Pic Saint-Loup
(Saint Mathieu de Tréviers: Maison D’Emma, 2002). 

One of the delights of this exhibition was its diversity - 
it incorporated not merely visual artefacts, but also
music and performance. Few (1966), by Pete Brown,
was published by Migrant Press, with an informal
design, reflecting the popular culture of the time.
Brown’s music, performed with the band Cream, was
also available to listeners in the gallery. Likewise, 
readings by several of the featured poets liberated the
text from the page. Basil Bunting’s declamation of the
opening passages of Briggflatts with the distinctive,
rolling r s and the soft burr and inflexion of his 
vowels (‘bed’ becomes two syllables) is in many ways 
as majestic as the better-known recording of T.S. Eliot
reading The Waste Land. The flight of text into sound 
is a good point to leave an exhibition which explores
numerous ways of presenting the word to the world,
anticipating Turnbull’s legacy to be a virtual 
community of poets publishing on the internet 
alongside a book arts scene which continues to be 
lively and experimental. 

The Possibility of Poetry: from Migrant Magazine to Artists’
Books was shown at the British Library from 
19th January to 26th March 2007.

The British Library
96 Euston Road
London
NW1 2DB
www.bl.uk

Nancy Campbell is the proprietor of Burlesque Press,
which most recently published Boat Trip, a translation
of Arthur Rimbaud’s Le Bateau Ivre (2006). Nancy also
works as a bookdealer specialising in private press and
artists’ books for Bertram Rota Ltd in London.
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A balloon inflator 

The Cacique II cargo boat

The Peluqueria Lida, scene of the haircut (after)



OUR MAN IN PARAGUAY

Magnus Irvin (of The Daily Twit ) set out for Paraguay
on the 10th Nov 2006 with the intention of getting a
haircut. He returned to England in the second week 
of February 2007 but by that time the hair was getting
a bit long again.  Here follows an edited account of his
adventures as excerpts from his travel writing and
emails back to friends in the UK…

On the tenth of November 2006 I flew to Buenos
Aires, Argentina, and travelled north to the border to
begin my search in the Paraguayan capital of
Asuncion. However, my initial plan went off track
when I set out on a brief visit to Bolivia. The bus I
took from the Bolivian border town of Villazon
stopped in a petrol station on the outskirts of the small
town of Tupisa. I asked the co-driver (who was filling
the petrol tank with the hose that passed through an
open passenger window into a hole in the middle of
the floor), whether the bus went into the town centre,
he replied that it did. It didn’t. Half an hour later, on
this remarkably uncomfortable journey, I asked a fellow
passenger what time we would get to the next stop.
“About seven o'clock”, she replied. What I did not
realise was that she meant seven the next morning.
After fifteen hours with a battered and numb backside,
I hobbled off the bus in Sucre, central Bolivia. This led
to some time spent in Peru and a passage through the
Pantanal region of Southern Brazil. Eventually after
five weeks I entered Paraguay from the Brazilian town
of Foz de Iguazú.On several occasions I had seen likely
hairdressers shops but declined them in favour of the
peluquerian mystery that lay ahead in Paraguay.

Iguazu Falls…

Bom dia amigos,
Excuse the impersonal email but I’ve just had a small
fit induced by losing the previous effort.

I’ve been miles off course in my attempt to explore
Paraguay and haven’t got there yet. The route has 
been Argentina, Bolivia, Peru, Bolivia, Brazil and later
today back into Argentina. Only Argentina was on the
original agenda. The detour started with catching the
wrong bus.

Today I’m at Iguazu Falls with a good bunch of fellow
lost people and will spend Christmas here. Then it’s
Ciudad del Este and Paraguay. All the advice I’m 
getting is to not bother to visit Paraguay. I’ve never had
a sensible reason for going there so now I say I’m going
there for a haircut in the world’s best hairdressers. 
That seems to do the job.

Food has been fun. Llama, alpaca, guinea pigs, 
piranhas and crocodile. Mosquitoes too. I’ve never

been bitten so much. The aromatherapy repellent I
used actually attracted them. I looked like a raspberry
for a while but now I look like Kirk Douglas again.

I’ve been keeping a written record of the trip that I’ve
tried to put online as a blog. Still trying. I’ve sent it to
Resonance [London radio art station; Resonance 104.4
fm] who I think are broadcasting bits of it on Fridays. 

Christmas…

Not very festive here despite some impressive 
decorations. It’s very hot and humid. The beer’s crap
and the football season has ended but it’s back to the
land of great steaks and vino later today. At last! So
much has happened but I can’t remember any of it.
Hope you are well and having a delightful festive 
season. 
El hombre perspirando, 
Magno x

Ciudad del Este…

Buenos dias amigos mios de la patria,

At last I’ve made it to Paraguay. It’s fantastic. 
It’s remarkably interesting but boring at the same 
time. Goodness knows what they are on about. They
understand me but reply in a Guarani, Spanish mix.
As I write this message in a hut off the main square 
I am watching a tropical storm blow the town away.
No one seems to care.

The Paraguayan daily newspaper, Ultima Hora 
reported that The University of Leicester had carried 
out a survey of the world’s most contented countries.
Paraguay came 75th and the headline read, “It turns
out we’re happy and we didn’t know it.”

Ciudad del Este is a typical border town, seething 
with chaos. Crowds of people passing across the bridge
mingle with moneychangers, food stalls, street sellers,
police, soldiers, horse and carts and people asleep on
the ground. It is known as the most disordered and
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lawless city in a country renowned for its corruption.
During the daytime it is one huge shopping centre
where Brazilians and Argentineans cross the frontier 
to buy contraband electrical goods. As I arrive in 
blazing sunshine at four in the afternoon, the main
road, running up through the centre of town, is a 
hive of activity with thousands of shoppers and 
traders busily lugging around all manner of packages. 

Throughout the day people can be seen shouldering
goods across the five hundred metre Puente de la
Amistad from Brazil, apparently with few controls 
or border checks. Ciudad del Este is famous for this
commerce, with many of its imports coming from Asia
to be re-exported to Argentina and Bolivia. It appears
that there are occasional searches. An anecdote related
to me by several people tells of a man who regularly
pushed a wheelbarrow of straw across the bridge. Each
time the police searched him without finding anything.
He was, of course, smuggling wheelbarrows. Paraguay
has long been the bane of its neighbours who have
much tighter import controls. Much to the annoyance
of Argentina and Brazil, Paraguay imports more
whisky than any other country in the world and this it
generously supplies, at cut price, to its neighbours.

Anyhow the reason I’m writing is that I staying in
Hotel del Lago on the shore of Lake Ypacarai in the
room next to the one in which Nazi lunatic, Bernard
Förster committed suicide. Afterwards, his wife
Elizabeth, (sister of Fred Nietzsche) rearranged mad
Fred’s writings to suit her own politics. Having dinner
with the owner tonight who will give me the details 
and bedsheets…

Hotel del Lago and the Försters: The Hotel 
del Lago, is described in a borrowed guide book as 
“run-down and past its best”. As I cross under the
lapacho trees of the plaza, I come across the hotel, 
renovated and shining resplendently in its own 
beautifully landscaped gardens. Finding that it has only
been re-opened for two weeks I decide that even
though it costs more than my usual lodgings, I’ll treat
myself to a bit of luxury. The Hotel del Lago was
established by Herr Weiler, a German immigrant, 
in 1888 and since then has been the favoured hotel 
for the Paraguayan jet set including all of its presidents
and military heroes. 

The walls are lined with photographs of the hotel in 
its hey-day and the atmosphere is one of rejuvenated
glamour. The next day at breakfast I meet Osvaldo,
one of the hotel’s new owners, who fills me in on the
history of the hotel and San Bernardino. I am curious
to know about Bernard Förster, a fanatical German
anti-Semite who left Germany in 1886 to establish an
Aryan settlement in Paraguay. I was not sure if this
may be a sensitive subject but he tells me cheerfully
that Förster committed suicide with an injection of
strychnine and morphine in the room next to mine 

and that he is buried in the local cemetery. Forster was
married to Elisabeth Nietzsche, sister of Friedrich.
Friedrich had a very low opinion of the Försters and
refused to support their scheme. After explaining his
plans to set up an anti-Semitic, vegetarian colony, the
Paraguayan government leased a plot of land to
Förster on the understanding that he housed at least
140 German families there. He did not appear to play
his cards very well. Arrivals in Nueva Germania found 
themselves living in leaky huts whilst building the
Försters a mansion. He took to riding around the new
settlement on a horse, requiring his fellow pioneers 
to doff their caps as he passed. Following a couple 
of typically rain-drenched winters, most of the 
immigrants gave up the whole, muddy escapade and
left the distraught Förster with mounting debts. 
His last days in the Hotel del Lago, where his 
increasing instability had driven him to a dependence
on drugs and alcohol, must have been a time for
uncomfortable reflection. After his suicide and the
lapse into insanity of Friedrich Nietzsche, Elisabeth
went home to publish “The Will of Power”, based on
Nietzsche’s notes but distorted in such a way to support
her own theories. 

I’ll be off to the cemetery later to see the grave. 
Also that of Luis Alberto del Paraná, my favourite
Latin singer. 

Anyone who knows a bit
about Paraguayan music
will have heard of Luis
Alberto del Paraná. Luis
Alberto was the great star
of mid 20th century
Paraguayan music.
During the 60s and early
70s he toured throughout
the Americas and Europe
with his band, Los
Paraguayos. Paraguayan
music is largely comprised

of love songs written for harp, guitars and voices. The
lyrics are often sad but the music rather jolly resulting
in songs that are sentimental and melodic, very 
different to the driving rhythms of salsa and tango
from neighbouring countries. Luis Alberto wrote 
and arranged his own songs within this traditional
framework and achieved great success, eventually 
starring in several feature films. Unwittingly in the 
film “La Burrolita de Ypacaraí”, he established a new
degree of film promiscuity with lusty shots of thighs,
cleavages, (not his), and food fights. A nice man 
sweeping leaves in the Recoleta cemetery showed me
the family tomb and gave me a potted history. 

Luis Alberto and his group, Los Paraguayos, were big
stars in their day, touring Europe on several occasions
and even playing at The London Palladium. It was
after a concert at The Palladium that he died of a
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brain haemorrhage in room 8 of the Prembridge 
Hotel on 15th September 1974. His real name was
Luis Osmar Mesa but he changed it to Del Paraná to
associate him more closely with his country. He was
said to carry a bag of Paraguayan earth in his pocket
for the same reason. It is tempting to report that he is
now lying beneath his beloved soil but he is not. He is
in a box draped with the Paraguayan flag, on a shelf
above his brother in the family tomb in Asuncion. 

Feeling a lot like Sydney Greenstreet and discovered
yesterday that he was born in Sandwich, Kent. 

You see; travel does broaden the mind.

A Happy New Year to you and yours. 
I hope all is well.
Muchos bonitas bananas desnudas.
Tu hombre perdido,
Magno xxx

New Year’s Eve…

Well here’s a fine turn up.

It’s 9pm New Year’s Eve. Following a delightful day of
live music and conversation I awake from a siesta to
find that, bar the receptionist, I’m the only person left
in the hotel. They’ve all gone to their homes and
there’s not another tourist in sight. It’s a bit like 
being in The Shining.

A message advises me to go to the Cafe Frances where
I will meet “nice people”. I’m beginning to miss the
company of the cockroach with which I shared my
shower.

All’s not lost. I’ve half a bottle of Argy red wine and
the bar is unmanned.
Hope your NY’s Eve is half as exciting. 
Feliz ano nuevo 
Luv Magno x

New Year’s Day…

Queridos amigos mios,

My New Years Eve improved considerably after I left
my cockroach and found the recommended cafe closed
and headed for a small hole in the wall. 
The previous day I had visited this “cafe” where I 
saw the owner asleep on the floor in front of the fridge
so that I couldn’t open the door to get a beer. They are
very good at sleeping in funny places here.

Turned out he was a really nice chap and a fellow 
artist to boot. I had a great time drinking beer, cider
and terere (cold tea) outside his cafe on NYE and

laughing at what was going on in the street. Spent a
few days chatting with him.

The Hotel del Lago have offered me an exhibition in
their gallery and a commission to make a wall relief
for the lobby. I’ve made a lot of good contacts in the
Asuncion art-world, (very small and totally corrupt),
thanks to the hotel owner who is also a rum sort.

January…

Just returned from a 4-day 
journey up the Rio Paraguay 
on a cargo ship (Cacique II ). 
I can’t explain the chaos and
wonder of this torturous trip 
but I deserve a  T- shirt saying 
I survived. As I’m the only
tourist in Paraguay I get a lot of
attention and people to talk to.
Most of them speak Guarani. 

I Travelled down river with a couple of Jehovah’s
Witnesses. They told me that there are Jehovah’s
Witnesses in 235 countries. I was not aware that there
are that many countries in the world and suspect that
they may have invented some. They also tell me 
they prefer to work here, as it is easier to convert the
riverside Catholics than the more difficult city dwellers.
They’ve got it sussed here. Up and down the river to
Brazil and beyond in a computerised yacht. One of
them drank almost as much as I do! Beats knocking on
doors in Finsbury Park. I’m thinking of converting.

The haircut…

The next morning, with a couple of hours to go until
the boat turns south again, I go in search of my 
haircut. On a dusty corner of Vallemí’s main street I
find a dark doorway into a plain white building, above
which is written in red letters, “PELUQUERIA LIDA”.
The same white frontage extends to the corner where,
above another doorway, is written in the same letters,
“RELOJERIA ORIS”. This place looks very much
what I had in mind so I go in. The shop is empty and
through a hatch in the wall I can see that the relojeria
is also deserted. After 5 minutes Lida appears and we
discuss my haircut. However, in the hope of getting a
before-and-after picture we have to wait another 10
minutes until her husband, the clock repairer, turns up
to take the photo. 

Whilst having the trim I tell Lida that I have come
from London especially to have my haircut in her
salon. She does not look surprised and I wonder if she
has a large contingent of international customers or
whether she is just inscrutable. The alternative is that
she may not know where London is. I have met a lot 
of people in South America who have no idea where



England is, but there again, I doubt if the average
Englishman could pinpoint Paraguay on a map. Lida
takes a careful 15 minutes to remove 2 inches of hair
before offering a pot of gel which I splosh on. It is
pretty short and I look more like Kirk Douglas than
ever, (what he looked like in The Vikings, not what he
looks like today). Then, requiring an after photo, 
I persuade the reluctant Lida to pose whilst her 
daughter takes the picture.

The haircut cost about 60 pence, and as I leave, the
family with dog and baby wave goodbye from the
doorstep. That’s what I call a proper service.

Hope all’s well with you.
Lotsa luv
Saunders of the River xxxxxxxxxx

La Paloma…

Hola amigos distantes sino no olvidados,

At last I’ve got to the coast. Uruguayan beaches are
great and I’ve fallen into beach-bum mode. Had a 
surfing lesson today. Easy! I don’t know what all the
fuss is about. The hardest part was fighting off the sun
tanned beach babes who obviously recognise a real
gentleman of the road, (and sea), when they see one.

Unfortunately my travelling trousers wore out in the
wash, and they’re only 25 yrs old. Now, although I’m
still looking cool, I’m a bit tatty on the edges. A bit like
Sydney Greenstreet but not as fat. I looked even
smarter before my white sunglasses fell in the river. 

At least I wear clothes. Most of the people here seem
to put on their underwear then go out.

Felt rough for a day or 2 but that’s due to staying up all
night too often. It’s worse than Spain here, they don’t
eat until after midnight, (because it takes so bloody
long to barbeque half a cow), and go out to the bars at
2. However, today I am on top form. Hired a bike 
this morning and have explored La Paloma, a chilled 
out beach town with a bit of a hippie feel. Found an

excellent beach bar where I’ll watch the sun set
tonight.

I’m staying in a cheap but dirty hostel where I have
bedmates of the insect kind but I think I must be 
getting a bit resistant as they haven’t savaged me yet.

You can hardly move in the sea for whales getting in
the way and the town is littered with their bones.
There is even 1/2 a whale on the police station roof.

Not sure I’m looking forward to getting home but a
proper beer would be most welcome. 
Can you buy me some please.

I hope your trousers are less problematic than mine.

Tu amigo quebrado, de pedo y feliz
Magno   
xxx 

Coming home…

I was aware as I sat on the southern side of the bridge
that my quest for a haircut had come to an end and 
I was now back in Argentina. With a hint of sadness 
I thought about the unloved and melancholic country
of Paraguay across the wide river and its thoughtful,
friendly and patriotic people who survive in an
unchanging country where working to improve one’s
lot is so difficult. I also thought of the lush natural
landscape, the exotic birds, warm muddy rivers, the
mate gourds, the distressed public statues, the football
fanaticism, the odd newspapers, the butterflies and the
broken street lights.

Paraguay is a beautiful and troubled country, 
land-locked and isolated in the middle of the South
American continent but despite the low opinion of its
neighbours and many fellow travellers, I feel it more
than repays the effort of a visit.

Finally I remembered Peluqueria Lida and now that
my hair is getting a bit long again I am beginning to
think I need another trim.

A full version of the written text on the voyage is 
available, please contact Magnus Irvin for a copy at:
magno@pig.abelgratis.com

If you are interested in his books, there is also a page
on his website at www.magnusirvin.co.uk

For more information on The Daily Twit see: 
www.dailytwit.com
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ARTIST’S PAGE CONTRIBUTORS

Christian Brett and Alice Smith (Bracketpress)
Bracketpress is almost exclusively driven by typography
and a heavy emphasis upon content, in particular 
political, social and philosophical themes. Producing
small editions from 10-150 copies, and a great deal 
of letterpress ephemera.

Christian Brett’s works include cxnsxrshxp by xmxssxxn
xnd thx xcxnxmxcs xf trxth, a 10,500-word essay, written
in 2003, in response to the events of 9/11 and the 2nd
Gulf War, “exploring the manipulation of and by the
media and the dismantling of democracy.”

Alice Smith’s books include WOMeN & MEN- An 
illustrative study of corporeality. “An eclectic range of
source materials and literature inspires the illustrations, 
drawing on issues and observations of stereotypical
behaviour and the performances of women and men,
with sexual and perverse undertones.”

Bracketpress; publishers of letterpress and digitally 
produced, artists’ books, editions, pamphlets and 
poetry. All publications are detailed and available to
order on the website www.bracketpress.co.uk

Matt Lumby/Hardbody List Poem II
One of a series of stripped-down poems, using lists 
to generate content and to control the development 
of poetic form.

Matt Lumby began creating artist’s book multiples on
the MA Communication Design course at Central
Saint Martins in 1997. Chemical Poetry of American Psycho,
an A6, 36-page one-colour booklet, printed in an 
edition of 500 on a shoestring budget, was a 
collaboration with colleague Gavin Ambrose. 
Over 200 copies have since been sold, with single
copies changing hands at Maggs Books in London 
for up to £100 each.

Matt has since produced, under the publication name
Hardbody, several short-run books of abstract verse
and typography. They are available through specialist
bookshops in London and New York, at artist’s book
fairs in the UK, and from the hardbody.org.uk website.
Larger one-off pieces have been exhibited at the ICA
bookshop in London and bought by collectors.

Matt regularly contributes to various art- and design-
based publications, and is currently seeking exhibition
spaces in which to display recent one-off bookworks
and large format prints.
www.hardbody.org.uk
contact@hardbody.org.uk 

Nick Pearson
In his two and three-dimensional works, Nick Pearson
uses, restores or re-inscribes the ordinary objects and
materials that surround us.

Such familiar objects are often already used, 
unfashionable or ‘falling out of use’ and in their 
recuperation and re-presentation as art take on a
strangely inappropriate quality. It is this wrong type
which Pearson identifies and expounds as a clue to
interpretation: on one level the work becomes 
abstracted, while on another a very cool eye remains
on the object’s own story.

Familiar coverings and references to furnishings or 
the built domestic space introduce a human element,
evoking sentiments associated with the intimate spaces
in which we live our lives

In Samples: The Treason of Images (shown this year in 
the touring exhibition, Sitting Room) 32 drawings, 
paintings and collages on wallpaper are bound as a
decorators’ sample book. By taking each image as a
loose starting point for the next, a challenging formal
and conceptual narrative is established in which
images, associations and styles slip in and out of
focus as the pages are turned.

Nick Pearson has exhibited internationally and lives
and works in London 
www.nickpearson.co.uk

Susan Platt is a Manchester based artist, and 
lectures at Manchester Metropolitan University. 
She is currently exploring narrative in the form of
artists’ books, making a series of autobiographical 
publications in the form of “Gulp Fiction”. She is 
currently devising a “Gulp Fictionary”-  of new 
words and definitions that come into being through 
her experiences. As part of the Righton Press group
Susan has most recently exhibited her work in the 
touring Sitting Room exhibition.

Anwen Williams is a Brighton-based book artist,
illustrator and badge maker. Originally from Yorkshire,
she studied illustration at Edinburgh College of Art
and the University of Brighton where an interest in
sequential imagery and book art developed. 

As a member of the Lucky Dip collective she regularly
exhibits at artist’s book fairs around the UK.
info@anwenwilliams.com
www.anwenwilliams.com
www.myspace.com/anwenwilliams

58



REFEREES’ BIOGRAPHIES

Maria Fusco is a writer and Senior Lecturer in
Visual Theories in the department of Digital Arts 
and Visual Communication at the University of East
London. 

Her research interests centre around the distributive,
networks of association and ensuing cultural seepage
that inform and invigorate contemporary art writing,
with a particular interest in self / independent visual
arts publishing. She regularly contributes to 
international visual arts magazines and journals and
recently edited Put About: A Critical Anthology on
Independent Publishing (Book Works, London, 2004), 
also convening an accompanying conference at Tate
Modern. She is currently developing a new book Living
Clay: Fiction and Visual Art, about the intrinsic critical
relationships between fiction writing and visual art
practice (JRP Ringier, Zurich, 2007).

Susan Johanknecht is an artist and writer who works
under the imprint of Gefn Press. Recent books include
Modern (Laundry) Production and Subsequent Drainage on
Folding Rocks. She is Subject Leader of MA Book Arts
at Camberwell College of Arts, London. 

Her forthcoming project Cunning Chapters co-curated
with Katharine Meynell, will be launched at the British
Library in 2007. Susan Johanknecht has curated a
Book Arts Feature for the Internet journal HOW2
which can be viewed at http://how2journal.com

Paulo Silveira (b.1958) lives in Porto Alegre, Brazil. 
He has degrees in; Fine Art (drawing and painting) and
Communications, and a Masters degree in Visual Arts
History, Theory and Criticism, from the Universidade
Federal do Rio Grande do Sul (UFRGS). 

He is currently completing his PhD at the same 
institution after doing field research in Paris. Paulo is
the coordinator of the publishing section of Editora da
UFRGS, the author of the artists’ books publication 
A página violada, 2001, and regularly writes articles on
contemporary art and the artist’s book. He is a 
member (heading the artists’ books section) of the
research group Veículos da Arte - Vehicles of Art.

Buzz Spector is an artist and critical writer. His work
makes frequent use of the book, both as subject and
object, and is concerned with relationships between
public history, individual memory, and perception. 
He has exhibited nationally and internationally, and
has written numerous critical essays and reviews. 

Spector was a co-founder of WhiteWalls, a magazine of
writings by artists, in Chicago in 1978, and served as
the publication’s editor until 1987. Since then he has
written extensively on topics in contemporary art and
culture, and has contributed reviews and essays to a
number of publications, including American Craft,
Artforum, Art Issues, Dialogue, Exposure, New Art Examiner,
and Visions. He is the author of The Book Maker’s Desire,
critical essays on topics in contemporary art and 
artists’ books (Umbrella Editions, 1995), and numerous 
exhibition catalogue essays, including Ann Hamilton: 
Sao Paulo - Seattle (University of Washington Press,
1992), and Dieter Roth (University of Iowa Museum 
of Art, 1999). 

Buzz Spector is Professor and Chair of the
Department of Art at Cornell University, USA. 

Tom Trusky is head of the Hemingway Western
Studies Center at Boise State University. The center,
though named after the writer, is devoted to Western
American cultures. It houses the Idaho Film
Collection; a unique state archive of silent and talkie
feature films shot in the state, and also hosts The Idaho
Center for the Book; an affiliate of the Library of
Congress Center for the Book. Trusky, a Professor of
English, manages these fiefdoms, teaches Book Arts
courses, and focuses his research efforts on self-taught,
likely autistic artist/bookmaker James Castle (1899-
1977) and silent film maker Nell Shipman (1892-1970). 

His most recent publication is PolygamyLand a 16.5’ 
continuously-printed, accordion-fold book which 
utilises the Deseret Alphabet and chronicles the
author’s visit to polygamous Fundamentalist 
Latter-Day Saints communities in Utah and Arizona.

Ulrike Stoltz is an artist who lives and works in
Germany and Italy. Her focus is on books, typography,
installations, texts and more. Ulrike is the Professor for
Typography and Book Art and Design at the
Hochschule für Bildende Kuenste Braunschweig,
Germany (University of Art and Design,
Braunschweig). 

Co-founder and member of Unica T (“a ficticious 
person making real books”) until the group split up in
2001. She has continued in artistic collaboration for 20
years with Uta Schneider as usus. www.boatbook.de
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Volume 2  No.1 comes out in October 2007
and includes essays by: 

David Faithfull
Mike Nicholson and Martin Antonetti
Rand Huebsch
Emily Artinian
Sarah Jacobs 

and more…

To subscribe to the next two issues, please visit:
www.bookarts.uwe.ac.uk/bookpub.htm
or email: Sarah.Bodman@uwe.ac.uk 
for a subscription form.

The annual subscription includes two issues,
online access, an artist’s badge specially 
commissioned for The Blue Notebook and 
some lovely stickers.

 


