





Walking Home: The path as transect in an 800km

autoethnographic enquiry.

Bram Thomas Arnold

Thesis submitted as part of Doctoral submission to

University of the Arts London at Falmouth University

April 2016






Abstract:

This practice-based project articulates the notion of an autoethnographic transect using Walking
Home, a particular journey that | made in 2009, as its foundation. Borrowing key terms from the fields
of ethnography and ecology, the project articulates a new contribution to knowledge by expanding
the notion of a transect and using methods appropriated from autoethnography to generate visual
arts practice in the wake of a long distance walk. Walking from London, England to St. Gallen,

Switzerland the journey was undertaken in the wake of my father’s death.

The key principle this project takes from autoethnography is that the position of the emotive self, as
researcher and researched, can offer unique insights into a given field. Methods borrowed from
autoethnography and ecology are re-employed throughout a transdisciplinary practice and body of
research that, through the development of an ecological from of subjectivity, articulates an
autoethnographic transect. The project expands the scale of a transect, from a line drawn across a

field, to a journey taken across Europe; one that is drawn, walked and talked into being.

Walking Home is presented in a holistic form whereby contextual and critical work is interwoven with
and within practice: writing, image making, performance and installation. This interwoven process,
whereby the practice and research become an inherent part of each other, is exemplified through a
body of work called Fondue, a performance, taking place as a dinner party, which has evolved out of
my engagement with autoethnography. An exhibition took place in Spring 2015, the outcomes of
which are folded into this thesis. Articulating the notion of an autoethnographic transect as a new
method within the field of visual arts practice this thesis will be of interest to performance

practitioners, artists and writers engaged with the field of walking as a form of practice or process.



Author’s note.

Walking Home: the path as transect in an 800km autoethnographic enquiry, is a thesis that uses as its
foundation a journey | once made from London, England to St. Gallen in Switzerland. The practice
that emerges from this singular journey necessarily causes material to be revisited from multiple
angles over a period of years through numerous practice-based methods. As such the reader should
be aware that material will be (re)-encountered over the course of these pages, arrived at from a
different angle, or at a different time, through an alternative lens or a secondary register. This multi-
vocalisation is an intentional element of this thesis and of the processes of memory, interpretation,
forgetting and recall that my practice grapples with. It is hoped that the reader will experience these

(re)-views as opportunities rather than obstacles.

Bram Thomas Arnold. 2016.
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Introduction

“When did our walk begin? When will it ever end? We cannot remember, and will never know.”

(Ingold and Vergunst 2008: 1)

i. Walking Home.

Walking Home existed as an idea, then a proposal before it becoming a reality, a journey from
London to Switzerland made predominantly alone and on foot in 2009, prior to my undertaking this
practice-based research project. Its position here in italics at the beginning of things then, is to

suggest that all that is to follow takes place after an event known by the title Walking Home.

Walking Home was an idea, to set off to walk from the place | called home at the time, a flat in
Hackney Central, back to the place of my birth in St. Gallen, Switzerland, in the wake of my estranged
father's death. | last saw my father in 1994 and he passed away in 2006, some 2 days before my 24t
birthday, and two months prior to my enrolment on an MA in Arts & Ecology at Dartington College of
Arts. Over two years of MA study my practice, and my experience of grief began to mingle; this
process culminated in Walking Home, a performance installation that explored the possibility of
walking back to Switzerland. The journey itself took place in 2009 after a reprisal of my MA show was

shown at Shed & a Half Gallery in London.

In 2009 | arrived back from Switzerland and after spending some time in Wales compiling notes,
going through photographs and material collected along the way | found myself struggling to come
to terms with these events, and quite what to do with all these things. All these things amounted to
about 18,000 words in notes, nearly a thousand photographs, marginalia, proposals, places to revisit
and experiences to articulate. | needed a way to compose work from this material, to understand and
then to devise methods for sharing these experiences through my practice. It was through this
process that | turned to examine autoethnography, a method that was briefly discussed during my
MA. Autoethnography, the ethnography of the self, is a key field of enquiry that | examine in Part One
of this thesis. This in turn led me to the pursuit of an autoethnographic transect that this thesis, and

the practice it unveils is an account of.

This thesis is an account of a practice-based research project that interprets autoethnography as a

methodological tool for developing visual, performance and written practices: practice that

12



articulates, not the precise experience of a walk, nor the emotional sensation of a journey, but works
that create spaces in which an audience may be drawn into undertaking a journey of their own. This
thesis both presents elements of the practice-based outcomes that this research has produced whilst
also outlining autoethnography and its potential use to arts based practitioners and researchers. The
practice and research are intimately bound up with my personal encounter with grief, and with
seeking to find ways of hinting at this shadow that can never be truly articulated from one to another.
The autoethnographic transect and the practice-based work | have produced from it became a way of

finding particular events and places out in the world that echo this sense of very personal loss.

Upon my return from Switzerland in 2009 | invited a number of friends to join me for a dinner, a
round-table conversation about what had taken place and what it could become. That first Fondue
became the foundation for a series of iterations that are articulated throughout this thesis, and a
performance installation that formed the centre of an exhibition of this work’s practice-based
outcomes in 2015. Throughout this thesis | develop a number of contextual frames of reference for
this research that are encountered as they become relevant, the work moving through a series of
modes of practice that interweave, overlap and become transdisciplinary by destabilizing the
boundaries between these modes (Kershaw & Nicholson 2011: 7). Below | set out a number of terms
that arise through the coming thesis to give the reader some parameters for this work. Through these

definitions the key fields this thesis draws from will be identified.

ii. Path.

At the time my submission for confirmation was registered’ | was still using footpath within my title
whose simplicity is clearly set out by the Oxford English Dictionary (OED 2015) as a path that is for
foot passengers only. Switching to use the word path occurred due to the glaring dissonance
between the route | walked between London and St. Gallen and this definition of footpath. Upon the
journey to Switzerland | was frequently walking along the side of a main road, or on a back lane or
bridleway. All of these pathways are for multiple users and so | have switched to using path, in a
particular definition outlined by the OED online in point 5 as “the course along which a person or
thing moves or passes; an imaginary line representing this” (ibid). | would draw the reader’s attention
here to the second section of this definition, as the imaginary line representing this path is, in the

case of this research study going to be referred to as a transect. The route of Walking Home that has

! "Registration is the process in the first year of your degree when you develop your research degree proposal for approval by the College

Research Degrees Subcommittee” (UAL 2015: 23).
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become the focus of my methodology through the developing notion of an autoethnographic
transect was initially a line drawn in permanent marker onto an atlas of Europe. This line was then
used to build a step-by-step approximation to be taken, from city to town, woodland to coast, plain

to mountain range.

iii. Transect.

The term transect is a fieldwork method in Ecology, a term | first encountered during my
undergraduate study at Oxford Brookes University, to which | did not return until studying under Dr.
Christian Taylor, a mycologist, as part of the MA at Dartington. Within the field of Ecology the term is
defined as “a line used in ecological surveys to provide a means of measuring and representing
graphically the distribution of organisms” (Allaby 2004: 409). A line is drawn across a field in order to
study the organisms, generally flora, using one of two systems: a belt transect or a line transect. A
belt transect uses a quadrat, a square of wire used to demarcate a particular area of a given size,
anywhere from a square foot to several square metres, to count the species within the square along
the line that spans the field, and the line transect is used to count any organisms that are in direct
contact with the line. Williams explains that “transects are useful for recording changes in the species
composition of plant communities where some sort of transition exists, e.g. from water to land or

from one type of soil to another" (Williams 1987: 17).

| first thought of expanding this definition by scaling it up in a project entitled ‘Door To Moor’ (Arnold
2007a) in which | walked the same path from my house to the edge of Dartmoor National Park
multiple times, examining it through different processes each time; methods from this project have
been built upon throughout this PhD and will be highlighted as and when required. In a piece of free-

writing from the time, first presented in an installation at The Gallery, Dartington, | wrote:

If a transect could be 9 miles long and still function as such, what would you be
sampling along a 9 mile line? People, place, ecology, specimens, land use, land
ownership, a culture, country, or would the space created by the footsteps become
an opportunity to sample that which is truly [mine] and [mine] alone, to stroll through
[my] own perception, to let go of the mind and see where it went [...] to explore the
labyrinth of my own thought, and use the footsteps as a rhythm for the mind and the

landscape as a canvas for the imagination (Arnold 2007b).

14



This quote is the foundation of my use of the word transect in this research project, and that act of
drawing a line upon a map mentioned above was the first step taken towards Walking Home. This act
in itself led me to encounter a problem that is explored elsewhere in a work made by Francis Alys
entitled ‘The Green Line’ (Dillon 2010: 140-141). He set out to follow the supposed line of the 1967
armistice between Israel and Palestine, a line that had been in dispute due to its being drawn on a
map of a certain scale with a pencil of a certain thickness. The dispute on the ground focused upon
the key question of who owned the thickness of the line, the thickness of which in reality covers

significant tracts of land in a slender country.

So the path and the transect under examination through this practice-based research are the
particular route taken between two places, and the treatments or methods used to interpret the path
as a transect. The thickness of the line became finer by degrees during the reality of the walk, before
broadening once more in the wake of the walk that forms this thesis. Before taking the next step into
defining autoethnography, to which the first chapter of this thesis is broadly dedicated, | want to

linger over this borrowing of terminologies from ecology a little longer.

iv. Ecology.

Ecology is composed of eco, derived from the ancient Greek term oikos, meaning ‘home’ (Guattari
2000: 4), to which the suffix ology is attached, denoting its status as a branch of knowledge. First
coined by Ernst Haeckel in his Generelle Morphologie (1866), although Bramwell (1989: 253-254)
offers a more in-depth consideration of the first coining that may also have arisen in the work of
Thoreau. Ecology, a relatively young branch of science, became the study “of the interrelationships
among organisms and between organisms, and between them and all aspects, living and non-living
of their environment” (Allaby 2004: 136). The phrasing of this definition, its particular use of ‘them’
and ‘their’, suggests that humans are beyond the scope of this study, conductors, rather than
participants (Bramwell 1989: 39-63). With the emergence of the green movement in Western society,
(Carson 1963, Devall & Sessions 1985, Schumacher 1974) the framework of Ecology was expanded to
include us in the picture of the ‘them’ and the ‘their’: this expansion of the scope of ecology lead to
the coining of ecosophy, or ‘ecological philosophy’. On the one hand through the work of Norwegian
thinker Arne Naess, Deep Ecology, in short a philosophy which promotes the idea of living as if
nature mattered, "a way of developing a new balance and harmony between individuals,
communities and all of Nature” (Devall & Sessions 1985: 7) a holistic vision that sidestepped the

looming position of an increasingly dominant global form of capitalism. On the other hand, the work
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of Felix Guattari, whose short work The Three Ecologies (2005) added a third branch to ecology.
Creating a subject that had evolved from being environmental in focus, to a folding in of the social
sphere, to add a third layer that focused upon the mental sphere and the role of the self within an
ecological perspective, by suggesting that “human subjectivity, in all its uniqueness is as endangered

as those rare species that are disappearing from the planet every day” (ibid 2005: 6).

This autoethnographic transect encounters the world through this third layer, it is a prospective form
for navigating ones ecological environment, wherein “ecology must stop being associated with the
image of a small nature-loving minority or qualified specialists” (ibid 2005: 52), but expand to engage
and involve each of us and all our interconnections?. The pursuit of the transect is the pursuit of ones
own position, using unexpected events and discoveries made along the way to outline the position of
the self, which is drawn from memory and constructed by our own recollections, amidst the constantly
shifting sands of our social, political and historical contexts. Guattari's turn towards aesthetic
paradigms, rather than traditional scientific terms of knowledge production, is picked up by Nicolas
Bourriaud whose work in The Radicant (Bourriaud 2009) can be viewed as a critical attempt to outline
artworks that consist of a journey-form to be taken “in a human space [...] completely surveyed and
saturated, [wherein] all geography [has] become psycho-geography” (ibid: 120). The work of

Bourriaud and Guattari will be revisited throughout the forthcoming chapters.

v. Performance.

This thesis builds towards a conclusion that is based on a presentation of practice-based research, a
significant element of which takes place as a series of live events hosted round a dinner table. By
setting out my working definition of Performance here the parameters for interpreting this work are

laid out.

It is initially to be noted that my practice has its roots in the fields of Fine and Visual Arts, arriving at
performance and live works very much to my surprise. The foundations of my critical thinking around
the field of performance, are to be found in Carlson’s Performance: A Critical Introduction (2004).
Carlson sites the foundations of performance studies within the fields of sociology and anthropology,

working back towards the work of Goffman (1966: 18) whose notions of the gathering and the

? In the depths of my thinking about this evolution in the definition of Ecology a debt is owed to my time at Dartington College of Arts and
the work of Alan Boldon undertaken there. At the time I was reading Max Oelschlaeger’s work The Idea of Wilderness, whose conclusions draw
close to both the thinking of Guattari and Jean-Luc Nancy to whom this thesis will return: thoughts that underpin my practice “a convergence
of scientific research and reflective thought on the premise that the human and cultural are linked with the material and organic. [...] for what
is known to exist is known only in relation to something else.” (Oelschlaeger 1991: 320-321).
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situation are of particular relevance to the performance of Fondue. Goffman outlines that a gathering
occurs when two or more people find themselves in a situation that necessarily takes place in a public
place — a theatre, park, bar or gallery for example. The arrival of a second person into any of these
spaces creates a situation in which individuals begin to perform a situated activity, “the newcomer, in

effect, transforms the solitary individual and himself into a gathering" (ibid: 21).

This position however is contradicted by a notion put forward by John MacAloon who states that
“there is no performance without pre-formance” (MacAloon 1984: 9), suggesting that performance is
pre-meditated behaviour being enacted for an audience of some form or other. A performance in this
sense is something that is done knowingly, or with an intention, whereas the situated behaviour

noted by Goffman takes place throughout the day-to-day experiences of living.

| would like to hold on to MacAloon’s notion of pre-formance as the defining factor of performance
for a moment and counterbalance it with what Conquergood refers to as dialogical performance
(1985). Dialogical performance proffers a route out of what Conquergood refers to as the “moral
morass and ethical minefield” (ibid 9) of performance, into a space of uncertainty through dialogue, a
space where the self and the other are thrown together into a platform of debate, a world of shifting
sands that acts to keep “the dialogue between performer and text open and ongoing” (ibid 9).
Holding gently onto these two positions then | would suggest that the performance that takes place
within Fondue, to which Parts 5 and 6 of this thesis attend, is a dialogic form that exists within a pre-

formed world.

vi. Towards a map of the thesis.

Part One: On Autoethnography will set out the field of Autoethnography from which | have
borrowed a number of methodological devices and subsequently applied them to an 800km long
transect through a number of forms of practice. It begins with a historical context for the evolution of
the field of autoethnography that coincides with the progression of the environmental movement
from the 1970s onwards, before tackling more contemporary developments of the field and taking in
a case study of the work of Marc Augé to which my thinking owes a considerable debt. Through this
chapter | look at questions of validity in relation to practice-based research and forms of knowledge

production.
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With the conclusion of this theory-driven Chapter the thesis steps into a practice-driven mode that is
denoted by a secondary font that opens Part Two: How To Walk. This reflective writing, set in
Goudy Old Style 10 Pt, is indented from the main text and left aligned. These journal entries are edited
from and composed of a handwritten body of reflective work that has been kept in a series of 9
notebooks over the past four years. Each journal entry is given a heading that gives the entry a
geographic locus and a date. They are encountered throughout the thesis in a non-linear form,
sometimes skipping ahead and sometimes dropping into the past, the first entry going back to Totnes
High Street, early 2007. The journal entries are given with endnote numbers rather than embedded

references so as not to interrupt the flow of the text; these endnotes can be found on page 177.

Part Two also introduces and contextualises a second key element of this thesis and its practice-
based outcomes. Interleaved between the pages of this work are 9 fold-out images that together
comprise a series entitted How To Walk, nine drawings that each measure 76 x 55cm. These
reproductions are forms of practice that can be read before, after or during a reading of this thesis, or
as Guattari posits in Chaosmosis, “| invite those who read me to take or reject my concepts freely”

(1995: 12).

Through Part Three: Setting off with outlines, equipment and foundations | introduce the

context of the Walking Artists Network (WAN) that was founded in 2011 as a resource and network
for “everyone who defines themselves as a walking artist, and everyone who is interested in walking

as a mode of art practice” (WAN 2011), before stepping back into the processes developed during
my MA research that led to the development of the term transecting as a research tool for long
distance walking and arts practice. The ‘Setting Off' of the title mirrors the title of the third part of
How To Walk that is encountered here and thus makes apparent the links between this nine-part
drawing and this thesis which begin to drive each other, thus Part Three deals with the context of
walking as arts practice through both the Walking Artists Network and an exhibition that took place in
2013 called the Walking Encyclopaedia in which a work of mine was featured entitled Walking Home:
Infinite Edition. The relationship between my practice and a number of key works featured in the
Walking Encyclopaedia are the main contextualising focus of this section, which concludes with the
text piece at the heart of Walking Home: Infinite Edition and a series of stills taken from Walking

Home (Again).

Part Four: Technology, collaboration and failure draws its main focus from a paper published

in Digital Creativity (Arnold et al 2015) which is included in full in the appendix. The paper discusses a
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collaborative project entitled A Belgian Transect produced by myself and Eleanor Wynne Davis in
2012 as part of Sideways, a festival in Belgium that, over the course of a month, traversed the country
from West to East. Eleanor Wynne Davis is an artist and musician with whom | had previously worked
whilst studying at Dartington. The technology under discussion is moving image work with a focus
upon live broadcast performances via a process called Field Broadcast developed by Birch & Smith
(www.fieldbroadcast.org). The collaboration is my work with Davis in Belgium and Wiltshire where we
produced an installation from A Belgian Transect and the influence this work had on the forthcoming
process of producing Fondue as part of Walking Home (Again). The failure is to be outlined therein,
but points away from the production of moving image works and to a more critical focus upon
performance, presence and the emotional heart of Walking Home, a dinner that took place shortly

after arriving in Switzerland, and then again shortly after arriving back in London in 2009.

To turn towards Part Five: Fondue and the place of performance is the next task of this
thesis. Fondue has evolved, over a number of years, into an event that is particular to each
occurrence, its recurrent mode is that of a dinner table and a number of guests. Through its focused
introduction here | seek to contextualise my practice in relation to two other key terms, that of place,
and performance, by citing key theoretical works and a number of contemporary practitioners with
whom | share a kinship, including the work of Rebecca Birch, Mark Fisher & Justin Barton amongst

others.

Part Six: Walking Home Again, from conversation to practice, once again brings a
temporal shift to proceedings, moving back from the conclusion of Part Five that sits in 2013 to a
conversation | had along the Regent’s Canal in London in 2010. The thesis turns again towards
autoethnography and a particular focus on its influence upon a method, a series of walks and
conversations referred to collectively as Walking Home Again. The absence of parentheses around
Again are to be noted as this Again is a physical process, marked out in miles on the streets of
London, the fields of Kent and the hillsides of Germany. Within Part Six Macfarlane’s significance is
rendered through a consideration of what is commonly referred to in literature as New Nature
Writing, the writing of Rebecca Solnit rises again and Chang’s Autoethnography as Method (Chang
2008) is a key tool for developing the practice that is evidenced in Part Seven, which is to be seen as

the critical interpretation of the practice-based conclusion of this thesis.

Part Seven: Towards an exhibition opens with a journal-based account of the exhibition

Walking Home (Again) that took place at Fish Factory Arts Space in Falmouth from March 27% — April
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19 in 2015 and concludes with the presentation of five fugues that formed the focal point of
Fondue, a performative installation that took place within the installation space of the gallery. In
between this act of opening with a journal and closing with a script that is to be recalled as opposed
to memorised, Towards an Exhibition, utilizes the definition of performance as set out above to
develop the use of the term fugue to describe a script that is not intended to be read aloud nor
committed to memory, but is written so as to be reconstructed in the space between memory and
forgetting: or to borrow a metaphor from Marc Augé, in the space between the oblivion of the ocean,

and the ever changing shoreline of memory (Augé 2004: 20).

In 2010, in a co-authored article Ellis et al state; "a researcher uses tenets of autobiography and
ethnography to do and write autoethnography. Thus, as a method, autoethnography is both process
and product" (Ellis et al 2010). This thesis is to be considered a form of practice, a practice-based
outcome of an autoethnographic transect that is the performance, and the writing, and the drawing
of a path into being that was first walked in 2009, a path that now exists as a shadow in the mind of
the writer and the reader, the artist and the audience, rather than as a physical place to which any

one of us could go.
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Part One. On Autoethnography.

Fig. 1. Telegraph Map. A line drawn onto a map, to be walked, talked and performed into being.

1.1 Autoethnography, an introduction.

Autoethnography is an approach to research and writing that has developed as a distinct
methodology within the field of ethnography. Within this practice-based research | use the term as a
source to generate and enhance methods in order to develop a body of practical work and
theoretical research that uses a path across Europe as a transect. Through an interpretation of the
qualitative research method outlined in this chapter, a reflexively adjusted process has evolved to
generate practice research data that will introduce the notion of an autoethnographic transect,
through borrowing and reconfiguring methods from autoethnography and contemporary
performance, whilst contextually siting the project in the realm of Fine Art. This section will lead the
reader through the development of autoethnography within the field of ethnography and
subsequently how my interpretation of it has been reconfigured reflexively through the process of

this research project.
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1.2 A historical introduction to the term Autoethnography

Autoethnography is a methodology that has developed during the past two decades as a branch of
ethnography, where ethnography can be defined as the objective study of a defined social group
other to that of the observer (Denzin and Lincoln 2000: 37-41). In 1995 Hammersley & Atkinson were

able to state that:

In its most characteristic form [ethnography] involves the ethnographer participating,
overtly or covertly, in people's daily lives for an extended period of time, watching
what happens, listening to what is said, asking questions - in fact, collecting whatever
data are available to throw light on the issues that are the focus of the research

(Hammersley and Atkinson 1995: 1).

The 2007 edition of the same book has had to make room for autoethnography, stating “in fact,
there is no sharp distinction even between ethnography and the study of individual life histories, as

the example of 'auto/ethnography' shows” (Hammersley and Atkinson 2007: 1).

For Hammersley and Atkinson the “fuzzy semantic boundary” (ibid: 1) between ethnography and
autoethnography can be stated thus: where ethnography is the study of a social group, through
observation, participation and the collection and interpretation of visual materials, by an objective
observer who is not a member of that social group (Delamont et al. 2001),® autoethnography is the
study of a social group from an active member of the social group under study, where the

"autoethnographer is both the researcher and the researched” (Muncey 2010: 3).

Autoethnography then is the process of turning the ethnographic eye not on cultures dotted
throughout the Pacific or Indonesia or Africa, but rather focusing one’s research on one’s own culture
and the presence and position of the self within it (Bochner and Ellis 2002; Chang 2008; Ellis et al.
2010; Short et al 2013). As with ethnography, this research can include exploring political, historical,
personal, religious or community processes, but in the case of autoethnography the research
specifically focuses on a particular aspect of the self in context, and how it is affected, changed, and

formed within that context (Short et el 2013: 2).

3 Brunt particularly states: "Ethnographers were sent on expedition to faraway places to describe the daily lives of unknown tribes and
primitive peoples or were busy probing communities in their own societies" (Cited in Delamont et al. 2001: 87).

22



The first instance of autoethnography being used as a key term was in the context of a study entitled
‘What do people do? Dani-autoethnography’ (Heider 1975), in which Heider interviewed 50
Indonesian school children in an attempt to discover their perceptions of their own culture, asking
the very simple question ‘What do people do?. The process that led Heider to use the term
autoethnography was getting the social group under study to consider themselves, from their own
perspective; it was their position as members of the social group under question that granted them a

privileged perspective. Heider writes:

"Auto” for autochthonous, since it is the Dani's own account of “what people do”;
and “auto” for automatic, since it is the simplest routine-eliciting technique

imaginable (ibid: 3).

Mary Louise Pratt went on to develop these ideas in her work Imperial Eyes: Travel writing and
transculturation, where she defines her use of the words ‘autoethnography’ and ‘autoethnographic

expression’ idiosyncratically:

| use these terms to refer to instances in which colonized subjects undertake to
represent themselves in ways that engage with the colonizer's own terms. If
ethnographic texts are a means by which Europeans represent to themselves their
(usually subjugated) others, autoethnographic texts are those the others construct in

response to or in dialogue with those metropolitan representations (Pratt 1992: 7).

These early constructions of autoethnography, in the era of post-modernism — Heider (1975), Hayano
(1979) and Pratt (1992) — created a gap in the social sciences, whose predilection for qualitative data
had already opened them to more subjective perspectives (Denzin and Lincoln 2000: 1-4). | have
mentioned postmodernism here, as it is integral to the nature of autoethnography. Richardson writes
that “the core of postmodernism is the doubt that any method or theory, discourse or genre,
tradition or novelty, has a universal claim as the ‘right’ or the privileged form of authoritative
knowledge” (Richardson in Denzin and Lincoln 2000: 928). Autoethnography has grown out of
postmodernism by giving the tools of exploration to the people who are being explored, thereby

questioning the role and pedestal of the external observer.

In the year following Pratt’s publication of Imperial Eyes, an article was published in The Sociological

Quarterly by Carolyn Ellis that was later reprinted in Revision: Autoethnographic Reflections on Life
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and Work (Ellis 2009a). This work is the first published text by Ellis who has established an approach

to the word autoethnography that defines it as:

An approach to research and writing that seeks to describe and systematically
analyze personal experience in order to understand cultural experience. This
approach challenges canonical ways of doing research and representing others and
treats research as a political, socially just and socially conscious act. A researcher
uses tenets of autobiography and ethnography to do and write autoethnography.

Thus, as a method, autoethnography is both process and product. (Ellis et al. 2010)

This definition is taken from Autoethnography: An Overview, which offers an extensive history of
autoethnography as Ellis et al interpret it. This definition of autoethnography is also flanked by the
work of Chang (Chang 2008), Spry (Spry 2001), Muncey (Muncey 2010) and Short (Short et al 2013).
Autoethnography as Method (Chang 2008) provides a list compiled from an essay by Ellis and
Bochner (in Denzin 2000: 739-40), which they preface with the declaration that “the meanings and
applications of autoethnography have evolved in a manner that makes precise definition and
application difficult” (ibid: 739). The extensive list of methods, detailing some 39 separate forms

includes only five that could be interpreted as anything but written forms of research:

complete-member research
first-person accounts

lived experience
opportunistic research
radical empiricism

(Chang 2008: 47-48)

This list therefore gives an insight into the diverse practices that could be used within
autoethnographic research, methods which are in Ellis and Bochner's words “similarly situated
terms” (Ellis and Bochner in Denzin 2000: 739), but the list, in both its sheer breadth and its lacunas
invites contribution. The five methods sited above could go beyond the written word, and it is my
contention that the methods | have developed within my practice can be added to such a list. The
list above also draws a link through to reading | have been undertaking into notions of the romantic,

to which this study will later turn.

Ellis, Adams, & Bochner (2010) go on to discuss the importance of autoethnography to “ways of

producing meaningful, accessible, and evocative research grounded in personal experience...[of]
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experiences shrouded in silence” (Ellis et al. 2010). It is this interpretation of autoethnography to
which | was initially drawn, and it is the definition provided by this essay that | seek to use as the
foundation for an adaptation of autoethnography, functioning as | do as a transdisciplinary

practitioner® of contemporary art.

Before moving on, it needs to be clarified that the underpinning factor within autoethnography is the

self, for as Chang eloquently puts it:

autoethnography benefits greatly from the thought that the self is an extension of
community rather than that it is an independent, self-sufficient being, because the
possibility of cultural self-analysis rests on an understanding that self is part of a

cultural community (Chang 2008: 26).

This notion of self, a concept that has seen an increasing amount of literature devoted to it since
Descartes (Elliott 2007: 15), is further built upon the foundations provided by the work of George
Herbert Mead (Mead 1934), Erving Goffman (Goffman 1971) and Anthony Giddens (Giddens 1991).
According to Elliot, “Mead develops an interpretation of the social nature of the constitution of the
self [...in which...] he places great emphasis upon the social self; each of us, as individuals, fashions a
sense of our own selfhood through engagement with other selves” (Elliott 2007: 31). The self as
defined above by Chang is formed by its surroundings and the interactions that occur in the
everyday flow between the self and its social, cultural, and personal surroundings; it is upon this

definition that this project rests.

By its use of the self as a generative focus, autoethnography allows for interpretation in its
application and though there are schools and methods within it, there is no one path to be followed;
each structural application of autoethnography within a research project will be generated using “a
mix of artistic representation, scientific enquiry, self-narration and ethnography” (Ngunjiri et al.
2010). It is my contention that producing an autoethnographic study of walking practice, using the
transect | walked in the wake of my father's death as the underlying structure, would be a useful
contribution to the field of walking arts practices, of interest to both practitioners and researchers. |

propose to do this using a set of core methods outlined below in section 4 where autoethnography

is being used to develop key elements within my practice-based research.

4 The particulars of defining this world will be dealt with in Chapter 3, but here, suffice to say that a transdisciplinary practice is one that,
through the multiplicity of practices present, destabilizes traditional distinctions between these practices. (Kershaw and Nicholson, 2011: 7)
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1.3 Potential pitfalls of autoethnography

Autoethnography is not without its critics. The main charge is generally noted as being the risk of

self-indulgence (Buzard 2003: 75). Andrew C. Sparkes confronts this issue thus:

The universal charge of self-indulgence so often levelled against autoethnography is
based largely on a misunderstanding of the genre in terms of what it is, what it does,
and how it works in a multiplicity of contexts. Autoethnographies can encourage acts
of witnessing, empathy, and connection that extend beyond the self of the author
and thereby contribute to sociological understanding in ways that, among others, are
self-knowing, self-respectful, self-sacrificing and self-luminous. (Sparkes in Bochner

and Ellis 2002: 222)

Of the three key issues highlighted in the authoritative account by Buzard, two are confined to the

realm of anthropology, as this is the position from which Buzard approaches it:

First, as the concept has been sketched out so far, it seems to involve us in forms of
"essentialism” or “identity politics” that we would prefer to believe we had
overcome long ago. These pitfalls, sufficiently evident to anthropologists back in the
1960’'s and 70’'s when some of their number began espousing varieties of “native
anthropology,” still lie in our path: some theorists believe they can invoke the
concept of autoethnography without stepping into them, while others may be
reluctant to embrace the term because they suspect such pitfalls cannot be avoided.
Second, while we possess familiar metaphors and narratives capable of explaining to
us the process by which an ethnographer goes about acquiring authoritative
knowledge of a culture that is not his own, we have no such equipment when it
comes to autoethnography, largely because of the persistent (“essentialist”)
assumption that one doesn’t really need to explain how one acquires authoritative

knowledge of “one’s own culture” (Buzard 2003: 61-62).

The first pitfall can be here dismissed, as | am not looking to contribute directly to the field of
autoethnography, but to borrow from it. The second, whereby anthropologists struggle for
equipment with which to authoritatively acquire information, as an arts practitioner | am able to draw

on the reservoir of methods within the arts that | have been developing through my practice since
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2001. His third criticism is that the conflicting approaches within autoethnography are part of the
reason it is yet to establish itself as the predominant form of discourse within contemporary
ethnography. Muncey's riposte to this would be that “autoethnographers reside comfortably within
these edgelands and relish the interface between the different landscapes” (Muncey 2010: 29), and
as an artist whose work resides in the liminal space between many practices | have to align myself
with this position. My contention is that in order to define my position as a walking artist in the 21
century by utilizing the path as a transect, an autoethnographic methodology is not only a useful

tool, but a necessary and as yet unexplored one.

Autoethnography is a young field of enquiry, a similar example to the Hammersley & Atkinson 2™
edition mentioned above can be found in the absence of autoethnography in the Handbook of
Methods in Cultural Anthropology (Bernard 1998) and its subsequent appearance in the Handbook
of Ethnography (Atkinson 2001). The issue of essentialism glimpsed in this quote from Buzard, that is
prevalent within autoethnography as a method bears a kinship to the uneasy, and therefore exciting,
ground that research projects within the field of arts find themselves (Press in Gray and Malins 2004,
x — xiii). Buzard’s unease with “essentialism” is that of an ethnographer, the unease of a social
scientist stepping into the realm of the autoethnographic where, according to the editors of
Contemporary British Autoethnography, “grand theorizing, the facade of objectivity, the
decontextualising of research participant and the search for single truths are all rejected” (Short et al

2013: 4).

This research project has been devised in the full awareness of this unease, and addresses that
unease with an excitement at the uncertainty that lies within arts practice and therefore in arts
research (see Freeman 2003: xxi — xlvii). This research project is reaching into autoethnography to
draw from its methods and take them into the realm of Fine Arts practice. The issue of “essentialism”
however, is also frequently levelled at arts research and its validity: the recalling of a conversation by
Press, “'Pretty work’, | heard a social scientist say to a PhD student in jewellery, ‘but | fail to see how
this extends our knowledge of human communication’” (Press in Gray and Malins 2004, x — xiii). This
quote highlights a difficulty arts’ practitioners are likely to encounter whilst undertaking practice-
based research, the key is to not give up for “if we lose that sense of wonder — that relentless [and
one could say endless] search for truth and beauty — then the whole enterprise becomes pointless”

(ibid).
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Autoethnography has stepped on regardless of this uncertainty — as indeed has practice-based
research in the arts — becoming increasingly more prevalent, spawning conferences such as the 3rd
International Congress of Qualitative Inquiry in May 2007 (CQl 2007), an Annual conference of
British Autoethnography, journal articles (Alexenburg 2008, 231 - 246; O'Byrne 2007, 1381 — 1391)
and special issues (Smith-Shank and Keifer-Boyd, 2007) and within these developments new

subdivisions and further realms of enquiry open up.

1.4 Evocative and Analytic autoethnography.

Within autoethnography there are two main camps of practice that are known as evocative and

analytical. According to Muncey, "the current discourse of autoethnography refers almost exclusively
to evocative autoethnography"” (Muncey 2010: 36). How writers consider their position can be

considered in terms of how much weight is given to an etymological breakdown of the word itself.
Auto (on the self) Ethno (on the cultural) and Graphy (on the written method or process). There are
degrees of the practice that variously draw their focus closer to the self, the cultural or the
methodological (Ellis & Bochner in Denzin & Lincoln 2000: 740). Ellis can be seen to be at the more
emotive end of the spectrum, or at the beginning of the word, where she can be found arguing for
the evocative and more emotionally engaging or subjective autoethnography. The work of Anderson

however, can be seen to be at the more methodological end of the spectrum, or end of the word.

In 2006 Anderson’s article gave 5 points that a piece of autoethnographic writing must adhere to lest

it fall by the wayside. The researcher must be:

1. 1- ‘A complete member in the social world under study’

2. 2- Engage reflexivity to analyse data on the self.

3. 3- Be visibly and actively present in the text.

4. 4- Include other informants in similar situations in data collection.
5. 5- Be committed to theoretical analysis. (Anderson 2006: 373-395)

In a review by Ellis of Chang’s book Autoethnography as Method Ellis states: "From my perspective,
you can’t have autoethnography without heart and soul: caring, feeling, passion, and vulnerability
are at its center” (Ellis 2009b: 362). It is this perspective that drew me to autoethnography, for at the

time | first encountered the field | was developing new work based on my estranged father’s recent
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death; that work went on to became a project called Walking Home which is the foundation of this

project.

1.5 On Casablanca, a key study.

Casablanca is an essay in book form by Marc Augé, that “intercuts autobiography, anthropology,
philosophy, and film criticism in a manner both lucid and richly suggestive” according to a review
printed on its rear cover (Kehr in Augé 2009). Nowhere however, in its text, in its reviews, nor in the
contextualizing essay by Tom Conley (Conley in Augé 2009: 79 — 104) is the word autoethnography
invoked. By using the five points offered by Anderson in 3.3 it is possible to digest this absence and

the reasons for it.

But first to the book and its significance here: it opens with an epigraph by the author “This text is
not an autobiography, but more likely the “montage” of a few memories. | could have chosen other
memories — or another montage” (Augé 2009). It is then, a piece of memory, a personal account told
through the film Casablanca: what it becomes is an exquisite act of personal remembering through
the cultural siting of an iconic film. Augé was born in Paris, living there during the Nazi regime as a
child. He then leaves Paris by train with his mother, and becomes an exile just as Rick and llsa do in
the film. So Augé is a complete member in the social world under study (Anderson 2006: 373), the
world in this case is that of, as the subtitle suggests, ‘Movies and Memory’, he is also visibly and
actively present in the text (ibid) and yet the text fails the other three of Anderson’s criteria. As a
work it slips between the boundaries of classification: it is not just an autobiography, it is not just a
work of film criticism and it is not a piece of autoethnography. It does however borrow from all three
of these fields in order to create a text that, by talking about the film and the self in the same breath,
the same typeface and the same work, gives the reader the tools to unlock this experience as
personal and cultural, as evidence of how something really was for a particular person. |, as the
reader of this text become involved in it, because | too, have seen Casablanca. The text begins with
Augé walking through Paris, making for the cinema in which he has watched the film before, and will

watch the film again:

Walking by the Lycée Fénelon, | hasten my pace for fear that the waiting line in front
of the Action Christine is already forming. It's never very long, but | want to have my
seat in the last row. The woman behind the box-office window, with whom | like to
think | share a tacit complicity, usually welcomes me with a happy smile when | stand

before the window. The usherette, when | slip a coin into her hand, gratifies me with a
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“merci,” uttered in a personal tone, expressing more than familiarity, a kind of
immemorial intimacy. In truth, it seems as if I've always known her, even though she is
still young, forty at most. The ushers in the Rue des Ecoles take part in the same
timelessness. Especially the lady of the Champo, whose first duty is to sell tickets but
who sometimes leaves her glass cage to gossip with old clients about the weather or

passing time. (Augé 2009: 1)

It ends 75 pages later, with Augé once more, rushing along the Lycée Fénelon to ensure his same
seat. In between these two trips we are taken on a journey, a trip through Augé’s memory, and
ours, of seeing Casablanca in its wider significance, that of leaving home, the uncertainty of this
event, whose only seeming certainty is that it will happen to all of us at some point or other in our

lives.

| turned to Augé at this point, not only to underline that what | am setting about here, is not, nor is
it aiming to be a work of autoethnography, but that it does relate to it, that it may in fact be said to
have grown out of my (mis)-remembering of it, but also as shortly this thesis will divide into two
paths that weave through each other to its conclusion. One will borrow a sensibility from Augé
offered above, a sensibility addressed to the reader via a second font, as yet unencountered. The
other path will continue in this Avenir Book 10pt, and carry with it the academic formalities of a
research project. And so to continue along this trajectory | must now look over my shoulder at the

issue of essentialism, that is levelled by Buzard in 1.3.

1.6 Essentialism, autoethnography and arts practice.

The essence of autoethnographic research is that there is something immeasurable at the heart of it:
that of the subjective position wherein autoethnography “allows researchers to insert their personal
and subjective interpretation into the research process” (Chang 2008: 45), and by its very nature, the
subjective can never be rationally verified in an objective manner, the two positions are a binary set
out by Cartesian science: it is my excitement at the interplay which occurs within autoethnography —
a subjective form in a field primarily rooted in the objective sciences — that drew my research towards

autoethnography (Roth 2005: 7).

Autoethnography posits that there is a depth to the experience that an individual can bring to the

subject they are studying, that is not offered nor available from traditional forms of objective social
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science enquiry (Short et al 2013: 4-5). The same could be said for practice-based research by artists
who embark upon projects that inherently and necessarily involve the self as part of the research and
part of the thing being researched, where the generation and application of idiosyncratic methods
and uncertainties are not only inherent, but essential, of the essence of the thing (Kershaw and
Nicholson 2011: 1-15; Smith-Shank and Keifer-Boyd 2007: 3). | am not seeking to become an
autoethnographer through the process of this project, but | am seeking out, from within the realm of
autoethnography, methods that may be of use to the artist, the performer, the generator of new

forms of practice in which the self, its memories and emotions are integral.

1.7 On validity.

The issue inherently encountered in both these forms of research then is one of validity and
verification. How can the value of a piece of research be verified by a third party if so much of that
which is to be verified is internal, is phenomenological and particular. This issue recurs in many
settings and brings the debate to phenomenology but before | discuss this | want to outline my
position on the notion of validity, whereby in the arts field to which this research project is subject, a
projects validity can mainly be verified in its usefulness and interest to other practitioners. In
Visualizing Research Gray posits five factors that should sit in the foreground of ones mind at the

outset of a PhD:

[11 Why is your research needed and what evidence is there to support this?
(Rationale)

[2] Who else in the field has addressed significant aspects of your research question?
(Competitors, contributors, co-operators)

[3] When (and possibly where) was the research carried out (Currency, cultural
context)

[4] How has the research been carried out, and what are the implications of this for
your methodology and specific methods?

[5] What gaps are left. (Gaps’ in knowledge, new ground.)

(Gray & Malins 2004, 35).

These five points were reiterated to me whilst on a residency, run by the European League for
Innovation in the Arts at Nida, Lithuania in 2012. This residency, and my presence upon it, at that

particular time, was instrumental and therefore demands some time investing in it and that time will

31



come. In answering these questions in brief now, | will be taking the first steps away from this
outlining of autoethnography, taking the next turn along this thesis that is really a particular path,

created between its writing and reading, through the past 6 years of my life.

1: Autoethnography is a rapidly evolving form of enquiry devised within the social sciences that may
offer the artist key tools to interpret a rapidly changing cultural climate. One that is being
accelerated daily by advances in all fields of culture and technology to which the artist, through the

grace of his/her role as an interlocutor between fields, is inherently party.

2: This question demands a number of sections in the forthcoming thesis that will be encountered as
the practice, that is transdisciplinary in nature, is laid out. It suffices to say here that some of the key
theorists the thesis will encounter include Marc Augé, whose works Oblivion and Casablanca will be
of particular interest. Later we will tumn to the Walking Artists Network and the work of Nicolas

Bourriaud to discuss the presence of performance and installation in the research.

3: This is intrinsically tied to point 2, so answering it will occur throughout the thesis. To at this stage
put the readers mind at ease, due to my proactive presence in coordinating and attending a recent
conference on the future of walking in arts practice as part of the Walking Artists Network, | am
actively present in current discussions around the topic (see also Arnold et al 2015; Arnold in and

Qualmann and Hind 2015; Arnold in Gilchrist et al 2015).

4: Other artists and PhD researchers, each with their own essentialist practices and methods will be

encountered throughout this thesis.

5: Through the above four points the clear ground that will be outlined as ‘new’ is the adaptation of
a set of methods from autoethnography and their use within the context of Fine Art that would be
re-useable by other practitioners across Fine Art and performance studies, as the meandering paths

of Walking Home draw to their conclusions in Fondue.

At this stage | would like to move the thesis beyond autoethnography for now and step out into the
field, one last over-the-shoulder glance at Ellis is reiterated for “you can’t have autoethnography
without heart and soul: caring, feeling, passion, and vulnerability are at its center” (Ellis 2009b: 362).

Autoethnography will crop up again further on in the thesis, approached from a different angle, and
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through a different lens for “the creative process is a matter of being lost one minute and suddenly

finding yourself 'in the clearing' the next: and that's about it” (Edwards B. in Freeman, 2010: 180).

The heart of my PhD project is a walk | made three years after the death of my estranged father,
from the house | lived in to the house | was born: the practice is heavily imbued with emotion and
vulnerability as | will show when later discussing such elements of my practice as Fondue.” It was this
personal basis for the practice that drew me to autoethnography as a methodology that aims to
contextualize personal traumas in such a way that the perspective of the self in context offers a
research method of interest to practitioners and researchers alike. | referred the reader above (pé) to
a piece of free writing in which | question what would a transect be sampling if it were 9 miles long.
In this research | am proposing to uncover what a transect 800 kilometres long can sample, using the
contextualized self as a lens and the notions of autoethnography as an underpinning method. To do
this | have adapted methods from analytical and evocative autoethnography, in order to bind a
practice that is trans-disciplinary, but with its feet grounded in a Fine Arts practice that began with

walking.

§ (Y CAPAP N e i

Fig. 2. Detail of a hand written map, part of Door To Moor (Arnold 2007a).

® Fondue is a performance installation that is being developed through this research. See Part Five on pages 107-122 for the development of
Fondue, and Part Seven on pages 138-167 for its progression.
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Part two. How To Walk.

2.1 How to walk into writing, installation and performance.

Totnes High Street, early 2007.

The sky was a slate grey shade of Victorian oppression as we were walking up Totnes High
Street!, as my steps began to slow, I could feel my voice faltering in the half light and knew it
was setting on again, that slow, retching tide of incomprehension at my current situation. Before
I could manage to speak the words “I don’t think I can be around people right now” or “I don’t
think I'm going to make it tonight” or, the more truthful “You go on ahead, I'll catch you up”,
spoken with the full knowledge that I would not catch her up, EI* had already registered that
would not make it any further that evening, that I had to go home. El consented, almost
silently, and left me there, standing in the loneliness of a summer holiday destination on a
winters evening, she went on ahead. I turned around, and wept. I turned around and let my self
fall out. I wept at the incomprehension of it all, [ wept at the guilt of it, and the anger, and the
isolating nature of it, but mainly I wept with incomprehension, without control or consolation.

My father had died, probably six months ago at this point, I had received his ashes by
courier in the post, perhaps a few weeks ago, and I had recently moved house with them, carried
them upstairs again into another new place to call home. That evening, I had been invited out
god knows where, with god knows whom, and I was reading already, Duncan Minshull’s Vintage
compendium.’ So that evening I went home, and [ sat at my desk, and I opened the urn that
contained my fathers’ ashes. I peeled off the brown parcel tape the crematorium staff had
thought would suffice for keeping them all locked in there, and I unscrewed the lid of the matt
green plastic urn. My father fell out in particular matter, sprang from the thread and tumbled
onto the deep pile carpet and was lost forever.

It is amidst the context of this evening, that Why Walk the first of what have become
nine text/drawings was written or begun.* I had for weeks by then been walking a nondescript
and unofficial path, from my front door to the edge of Dartmoor National Park®, writing upon
my return and then clipping through my own writings, seeking out elements that could be of
interest, I picked out short phrases, uncertain as to why, for their malleability, for their lack of
particular detail, for their porosity, and inviting latitude, for their open horizon. I treated the
authors presented within Minshull with the same intuitive manner with which I treated my own

work.

Walking Home was a rule | set whilst embarking upon another performance: prior to my father’s
death, whilst undertaking a work called Walking To Peterborough (Arnold 2006), | stated, silently and

only to myself, that | could not, would not return to Switzerland, unless | was to walk there. It is with
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this rule in mind that | set about my masters’ degree in Arts & Ecology at Dartington. The walk itself
was not a work of art, neither a performance nor an event, it was an act that | owed to myself and to
my father, and to a household of strangers who had replied to my letter with an invitation, that of
course, if | were to walk to Switzerland | would be welcome to stay, that they looked forward to

meeting me.

Walking to Peterborough was a performance, a trite joke, to walk from London to Peterborough up
and down all 7 carriages of the 8.44am from Kings Cross, in full hiking gear. Its significance here is to
set the background for a book | bought off Amazon for a penny in early 2007. For it led me to the
question, Why Walk? For "books radiate imagination. Marked and creased, buckled by the heat of
the sun, fluted by damp, they gather associations and furnish our intimate lives” (Finlay 2001: 13), in
my reading of The Vintage Book of Walking something came to be that was not there before,

something arose out of the space between a reader and a text, something flew.

The Vintage Book of Walking promised to offer some answers to this and other questions but it was
in its final descriptive tagline that | found fascination and here as there “on the road ahead the
reader will be moved, amused, and surprised by over two hundred voices — each attempting to say
why, how, and where they have made their tracks” (Minshull 2000). It is that attempting that is so
alluring for, as Solnit puts it in A Field Guide to Getting Lost, one of my key companions on the
800km transect, “failure is what we learn from mostly” (Solnit 2006: 107), and to admit what you are
undertaking is an attempt, is to concede that it may not work, that it may fail, but primarily that its
outcome is uncertain. Why Walk? For the uncertainty of it, for the unknown and for the unknowable,
for “there are things we will never see, unless we walk to them” (Clark 2001: 16), for the illusion of
the self and the illusion of home that we each carry, for walking is the simplest way of connecting
oneself to the world to move from the idea of something to its creation, “to turn a vague notion into

a particular narrative” (Holmes in Minshull 2000: xi).

Thus stated, this project is into and enveloped in the period ‘after’ a walk, it is not about ‘before’ nor
does it have much to contribute to the debates surrounding the ‘during’ of a walk, though everything
that takes place ‘after’ a walk does necessarily pay some homage to that ‘during’. This project then is
about memory and interpretation, what comes ‘after’ the event and uses autoethnographic methods
to expand the realm of these interpretations. In order to fully furnish the reader with the necessary
contextual parameters however, | will continue by opening out some methods that were generated

during my study at Dartington College of Art, the ‘before’ of the walk.
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2.2 Why Walk.

The search for the beginning of walking in creative practice is heavily trodden territory, akin to the
mire of muck that builds up by a stile in the corer of a sodden Cornish field. The mire, of course, is
created by the passage of many from one place to another, and passing through it leads out into the
open, where new blades of grass may be turned, narrated or described; the autoethnographic
transect here under construction is a toolkit for traversing the mire, but it remains impossible not to

get mud on one's boots in the process.

Fig. 3. Still from Walking to Work, a series of recorded solo-walks 2013-2015.

The foundation of the text/drawings is an anthology compiled by Minshull (Minshull 2000), recently
republished under the title While Wandering: A Walking Companion (Minshull 2014) with an
introduction by Robert Macfarlane. It is through my choice of Minshull’s anthology that | engage with
many noted key figures such as Rousseau who is, according to Solnit’'s now canonical Wanderlust
(Solnit 2001), one of the first instigators of the necessary relationship between walking and writing,
for as he states in his Confessions "I can only meditate when | am walking. When | stop, | cease to
think; my mind only works with my legs” (Rousseau 1953: 382). In his text on the history of Western
Civilization, Maleuvre notes the work of Petrarch whose letters from Mt Ventoux were written in 1336
stating that “[t]his was surely not the first time someone had scaled a mountain to catch the scenery;
but it was the first time someone bothered to write an epistle on the subject” (Maleuvre 2011: 144).

Coverley’s 2012 study The Art of Wandering (Coverley 2012) pinpoints William Hazlitt, a friend to
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Coleridge and Wordsworth as one of the key writers who turned to walking with his essay ‘On Going

A Journey’ that is “perhaps the best known essay in the entire walking canon” (ibid: 90).

Dee Heddon seconds Coverley's position in the April 2012 edition of Performance Research Journal
entitled On Foot (Heddon 2012: 67). Her essay discusses her project 40 Walks, whose archived blog
begins “On the 3 December 2009, | turned 40. To mark this occasion, | invited 40 people to invite
me on a walk of their choice; a short walk or a long one; familiar or unknown...” (Heddon 2009).
Another perspective is offered by Amato who points out that “however fast and far we travel, we
return to walking to understand our own natural speed and movement” (Amato 2005: 277) and that
in the early 215t century, in the time of slow travel, slow food, transition town movements, divestment
strategies, forest schools and paleo-dieting “walking [has] gathered sufficient mass to attract its own
genealogical traditions into orbits about itself [...] and to survive happily with its prophets, Long and
Fulton, in the wilderness” (Smith in Mock 2009: 88). The task of this autoethnographic transect is to
develop a way of coping with this available everything, and devise a new method for negotiating it,

traversing it and describing it.

Why Walk was written and printed in 2008, the year before | walked to Switzerland. Its writing style is
intuitive and light, to the extent of being naive, intentionally contradicting the physical, documentary
and formal nature of printing, the commitment involved in creating a document (Verwoert in Neuerer
2003: 9). As can be seen in Fig 4, an A3 fold out of Why Walk; a text is constructed from snippets
extracted from Minshull’s anthology, from writers who may or may not be famous for writing about
walking but have done so, these snippets are then interspersed with a narrative of my own. The
extracts and half sentences are sourced from Duncan Minshull’'s compendium for Vintage, the source
for the nine text/drawings that make up the series How To Walk. Minshull's text is a compendium of
occurrences of walking throughout the history of literature, going back as far as Petrarch’'s 1336
account of his scaling of Mount Ventoux and coming as far forward as Herzog's eccentric 1976
pilgrimage entitled Of Walking In Ice (Herzog 1991). Minshull’s original text is broken into chapters,
the titles for which | have borrowed as the individual titles of a series of drawings that lead the
reader/viewer along the journey from London to Switzerland, whilst binding my practice to that of
some of the originators of the development of walking as a practice and in particular its relationship
to writing, whereby Wallace suggests the peripatetic practitioner aims “toward the re-creation of the
self, reconnection with nature and so with the divine, continuity of sense, mind and spirit, community
and connection with a communal past” (1994: 17). These texts are multi-layered with several ways of

reading them offered to the audience; they engage emotionally with the personal experience and
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memory of the walk, whilst locating the practice culturally, by placing the text drawings playfully

amongst the canon of Romantic and peripatetic writers.

The text Why Walk, though it could easily have been re-written over the course of my PhD, has been
kept in its original state in order to better explore the influence of autoethnography upon my
practice. Why Walk, like the question itself, offers up a myriad of answers and meanders through the
text with little seeming direction; it is a work that is working itself out through process. There are
perceptible moments where the forthcoming quote forces a turn in focus on my part: “to the sense
and eyes of an observant walker”, taken from Robert Walser's The Walk (Walser 1992), is preceded
by a sentence where | write, “outside in the sunlight | see their eyes glimmer at the trees above...” it
is my knowing that | next need to write towards the Walser quote that forces the text in a particular

direction and this perpetuates the meandering stream of the text.

A similar incident can be found just a few lines later in the relationship between Saren Kierkegaard's
“...conversation...” and the switch in play of my writing that precedes it: “like that of a small bird at
the conversations that flit around the ears.” In both these cases it is the forthcoming quote that
dictates the play of the text and that pulls the writing along. During the production of Why Walk, |
was unaware of this pulling, too busy being pulled, nor was | conscious of the potential within the
practice, to use it as an autoethnographic process to site my writing and walking practice amongst
the 200 authors offered by Minshull. The full series of nine drawings is distributed throughout this
thesis as Why Walk has already been encountered. As with the texts themselves their inclusion in this
way pushes or pulls the thesis along, moving the reader through phases of practice and contextual

study traversing the transect.

2.3 Door To Moor.

Why Walk was written during a period of exploration on my part during an MA in Arts & Ecology, an
MA that explicitly invited the role of the amateur into one’s practice. Amateur is a word whose Latin
origins tie it to that of love, originating in amator lover, and amare to love; it is therefore based upon
a passionate devotion to, and exploration of, an idea. The idea | explored as part of a project called
Door To Moor was at its root a simple one, to borrow the notion of a transect from ecology and
apply it, on a much larger scale, to a walk (Arnold 2007a). | had by then a practice that was rooted in
walking, set in motion by it and taken from it, all the while being a practice that was digested and

reconstituted for re-presentation ‘after’ the walk.
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Summer 2006.

My father died just two days before my 24th birthday, I found out over the phone whilst sat at
home in London.® T had been living in London for a year and a half by now, walking my way

around the city, partly out of economy and partly out of a wilful form of self-preservation,

isolation being easiest to find on the backstreets of the city, in perpetual motion.’

Two months later, the funeral a month past, I moved to a small village in Devon to
start an MA in Arts & Ecology. The initial shock of the village shops opening hours receded
after a few weeks and I found myself being able to step out into the countryside into almost
immediate and pristine isolation, I was in love with it, the melancholy of the falling leaves, and I
was frustrated with it. Walking was my only way of getting around and the edge of Dartmoor
National Park was nine miles away, a nine-mile walk before I could go for a walk.?

My love for walking, for nature and for reading was re-cast under the shadows of
melancholy and grief that were to continue throughout the next two years.’ I spent a
considerable amount of time in the post office sending letters by express or special delivery, and
I'm not sure whether the people there were really grey, or whether I forced that upon them, but

it was certainly a place I went often.

Door to Moor was my di-gestation of three months worth of walking back and forth along a set path,
9 miles long, from my front door to the edge of Dartmoor National Park. This inherently set
subjectivity at the top of this path’s agenda, as the title Walking Home, once again set subjectivity in
motion here. The course at Dartington took as one of its key nodal points Guattari's The Three
Ecologies but as Guattari in The Three Ecologies sets out instead of speaking of the ‘subject’ as an
individual being “we should perhaps speak of components of subjectification, each working more or
less on its own” (his emphasis 2005: 36); by this he goes on to outline, that the subject, the one who
is having experiences in and of the world, has those experiences in and amongst other things, beings
and timelines. The self then, emerges always at a crossroads between things, in context. The
multiple approaches taken to the transect of Door to Moor were experiments taken upon these
crossroads, and this exposition of Walking Home sets in motion further experiments. Guattari himself
then goes on to concede that “it remains difficult to get people to listen to such arguments” (ibid:
36). It is indeed interesting that this doubt has a similar feel to the uncertainty to which

autoethnography is frequently faced (see Part One pages 26-33)°.

6 See the extensive notes to The Three Ecologies (2005) and chapters 1 and 3 from Genusko’s An Aberrant Introduction (2002) for a more detailed

analysis of Guattari’s notion of subjectification.
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Fig. 5. Door To Moor (Amold 2007a) installation detail.

The transect in Door To Moor was explored or cut through a multitude of experimental lenses, taking
the form of experiments. These included: photography, with numerous sets of photographs taken
facing north and south along the route of the transect, a restriction upon aesthetic decision making
on my part as photographer; one un-edited set of digital photographs taken intuitively on the first
walk; a single walk solely documented through one colour slide film found amongst my fathers
possessions; idiosyncratic mathematics through which | calculated the distance of the path based
upon the length of my own stride that was measured on a number of various inclines along the
transect; biological collections procured in line with the photographs, taken at junctures both north
and south of the transect; memorial texts as writings from memory of as much as one could recall
from the first footstep to the last. These components of subjectification, each approach a new way of
meeting the crossroads between the self and its environments are, taken individually, seemingly
impersonal and incoherent; when placed together as they were in Figure 6, for an early performance
lecture these components, inevitably become subjective, a construction of and by the self composed
of an assemblage of different mediums and processes. Each of these ideas in Door To Moor has
remerged within either the process of the walk in Walking Home or in the process of re-interpreting

it after the fact.
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Fig. 6. Door to Moor still from a performance lecture, Dartington, 2007.

Why Walk was written prior to my commencing this research project or the journey upon which it is
founded. As such it is of interest to this discussion in relation to how it functions differently in
comparison with the eight other works in this series. And so | turn the reader’s attention to How To
Walk, the second work in the series that takes Chapter 2 from Minshull’s work as its foundation (A3
fold out after page 45). Through the comparison of these two works, writing, and its foundations
within conceptual art, will be drawn into the discussion, as will the influence of autoethnography

upon this series of text/drawings.

How To Walk directly addresses a particular experience, a particular event, though it retains a sense
of distance in the process. The first three sentences meander in a similar way to Why Walk,
highlighting in the process, the air of uncertainty, doubt and intuition that circulates through this
autoethnographic practice, until allusion to something particular occurs with the statement as in

Figure 7.

could woula I fook like one? 1 had been out walking a iot that day, stuck under the (

heat of the sun, next to the dusty earth. Thankfully however I had beer able te take

Fig. 7 How To Walk. (Arnold 2015) Detail.

41



The sentence is knowingly vague, designed to draw a reader/viewer in and onward, along the path
of the text. These texts were written with a sensibility that is both conscious and unconscious, from a

position of conscious awareness of an intuitive process (Bannerman 2006: 14-22).

As with much of my work the process of production is driven by self-imposed rules. A codified
sequence of instructions is followed in the production of the works: A leads to B, which leads to C
which leads to D. Where A is an initial process of reading a text, B is re-reading the same text with a
highlighter or pen, alighting on elements of text that are of interest, C is a handwritten process to
unite these various forms of text into a single unit of text, and D is re-writing this text by typing it into
a computer, a form of refining process that seeks to direct the text. Here the intuitive processes B
and C are bracketed by the conscious processes of A and D, giving the outcome of the work a

degree of control, mixed knowingly with, and in contradiction to, intuitive process.

A similar set of processes are then used in the annotation-stage of the text/drawings construction.
A2 is a close reading of the overall text, B2 alights on elements of the text | am drawn to, or feel the
need, or see a potentiality in the text, C2 is a writing of this annotation in draft form and D2 is the
compilation of these annotations into a final setting. In Fig. 8 How To Walk is shown in the A2-D2
phase of the works development, whereby the primary text composed of Minshull's anthology and

my own work, is then treated in a similar fashion generating the layering of annotation.
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Fig. 8. How to Walk (Arnold 2015). In process, detail taken from studio.




Fig. 10. How To Walk (Amold 2015). Detail.

As shown in figures 9 and 10 the autoethnographic influence underlying How To Walk is also
displayed through its annotations. These two particular annotations are chosen for the particular way
in which they function temporally, expanding the time-period of the work both backwards, to a
period ‘during’ the walk, and forward to a period ‘after’ the walk thereby breaking out from linearity
to non-linear processes that push the reader to question their role and presence in completing the
final form of the text. By giving these texts multiple voices, multiple authors even, opens the writing
up, to invite its own interpretation, to undermine “the ‘message’ of the Author-God” and seek a
unity in the destination of a text, that destination being a reader, as opposed to that unity being
found in its author (Barthes 1977: 146-147). | am both present and absent in these texts, they are
both particularly about something | did whilst simultaneously clearly not just about something | did,
for the initial direction in How To Walk is from someone else’s hand: “for everyone knows what a

difference there is between walking with an object and without one, so | always choose a goal like
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Rome, or the Paris exhibition, or Stonehenge, or as it turned out to be in this case, my intention was
to walk back to a house | lived in once, on a hillside above a lake in Switzerland”. An annotation to

this last quote further illuminates this multi-voiced presence:

KTLLL\QKX. %L&Aﬂm w(bﬁ_
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Fig. 11. How To Walk (Amold 2015). Detail.

That the reader/viewer is in total control of how he/she takes in these text/drawings is a certainty
that | am both aware of and intrinsically unable to control. The position taken is one that offers a text
through which a reader can meander, a text that functions as a journey taken by each individually,
and at the same time, by each, never the same again, the “reader is without history, biography,
psychology; hel/she] is simply that someone who holds together in a single field all the traces by

which the written text is constituted” (Barthes 1977: 148).

2.4 On conceptual aesthetics and romantic vision.

Aesthetic considerations are also at play in the series How To Walk. Alongside the more direct
confrontation with the canon of writers (who walk, and are gathered by Minshull), the aesthetic
dimension holds a presence that aligns the work with the canonical body of work most generally
referred to as Conceptual Art. This alignment is intentional as it sets into play two schools of thinking
that are seemingly disparate: that of the conceptualist and that of the romantic. These two issues will
be dealt with in turn, before being combined in a radical realignment of art history undertaken by
Jorg Heiser in his work with the curator and critic Jan Verwoert that coins the phrase “Romantic-

Conceptualism” (Heiser 2007).
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It has been said that conceptual art has always had a significant relationship with writing, and this
can be clearly seen in the output of some of its major proponents such as Jenny Holzer, Douglas
Huebler, Bas Jan Ader, On Kawara (See fig 13 — 16 below). Tony Godfrey sets out the use of
language as one of the four key forms of Conceptual Art wherein “the concept, proposition or
investigation is presented in the form of language” (Godfrey, 1998: 7). Simon Morley also discusses
writing’s role as art, as opposed to writing’s role in art, which he ties to a piece by Robert Barry from
1969, a sign that read 'During the exhibition the gallery will be closed’, stating that it thus “became
possible to speak not simply of words in art, but of words as art" (Morley 2003: 139). Each of the
above mentioned artists is noted for their use of text that is either formulaic, in the case of Holzer
(Joselit et al 1998) and Kawara (Watkins and Denizot 2002), or the use of hand-written font as in the

case of Ader (Ader 2006).
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Fig 13. Truisms. Jenny Holzer.
Fig 14. I got up. On Kawara. 1974 -.

Fig 15. Searchin’. Bas Jan Ader.

The series How To Walk straddles the bridge between the two approaches to text evidenced in
these four works: hand-written annotations surround a printed form of text instigated in a particular
way via a process | refer to as hand-finished toner printing: the use of an inverted photocopy as
source for each print, transferred by hand directly onto handmade paper; a particularly flexible form
of printing that | have been developing throughout the course of this project, and in particular in
relation to the development of the graphic score (see figures 16 — 21 below) for Fondue that forms a

key focus for discussion in Parts 6 and 7 (pages 123 - 167).
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Fig. 16. Fondue: A Graphic Score. Process shot from studio. 2015

Fig. 17. Fondue: A Graphic Score. Process shot from studio. 2015
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Fig. 18. Fondue: A Graphic Score. Process shot from studio. 2015

Fig. 19. Fondue: A Graphic Score. Process shot from studio. 2015




Fig. 20. Fondue: A Graphic Score. Process shot from studio. 2015

Fig. 21. Fondue: A Graphic Score. Process shot from studio. 2015




Vauclair Abbey, late 2014.

The second time I arrived at Vauclair Abbey' it was an arrival to a different place altogether.

The first time I arrived there I had come upon it in the middle of a sunny weekday, the
fields of spinach and beans blowing in the summer wind, red poppies growing out of their
hedgeless verges. I sat down with exhaustion and rested for little more than 15 minutes before I
had to move on. The walk itself was done in such a rush, to such a time constraint, that it forced
my hand and drove my desire to revisit certain places upon it.

But when I arrived there for the second time I discovered that places we revisit after a
long absence remind us not of the place we were planning to visit, but they remind us that we
do not matter, that we are of no consequence to the passing of time, the turning of the seasons,
the lie of the land." For in my returning [ discovered that Vauclair, as a place, had carried on
without me, that it had not noticed my passing, that it had not noticed I was there or that I had
left.

In revisiting this one place I discovered that the material I was attempting to deal with
was not a place, but a memory and that there are other memories to attend to as well, for it
forced my acknowledgement that it was not Vauclair that was significant to me, but the way it
reminded me of Tintern Abbey that was of significance: of taking that walk from my home in
Devauden, down the Angiddy river valley and out onto the Wye at Tintern.'? For what I walked
into at Tintern, was into a version of landscape appreciation that was Romantic'® and Victorian,
and particularly British, and that I had carried this particularity with me into my arts practice,
and into those French fields that spread out from Vauclair, criss-crossed with the shadows of

Trench warfare.'

Setting out to walk from London to Switzerland in the 215 century is an inherently romantic notion as
“the walker is in defiance of the petroleum imperative. The refusal to drive or be driven is a wilful,
arrogant, romantic, backward glancing nod to the past” (Smith 2002: é). It is an impractical decision,
foolhardy, and intrinsically romantic. The term Romantic is a highly contentious one but it needs to
be confronted here for its position in the development of my practice, that of my desire to step out
on long solitary walks in general, and of the notion of ‘Walking Home' in particular, when surely in
this day and age there are many more sensible ways to get from London to Switzerland than on foot.
According to Williams, though Romantic is now used predominantly to refer to the period of

literature that commenced around the 1770s:

[It] has remained difficult to separate from the earlier general uses. The existing

sense of a free or liberated imagination was greatly strengthened. An extended
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sense of liberation from rules and conventional forms was also powerfully developed,
not only in art and literature and music but also in feeling and behaviour (Williams

1976: 275).

And due to its liberating stance, offering itself up for interpretation, the phrase has developed
almost as many meanings as it has practitioners, a list compiled by Furst (Furst 1976: 2-4) offers 26
different definitions ranging from the derogatory position of Goethe’s “Romanticism is a disease,
Classicism is health” (ibid: 2) to the complimentary stance of Victor Hugo: “Liberalism in literature.
Mingling the grotesque with the tragic or sublime (forbidden by classicism); the complete truth of
life” (ibid: 3). This list however strays into the territory of defining Romanticism, which is not a field in
which | wish to lose myself, for as Isaiah Berlin puts it “the literature on Romanticism is larger than
romanticism itself, and the literature defining what it is that the literature on romanticism is
concerned with is quite large in its turn [...] It is a dangerous and a confused subject in which many

have lost [...] their sense of direction” (Berlin 1999: 1).

| prefer to hold instead to the word romantic, for as Robinson states in his autobiographical
meditation The Walk: Notes on a Romantic Image, “the Romantic walk is inevitably about ‘the self'”
(Robinson 1989: 17) and Walking Home was set out as a romantic notion from its beginning. It is
through a series of text drawings, collectively called How To Walk that | initiate an engagement with
the notion of Romantic, and the presence of writing within my practice, thus contributing to my
understanding of it through an autoethnographic lens. The underlying sense of melancholy that is
associated with the Romantic, as pointed to by a 2007 special issue of Texte Zur Kunst (Rottmann
and Thomann 2007), is also prevalent throughout Walking Home due to the underlying presence of

my father’s death.

Writing, as it is present in How To Walk, straddles the border between art and literature: the large
scale drawings have been presented in gallery contexts; the distinct challenge they propose to the
reader, who has to question how to read the texts due to the multiple layers of annotation, ties the
practice to conceptual art’s historical interest in writing and language. The boundaries between the
two disciplines of writing and conceptual art are porous. This predisposition has recently been re-
evaluated in a large scale survey exhibition at the Museum of Contemporary Art in Denver,
Colorado, which set out to re-examine “works of appropriated text in which literature appears as art
and art as literature” (Wright 2013: 170). In an interview, published online in 2012, the exhibitions co-

curator explains "how Conceptual Writing is a field of both artists and writers; that they share a
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similar history, and that, though the work of these two disciplines of art and literature might look

similar, the works do in fact signify differently” (Twerdy 2012).

There is considerable overlap in disposition between this exhibition and the works outlined in
Heiser's previously mentioned collection for Romantic Conceptualism wherein it is stated that
“conceptualism has always had a strong connection to writing, and the written text as an artistic
medium” (Heiser 2007: 118). Romantic Conceptualism was initially outlined by Heiser in a 2002
article in Frieze where, after briefly instigating his study with reference to Andy Warhol's The Kiss
(Warhol 1963), Heiser quickly switches his main focus to the body of work produced by the late Bas
Jan Ader whose “entire, if small, body of work invests the Conceptual with what appears to be its
antithesis: romanticism” (Heiser 2002: 72). Heiser goes on to discuss the unreal fable of Ader’s death
during his 1975 attempt to undertake a work that would have concluded a series entitled In Search
of The Miraculous: Ader became the pitch-perfect example of the romantic trope when the wreck of
his boat was found off the Irish coast after Ader’s attempt at a solo crossing from America back to his

native Europe (ibid).

Ader's work is awash with the simple gestures and instructions that form the context for the
previously outlined definition of Romantic Conceptualism. | contend that the notion behind Walking
Home aligns itself to this simple instructional method: draw a line on a map joining the house one
lives in and the house into which one was born, attempt to walk the route between them. The written
accounts and visual practices generated from this simple instruction form the basis of this practice-
based research project and can thereby be seen as the next step along the path drawn from
Wordsworth’s lines written above Tintern Abbey’ through to the work of Ader and other key
conceptual practitioners and those two figures that stand tall in any account of walking as an arts
practice, Richard Long and Hamish Fulton, where Fulton has stated “if | do not walk, | cannot make a

work of art” .8

7 This is a reference to Wordsworth’s Lines written a few miles above Tintern Abbey, July 13, 1798, noted here due to the autoethnographic nature
of my study. In 2001 I set off on a short walk along the Angiddy River that flows into the Wye at Tintern, and it was the outcome of this short
walk that first saw my practice turn to walking as a source for its generation. The resultant installation was shown as part of my BA degree at
Oxford Brookes University, and an account of this occurrence is introduced into the conversational interviews that take place as part of
Walking Home Again. It has also been mentioned in a conference paper given as part of Sensing Site presented at the Parasol Unit in London in
April 2013.

8 Here quoting from a talk given by Hamish Fulton at Falmouth University, October 17 2013.
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London, Millbank, 2009.

Before stepping back out from those air conditioned rooms into the blistering heat of a London
at the height of summer, its streets all littered with the heavy pollen deposits of a thousand
Plane trees, I lingered for a some time in the shop. Unemployed at the time, I had only recently
returned from Switzerland, stumbling out of a six week period of almost monastic isolation and
into the bustling metropolis of London I found the streets and their glut of people hard to bear.
I sought out the white spaces, the silent halls of contemporary meditation, and I found myself in
Heaven & Earth, an epic retrospective of the work of Richard Long."”

I bought, much to my financial dismay, two books and a postcard, the latter being a
reprint of a work that was displayed in the last room of the exhibition, and occupied a wall that
must have been at least 30ft wide, and 20ft high. Its clear sky blue colour broken only by the
white clouds of a text, in Long’s traditionally non committal serif font: ‘A walk from the mouth
of the Loire to the first cloud’. Having just spent six weeks walking across extensive sections of
Europe I questioned its ability to remain cloudless for any length of time that might be capable
of generating a walk of significance, but I bought the postcard anyway, the colour was pleasing
after all.

Of the other two books, one I had previously tried to read albeit unsuccessfully, the
other being the catalogue that accompanied the exhibition. I had previously borrowed the
former from the library at Dartington but had made little headway at the time, being
particularly infuriated by its lack of reasonable page breaks, paragraphs or places to reasonably
pause; off put by its seemingly random insertion of poor quality black and white original or
found photographs and generally perplexed by the effort involved in holding it down.

But as with the act of attempting to walk home itself, there is nothing like a bit of
financial investment in something to inspire one to achieve or accomplish, overcome. So much
like the moment earlier that year when I strode into Stanford’s on Long Lane in Covent Garden
and procured a copy of OS Explorer number 162 - Greenwich & Gravesend, alongside a copy
of Generalkarte Der Schweiz / Carte Générale de la Suisse'®, this financial investment in W. G.

Sebald became a form of commitment. I would once again try and read The Rings of Saturn."”

2.5 On Sebaldian form.

It turns out | am not the only one who has struggled with Sebald, grappled with the astronomic
motions of the Dog star, and laboured in the wake of this fictionalized account of a factual journey
through Suffolk. Mythogeographer Phil Smith avoided Sebald as long as he could before setting off

to Orford Ness in search of him, and Stewart Home played the role of the antagonistic author with
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psychogeographic tendencies, whilst Matthew Collings weighed in with the dismissive waving finger

of the successful art critic (Smith 2014: 20-21).

The antagonisms of Home and Collings — “he’s a bourgeois bigot”, “Lugubriously interchangeable
winsome reflections”, respectively — spurred Smith on though, and his account of Sebald became a
structural tool for On Walking (Smith 2014). Smiths’ earlier work Mythogeography (2010) is a tool kit
for drifting, a guide to walking sideways, and offers a list of tactics for such activities in the tradition
of De Certeau’s The Practice of Everyday Life, whereby “a tactic is a calculated action determined by
the absence of a proper locus” (De Certeau 1984: 36-37), and this lack of a proper locus, is exactly
that which is set about by Smith in his “Five steps to the beginning of a great walk”. Step 2, Knowing
Where, outlines that one can drift anywhere but one of the key steps towards a mythogeographic
walk or undertaking is that “there is no set destination. It is all about the journey” (Smith 2014: 53).
This positioning sets the underlying framework of the autoethnographic transect apart from the

pursuits of mythogeography, whose theatrical foundations are outlined early on:

Before | began to walk, to walk in the way | do now, | had twenty years writing
plays for the theatre. | did other things of course [...] but mostly | wrote, co-wrote

or devised plays (over a hundred of them) (lbid: 11).

Smith goes on to discuss the notion of pilgrimage, asking for a reappraisal of the notion under the
burden of postmodernism. He suggests that contemporary travel has undermined the significance of
the arrival, in favour of “changing oneself along the way” (Smith 2014: 65), leaving those who
undertake a pilgrimage or journey on foot encumbered with the accusation of self-indulgence. Smith
asks “What if you make a pilgrimage without a destination?” (ibid); | would answer that upon ending
a journey that has a distinct destination one comes to realise that this end point is best described as
a beginning rather than an end. As Reader & Walter outline, pilgrimage now plays a role in secular
lives as well as religious and is best defined as “seeking something that lies outside the accustomed
patterns of everyday life, and that hence requires a process of movement [away] from the
everyday”(1993: 9). Pilgrimage, both in its historic and contemporary roles as penance and homage,

is encountered and undertaken along the transect of Walking Home.

Walking Home is the known pursuit of the unattainable; it is the outcome of setting out upon a road
where the destination is both known, in the sense of a geographic location, and unknown in the

sense of a psychological attachment to a place that is beyond the power of memory to recall. It is the
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construction of something new through the pursuit of something old. Endless days of walking
towards a horizon that one will never overcome because “it's easy to forget that it is our eye that

makes the horizon” (Verwoert in Bangma et al 2005: 257).

The Rings of Saturn has been chewed over extensively elsewhere: Smith puts himself in the queue
behind “Grant Gee, lain Sinclair, Tacita Dean and all” (Smith 2014: 24). To burrow into this queue,
lain Sinclair states in Patience (After Sebald), a film by Grant Gee that “the countryside is black with
people, going for walks to write books” (Gee 2011: 1Th.34m: 3ésec) as though this were a new
phenomenon, a new problem. When it is to be found earlier such as in The Suffering Traveller and
The Romantic Imagination (Thompson 2007), which cites an issue of ‘The Monthly Review' from

1779:

Trips and tours and excursions, and sentimental journeys, are become so much
the tonne, that every rambler who can write, (tolerably or intolerably), assumes
the pen, and gives the public a journal of the occurrences and remarks to which

his peregrinations have given birth (Thompson 2007: 31).

The crowded waters that surround The Rings of Saturn are then, perhaps not the best place to find a
useful position from which to constructively define Sebaldian form and function situated as it is “at
the confluence of numerous discourses, contexts and debates” (Long and Whitehead 2004: 5). The
2013 publication of A Place in The Country sets out much more clearly my interest in Sebaldian form
for it is from the outset that Sebald notes that "l have always tried in my own works, to mark my
respect for those writers with whom | felt an affinity, to raise my hat to them, so to speak, by
borrowing an attractive image or a few expressions" (Sebald 2013: xii and 128). A Place in The
Country is a series of six prose essays on six writers and artists to whom Sebald personally feels he

owes a significant debt.

One of the overriding features of Sebald’s writing style is the presence of images embedded within
the text, their presence either setting the scene for a forthcoming event in the prose or the creation
of an unsettling reverberation between one image and the next, such as in the sequence of images
that Dean highlights in Gee's film (Sebald 2002: 54-62). With A Place in the Country “the book is not
a mere collection of texts but appears to be envisaged as an aesthetic object in its own right,
blurring not only the boundaries of the critical and the creative, but also those of the verbal and the

visual” (Sebald 2013: xvi). It is this blurring of form that is of interest to the processes at work in the
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multiple layers of this autoethnographic transect, the approaches | will return to in Part 6 and 7 on
Fondue and notions of the performance installation will expand upon this glance at Sebald. For now
it suffices to say that within Fondue and the experimental iterations that lead up to it | sought to
exploit the trick Sebald plays within all his writing, that blurring of the boundaries between critical
and creative, between visual and verbal. For Sebald categories were a frustration, in Patience (After
Sebald) his publisher recounts a conversation about the three genres that were to be printed on the
back of The Rings of Saturn in order for shops to shelve the work: Sebald demands “all the genres”
(in Gee 2011), exasperated that his search for the transience in all things human could be restricted
to having three fields of relevance. This thesis is a product of that exasperation, a construct of
practice as critique, critique as a form of practice and a thesis that should be considered as an

integral element of that practice.
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Part Three. Setting off with outlines, equipment and foundations.

3.1 The Walking Artists Network.

The Walking Artists Network (WAN) was convened in 2011 by Clare Qualmann’ of the arts
collective WalkWalkWalk and Mark Hunter'®, and the networks website now lists well over 300
members. The network first met in Chelsea Theatre Space for a symposium of “scratch walks and
peripatetic perambulations [allowing] artists who use walking in their practice to come together
and think and talk and walk” (Sacred 2011) and most recently reconvened in Cornwall for a
conference entitled Where To? The Future of Walking Arts Practice, on which | took a role as a
peer reviewer for conference papers and also was included in the programme with the exhibition
Walking Home (Again) that took place at the Fish Factory in Falmouth. The sheer explosion of
texts, books and exhibitions on and around walking that have taken place between these two
events is wide reaching and seemingly endless. Ranging from the more populist titles such as The
Art of Walking: A Field Guide (Evans 2013), to the more literary The Art of Wandering (Coverley
2012), or the particularly psychogeographic Walking Inside Out (Richardson 2015) which features
Phil Smith whose work was encountered in Part Two (Smith 2014, 2015). These books have
fluttered out from conferences and exhibitions such as The Walking Encyclopaedia (Airspace
2013) to which this thesis will turn later, and Walk On (Morrison-Bell & Robinson 2013), an
exhibition that opened in London before touring the UK through to 2014. At this point then |
would like to return to the Chelsea Theatre Space utilizing it as a divining point from which to

navigate the Walking Artists Network, these events and publications.

The symposium took place as part of an event called SACRED in TRANSIT “a daylong
extravaganza of walking, movement and art” (Alexander in Sacred 2011). So at this first step, both
the venue, being a Theatre space, and the Director, had positioned themselves in relation to
walking arts practice as something that inherently involved walking, which was therefore neither
‘before’ nor ‘after’ but ‘during’ the event of the walk, a practice that was participatory,
experiential and communal in nature. This thesis, and the work that is a fundamental part of it,

took place ‘after’ a walk, the autoethnographic transect is a theoretical construct that | am setting

9 .

Clare Qualmann is an artist and founder member of the collective WalkWalkWalk, she also teaches at the Institute for Performing Arts
Development at the University of East London. I first met her in Exeter in 2006 where I participated in their walking project at Spacex
Gallery, see www.walkwalkwalk.org.uk for further details.

10 . . L X . . . . .
Mark Hunter is an academic working in the fields of performing arts and music. He is currently Head of Studies at The Institute of
Contemporary Music Performance in London. www.walkingartistsnetwork.org
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out to take place in the wake of a walk. In this sense then, the work of Walking Home falls
somewhat to the periphery of the Walking Artists Network and pursues instead a line that runs
from Richard Long through to the The Walking Encyclopaedia, whose archival processes are
further explored later in this chapter. In the process of this setting out, there is a setting off, a
leaving home, for home, carrying with me all the tools | had developed during my time at

Dartington College of Art.

Whilst upon the journey | had an extensive list of equipment; this collection of long distance
walking equipment had evolved through my practice research at Dartington on such projects as
Power Walk (Arnold & Davis 2007) and Door To Moor (Arnold 2007a)". Power Walk was a
collaborative attempt by Eleanor Wynne Davis and myself, to walk along two power lines that
traverse Wales, exploring multiple meanings of power and its presence in the politics of
collaboration along the way: we took exactly the same equipment on two separate journeys that
took place simultaneously across north and south Wales. Davis and | revisited our collaborative
practice and this notion of transecting that | set out below as part of Sideways Festival in 2012
(See Part Four of this thesis). It is unnecessary to examine the whole list of items carried to
Switzerland here but worth pointing to some of the key tools | had taken with me, many of which
were, as Smith notes in On Walking, kept “in my head as resources” (Smith 2014: 29). The
fundamental tool | carried with me, as both divining rod and conceptual framing device was the
notion of transecting, that was published as part of Ways to Wander (Qualmann and Hind 2015),

itself an outcome of the Walking Artists Network’s promiscuity.

3.2 Transecting.

Transecting is a gerund, a noun becoming a verb through being enacted, that | have coined as part

of this research project into the development of an autoethnographic transect; to open this a little

further one needs to start with the noun (see Hall 2013: 146-50). Transecting emerged during my

experimentation upon the word transect, being a noun to denote a line or a belt of land along which

a survey is made of the plant or animal life or some other feature (Williams 1987: 17). This definition

is commonplace upon any undergraduate course in Ecology. A line is drawn across a field with a

string: students’ then progress forth into that field to analyze the biodiversity of that which touches

line, and by expansion, the field in which they are stood. To emphasise a quote from the

introduction | quote again the following words written across a map of South Devon:

' A Full list of the equipment, books and supplies I carried with me during Walking Home can be found in Appendix 1 on page 190.
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If a transect could be 9 miles long and still function as such, what would you be
sampling along a 9 mile line? People, place, ecology, specimens, land use, land
ownership, a culture, country, or would the space created by the footsteps become
an opportunity to sample that which is truly [mine] and [mine] alone, to stroll through
[my] own perception [...], to explore the labyrinth of my own thought, and use the
footsteps as a rhythm for the mind and the landscape as a canvas for the imagination

(Arnold 2007a).

This thought became transecting. | drew a line between my front door and the edge of Dartmoor
National Park, some 9 miles away, and walked it repeatedly over a period of weeks, generating
through the process transecting as a gerund. A line drawn between two points on a map and the
subsequent attempt to articulate that place through walking, talking and writing it into being. At its
core this notion of a transect is an issue of scale, and requires only simple tools: a map, a permanent
marker and some comfortable footwear. By drawing a line between my front door and the edge of
Dartmoor National Park | had created a transect that was arbitrary, that would become the
foundation of a body of experiments that sought to analyse this 9 mile transect, whilst also analysing
and attempting to divine what could be analysed at such a scale. A number of simple starting points

for transecting that | undertook in Devon on a path that formed the core of Door To Moor.

1. North/South divide. Walking your transect with a camera and a compass, take a photograph

facing north and south every 5 minutes. Collate photographs.

2. Sky to Soil. With a camera record a photograph of the ground beneath your feet and the sky

above your head every 5 minutes. Collate photographs.

3. Signs of life. Armed with a notebook and a pencil, every 10 minutes write down every sign you
can read within sight of the naked eye (no binoculars). Make sure to record nothing if there is

nothing.
4. Tell me about it. Armed with a notebook and a pencil, every 10 minutes write down two words

that describe your current experience. Afterwards you can abuse and enlighten this list with a

thesaurus.
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5. I think it went like this. Walk your transect without equipment, no camera, no pencil, no notebook,
no dictaphone, no smartphone, no map. Upon returning home try and remember your first step and
how that felt: write a description from then on of your walk. This can be in list form or narrative, it can

be done using free-association, or strict attempts to recall just the things you saw whilst transecting.

During these experimental journeys towards and beyond the horizon | worked towards ways of
interpreting an individual journey that were a mixture of intuitive process and the objective
perspective of the scientific method. These processes became another form of what | refer to as
editorial practice, at the heart of which is an intuitive process within a structural framework. This
framework is coded in the following of a drawn transect, and the subsequent procedures in the
examples above. Intuitive process is then applied to that transect as it transmutes stages, from

being drawn, walked, written and talked into being.

In Door To Moor (ibid), a body of text is offered to an audience for editing, stating that these
edits will in turn be added as subtitles to a looped sequence of still photographs taken from the
same journey. The body of text is an unedited transcript of an attempt by me, to remember the
journey from its first step at éam to its conclusion on the edge of Dartmoor some three hours

later.

Door To Moor was painstakingly constructed out of individual jpeg images and subtitles in Final
Cut Pro, and, for a version shown at Alytus Biennial in Lithuania transferred to video. Intrinsic to
the work is the audience’s engagement with an original hardcopy of the text, a printed, paper
copy. The movement between the real worlds of the physical text and its editing to the
representational worlds of photography and language are at the heart of this work. Door To Moor
plays in the space created by the narrative form of the text and the invitation to the audience to
edit that narrative. In the space between the world and the work, the artist and the audience,
Door To Moor “not only organises remembered experiences but it creates new meaning that did

not exist before” (Hecht 1982: 25).
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Fig. 23. Walking Home: Infinite Edition (Arnold 2015). As installed at Fish Factory, Falmouth.

The approach undertaken in Door To Moor was developed as part of this research process and
exhibited at Walking Home (Again), an exhibition that this thesis will return to. Notes from the
original journey were compiled and, together with a collection of still images taken from the
transect, reconstituted into Walking Home: Infinite Edition subtitled, a work in progress in
perpetuity. The presentation of the work evolved through collaboration with a programmer to
build a website that looped both the images and the text files, enabling edited texts to be added
through the HTML back door of the website whilst the project was perpetually available to view
online'. The website is programmed to loop a sequence of images at a particular speed whilst
simultaneously looping a text file at speeds that have been designed to phase in counterpoint to
each other, the next image arriving as the previous text fades. The intentional consequence of

this phasing is that when installed in a gallery the work is positioned to force an audience to

"2 Walking Home: Infinite Edition ran online for 1 year hosted by Jowan Parker who also helped in writing the code for the site. It is no longer
online due to a lack of funding to cover the costs of hosting. My thanks are due to Jowan though for his efforts and generosity in putting the
work together.
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consider their role: as reader or viewer, collaborator or audience member. The text and images
phase at such a rate as to make it problematic to both view an image and read the text

simultaneously.

3.3. The Walking Encyclopaedia.

The work was included in The Walking Encyclopaedia (Airspace Gallery 2013) that took place in
Stoke-on-Trent, where the work was presented amidst a host of works that pertain to walking in
some way or other. The work was more recently shown in accordance with my intentions as part
of Walking Home (Again). The Walking Encyclopaedia was one of a number of events that have
emerged since the founding of the Walking Artists Network in 2011. In a commissioned essay for

the exhibition at Airspace artist Bill Aitchison had this to say on the walking artist moniker:

| should admit that when | first heard of the notion of a walking artist, it sounded
somewhat arbitrary since | also happen to cycle a great deal, drive very
occasionally, and take all manner of public transport (Aitchison in Airspace Gallery

2013).

Walking has been used throughout my practice as a starting point, as opposed to the main focus
of the work. Walking Home is a body of work that explores the interpretation of an experience, as
opposed to the experience itself, the ‘after’, rather than the ‘during’, of walking. Whilst | also
concede that the ‘after’ is merely another place in which ‘during’ happens the distinction here is
between practices that are walking-based through either the audience’s encounter with the work
and the artist’s focus upon the walk itself, or, such as with the work of Walking Home, as being
produced and developed through the interpretation of an experience, the ‘after’. My main
interest in Walking Home: Infinite Edition, lies not in its capacity to represent an experience of a
walk well, but in its capacity to question, and to highlight, that representation of a walk is all that
can happen here, to pay attention to that which Anne D. Wallace once suggested vanishes,
"because [walking] is too common to notice” (Wallace 1994: 3). A walk is simply the most
everyday experience one can find as a biped, or as Clark so neatly puts it, “walking is the human
way of getting about” (Clark 2001: 15). For that reason it is the primer of my practice, the
beginning, not the end. Hamish Fulton once stated that “a walk must be experienced, it cannot
be imagined” (Fulton 2002: 21) and here | would contend then, that the walk is not the work in

the case of Walking Home. The work must therefore come after the walk, out from it, and a given
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form that emerges from experience into a state of being necessarily relies upon representation,

interpretation and memory.

The Walking Encyclopaedia will occupy our attention here a little longer, though | will not offer a
comprehensive dissection of it; an encyclopaedia is after all, intrinsically, a reference material to
be explored as required. | have however, picked a number of artists from the encyclopaedia
whose practice takes us further along this autoethnographic transect. The encyclopaedia gave
each artist a number and, in order to hint at its extent, | have, when referring to artists retained

their given number within the encyclopaedia in parenthesis’.

The artist Matthew Mayhew (#67) has also experimented with the act of repetition that was
fundamental to the generation of Door To Moor in his work To ArT a WalLk (Mayhew 2013). He
too employs simple rules and structures in order to seek an answer to the question “Could the
habitual drudgery become a creative act?” (Mayhew in Airspace Gallery 2013). His entry in the
encyclopaedia includes an equipment list and expressly describes the limited means of the
project: “none of the images’ have been treated in anyway, used directly as low resolution
images and dropped into I-movie” (ibid). His walk is a form of transect, cutting across Manchester
from his home to his studio, the inclusion of the film is accompanied by a set of instructions that
seem to suggest we could follow them precisely in order to replicate Mayhew's personal

experience:

Open door / step out / swivel 90 degrees right / close door / insert key / lock /
swivel 30 degrees left / walk to the end of the short avenue / right down alleyway /

(ibid).

Though these instructions then rapidly descend into an account of the particular, which is always

an admission of presence, thereby idiosyncratic and perspectival:

Press the button / wait for the green man / cross / right / first left / silver birches
drape the sky / fragile . . . always fragile / walk forwards / nod at the guy wearing
the camouflage you see daily standing at the gate of his house / "alright” / past

the black cat (ibid).

" The full Walking Encyclopaedia is archived at www.walkingencyclopaedia.blogspot.co.uk
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An accompanying soundtrack denotes a live recording made from the journey or perhaps several
versions of the journey, as we assume it is one taken often, being from home to studio. And
herein lies a distinction between the purposeful walking of Mayhew and the romantic whimsy at
the root of Door To Moor, some of which continues to reverberate within Walking Home. The
destination in both these acts of transecting is to some degree an unknown, a purposeful shot
into the dark, one route led to the edge of Dartmoor National Park, the edge and then a turn for
home, the other route aimed for Home, thick with the knowledge that You Can’t Go Home Again
(Wolfe 2011). It is the weight of emotion, and personal investment in the notion of home,
combined with distance and grief that are present within Walking Home, that distinguishes it from
Mayhew's walking to work. The distance involved in Walking Home gives impracticality to the
suggestion of repetition of such a walk, as does the singular nature of the work as a form of

pilgrimage, to walk it again would be to walk a different path.

The walking to work of Mayhew'’s journeying alludes to another artist who has used the phrase for
the publication of a collection of his work. Simon Whitehead’s Walking To Work (Whitehead 2006)
in which a period of working through walking is collected. From 1993 - 2006 Whitehead
undertook numerous experiments into place and walking through a practice that pursued answers
to the inherently personal question: “how can we express (and share) the infinite complexity of a
place, a place that we can never fully know, and our physical and sensual relationship with it?”
(Roms in Whitehead 2006: 4). The personal and phenomenological pursuit of walking is
highlighted in four short texts by Roms, each taking the guise, through title alone, of a walk. “To
walk is to pay attention” (ibid: 5). Walking is as simple as that, a reaction against the
complications of mediation and technology, the pursuit of a desire to simply be in and of the
world, that has created this new wave of walking practice as exemplified by the encyclopaedia in

Airspace.

In her third walk with Whitehead, Roms posits that “to walk is to remember” (ibid), but what if, in
a reversal of this semantic binary, remembering was a way of walking: to walk as it were, through
the memory of a journey, finding therein coincidences, uncanny moments. It would be akin to
coming across an erratic boulder, abandoned on moorland by glacial retreat, the geological
strata of an experience, re-evaluated from this new angle of memory, becomes something new
and unknown. Where talking in the wake of a journey might open up new fissures of experience,
where walking through these memories may be the only way to arrive at new ground, to find the

shadows of oneself in the re-creation of an initial encounter that took place in some irretrievably
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distant place, a place now lost to time and geography. The autoethnographic transect exists in
the suggestion that the emotion of an experience is recoverable, whilst the place, the walk itself,

is not.

To return to the encyclopaedia, the work of Tom Baskeyfield (#97) opens the discussion from
another position. It is the distinction between the subjective individual at the heart of Guattari’s
The Three Ecologies (2005) and, in Baskeyfields' work, the artist as objective observer that is to
be outlined here. In Of Time in a Field the artist spends considerable time walking from his home
to a particular field over and again, his research has been compiled in a self-published bookwork
(Baskeyfield 2011) in which his time is documented through black and white photography and
text that takes the form of poetry and prose. The project is pragmatic about the physical forms of
the field, its function as a generative space for the production of barley or potatoes, and its
presence as part of a bigger event, that of Nature, which, for Baskeyfield, is very much out there,
in the mud and the rain, where Baskeyfield states “l wanted to feel what the field was made of”
(ibid: 89). In a similar approach to the works of Long, Fulton and myself, Baskeyfield restricts
himself to text and image as the two tools to explore a given place. Long and Fulton’s words are
cold, selfless, and minimal, whereas Baskeyfield and | are involved in the presence of the self
within the exploration. However, where Baskeyfield commits to certainty in the form of a
published book the constant evolution of text and image in Walking Home: Infinite Edition draws
an individual awareness of self into the play of the work and the construction of its place in the

world as it is being shown, seen and reinterpreted once more.

Through the work of Lucy Harrison's (#63) project Mapping Your Manor the encyclopaedia
envelops the audio walk, in which a series of sound pieces that are to function as audio
recordings for specific sites: they are then also made available through her website after the fact.
The project was produced in conjunction with a work by Ackroyd & Harvey Mapping the Park
(2016), which planted ten trees within the Olympic Park site in London. Harrison's audio extracts
are recordings of people who live within the vicinity of the park and take as their span the period
from planning the park to its construction, they are designed to be listened to in situ, yet their
perpetual accessibility through her website undermines this position. The issue here is a wider
one caused primarily through the proliferation of the artists’ website and the need to produce

outcomes in accordance with public arts funding, the scope of which falls outside of this current
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study. But the work of Harrison brings us to the audio walk as a key format under the umbrella of

walking arts practice.

In 2005 | took part in Deptford X festival in South London for which | developed a guided audio
tour through the recording and re-recording of sound, field recording and speech through an
analogue Sony Dictaphone. It was to be my only foray into the recorded audio work as artwork.
The audio walk has perhaps as its pinnacle the works produced by Janet Cardiff (McGinley 2006:
53), who between 1991 and 2005 produced a series of audio walks compiled and digested in The
Walk Book (Cardiff 2006), a piece of work in its own right that adds its own layers of intricacy to a
body of work into which “words and stories, [...] past, present, and future collapse into a dense,
expanding field of possibilities” (ibid: 12). The book itself was included in Walk On, the national
touring exhibition mentioned previously. The book has its own audio soundtrack that offers
another route through its labyrinthine pages, it is a work in the face of whose elaborate
ecosystem | realised the audio walk was complete: that there was nothing that my Dictaphone
and | could add to these intricacies. The route ahead lay in simplicity, in the dialogic and the
spoken, the shared around a table and the perpetual processes of editing, annotating, and
transecting that are being undertaken here. In 2007 Emma Leach™ and | undertook Janet
Cardiff's 1999 walk The Missing Voice (Cardiff and Miller 2015), and within minutes of leaving the
gallery side by side, listening to the same instructions, we had wandered off in different
directions. London was busy rebuilding itself anew and in the chaos of construction we were lost,
and so was The Missing Voice, Cardiff's work had become a museum piece, one that could no
longer survive in the real world. Cardiff herself discovered that her process is one that creates
distance, between herself and the other immediately, and this distance — “how this voice became
another woman” (Cardiff 2006: 283) - lingers in field recordings in general. Recordings can be
heard elsewhere, dragged from their contexts and reconstituted, de-constituted, remixed and
remade but they have a tendency to point at one particular thing. That they are not from this
time, they are not of this place, they are from another time, another place, is both their strength
and their weakness. Walking Cardiff's piece across London today, or to attempt such a thing, is to
distance yourself from your place in the world and yet, by somehow stepping into the cinematic
creations of Cardiff, to notice the world more clearly. By taking yourself away from here, no
longer fully immersed in the present, instead being absorbed into the multiple layers of The

Missing Voice, yet never being fully in the world Cardiff creates either, is to never end up there.

" Emma Leach will be more fully introduced at a later stage within this thesis. Suffice to say here that she is an artist and writer with whom I
have been friends since 2007 when we met upon a residency in a forest in Derbyshire.
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This in-between position of Cardiff's is perhaps intentional, an action that leaves you hovering
between two versions of the world, and in that hovering one is made to attend more closely to
that which is definitely present (Carlson 2006: 402). Cardiff's walks out into the landscape are
notable for her absence; Cardiff is perhaps a voice in your head, but it might be the voice of

another.

The next stepping-stone through the encyclopaedia is the entry dedicated to Louise Ann Wilson
(#61), whose work Fissure was featured. Fissure was a two-day epic across the North Yorkshire
Moors on which participants journeyed amidst the artists and scientists who were involved in the
project. Fissure was “Louise’s response to the illness and death, aged 29, of her sister due to a
brain tumour and the grief caused by her loss. The shape of the piece was informed by key
moments of her sister’s illness, death and the ensuing grief” (Wilson 2015). Its epic nature
restricted its audience to those who were physically capable. Some 180 people attended Fissure
of which Kate Bassett reported, “[tlhis was not performance art for the timid [...]. Clinging to
boulders, | asked myself whether a theatre critic being literally blown away by a show could be
considered an artistic triumph” (Bassett cited in Wilson 2015). What's brought to the fore in this
quote is the neat juxtaposition that walking arts practice introduces, where does it sit on the scale
that runs from performance art to theatre, perhaps as an idiosyncratic act the position taken by a
practitioner will always be different, even from project to project. | was unable to attend Fissure at
the time but have since been fortunate enough to attend The Gathering (Wilson 2014), Wilson's

second foray into large-scale outdoor perambulation.

Hafod Y Llan, Snowdonia, Wales. 2014. After Louise Ann Wilson’s The Gathering.

Upon arrival in the car park that sits at the base of the Watkin track up Wales’ tallest mountain
my mother and I, as audience members of The Gathering, were greeted by two distinct
interventions. One was a series of large orange pennants announcing the presence of National
Theatre Wales in this unexpected location. The other was on a distant hillside, inviting your
gaze up into the hills, a streak of deep blood red fabric that coated an old tramway, cut into the
mountain by the Victorians to ease the passage of slate quarried higher up the mountain. These
two flashes of colour spoke of different forms. One proclaimed theatre, and the other
demanded to be recognized as Wilson’s background as a Fine Art practitioner rather than one
of theatre. The gash was reminiscent of the work of Christo & Jean-Claude'® but also winked at
Constable and the great tradition of British landscape painting where red flashes in the

countryside are used to draw the eye deeper into The Haywain."
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So was it art we were witnessing, or theatre, how were we to read these signs!? There is a poet
involved, the texts being written on the high sides of Snowdon were written by Gillian Clarke,
and there is a horn being blown; down in the valley a lone member of a brass band who is but a
taster of what is to come. As audience, we arrive and are gathered together in a small not quite
field by the roadside. We are assigned a number and packaged off to group leaders who are
armed with beautiful woollen flags, each branded in a different way in the same series of

patterns that are cut into sheep ears to aid their identification on the high slopes.?

There are about 120 of us, and we set off in groups of 12 or so, clumping and clustering our way
up the mountain. This is performance for the fit and able bodied only. We set off through the
Sessile Oak laden forests following the first performer, who welcomes us to the hill with the
blowing of a conch shell, before spritely disappearing ahead possessed by a bright red hunting
coat. The forest is dotted with archive photographs, and the trees occasionally drip with
sculptural interventions. Here a performer climbs and re-climbs a rock wall as the horn blower
notates the loop. Conversation in the group flits nervously about, we are all together in the
uncertainty of this, and as the valley opens out, men who appear as shepherds seem to coax us

on, or gather us up into the mountain.

Snowdonia is awash with abandoned shepherds’ crofts, farms and stone buildings that have
become ghosts on the hillsides. Snowdon is no different and as we come across a humble
dwelling, roofless and tumbling we find it stuffed with rolled balls of wool, each individually cut
from a single sheep and bundled as has been done for centuries. But placed in piles like this,
where life used to be lived they seem to swell, rise and fall like a chest full of breath, they are a
disturbing collection of bodies to look at. Amidst all this a lone woman performs a poem on a
loop before collapsing into the seething pile of woollen bodies. Cyclic patterns are hinted at in
both language and movement. Shepherds point up the valley and we continue, passing beneath
the old tramway, now blood red, as another performer strides up and over the mountain,

silently calling us on.

Passing a quarry master’s ruin of a house its vacant windows bear down on us, pine trees
springing out of its back yard add to the mystery. We walk on, splashing water on our faces from
a nearby stream. Slate is used as a simple fencing material and the group is split in two, one half
herded off up a hill towards red rocks, cloth wrapped and pouring from a wall built for the
tramway. In the distance a great bulwarking flank of Snowdon has been chalked up with a
poem, a cleft in the rock is stuffed with wool, hidden speakers bleat at the audience as snatches

of the poem are read aloud amongst the whispering groups.
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We feel it now, the pressure of being herded together, the other group and ours are coming
back together, drawn in by dogs and men high on the hills above: pointing us in to the heart of
the old quarry where large piles of slag are dressed with brass instruments. The hillside around is
dotted with other players surrounding another ruin where we are all gathered together, around
an empty bed in which an old man lies, seemingly asleep. Sandwiches are eaten and water
drunk, children are glad of the rest as a play breaks out in the midst of all this, the brass band
announcing it as they coagulate here amongst the blood red fabrics and the talk of life and
death, those cyclic partners on the hillsides, whose annual story is then played out by five

players, tossing around the maternal bed.

The groups divide to descend, each our other ways, as new perspectives are offered on these
scenes, more poems creep from the stones and red rocks are seen close up, wrapped in red cloth.
The brass band stand in a circle and we see them in the distance, playing us off the hill, along
with a flock of real, live sheep, who are still wearing their coats and who must be finding it very
confusing, being gathered off the mountain four days in a row, players in a play whose fluid

movements are a joy to watch as we pass them down into the farmyard.

Inside the yard and its crumbling outbuildings, each in different stages of a layered form of
decay, we are once more lead this time by our own senses, a desire to follow the herd or escape it
as each sees fit. A sheep is shorn, the old way, by hand before being tossed into a particularly
well kept croft - this is a national trust farm after all. Inside the decrepit farm house a lady sings,
more rolled balls of sheep hide, oddly alive still, as these vignettes are played out to an audience
looking for a place to rest. It feels like the end already, like it should be over but still there are
more rooms, more skulls, more films, but our energy has been drained on the hills and for this
the installation does not get the time or energy it deserves. Our feet drag and the bored faces of
school children, drafted in to hold up archive photographs of the farm in bloodier and more

resplendent days, betray our true feelings.

We drift past the last installations, a bloody, stomach churning number involving dressing up
one lamb in the skin of another, and we finally come to the flat land, the pleasant field where
our solitary horn blower once stood. And we lie down or sit, only to be told we have to be off
now, away, over by there, take the path, along the stream, to the next field, only a little further,

there’s tea! My mother is relieved.

So Wilson’s The Gathering treads a curious line between theatre, performance and installation,

from various angles it can be said to definitely be one or the other, or yet another. Whilst sat in

the circle of the abandoned slate mine, a play being enacted around a bed in the middle, one

was reminded of plays in the round, the ancient plen an gwarry (playing places) of Cornwall, or
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the circular arches of Shakespeare’s Globe Theatre in London. The story itself, a retelling of a year
in the life of a sheep on the mountain, told in quite a perfunctory way: when my mother relayed
her experience to her partner, a sheep farmer in North Wales, he promptly stripped the story
down to ten or so words and asked what happened next. The moments of most intrigue to me,
were the captured snippets of conversation that one caught on the air, other audience members
opinions or transcriptions of what they thought was going on, or had gone on, or was about to
come. The piece concluded its journey with a wandering through a series of installations, a
number of films: a second intervention from the female lead felt clunky and somehow token,
tacked on to the end of a larger scale event whose glory and power was drained by this farmyard
finale. Comprised of rusting farm machinery, archive photographs, skulls and straw bales it felt
like the installation element of this performance had given way to a theatre that had won this
particular battle, if only because of the epic backdrop of Snowdon, against which a spider-

webbed barn or two could do little.

At the heart of The Gathering was a mythic form of story-telling that exposed Wilson’s drafted-in
position as a commissioned artist. She was commissioned by the National Theatre of Wales
(NTW) to undertake The Gathering but unlike Fissure, and her more recent work Warnscale
(Wilson 2015) there was no personal driver behind the piece, and so the piece became a work of
found stories, other peoples’ places: the personal strength of Fissure was missing. Even the
poetic contributions of Gillian Clarke, whilst beautiful, soured in the wake of the news that they
were not as easy to wash off the slate walls of Snowdon as NTW had lead the National Trust to

believe.

The work of Baskeyfield and Mayhew, viewed as transects, lead to places the artists knew well or
came to know well, the audio recordings of Harrison and Cardiff play with places through
representational form. The work of Louise Ann Wilson gets closer to the prospect of an
autoethnographic transect through her personal engagement with a place and its relationship to
herself. The autoethnographic transect is a simple idea: draw a line on a map between two places
of personal resonance, and attempt to walk that line; the body of work this thesis documents is
the personal and emotive product of this seemingly simple idea undertaken. The tools of an
individual undertaking an autoethnographic transect are simple tools used in a transdisciplinary
way: a pen and a map, a camera and a note book or two, a place that is of personal resonance,

and the time to explore those places the transect cuts through in retrospect. The main tool at
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work in an autoethnographic transect is the memory of personal experience, subsequent research
into one's place in the world, and the use of a transect to draw out social, cultural and historical
links between oneself and the world. This process necessarily leans on arts practice,
autoethnography and an understanding of ecology drawn out from Guattari's approach to the
transdisciplinary (Guattari 2005, Genosko 2002): a staging post that is beyond interdisciplinary,
which by its own etymology is subservient to the disciplines it operates between. Transdisciplinary
denotes a way of working that transcends disciplines, becomes relevant to and acknowledges the
relevance of other fields. It is an ecological practice within which all things are delicately

interconnected and each is responsive to and responsible for the other.

Walking as a process, lends itself to this form of interpretation, for one can walk into anything.
Walking Home: Infinite Edition is a work that is both a piece of writing and a website, but each of
these things is in a constant state of flux, between being one thing and the other, and in offering
the text for editing and the website for watching, the work is offered up for exposure to the
unknown and unknowable predispositions of an audience. The following pages are comprised of
a copy of the original text as it was displayed in the gallery, followed by full page images of a
number of edited texts that were pinned to the gallery wall by audience members during Walking
Home (Again), the practice-based exposition of this autoethnographic transect that took place as

an exhibition in 2015, to which Part Seven of this thesis is dedicated.

3.4 Walking Home: Infinite Edition.
The next few pages are dedicated to the textual elements of Walking Home: Infinite Edition,

beginning with a facsimile copy of the original text as it was presented to audience members in a

gallery setting. Subsequent images document its installation and audience contributions.
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Walking Home : Infinite Edition

Fish Factory : Spring 2015

A work in progress in perpetuity

Dear reader,

This document is a copy of a text taken from notes made whilst walking home
in 2009. You are invited to read and edit this text in any way you choose; to
underline, cut out, rearrange or otherwise highlight any phrase or moment that
you enjoy, that you deem worth remembering. Edited texts can be pinned to the

wall when finished, or returned at a later date.

The edited texts will then be added to the project website and displayed here
throughout the period of this exhibition. After the close of the show the website
will be published and made available through www.bramthomasarnold.com. A

work in progress in perpetuity.

Thank you kindly,

Bram Thomas Arnold.

Please leave your edited texts here or return to:
Fish Factory, North Parade, Falmouth, Cornwall TR11 2TR

E-mail bramthomasarnold@gmail.com
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A story | have carried with me my whole life. Home was a question mark. St. Gallus, an Irish monk, set up camp
in the 6™ century. Asleep in Farningham woods, | sat there amidst the large mosquitoes. | am not an expert at
this, this is not a holiday. It is hard work. | woke up alive and reasonably well. | pointed myself out of the forest
and down the hill. London seemed a distant memory.

| wake in the campsite cold. | wake in the campsite nervous. The steep slope south out of town, towards the
woodlands on the horizon: my direction being south, southeast. An old lady speaks to me for some time even
though I've explained that | do not understand her.

There are no hedgerows here dividing the grains, just differing bands of colour and texture. | stare at a herd of
hairy cattle who are staring at me. The sky above seems to stretch out forever like watching armies march over a
plain. The cavalry charge in before nightfall and spots of rain patter down. This is the wildermness of Northern
France.

Along the canal and into a downpour, my pedometer ticking away, | walked off with 3 hardboiled eggs in my
pocket and a large lump on my back. Large helicopters swooped low to the ground, beneath the horizon that
barely existed. At 3pm the rain swept across me, my general direction still presently being roughly a quarter of
the horizon ‘that way'. Pristine country that promised tiny tracks and days of fields. In a pine wood, not 40
metres square | slept that night, safe from everything.

This really was nowhere, tiny towns, fields of wheat, clouds and the occasional barn. All day. | found myself
lounging in the heavily decorated graveyards of these small French Villages, Somme Vesle, Poix, Moivre,
Charmont.

The first day after a rest is always a painful measure of ones abilities. Baking myself along the banks of the canal,
a little nap after 7km. Adjusting my boots at another stone slab trees with swooping swallows, | rest awhile
perched on the corner of my coat on the moss of years that clings to the rock. Walking does not feel like
travelling in the same way airports and train stations do. It feels more deliberate or more free, you are
perpetually just going for a walk, not crossing a country, that seems too incomprehensible for a footstep to
understand. The landscapes arrive in manageable chunks here.

All that passes by me are tractors and birds. Another village comes, and goes. A farmhand, a fork in the road.
An elderly lady at her door, two cats. Everything else is breeze and rain droplets, | creep towards the horizon in
the rains wake. | am so tired. | am so tired of the rain. | am so tired of walking, in the rain. What are the dreams
of the people, who live out here | wonder, in these tiny villages. And nowhere arrives. In heavy fog ones world
shrinks, on the edge of mine a hut in the midst of the forest appeared. Eating bread and cheese. It was 8pm, |
just wanted somewhere safe to sleep. | camped in the forest, anxiously, the rain still coming down.

The pockets made by leaves are already a deep azure, a sky blue of the most welcome shade. The 10am bells
to chime me back to civilization, dotted with churches which all keep their own time. The further through France
| walk, the more it seems to stretch itself before me. At Sepvigny | rest in the welcome shade of two oaks and
the company of the Virgin Mary. Today is long, time shrinks when you least want it to and has the ability to draw
out forever when you need it the least.

The road turns to switchbacks as we climb the hill together, the tarmac and |, the cacophonous tones of the
valleys midday bells which seem to clang in no particular order, for no particular time, merely for the sheer
pleasure of ringing. A botanist walking the trail of St. Jacques de Compostelle, is out there still. He told me
about the velvet dragonflies that flew round-abouts or of which plants in the hedgerows one could consume.

Virgin Mary’s and fading chugging tractors. The odd cow. My feet shed their skins like snakes. A short train ride
to St. Die des Vosges carried the weight of disappointment, enhanced the loneliness of it all. It rained all night.
In my mind my failure to not walk all the way to Switzerland but | am too interested in failure, because failure is
deeper than success. Failure is what we learn from mostly, the loneliness kicking in alreadly.

| woke up that morning in a forest whose floor was scattered with the bright orange slugs. The first village of the
day was further than | thought it and this was the way of it all day. Everything stretched. Eat a bit of chocolate.
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Lift up pack again. | scrambled from scrap of shade to scrap of shade. | had passed a signpost for Charmes and
blood trickled out of my heel.

Rain rolled in upon the mountain town, crisp flat riverbed rolled through the middle. Corbusier’s only factory is
still, only a factory. | escape at midday and walk off the depression. Curves | have to climb. One can’t imagine
that you'll ever be able to get anywhere by doing it. You do not visit heavily visited places. You drift through
forgotten fields and empty villages. The river running off to my right, with the railway line and road tied to it by
the tight valleys and mountain architecture. My road clambers over a little lip that leads us into another valley, a
sudden gash of space, deep cut, split with a gushing fast little stream down the middle. Steep hillsides painted
in pine forest green.

Highways forced into position by mountain fissures. A fleet of children poured out of one end on the lunch bell,
and scampered round to the playground behind. And then, after lunch, the gentle sounds of communal singing.
So sudden, so brashly steep. The shared silence of a picnic bench with a girl. She used a grass blade for a
bookmark, picked wild strawberries. | just sat there. Col du Mandray will forever be that girl, that silence.
Waiting for the strawberries to fruit again.

Odd ripples form on the lake. | sat there for the usual hour ritual, listening to the forest, a deep bed of pine
needles. The path switch backed through farmyards still discovering Saturday morning. Boughs heavy with
crimson whilst looking up. Solitary jet-black beetles, line the path the size of butter beans, the electricity of their
underbellies all the way to Germany. Tourists spill from tour buses and | join them for coffee.

The path moved me back into the forest, deep pines. naturally formed and all over the place, with life beneath
them, other plants and mosses, deep spongy objects. All the waters begin to flow east to the Rhine and the
German border rather than into the Meuthe and France. My shoes occasionally vanish into deep piles. Here are
vast epics.

Above a precipice, staring at Germany through the haze. Realise you are as inconsequential as the last human,
as important as the first. Realise there are so many people doing so many things, that everything comes to
matter as much as everything else. Or as little.

| had to be prepared for this journey to be completely inconsequential. For it not to matter at all, for it not to
change anything, for it not to be noticed. When you have discovered that everything you thought mattered so
much matters not at all you obtain a kind of peace usually only offered by the grave, or the open sky, the blue
of distance, the joy of presence, that the moment you are in is everything. So easy to recall, so impossible to
describe. | slept in a pine forest, steep and rooted. | ate soup, pinecones digging into shoulder blades, roots
wrapped around hips.

| press on and nibble precious items from a cherry tree. High boughs cast in deep shades of purple. My map
confuses me here, and so many cherry trees. | have reached the final peak of the Vosges and they have built
houses all over it. The paths multiply under beautiful canopies of woodland, tempting pine beds and open
stretches of broadleaf. | sit on a bench here for a while, perpetually glad to let the floor carry my rucksack for a
while, text England to let it know | am ok.

Trying to figure out whether the hills in the distance were part of Germany or part of France. A hazy celebratory
zeal, there is something about traversing a mountain range that entirely trumps walking across a plain all day.
Yet this was a long way. Too far it turned out in the end, one of those errors of scale and confidence. Yesterday |
walked from France to Germany. | was the only pedestrian in the whole place. Flat heat here, dead breeze. He
grunts a bit and smiles, just points east. Neuf Brisach is the border town with Germany. | just walked in. Across
the Rhine, the border, no borders anymore. | climb through Vineyards in the heights and lose myself in its veins.
| find Frieburg and sleep there for three days.

The mind stuttered and stumbled like my feet. The compound adjectives that stretch like the paths that trace off
to the left and right, | sit down for a spot of shade and listen to woodpeckers crack their way through the forest.
Little baby grapes so eager under the sun. French bread, German soil. The hills climbing off to the south and
east, steep and cloud topped. Overlooking the Black forest, with French bread. A fork of lightening and
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immediately every remembered fork of lightening | have ever seen, | walk the medieval streets and lose myself
blissfully among a dusty pile of vinyl. | do not take any photographs at all; | buy a pair of vintage shoes.

Fork lightening strikes the streets, the heavy rains cause the shallow river to take on swift personality changes |
soak myself in the warm storm. | just want to do it for a while, without having to think how | will later account for
every second. There is no documentation of my shirt, slick and dripping, or the bike | rode around on, no
evidence of my attempts at speaking German, no documentation of a conversation | had with an elderly lady in
the forest the day | walked out of town.

| am tired of living with the insect kingdom. The weather becomes clockwork. A rush of sun till 12pm, a rumble
of thunder by 1pm and a full storm by 3pm. Bright sun again by épm. A ruin in the forest, a giant thunderstorm,
and by 5pm | can see Switzerland for the first time in 22 years, fork lightening striking its distant hills.

The weather spent the day being fairly threatening, | spent the day wondering how far | would get and where |
would sleep. The clouds rolled up and down the hills occasionally enveloping everything in a dense fug, the air
was thick with bells resonating off the hills. The first moments of uneasiness above the rapidly moving cloud
line. Swathes of dead trees mingle with the living down the valley and the ghost of Caspar David Friedrich is
everywhere. The run of peaks off to the southwest from here, incomprehensible, atmospheric, deep with riches,
no thunder today, too high for that humidity to climb. The path is lined by poles three metres high, painted
bright colours, | try and imagine the depths of winter snow. Empty and silent. Morning rose clear blue, and at
10am | warmed myself on an alpine bench like a lizard. Day-trippers vanished into the hills here and there. | ate
yoghurts.

The clockwork weather is winding up again, heavy clouds rumble darkly over the way. Descending off the
obvious routes down into sections of forest that feel primeval, that feel like they are just mine. | am so alone, |
am so happy here. The heat is gentle under the shade. | sing out scraps of songs that hang in my head. The
stream beside me increases its size, | have followed it from its source, the first raindrops fall, the first thunders
crack. The borderline of a thousand thousand acres of solid forest, the first field for days, | eat wild strawberries
looking out across to a horizon that must surely stretch to Switzerland.

| sort of just walk over the border. | just walk in. | walk into Switzerland. The sky is bluer here, the water clearer,
the fish in the water look happier, the farmers smile, the dogs don't bark, the shade seems cooler, the cherries
more scarlet. And the hills, steeper. But for this thundery haze from this small peak | would be able to see the
highest peaks in three countries. | sit down and | sit down and | sit down, and | sit. Walking flattens nations,
disempowers them. | just walk in.

| eat handfuls of cherries bursting with juice. | watch an eagle circle the sky from here across to Germany. Back
and forth, it rises up through broadleaf, birches and beeches, oaks, the dappled light glints off my sweat-
drenched forearms. | have to down tools several times, using my rucksack as a seat. The peak of the hill is still
crowned with trees, no breaks for a view. This forest track turns into a road and this road turns into
Schaffhausen, | pass through its outskirts, little kids with uniform rucksacks make their way home from school, it
is that time of day, it has not rained a drop. Throughout the process of this walk | have been in communication
with a family | have never met, the family who currently live at the house | was born into in Engelburg on the
outskirts of St. Gallen, named for St. Gallus. | have been walking home.
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Fig. 24. Walking Home: Infinite Edition. (Arnold 2015).

Fig. 25. Walking Home: Infinite Edition. (Arnold 2015) Detail.
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Fig. 26. Edit from Walking Home: Infinite Edition, installed at the Fish Factory, Falmouth, 2015.




Fig. 27. Edit from Walking Home: Infinite Edition, installed at the Fish Factory, Falmouth, 2015.




Fig. 28. Edit from Walking Home: Infinite Edition, installed at the Fish Factory, Falmouth, 2015.




Fig. 29. Edit taken from Walking Home: Infinite Edition, installed at the Fish Factory, Falmouth, 2015.




Fig. 30. Edit taken from Walking Home: Infinite Edition, installed at the Fish Factory, Falmouth, 2015.




Fig. 31. Edit taken from Walking Home: Infinite Edition, installed at the Fish Factory, Falmouth, 2015.
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Fig. 32. Walking Home: Infinite Edition Install shot, Sensing Site, The Parasol Unit, London 2013.
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Part Four. Technology, collaboration and failure.

4.1 A Belgian Transect.

Below is an extract from a paper | wrote in collaboration with Rebecca Birch and Rob Smith of Field
Broadcast. It is an account of my experiences in the field with Eleanor Wynne Davis as part of
Sideways Festival, a walking arts festival that took place in Belgium in 2012. The full paper, published

in Digital Creativity (Armold et al 2015) can be found in the appendix.

Technical ineptitude in the field was the first hurdle we had to surmount, and it was
our lack of understanding of the technology here that failed us. The flash media live
encoder (FMLE) sends a signal to a server to enable the broadcasts: we had, in our
eagerness to stream before we had to leave the area, failed to account for this
simple detail. A broadcast is not something to be rushed and the intricacy of
broadcasting combined with our aesthetic disposition forced our hand in Polygon
Wood, causing the error. The performance, of Davis' violin-playing shadow falling on
a cenotaph was lost in the digital ether, FMLE unable to communicate with the wider

world: fortunately the event was captured on DV tape.

“Failure is what we learn from mostly” (Solnit 2006, 107) and that evening we
stripped everything from our second broadcast other than the broadcast itself,
easing the technology into this new realm of long distance walking and foreign
lands. Introducing ourselves to the viewer through a broadcast in which we sat,
directly eyeing the camera, and faced our audience, breathing gently in the evening
sun, a day's worth of dust on our faces. The scene was set, and it was the two of us
in and with Belgium, and with the limited facts we knew, or thought we knew, about

it (Arnold et al 2015).

The we of this article is myself and long-term collaborator Eleanor Wynne Davis. Davis is an artist and
a musician whom | studied alongside at Dartington College of Arts. Sideways was a festival that, over
the course of a month, traversed Belgium on foot from west to east, carving a form of transect
through the Belgian countryside, and each weekend when the party halted, forming a different node
in a different town: a sequence of mini-festivals united by a line of nomadic artists, writers, readers

and performers, and a donkey.
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Field Broadcast, as Birch and Smith state in the article is:

[Aln artist-run live broadcast project, commissioning artists to work with live
broadcast as a medium, using our bespoke software. The Field Broadcast software
delivers live broadcasts direct to the viewer's desktops outside of a web browser.
Times of the broadcasts are not announced, offering the potential for audience
members to encounter live broadcast artworks as unexpected interruptions to other
activities. The broadcasts are not transmissions of live events that also take place

offline, they are artworks devised specifically for broadcast (Arnold et al 2015).

Davis and | set out for two weeks of walking across Belgium in an attempt to explore A Belgian
Transect, devising a series of broadcasts whilst walking across Belgium in a company of artists,
projects and pedestrians. The 13 broadcasts that came out of the project were later revisited by
Davis and me for Flint (Flint 2012), a micro-festival of contemporary performance and installation,
presented at the Pound Arts Centre, Corsham, in Wiltshire in November 2012. Through an
examination of these two works | will now set out how the failures therein fuelled the research

process involved in this autoethnographic transect.

On the road towards Ypres, summer 2012.

In the blistering heat of a continent in full summer swing El and I had spent an hour dashing
around Brussels in search of a dongle, a portable Wi-Fi device that would work on a Belgian sim-
card. At the time we set out we were not 100% sure such a thing existed. By the time we
staggered off a train at the border town of Menen we were finally in possession of everything
necessary to undertake a series of Field Broadcasts whilst walking 200km back towards Brussels.
After an evening spent under the stars, in the same field as a donkey who was to be the
Sideways companion, cocooned in bivvy bags El and I set out to discover where exactly we were.
The festival officially started in two days time in the border town of Menen where one could
walk across the river into France with little trouble, nor noticeable change. Ypres®! is a name
that lingers in cultural memory, we both recognised it, but neither of us could quite say why.
According to the map it was about 7km away, its sizeable cathedral piercing the horizon to the
west. We set off into the heat of the day planning to walk there and back as some sort of warm
up for what was to come, seeking also to find out something about where we were, or why we

were, seeking either way, some sort of purpose, or reason for being.
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We took the broadcast equipment with us on a trial run. Meticulously laying out and
photographing our equipment beforehand as we had once done on Power Walk?: identical
rucksacks, identical notebooks, identical knives, identical other books (in this case Merlin
Coverley’s recent The Art of Wandering” and Simon Armitage’s Walking Home**). Belgium was
hot, it was frantic, stifling, we regularly hid from the sun in catholic shrines on roadsides and in
the end we hitched back from Ypres to our camping spot just outside Zonnebeke.

On the day we were due to leave with the group, to set off eastward from Menen
towards Brussels El and I made for Polygon Wood? at dawn to attempt our first broadcast. It
became apparent then that what we really had to work with, was our own history, the space
between us, and so we took as our starting place our last collaboration, the outcome of a walk
we made separately, following two key powerlines through Wales in the pouring rain. That
original piece was called Notating Despair’®, a piece for violin and voice crafted in response to a
walk in Wales found resonance in the cemetery of Polygon Wood. Where technology failed us

prior to a 16km walk.

This initial failure was due to a level of understanding of the software that was somewhat below
that of someone who specializes in programming. Our lack of understanding of the Flash Media
Live Encoder (FMLE) meant we had not given the program the correct address for Field

Broadcasts server and so it was unable to transmit the data.

This project was the first time Field Broadcast had been used in this way, by two individual artists
to generate a series of broadcasts that were conceptually united, in this case by walking. Until this
point Field Broadcast had been used for two other projects involving multiple artists each
producing one work for one broadcast. For Wysing Arts Centre (Birch and Smith 2016), forty
artists, myself included, were invited to develop a one-off broadcast from anywhere in the UK, to
be broadcast via the online software. In Field Broadcast: West (Birch and Smith 2016) 7 artists
from globally disparate locations — Italy, USA, Canada as well as the UK — were asked to devise a
broadcast to take place at sunset in their given location, thereby exposing the temporal nature of
the work on a global scale. Broadcasts streamed of a sunset live from Canada were received in
the middle of the night were one viewing them in the UK. The Field Broadcast project is one that
engages with what Bourriaud points at in his text The Radicant, namely that “today’s artists,
whatever latitudes they live in, have the task of envisaging what would be the first truly worldwide
culture” (Bourriaud 2009: 17). | wanted to use Field Broadcast under the guise of a transecting
tool in Belgium to expose the fact that there are few such geographies as heavily surveyed and

saturated as Belgium, wherein all geography becomes psychogeography (ibid: 120).
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A Field Broadcast is designed to be an inherently transient thing though, a fleeting work that is
either witnessed live or lost forever to the ether; this is, at least, the intention of Birch and Smith.
However through pursuing A Belgian Transect it became apparent that a narrative of sorts was
unfolding, was being walked out in the spaces between the broadcasts, in the places between
the nodes on the transect. The experiment of A Belgian Transect was an attempt to see whether a
series of broadcasts made from a given path, would offer audience members some insight into
the sense of a journey undertaken. The fundamental flaw was that no individual audience member
was able to see all 13 broadcasts as far as Davis & | were aware. This unpredictability is built into
the nature of a Broadcast, being an unannounced interjection onto ones desktop, or a broadcast
sent into the ether of the internet and received by no one. The loneliness of technology was an
unexpected companion on this journey. It would take up to 3 hours to prepare a broadcast after
which Davis and | would collapse, alone together in a field somewhere in Belgium amidst the
technology, that though offering to bring us into contact with all these people, actually isolated
us from our audience, who were somewhere the other side of a distant screen that may or may

not have been turned on.

A Belgian Transect was an opportunity to explore certain autoethnographic notions, or look into
how autoethnography could be inflected in the work. In the sixth broadcast from Belgium Davis
and | were positioned in an attic room of a medieval farmhouse by the light of a window, in such
a way that only my face was visible in a square of mirror leaning against a portable amp for Davis’
violin. | was artificially lit from a source that was out of shot from the broadcast. This meticulous
set-up was intended to refer to the precision of Dutch and Flemish painting of the 17" Century,
and involve the static position of a camera within a broadcast as the static position of the painter

of a portrait scene typical of Vermeer (See figures 34 and 35).
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Fig 34. Technical set up of a broadcast in Belgium showing the Flash Media Live Encoder on screen. 2012.

Fig 35. Production still from the sixth broadcast of A Belgian Transect (Amold & Davis 2012).

A Belgian Transect as a whole was littered with technical issues and failings. The broadcast
pictured in figures 34 and 35 was not recorded onto DV tape in its entirety, but does exist as a
low resolution file captured by the FMLE; the remnants of the first broadcast are similarly partial.

A DVD | compiled for Performing Site, a day symposium | organised in collaboration with Katrina
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Brown of Falmouth University and Sensingsite', presented all the broadcasts on one disc, but this
is not how Field Broadcast intend them to be experienced; as such this DVD and the presentation
was a form of documentation, not the work itself. Included in the appendix is a document that is a
typed and annotated version of my notebook that | took across Belgium on page two of which |

have noted:

El and | separated here for an afternoons walk in the hope that we would find time
to focus on both our own main forms of practice: writing/photography/violin, yet this
remained an ongoing problem. There was simply not enough time to walk the walk
and reflect on it, simultaneously. Writing and walking are synonymous, but they are

not simultaneous (Arnold and Davis 2012).

What has been taken from this failing in A Belgian Transect is that though there is the potential to
generate a body of broadcasts that when displayed together may make for an interesting
contribution to a body of work in the pursuit of an autoethnographic transect, the individual
broadcasts inherently give a context to each other that only materialises if they are presented
together. Thereby the notion of a broadcast is undermined in the process of pursuing a transect
with such a tool. To make a comparison to the basic transect in its original scientific context:
broadcasting is likened to coming across an interesting specimen every now and then but only
showing it to one or two colleagues before flinging it into the wind. | will return to this thought
after an examination of the second part of my collaboration with Davis, a performance installation

for Flint Microfest, that also took place in 2012.

4.2 On Graphic Scores, the rehearsal and an introduction to Fondue.

Once again | found myself more intrigued by the ‘after’ of a walk, for positioning the ‘work’ of it.

What to do with all this detritus, these photographs, and F4V files, mini DV tapes and memories,

half-read Merlin Coverley books and the odd emotional taste that was left in the mouth after

" From their blog: “Sensingsite is a platform for researchers and artists to present work exploring issues of place, space and site across diverse
media and approaches. Sensingsite provides an open and constructive environment within which participants and audience can interact to
provide feedback and peer review. Sensingsite is organised by Susan Trangmar, Steven Ball, and Duncan White for Fine Art Research, Central
Saint Martins, University of the Arts London.” I have presented three elements of this research at two symposiums in London in 2013 and
2014, as well as co-organising and presenting at the Performing Site symposium at Falmouth University. See www.sensingsite.blogspot.co.uk
for a full archive of abstracts dating back to 2012.

89



spending two weeks walking through a country and place that Davis and | had no attachment to.
A Belgian Transect became an examination of my working relationship with Davis, and through a
performance installation presented at the Pound Arts Centre in Corsham, was an experience that

tested the boundaries of our collaborative relationship.

Davis is a classically trained musician. One of the transdisciplinary aspects of the practice of
transecting is to be evidenced here through a performance installation called A Belgian Transect
(Amold & Davis 2012). In this section | will elaborate on how the graphic score entered my
practice and in particular the research into and presentation of Fondue that has taken place in the
wake of this performance at Flint. A graphic score is a term developed through contemporary
classical music to denote a score that is drawn visually, inviting interpretation, as opposed to one

written in musical note form.

The graphic score also found a basis for crossover into the conceptual art world through the work
of Fujiko Nakaya whose early presentations of Fog Piece 1970 (Nakaya 2015) were accompanied
by music, recordings and light, the combined elements of which were coordinated through a
version of a graphic score devised by the artist. The most recent incarnation of her work took
place in Bristol in 2015 as part of In Between Times annual festival and was accompanied in the
Arnolfini by an exhibition of video documentation of older installations. The exhibition included a

graphic score written for one of her Fog Sculpture performances.

Fig 36. Score by Fujiko Nakaya. Taken by myself at Arnolfini, 2015.
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This particular example shows how various disciplines can be represented within the same score
and enables an artist to move across the forms in a transdisciplinary way by tying all the forms to
the sole arbiter of space, that of time. The graphic score technique that | developed and utilized
through the devising of Fondue began whilst collaborating with Davis, was a way of negotiating
our different perspectives and abilities, enabling us to navigate between the various forms that
were presented at Flint. The original pencil drawing of the graphic score for Flint is on a sheet of
paper 5 foot x 4 foot; for ease | have taken two images (see Fig. 37 and 38 below), and tinted
them so as to make them legible here. On the score 8 stations are listed on the left, with time
running from left to right across the page. Two of these stations are myself and El, who are
mobile within the piece, the subsequent six stations are physical entities within the space such as
projectors, laptops, a violin, a record player, books and so on. Each physical entity is drawn into
play by our movement and interaction during the performance. The score enabled us as
performers to track their function in relation to ourselves and each other across the 45 minute

time line of the performance.

Fig 37. A Belgian Transect. (Arnold & Davis 2012) Graphic score for Flint microfest. Detail.
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Fig 38. A Belgian Transect. (Arnold & Davis 2012) Graphic score for Flint microfest. Detail.

The graphic score devised by Davis and me for use as part of A Belgian Transect at Flint was a
progression of this idea whereby a series of linear paths are represented across a page each
denoting some form of activity in some form of space. Each line, rather than being a note, is
representing a particular station within a given space, each station is then explained on the left
and then notations are made as the line passes from left to right. The score is to be read, by
Davis and me, prior to the performance but exists as a tangible record of the event as well as
being a form of technical drawing or schematic of a live event. By its nature the score also gives
latitude and porosity to the performers: there is room for manoeuvre between performers within a
live space, the framework is not set in stone and a flexibility exists in the sequencing thus
enabling it to be played out within the context of a live, and unpredictable audience. The
production of this score influenced the development of my work in a positive light, both upon
diagrams of my thesis that | was drafting at the time and also upon the performance installation
entitted Fondue. In a paper given at Falmouth University entitled ‘The PhD as a strange

organism’, | outlined A Belgian Transect thus:

The installation, took place in a room in which there were many things going on:
several sites of performance, several sites of installed film work, several sites of still
photography and several positioned objects. | needed a way of keeping track of this,

a visual graphical representation of the piece to help me hold it in my mind, and |
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came up with this. [...] Initially it has an aesthetic lineage that ties it to my drawing
practice but within this it has a multi-track approach to the objects or venues within
the site of the performance, a schematic of which is included as a key in the bottom
right hand corner. It is a pencil drawing [...] that tells you not only the sound
content, but details the film, the performance and the objects that are an integral
part of the work and how and when they are being used. It is a graphic score for a
performative installation. And | realized this is what | need, this is what | desperately

needed to understand another line of enquiry | have been pursuing in this venture.

(Arnold 2013).

The pursuit of a graphic score for Fondue that grew out of this presentation is where this project
will now turn, and through this encounter | will return to the presence of films within the
installation as a progression from the failure of Field Broadcast as it took place within A Belgian
Transect. Further consideration will be given through the next two sections of this thesis to the
place of film in walking and arts practice as well as autobiographic and autoethnographic

performance.

Falmouth, early 2013. On introducing Fondue to Cornwall.

Fondue is a performance, taking the guise of a dinner party, that I have been developing since
returning from a walk I made to St. Gallen in 2009: a walk from the house I lived in at the time,
to the house I was born into, in a village on a hillside above the city of St. Gallen. In order to
explain its enduring presence within Walking Home, to get at its roots, I need to take a short

walk through my memory.

I was born in St. Gallen but the house in which I lived, the Home of the title, was in a small
village just north of the city, some ten miles into the hills or so. The path leading out of the
town was well marked and it took me past some of the first monuments of urban decay I had

seen in Switzerland, rusted fragments of graffiti covered metal.
The trail lead me to the Sitter river and an iron bridge that passed over it, steep slopes down
into the forest, and just the other side of the wide, gentle brown stream, a kennels, a field full of

dogs all uncertain of their place in the world.

I climbed up through a gully of hedgerows to an open field that led to the edge of Engelburg; a

park bench with the name of the village on its breast greeted me. I sat down for a moment, and

93



reflected on the events in progress, I was about to walk to a house I could not even picture, with
whom my connection was so seemingly slim and yet had become so pivotal, a place to which I
had latched a sense of home through the process of this journey. Through the irregular sending
of postcards from the journey I had written myself into the lives of the people who lived there,

made their home part of mine, and made myself part of their home, part of their story.

And I was lost. For the first time dear reader, I was lost. For the first time the rules of my
journeying had changed. No longer was the horizon and its beyond the destination, but my
destination was somewhere within this realm of the visible, it was between myself and the
horizon. And yet it occurred to me, that though I had spent weeks sending postcards to 5A

Tannenstrasse, I had no idea precisely where that might be.

Swiss villages are sprawling affairs, built amongst and around fields and woods and farms. Sat on
a bench on the main street I had to concede I had no means to discover the direction to my
destination. I plucked my phone from my pocket and rang my mother to ask her for directions
to a property to which she had not been for 26 years. She mentioned a bakery, and a track
opposite, a lane cutting innocuously between two houses that cuts across several fields and a
small stream, before leading up to an estate of houses. All these things were still present in the
landscape, the bakery still existed, the track opposite, further up the hill the church tower and a

block of flats with geraniums lined up in the window boxes.

From a path between two fields I waved at a young couple stood in their back garden. Stood in
our back garden. I had to pass through a narrow cut between gardens to get to the front of the
house and was greeted by a glut of children from the village who followed me as though I were
the pied piper, to the front door. The man of the house opened the door and greeted me with
the words “Welcome Home’ orated with a heavy Germanic accent. I had arrived in mid
afternoon and after a certain amount of unpacking and tentative looking at photographs and
touring the house we sat down to a lunch of melted cheese, and amidst this atmosphere, warm,
stumbling and slightly awkward, and excited, between tense and relaxed and in a stilted broken
English that was frequently translated through the party, I told them the story of myself and
how I ended up at their dining table. And from this act of extreme generosity and warmth, given

by a Swiss family to myself, has come the current research into Fondue as a performance.

Fondue is a slowly gestating work whose function is to attempt to share the experience of the
walk; and by this I mean the intricacies of both the route and the emotion experienced, the
events that occurred, the sense of the mundane and the sublime?’ that was born out of walking

800km. Fondue was instigated at the home of Emma Leach in Tower Hamlets, London in 2009.
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A number of iterations have taken place in other people’s home, the performance organically
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growing out of personal invites from previous attendees of the work. Fondue, V5.1 as I refer to

it, was recently rendered for a solo show at a gallery in Falmouth, Cornwall. Over 4 weeks in
Spring 2015, some 40 people or so were welcomed home, into a space that was warm, stumbling
and slightly awkward, to a performance that was made in the wake of an 800km walk in the
company of my father’s ashes, a performance that was about grief, pilgrimage and plans, a

performance about the distance between here and there, and the distance between you and me.

4.3 Fondue before Flint.

Fondue as a performance has evolved through five significant phases over the five years between
the journey and the performance installation that took place in Falmouth. The first two phases of
this development separate themselves from the latter three phases in a distinct way that
necessitates a brief discussion on the definition of performance and its various uses through

which we will arrive at how the word is to be understood in this thesis.

Fondue version one and version two involved no pre-formed construction or plan of an event, so
here they fall outside the parameters of a performance as discussed by MacAloon whereby there
can be no performance without pre-formance (previously referenced on page 17) (MacAloon
1984: 16): for MacAloon the notion of a performance exists in the preconception of a plan. The
events, to which | am referring, are two meals that took place shortly after the journey. One took
place in the house in Switzerland into which | arrived at the end of Walking Home: | was invited
into the house, to a table laid with melted cheese for lunch with a family | had never met, only
one of whom spoke some English. The second event took place in London upon my return at a
friend’s house in East London to an invited audience of friend’s, all of whom were artists whose
opinions | valued: neither of these events were ‘performances’ in the preconceived sense of the
word, | did not have lines to remember, or particular approaches | wished to undertake. They are

however the foundational events upon which the performance installation now titled Fondue is

built.

4.4 Quantum performance.

To open up these performances to a more critical analysis | need to define my thinking that has
lead to my pursuit of the Fondue as a line of enquiry. The move towards performance in my work

took place at Dartington during which time | was introduced to an array of methods from
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numerous diverse subjects across the arts and sciences. At the heart of my practice is a
fascination with the double slits experiment in Quantum Physics, an experiment that undermines
the stability of everything and anything, whereby at an atomic level there is no longer any
certainty about the state of a physical object. The double slits experiment, as it is known led the
renowned physicist Richard Feynman to say, “[i]n reality it contains the only mystery. We cannot
make the mystery go away by ‘explaining’ how it works. We will just tell you how it works” (in
Polkinghorne 2002: 22). The double slits experiment involves the passage of atomic particles
through a screen with only two holes in: these individual particles then arrive upon a detector
plate beyond the screen. The individual particles over time generate a wavelike pattern on the
detector plate, centred directly between the two holes, whilst also individually passing through
one or other or the holes in the screen. This outcome suggests that each particle behaves
simultaneously as a wave or/and a particle: all matter is made up of particles that both are and are

not, depending on when you look at them.

This uncertainty that underlines quantum theory has also been picked out by John Freeman who
states “science has taught us that perception is not absolute; [...] Quantum Theory, [argues] that
reality is not fixed and logical but disjointed and in a state of perceptual change” (Freeman 2003:
xxix). In the wake of this concession from science, that certainty is itself uncertain, how then do we
navigate ideas around performance, representation, interpretation and memory, in a world where
| have never seen anything you have seen, and you have never seen anything | have seen. This
baby step towards quantum performance is all | have time for within the confines of this thesis for
now | need to turn towards the original blog that was compiled during Walking Home. The
potential uses of mingling quantum approaches and performance studies have been examined
more thoroughly by Dr. Paul Johnson whose PhD was titled Quantum Performance: Scientific

discourse in the analysis of the work of contemporary British Theatre Practitioners (2006).

4.5 The original blog.

The original blog that | compiled after returning home from the journey has very little to say
about that meal in Switzerland. It is written with a naive enthusiasm that | recall undertaking with a
heightened form of anxiety due to the thought that the family, who had welcomed me into their
home, may well read the text. An extract below speaks to this enthusiasm, the bounding

electricity of the moment:
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As | walked into the driveway Tunc (pronounced Tunch), the man of the house as it
were, said “Welcome Home". | can’t remember how | reacted, | think | laughed a
great deal, or smiled on the edge of laughter. | think we were all as nervous as each
other. They showed me to my room, which was the room my brother and | had
occupied as children. [...] This whole situation was the most surreal, the most
amazing experience | had ever constructed for myself. The family made up of Erika,
Tunc & Mirium and their two children, Lara and David became the most amazing
experience | think I've ever enjoyed as a member of the human race. [...] Piles of
melted cheese and grilled vegetables. Birthday cake for pudding. That evening we
went through photo albums and talked in broken English translated between us by

Tunc (Arnold 2009).

Evidenced here is an account of a situation that even at the time of writing | had little ability to
recall. The only memories that linger exist as a series of dispersed scenes as Augé suggests, so
that a desire is formed to "'mount’ or ‘make a montage’ of our memories, these rushes of
memory, in order to recompose a continuity, to turn it into a story" (Augé 2009: 17). This desire
for narrative is given reason by Solnit and Didion who have both suggested, “we tell ourselves
stories in order to live” (Didion 2006; Solnit 2013: 1). It is this desire to make sense of the
experience of the journey that has driven this project. The adaptation of methods from
autoethnography is a way of developing strategies to generate work that is founded upon a lost
experience. Fondue has become the narration of a journey through physical places in the world in
which are found geographical features, or historical events that metaphorically capture a sense of

self in place, the personal in the particular other.

To bracket this original event in Switzerland then, with a second definition of performance, after
that set out by MacAloon above the performance of Fondue is that of Peggy Phelan’s position
whereby: “performance's only life is in the present. Performance cannot be saved, recorded,
documented, or otherwise participate in the circulation of representations of representations:
once it does so it becomes something other than performance” (Phelan in Farr 2012: 112). There
are elements of Fondue then, that will always be lost, even unto myself, for | have never
witnessed Fondue, | have only ever performed it. This last point is important to note because it
points to that fact that Fondue is not an act, a presentation of a scripted play, it is the
presentation of a memory that is intrinsically mine alone. Were it to be performed by an actor or

(an)other, it would be lost because periods of the performance depend upon the dialogic
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interaction between myself and an audience who are invited to question my experience and the
event. Loss is an inherent part of this research project, it is founded upon the romantic pursuit of
an unattainable past, whilst the weight of my father’s ashes permeate this project’s every fibre.
Fondue will be returned to and elaborated upon in the next chapter but for now it is necessary to

return to the fields of Flanders and the Field Broadcasts therein.

4.6 To return to film, and to walking, and to failure.

A field broadcast is, as previously stated by Birch and Smith, a distinct form of practice, a different
type of work to film or video, though they may share both technical and physical aspects. The
flatness of a screen is present, the functioning of the lens as an eye, but the forms of reception
are incongruous and in direct opposition to the cinematic, full screen visions of film, video and
other forms of filmic practice. There is no editing of a broadcast, all decisions are taken live and
relayed direct to the viewer/non-viewer through in-camera recording. The experiment of A
Belgian Transect was an attempt to convey a journey within the period of its duration; its flawed
delivery leaves a contradictory position. If broadcasts, through their uncertain reception,
problematize the transmission of a narrative that is built up between individual films, perhaps
stepping away from the broadcast back into the world of filmic practice is more suitable. How
then to go about making a series of films along an 800 mile transect that distil something of its
autoethnographic nature. It is to this question | will now tend and in so doing | will address a

number of key practitioners within this field.

4.7 Editing as cultural product.

"The artwork is no longer an end point but a simple moment in an infinite chain of

contributions" (Bourriaud: 2010: 20).

To start from this point offered by Bourriaud in Post-Production, | would like to elaborate on the
distinction between a Field Broadcast and a film, in order to move away from both notions and
get closer to the fine grain of the performance installation Walking Home (Again) in which the

outputs of this autoethnographic transect were exhibited.

A broadcast is a technologically distinct work that relies on numerous technologies to both create

and disseminate the work. One must enter a given field with a host of equipment and one’s
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audience must have a complementary array of technology to view or receive such a work. Within
this framework there is an amount of uncertainty, the broadcasting artist is able to play with bit-
rate and frame-rate to alter the output of the work, complete control is taken over the camera and
any in-camera affects applied to it. In one particular example the artist Dan Coopey developed a
broadcast, as part of Field Broadcast West that used a looping device to layer in-camera footage
over captured footage until the point at which the image of the broadcast decayed into
oblivion'™. The decaying image is compounded exponentially by the frame rate that causes the
broadcast to fade to white over the course of the broadcast. It is an entropic work that is a poetic
rendering of the failure of technology in the face of nature and pure experience. The viewer is
given a glimpse of Dan’s experience, somewhere on a hillside, the light fading on a field of
flowers; Dan’s hand claps giving the piece a sense of dilapidated rhythm, cut up and

deconstructed.

However, | was unable to experience this piece live, as | was not at my computer at the time, this
dilapidated rhythm and poetic entropy was only revealed to me through the Field Broadcast
archive, which is itself, no longer available. To experiment with the idea of navigating a transect
through filmic form then, what of stepping back into a series of video works? What might be lost

through this, what might be gained?

Initial losses include the personal space of a broadcast, the way it opens up a portal directly
between an artist in the field, on the earth, in the right now of there, into the right now of here,
on my desktop, where | was moments ago, trying to get something done. In Fig. 40 below is a
screen grab from the reception of a Field Broadcast that Birch sent me whilst writing up a paper
for Digital Creativity Journal (Amold et al 2015). Another loss is in some ways perhaps also a gain,
the distinction is between being able to reshoot something, capture it from another angle and
then compile these moments in the edit suite, or to have to use the in-camera perspective, to
concede that the representation must be direct, unedited and raw. This rawness is lost when
stepping back from making a broadcast, as | was doing in A Belgian Transect, to a film | made in
Kent in 2014 that was later edited, rendered, given a title and an ending, and called A Line Made
by Walking (Again). The moment editing becomes possible, almost anything becomes possible,
the availability of digital footage, the sheer weight of YouTube and a thousand hours of

everything comes into play. The moment editing is introduced in this way the artist ends up in a

' The online record of Field Broadcast’s project West can be found at www.fieldbroadcast.org/projects/west.html though, as per the nature of
the project, there are no films to watch. Dan Coopey’s website can be viewed at http://dancoopey.weebly.com/ .
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world where as Bourriaud puts it, "[t]he artistic question is no longer: "what can we make that is
new?" but "how can we produce singularity and meaning from this chaotic mass of objects,
names and references that constitute our daily life?" (Bourriaud 2010: 17). The moment editing
steps in to the process where previously, as in the pursuit of A Belgian Transect, it did not exist, it
complicates the matter, expanding potential but also undermining the raw, emotional presence

of the artist in the work.
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Fig. 40. Screen Grab of a broadcast being received on Rebecca Birch’s screen (image courtesy of the artist).

As part of this research project | undertook the production of three films that were experiments
into this form. Each of them in turn became progressively more complicated, a process which
ultimately undermined the aims of each film. The intention behind each film, each to be made at
a particular node on the transect, was to reinterpret one particular experience of one particular
place at a particular time. In Walking Home (Again) only one of these films was represented, the
other two failing to emerge from the edit suite (production stills of these two non-works can be
seen in figures 43 and 44). Even within the context of the exhibition as a whole the film was only
shown as part of a 2hour durational performance (see fig 41 below), it was not explicitly available

and did not form part of the general presentation of the installation.

A line made by walking (again) was shot in a field in Kent just the other side of the M25; near the
place | first camped whilst Walking Home. It was filmed in direct confrontation with Richard
Long’s most famous early work titled A Line Made by Walking (see Roelstraete 2010) after

watching an interview he did for the BBC programme Omnibus in 1983 (Baker 1983). For the
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programme the BBC set out to reconstruct Long’s artwork, a form perhaps of questioning its
validity; however instead of showing the figure doing the walking the editors chose to crossfade
from a screen shot of the field untouched to a shot of it with a line walked into it in a similar
fashion to Long’s line. In the short documentary the film is also in colour and depicted as
landscape. A Line Made By Walking (Again) (Arnold 2015) seeks to expose the line’s method of
production, putting the figure back into Long's work from which the self, the individual, has long

been absented.

Fig. 41. A Line Made by Walking (Again) Installation still, 2015.

4.8 The work of Patrick Keiller and Matthew Buckingham.

In 2010, after | had walked to Switzerland but prior to the undertaking of this thesis, Patrick Keiller
reopened his trilogy of works based upon the fictional and absent character Robinson with the
concluding film Robinson In Ruins (Keiller 2011). In 2012 this work was given a reimagining
through an exhibition at the Tate Britain entitled The Robinson Institute (Keiller 2012). The
exhibition was the outcome of Keiller's hope that he would one day be able to arrange the
material that comprises the film from other angles and in other ways (Keiller 2012: 3). The
exhibition was accompanied by a book which further layers these forms of after-the-fact
constructions, eradicating in the process the distinctions between production and consumption,

creation and copy, that Bourriaud proposes within the realm of post-production (Bourriaud 2010:
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13). Keiller's trilogy of works are attributed to psychogeographic renderings of a tradition that is
tied to Rimbaud, Baudelaire and Edgar Allen Poe (Keiller 2012: 8): the films suggest that the
fictional character Robinson goes for a series of walks in order to explore a perceived problem
"[...] by making picturesque views on journeys to sites of scientific and historic interest." (Keiller
2011). The films are a blurring of fiction and reality through the representation and exploration of
landscape, but they cannot be said to be autoethnographic due to Keiller's absence, his hiding
place behind Robinson making these narrative constructions psychogeographic fictions that

play around’ with qualities, looking for patterns and relationships upon which [Keiller] can

develop and elaborate meaning” (Hecht 1982: 34).

The pursuit of the broadcast as a medium is a desire to be present, to make ones stand before
the hand of editing comes into play. The introduction of editing as it functions within the
production of a film undermines the immediacy of the presence that is offered by a broadcast,
and it forces the consideration of narrative structure to come into play, and in that moment of
narrative construction the autoethnographic transect is lost: the emotive presence of being
becomes a contrived construct and in that moment negates itself. That is not to say that the
pursuit of such a narrative form is invalid: indeed it is the foundation of the work of Cardiff as
previously discussed, it is present in the formations of the Robinson films of Keiller and it is
exemplified in the work of the artist Matthew Buckingham which is to follow. It is simply to say
that the moment an emotional experience, that is, the experience at the heart of an
autoethnographic transect, is edited and then presented in a finalised form such as a film, that

emotional experience is negated by its constructed and contrived nature.

In Matthew Buckingham'’s film Muhheakantuck — Everything Has a Name (2003), a 45minute
exploration of the Hudson River through social, historic and cartographic lenses, an anonymous
narrator announces towards the end of the film that, “stories condense time the way maps
miniaturise space” (ibid). The same anonymous narrator has just taken us on a very particular
version of a journey up and then down the Hudson River, intermingling with Buckingham'’s
particular narrative of the history of the Lenape, the indigenous tribe who came into contact with
the corporate entity of the Dutch West India Company, statements such as “it is easy to forget
that it is the eye that makes the horizon” (ibid). The narrative constructed is definitely about some
thing, a thing external to us as a viewer, to which we may react and respond but neither control
nor change. This approach is intrinsic to the construction of a film and this realisation lead me to

abandon an attempt to construct a series of films along the transect of Walking Home, whose
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purpose is pursuing a more fragile and engaged form of interpretation. In the performance
installation of Walking Home (Again), and in this thesis, the work of it is conceived and presented
as an experience that is to be undertaken, a labyrinth of interwoven connections that “[a]re

subject to the viewers' own investigations” (Verwoert in Neuerer 2003: 14).

Fig. 42. Concrete Turns to Chalk Dust (Arnold 2015). Still from Walking Home. 2009.

4.9 On looking for a field in Kent.

The construction of a series of films along an 800km transect also produces its own pragmatic
issues, the most pressing of which was exposed by my second attempt at this form. On Looking
For A Field in Kent was an attempt to find a particular field | had taken a photograph of during
the original journey. The image, of a chalk path cut through a field of wheat in the crisp June
sunlight was subsequently used by Robert Macfarlane in The Old Ways (Macfarlane 2013: 36) as a
chapter heading. This presented a problem different to that of the first film, in which | only
needed to find a field that bore a resemblance to Richard Long’s 1967 field in which A Line Made
by Walking took place. In this instance a precise field was sought, and though | had some sense
of where it might be, in this case somewhere on the third day of walking from London to Dover,
more precisely after Rochester but before Ashford, this still left me with some 20 miles of possible
location. The logistics of this issue are both beside the point and precisely the point, the title of

the work pinpoints the absurdity of the event: a 13 mile walk from Rochester to where | finally
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found the field, each step an attempt to regain something of the mental, physical and emotional
state | was in when | first made the journey, at the end of which | expected to unpack the
equipment from my bag, execute a filmed performance, before packing up and catching the last

train back to London from a small rural train station.

Fig. 43. On Looking For a field in Kent. Production Still. 2013.

On Looking For A Field In Kent, May 2014.

I am still spending the first 20 minutes of every day stretching: working on the sole of my right
foot, the injury to my planta fascita that I incurred in December 2013 is ongoing”. Today I find
myself doing this stretching in the book infested study of Rebecca Birch’s house in Hackney. I
am up early, aiming to get out of central London and into the fields of Kent by 10am. [ am
going in search of a field and I am not entirely sure where it is. [ have tied it down in my
memory to somewhere between Rochester and Ashford, this still leaves me with a vast swath of
Kent to walk through before finding this field. I have a small hand held digital video camera, a
tripod and my Nikon D60 that accompanied me in 2009, alongside the OS map of Maidstone
and the Medway towns.

It is that same high heat again, late May dry and dusty. The walk begins differently as I
start at the train station in the heart of Rochester and I spend too much time finding my way
out of town, the accidental charity shop visit, the unexpected wrong turn, before finding the
M20 as it cuts across the river Medway and crossing under it and up onto the cut chalk downs
above Maidstone. To visit a place again, to attempt to find a particular field, as though you may
find something of yourself there is asking too much of the world. Many hours of the day are lost
simply to getting to the field. This is the folly of this idea. This undertaking, this series of films

would be a whole new work, a whole new approach and it does not fall under the remit of this
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project to undertake them. But I walk on. Past the Robin Hood® and over Bluebell Hill,
capturing this time the names of woodlands, the shoulder of mutton, monks wood, parsons
wood, the tiny scraps left between heavily cultivated lands.

It is 15 miles before I find the field: it is 6 hours of high heat walking with an
increasingly problematic foot and the desire to make a film, decreasing. The back lanes of Kent
are as lonely as I remember them, no people populate these fields at this hour, this midweek
scene, Bluebell hill is empty and I am the only Pilgrim®! cutting under the motorway, over the
Eurostar line and over the pedestrian footbridge, alongside the Holloway” and past Kit’s Coty™.

The field still stands but the path that cuts so distinctly through my memory and
through the image, is no more. The planting is different this year, and the path is besmirched
accordingly, fading off half way up the hill, into grass. I set down the tripod, set down the
rucksack and attempt to muster some energy to enact some part of a plan, which was half
formed upon my getting to this place. I wanted to play the horizon, to appear from behind it
and introduce myself to the camera in a slow procession from there to here, but this very
contrivance deadened the footage and left the film numb, pixelated, as the low grade digital
camera undermined the crispness of the original image.** I held up to the camera a neckerchief
filled, not with my father’s ashes this time, but with chalk, whose crumbling presence signified

the inevitable sense of dissatisfaction with the outcome of a walk I had long planned to make.

What | went looking for in Kent was no longer there. The autoethnographic transect does not
exist in the world, it is a construct for understanding a world where “all geography has become
psychogeography” (Bourriaud 2009: 120), a world that is so heavily occupied and mapped, that
the only uncertainty we have left to play with is our memory of it. For as Dylan Trigg puts it
"experience shows us repeatedly when returning to a place from our past, the effect is invariably
alienating rather than reassuring" (Trigg 2013: 35-36). The play of the autoethnographic transect
is to be found in the present moment, in the shared experience, in the setting constructed by an
ongoing performance work entitled Fondue. It is not to be found on film, or DVD, or mini DV, or
F4V files, or AVI files or any of the other numerous digital formats | naively encountered during
this period of field broadcasting and fieldwork. In the following still, taken from an unfinished film
entitted From a French Field (Fig 44), | can be seen standing in the ruins of Vauclair Abbey
reading from a book. The lines | spoke were from Edward Thomas's notebook that he was

carrying the day he died in 1917:
Where any turn may lead to Heaven

Or any corner may hide Hell

Roads shining like river up hill after rain. (Thomas 2004: xv)
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Fig. 44. From a French Field. Production Still, 2014.
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Part five. Fondue and the place of performance.

5.1 Early iterations of Fondue.

As earlier stated Fondue evolved out of two events shortly after the journey in 2009. | will now
outline how it has progressed from these first two events into the form that was presented at the

Fish Factory, an arts space in Falmouth, in March and April 2015.

Bristol logistics. November 2011.

Having set out to walk back to Switzerland in the light of a self imposed rule the only fitting way
to continue the project of Fondue was to apply further rules. After that initial dinner in East
London the rule set was that only previous attendees of the event now referred to as Fondue
could invite me to present a version of Fondue in their home (Rule 1), we would then collaborate
on the guest list together, each time therefore expanding the circle of potential hosts for Fondue.
Thus the third iteration of Fondue was held at the home of Eleanor Wynne Davis in Bristol.
Invites were sent by post accompanied by a pre-stamped postcard to operate as an RSVP, this
process itself was devised for that first dinner in London born out of the postcards I sent from
the original journey to the house in Switzerland.”

For this third iteration the invitees were Philip Jones®®, Deborah Jones®”’, Tracey
Warr®®, Robert Macfarlane®, Stephen Cornford*, Rebecca Birch*! and Darren Fleetwood®. Of
these people only the last three were able to attend. But as it had taken Eleanor and me months
to arrange this event it was deemed sensible to proceed.

Deep down I knew I still didn’t know what Fondue was, I was still probing my way into
the performance, through the process of doing it, and also through the process of not doing it.
Fondue is a situation that still, even in the now of 2015, strikes terror into my heart: to host a
dinner party, themed around a journey that was itself an act of mourning for my father that
involved his ashes, in a context that invites the audience to question me directly. It all feels on
the brink of being self-indulgent and could perhaps be seen as such were it not for the fact that I
took no pleasure in the event at all. The entire situation was stressful, exhausting and unrealistic:
a journal entry written shortly after the Bristol iteration reads: “[...] and I was exhausted. This
became an overpowering factor. I need next time to make sure I am fresh and ready. For hosting
a three-hour conversation is something that is on the very edge of my capability. This is where
we live.”®

I arrived in Bristol from London with Rebecca and a rucksack full of an eclectic
assortment of items that included a cast iron fondue set, a portable record player, the 14
postcards I had sent myself from the journey and some alcohol (Kirsch, Wine, Kentish Ale and

Picon), and no real sense of how these things would combine as part of the evening. I could not
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escape from the feeling of self-indulgence at this stage, even though in the aftermath I wrote:
“Some positive things were to be taken from this event though. One of the most important
being that people found it vastly interesting and worthwhile.”** Fondue was bound up with grief,
and my fear of exposing that grief to the scrutiny of performance and art was embedded in the
way Fondue has developed slowly since this event in 2011. I would not step back into the
performance until 2012, by which time I had moved to Falmouth, further complicating the

logistical problems encountered in this third iteration. Fondue required a new audience and a

new perspective for a new town.*

In the time that elapsed between its third iteration and its fourth iteration in Falmouth | read, and
| walked and | reflected. | sought a context for Fondue to exist in, to find a way for myself to
understand it. This necessitates a further step into the world of performance in order to come
back to Fondue from a more widely informed angle. In the following section | will introduce
autobiography and autotopography in their relation to performance, key texts upon which have
been set out by Dee Heddon (2002, 2008). Grant Kester has stated: "If the artist under industrial
production had the ‘job’ of creating complex or well-crafted objects as an antidote to mass-
produced dreck, then the ‘post-industrial’ artist must now create alternative models of sociality to
challenge the instrumentalizing of human social interaction characteristic of a post-industrial
economic system" (Kester 2011: 30). Fondue exists in the realm pointed towards by Kester, a
challenge to situations of social interaction and the move towards what Bourriaud has entitled the
"journey-form”: a form of production whereby the excess of information available to the viewer

encourages them to navigate their own route through the work (Bourriaud 2009: 118).

Fondue can be interpreted as relational (Bourriaud 2002: 14), for the moment one serves food in
a gallery as part of an art form the link back to Rirkrit Tiravanija's piece Untitled (Free) 1992
becomes inevitable. Untitled saw Tirivanija create a Thai restaurant in the gallery space where
people could come and eat curry and rice for free, simultaneously enjoying and becoming a work
of art. It was first presented at 303 Gallery in New York in 1992, more recently being

reconstructed as part of MOMA's Contemporary Galleries collection (Stokes 2012),

Fondue is, however, primarily an outcome of my engagement with the idea of an
autoethnographic transect. After those first iterations of Fondue | abandoned an attempt to script
a series of stories that would narrate my particular experience of a journey, and instead began to
undertake research into how the places or events of the journey might be able to narrate the

emotion of experience embracing the “subjectivist stance in autoethnography [that] is predicated
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on [the notion] that culture flows through self and vice versa” (Short et al 2013: 4). The purpose of
the autoethnographic transect at the heart of this project is to function as a tool across which
culture and self can interweave. Events that took place as personal experiences in the act of
walking, become bound up with wider cultural events and issues when the transect is used as a

divining rod for the processing of memory into narrative.

Fondue’s next iteration after Bristol took place in Falmouth at the home of Ruth Cross, who at the
time was a producer based at the Performance Centre at Falmouth University. This fourth iteration
is the first event that was recorded via audio in its entirety and for the purposes of this section |
will be referring to an annotated description of that recording that can be found in full in the
appendix: for ease quotes used will be referred to by their page number on the document in the
appendix. Through this exploration of this Fondue | will also refer back to the third iteration of

Fondue that took place in Bristol as required.

Near Ruth Cross’s* house, Falmouth, 2012.

It was by now late spring 2012. I had recently moved to one of the terraces in Falmouth, a
shared student house, from a flat in Hackney. I was to an extent still in shock at the sudden,
rural setting, and besides, as far as I could tell Ruth had forgotten we had talked about doing a
Fondue at her house in April. I was still getting used to the seemingly perpetual mizzling sea fog
that had, for my first four days in town, barely exposed the horizon.

But no, apparently Ruth had not forgotten and could we do a Fondue in a couple of
weeks’ time? I failed to formulate an excuse quick enough and so a lax agreement stumbled out
of my mouth, and I was off again, scrabbling around, trying to figure out exactly what this
performance-as-a-dinner party was. I gathered together some objects, the postcards, the rucksack,
the tent, a trench coat, the brogues from Frieburg, and some of my father’s ashes wrapped in a
polka-dotted handkerchief. Could 9 people come, Ruth asked? My defences thoroughly
drenched, I acquiesced, of course 9 strangers could come along to a really intimate performance that I,
as yet, have no real grasp of.

I had plans this time of course, little things I wanted to try out, but no overall scheme,
no beginning, no middle nor end in sight, no particular soundtrack, nothing set. The only thing
that I knew for certain was that I wanted to bring my father’s ashes, and the presence of grief in

all this, to the fore during this iteration.

The plan for this iteration of Fondue was minimal, and scrawled across two pages of a sketchbook in

red pen (Fig 46). The soundtrack for this iteration was merely a playlist, plugged into a hi-fi, that may
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at some point play two songs that | had ear-marked for their significance, which was at this stage, still
uncertain. Through the following section | will include a number of stills from this performance
alongside extracts from the transcription in the appendix. These notes will speak to the development

of the work and also act as leads out to contextual practices, which will be woven into this discussion.
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Fig. 46. A rough plan of Fondue Version 4, performed at Ruth Cross’s house in 2012.

5.2 Examples from a transcript.

On page 1 of Fondue: Third Iteration, the transcript of which can be found in its entirety in the

appendix, | highlight two significant works that are present at the opening of the evening:

0: 01
Opened the performance with a reading from Thomas A. Clark’s In Praise of Walking “there are things we will never see,
unless we walk to them”

Around the table each place was set with a small piece of paper folded in the style of The Plan of St. Gall, a medieval document that survived as
a sheet of parchment folded into a book of 16 pages, on each piece of paper was a different line from Clark’s poem.

Steve Reich’s Music for 18 Musicians is playing in the background.

Its existence on the cusp between modernism and postmodernism is of interest to me here. The way it functions as a piece of classical music
whilst sounding electronic and utilizing methods from the native music of Ghana. The soundtrack for Fondue is something that I want to
develop and need to use as a tool for pacing the piece — some songs become relevant to particular events or performances, some music gives
atmosphere and as later when we collectively listen to a song, the music acts to unify the group. Michael Nyman writes on experimental music of
this era with regard to its variable processes which determine the structure of the piece: “process determined by the performers (people processes):

the development of the process depends on the individuality of each one to direct the process” (Bronson, 1979). By referencing this style of music
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early on I am founding a context for the piece as a whole, the audience in this Fondue function as performers and they author the event as much

as [ do. (See Appendix 5: 209)

Fondue then, is an attempt at an act of co-creation, each iteration flexes between performance and
dialogue that depends upon audience contribution and presence for if they were not present there
would be no performance. One of the reasons | was so reticent to plan Fondue, that is, to script it
fully, is that | wanted the event to retain, or recover, that emotion held within the first Fondue event.
Each performance, though embedded with elements of pre-formance, breaks out from this scripted
straight jacket into an undefined space, a place of memory and interpretation. The quote from
Bronson in the above note is explaining how within the precision of Music for 18 Musicians there is
space that is to be filled by a performer as some of the instructions within Reich’s score state that a
player should hold the note for as long as their breath allows (Reich 2000). This latitude creates a

piece that breathes, that is alive in its being performed, whilst retaining its overarching structure.

The transcript from Ruth’s performance also highlights an issue that, though | had previously had to

manage in a live situation, | had not previously reflected upon as a solo-performer:

Before the recording commences there is a period of milling about that I need to seek to control as the ‘artist’ through framing. I plan to do this
on the next occasion of Fondue by inviting all the audience members to meet me at a venue prior to dinner and walk with them to the venue.

The unifying process of forming the audience into a group before they are at the table can be found in other performance events such as Living

Room Opera (Zierle & Carter 2013) (See Appendix 5:209)

Living Room Opera (Zierle & Carter 2013) is a performance that the duo have developed after a
period of time spent in Australia collecting stories about people’s memories of their homeland.
The piece is to be performed in a home, but the location changes with every presentation,
adapting to its new surroundings. Zierle and Carter are a silent presence in a series of actions that
take place throughout the home, which is embedded with a multiplicity of audio tracks: field
recordings of interviews with individuals in Australia. Each action is imbued with a metaphoric
potential that speaks to the individual stories that can be caught from the speakers as one is

roaming the house throughout the performance.

5.3 House to home. Space to Place.

The home-house binary, and its distinction, needs to be addressed here. The home-house binary

has a significance exposed by the umbrella title of the practice element of this research project:
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Walking Home was not called Walking back to a house for reasons that extend beyond the mere
generation of a catchy title. The distinction lies in the particular, the fine-grained detail of a space
that is morphed into a particular place through engagement, through its being inhabited, or
owned. The root of the home-house binary then, is really the distinction between space and place
that has its own philosophical history (Casey 1997; De Certeau 1984; Leferbre 1991; Massey
1995, 2005; Tuan 1977).

As a recent Frieze issue noted, “'Place’ and ‘space’ are terms that have recently made a
comeback in artspeak” (Vermeulen 2015: 201). Taking this 2015 quote as a starting point may
seem like an incongruous position but the two terms have such a muddled history that their
description here, as making a comeback in ‘artspeak’ is a beneficial reminder that this discussion
about defining particular terms or phrases is as much to do with culturally locating one’s own
position as it is about defining a word. "Artspeak’ is itself a pejorative term for the mistreatment of
words by those in particular circles within the contemporary art world who are speaking in such a
way as to seem on trend, on the cultural pulse. In my interpretation of the term place, a home is a
place, whereas a house is a space; this distinction aligns itself with the work of Yu Fi Tuan who
states “when space feels thoroughly familiar to us it has become place” (Tuan 1977: 73), thereby
standing in contradiction to the more commonly cited definition as posed by De Certeau in The
Practice of Everyday Life whereby “space is a practiced place” (De Certeau 1984: 117).
Vermeulen offers an array of metaphors from a number of sources for defining the distinction
between space and place building on De Certeau’s suggestion that place is to space "’like the
word when it is spoken’”, or what solid is to fluid, or form to process (Vermeulen 2015: 201-203).
To this metaphoric list for consideration | would reiterate that a house can be understood as a
space, whereas a home is the formation of that space into a place through personal, involved

engagement.

To complicate matters Edward Casey once stated the obvious by saying that “'To be at all - to
exist in any way - is to be somewhere, and to be somewhere is to be in some kind of place...
Nothing we do is unplaced.'" (Casey cited in Neuerer 2003: 91). That is to say, the moment we
exist we occupy space and through that process turn that space into a place: from this then, we
have to accept that space is a concept, an idea that represents the modern pursuit of the
globalized and anonymous (See Agnew 2005: 81-96). Walking Home was a pursuit of the
particular, the generation of places through engagement with the particular: to a building that |

occupied only very briefly as a very young infant, and subsequently to those places through which
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| walked en route. The function of the title Walking Home then, is to stake ones position in the
place/space binary, whereby this project is particular, personal and engaged with physical and
emotional notions of place, in a world where places seem to be getting smaller and smaller
(Massey 1995: 88), more particular, a world where, due to the filling in of the map, the

obliteration of terra incognita “all geography becomes psychogeography” (Bourriaud 2009: 120).

Home is also a nostalgic concept as Leslie Hill and Helen Paris discovered whilst making On the
Scent (Hill et al 2003), a performance that sought to use the olfactory sense as the key dimension
of the work. After spending time exploring the scientific and quantitative world of smell in
collaboration with a laboratory, Paris & Hill turned towards the personal and subjective
experience at the heart of the olfactory experience. The performance became a trilogy of
autobiographic works that were presented in homes, which “seemed to provide the ideal
combination of a space [...] laden with personal memories and a sense of place” (Hill in Freeman
2010: 48). Nostalgic in the sense that smell can permeate the everyday and is fundamentally tied
to memory layering moments from our past into our experience of the present (ibid: 44-48):
where nostalgia can be defined by deconstructing it into its linguistic foundations; nostos,
meaning the return home and algia the painful act of longing for it (see Boym 2001: xiii - 3). Hill
goes on to discuss homesickness, in all its permutations, as being the theme of the piece, luring
small intimate audiences into olfactory arenas that would expose the deep trench of memories
that are so often awoken by the smells of toast, or cigarette smoke, whose odours are fleeting but
whose memories, once ignited can trigger other times, other places and other homes. By
referencing home in this way Hill and Paris are using its particular nature — each to their own
home — as "a demonstration of imaginary primitive elements [...] based upon the entity that is
most firmly fixed in our memories: the childhood home" (Bachelard 1994: 30). Bachelard goes on
to point out that memory of one’s childhood home is based upon a blending of memory and
legend (ibid: 33): the home of Walking Home is a legend concocted by myself throughout my life
in the persistent answering of the question ‘where are you from?’ with which | am frequently
addressed upon being introduced to someone new, this conversation seemingly spilling out from

my name, that is unusual to encounter with an English accent.

The Australian accents that flickered out of the corners of 12 Bassett Terrace whilst | watched
Zierle & Carter perform Living Room Opera in 2012 distanced the emotional engagement in a
way that held colonial reverberations. The piece was an ethnographic work of collation and

reflection whereby Zierle and Carter were vessels for the emotional narratives of others and the
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home within which the performance took place became a house once more. By stripping the
home of its own narratives and using it instead as a canvas upon which the artists placed a series
of metaphoric stories, they risked very little of their own selves, remaining silent presences

throughout the event, a home became once more a house.

In a very different use of a home in relation to arts practice, Jeremy Deller's 1993 piece Open
Bedroom (Deller 2012: 24-31), Deller took over his parent’s home when they went on holiday and
opened the space up as a gallery, slipping art objects amongst his parents possessions. This
piece was reconstructed — doors, walls and all — for Deller’s retrospective at the Hayward in 2011.
Very few people saw the original work, whose status exists closer to the mythic than to the real,
whereas the re-presentation in the gallery space was necessarily viewed in a very different way. In
Hill & Paris’ piece discussed above audience members were given the key and let themselves into
the house, whereas in the Hayward the entrance to Deller's old house was an act of surprise,
stepping through a black curtain upon entering the gallery, as though into the backstage arena of
the artists mind. For Zierle & Carter's piece the audience were instructed to meet in a nearby pub
where a volunteer would collect us at an appointed time and take us to the garden gate of
number 12. Each of these acts of arrival played their part in the final formation of Fondue as it was
presented in the Fish Factory. In the act of arrival at Ruth’s house the milling about was a period
of unsettling, for both the audience and myself, and it distracted from the focus of the evening, a

focus which was itself as yet undefined.

Fig. 47. Performance still from Fondue Version 4, performed at Ruth Cross’s house in 2012.
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To return to Ruth’s house then, another particular event that | focused on was the act of getting a
group of people sat round a table in a social situation to collectively join me in a period of silence
in order to listen to a particular song. In the case of this iteration of Fondue the song was David

Thomas Broughton’s Unmarked Grave'” (Broughton 2005: Track 3).

0: 35
Played a song as an event. Collective act of listening to Unmarked Grave by David Thomas Broughton.

This playing of a song was first used in the second iteration of Fondue at Eleanor Davis’s house in Bristol and this changed the mood of the
evening dramatically; it focused the group through it being a different form of listening, inviting a different type of attention. The act of listening

to a song during a performance has since been utilized by Rebecca Birch an audience member at Fondue 2, in a walk she made for Camden Arts

Centre in 2012; a piece called ‘And the days run away’. (See Appendix 5:21 2)

This act of repose, this expectant waiting, to borrow a term from Rosemary Lee'® that takes place
as we listen, was instigated to allow the group to collectively share an individual moment, to
cohere. This is undertaken in order to get closer to a place where it can be alluded to, but not
directly addressed, that any given personal narrative can only take place in the context of “a
zillion other stories going on at the same time right now, always right now” (Massey 2005), that to
take one path through a story is to dismiss others, but also to mark their passing: that loss is an

inherent part of the retelling of any experience.

This act of collectively listening to a song has remained a keystone within the performance as it
has developed from its third iteration in Bristol. Listening is an invitation for a collective pause, a
break in the proceedings of what is, by its nature, an intense experience: close proximity, level
playing field, pointed subject matter, the uncertainty of these three processes in play. The song is
pointed, weighted with grief, Broughton’s lyrics speak not only to general nature of grief but to
the particular loss of a soldier in the trenches “my body lies in an unmarked grave, heart remains

1”19

with the one | love, my body rots... and | remain forever sleeping... on a far off shore”". It was

' David Thomas Broughton is a musician whom I have known for some years. In 2014 I performed a live version of my radio show at End of
The Road Festival, for which I invited David to join me on stage to perform a number of songs including Unmarked Grave, the show was
broadcast on Source FM in Cornwall and is archived here https://www.mixcloud.com/Trailmixsource/end-of-the-road-festival-special-2014/

'8 Rosemary Lee is a choreographer, performer and director now based in Copenhagen. Expectant waiting is a phrase she uses in Navigating the
Unknown (Bannerman et al 2006: 179), the book itself is an outcome of a five year NESTA funded research program bringing together
researchers from several fields to explore the creative process across the fields of dance, performance, live art and music.

¥ For Walking home (Again) and Fondue I produced two audio tracks. For the installation a permanent 2-hour loop played an instrumental
soundtrack mixed by myself and composed of an improvisation on piano and violin by Eleanor Wynne Davis in response to a recording of
Resting Places, a paper I gave in Paris, 2014 and mixed with field recordings made by myself on location in England, France, Germany and
Switzerland: mixing and editing was done by myself in Cornwall 2015. The second audio track for Fondue was a version of this loop with
added material including David Thomas Broughton’s track Unmarked Grave taken from his album The Complete Guide to Insufficiency
(Broughton 2003). Other songs include The Mess Inside by The Mountain Goats from All Hail West Texas (2013) and Max Richter’s Autumn Music
2(2014).
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chosen for this iteration of Fondue to draw out the presence of the loss of my father in all this,

which was drawn out by subtle mentions of ashes throughout the performance:

“Quietly realise I did this to myself, that this whole foolish quest is my fault, the sweet flapjack turns to ash in my mouth, my body
demands sleep. Farningham Woods, 2009.” Here I introduce the word ash as a forebear of what is to come; the presence of my father’s
ashes in the room and the walk, and this approach is the appropriation of a method from within Sebald’s The Rings of Saturn whereby

he introduces silk early on, before coming back to it several times before it becomes the focus of the conclusion of the story.

(See Appendix 5: 210)

This song of Broughton's and the small parcel of ashes in the room, the trench coat, all of these
symbolic presences speak of loss. This is a borrowed motif from The Rings of Saturn where
Sebald first introduces silk on page 26 (Sebald 2002: 26) before making it a significant presence
in the grand sweep of the narrative. In the above note | mention ash very early on, and this
symbol recurs throughout an event that concludes with me inviting interested guests to join me in
a short walk down to the shoreline of the River Fal to scatter the small portion of my fathers ashes,

that have been in the room the whole time, into the water.

it 3
‘ i
¥

Fig. 48. Performance still from Fondue Version 4, my father’s ashes exposed in a crystal glass that spent the

evening wrapped in a handkerchief. Performed at Ruth Cross’s house in 2012.

Listening is another sense, alongside smell, that is redolent within Fondue. This act of collective
listening, where even the storyteller is silent, acts to introduce the environment, the whole room

into the performance. This idea has its roots in John Cage’s work, whose 4'33" was originally
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composed for an outdoor amphitheatre, and though any space it may have been performed in
since will have its own particular form of active silence, the environment of the amphitheatre is
what is really intended to take centre stage in Cage’s work (Morton 2010: 108). The sound of a
place, the acknowledgement within that idea, that everything that takes place in that here is
actively involved. As Morton notes, 4'33” is an ecological work that crosses disciplinary
boundaries and corporeal modes of being, demanding that the listener note that the silence of a
space is not a silence at all, it is a presence. Translated into Fondue this is taken to intend that in
this listening to a song, everything in that given space is to be noted, to be given time. Music and
song have ritual capacities that hark back through our evolution, and the act of listening to a song
in Fondue is harking back to those moments upon the original journey where | would turn my
phone on solely to listen to a song, one song, before turning the phone off in order to save the

battery.

5. 4. Junction. Four urban journeys.

Later in 2012 | would attend an exhibition at Camden Arts Centre that featured the work of four
artists founded upon journeys. Junction was a collaboration set to unite a number of North
London cultural centres through a coordinated programme of events, the centres included
Camden Arts Centre, Cubitt, The Place, The Wellcome Trust, Central Saint Martins School of Art
and Slade School of Art. In order to physically link these spaces the curators looked to walking

and the commission of four artworks, devised walks linking these spaces.

The walks took a variety of forms, and a map was available so that one could undertake any
element of all four walks in one's own time. Two of these journeys took their cues from lost
historical or geographic features of London, tying themselves to psychogeographical forms of
exploration. Tanya Loi dug up the story of Thomas Percival Harefield who “experienced a
revelatory vision of the Golden Rectangle which encloses the King's Cross/St. Pancras area”
(Roberts 2012) whilst reading Jerusalem by William Blake in Old St. Pancras Church Yard: a walk
and a work that carries an air of Rodinsky’s Room about it (Lichtenstein & Sinclair: 2000). Whilst
Kathereine Midgley found traces of the lost river Fleet now channelled under the tarmac of King's
Cross, leaking out into the palimpsest of metropolitan London in both the layout of the city’s
streets and its place names. Simon Faithful offered a book work as a walk, an unreliable pictorial
guide to London, mocking the genre from the position of conceding that every moment of

perception is different, every personal experience an alteration: the work included a drawing of
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an Islington back alley where a work by Adam Chodzko once stood. This referential technique
undertaken by Faithful can be read as an act of mockery of the artist’'s walk itself. Other drawings
suggest there may be a crow in a particular tree: realistically the crow will be absent when you
look, asking the viewer therefore to consider, ‘what do you see’. Asking the viewer to engage

with the world as it really is.

In the fourth walk/work artist Rebecca Birch has made a film that is shown in full in the Camden
Arts Centre, traces of which can be found in the places walked though on a journey from Cubitt
to Primrose Hill. Birch’s film And the days run away (Birch 2012) — the title itself speaking of the
search for lost time — is a collection of moments, everyday occurrences in the rehearsal spaces of
The Place, in the installation of works at Cubitt: moments that take place behind closed doors.
The film is re-walked into the places of its making on a number of walks offered by the artist, who
takes us on a journey through the film as it were: upon one of these walks in which | partook, the
group was brought together by Birch for an act of listening in the foyer of Central St. Martins
School of Art. We were gathered round and invited to listen to Nina Simone sing Don't let me be

misunderstood from an |-pad, during which Birch also played us an extract from her film in situ.

And the days run away can be read then as an autoethnographic transect where the guided walk
acts not only as an exploration of place but of place as Birch has experienced it. The walk is a
stroll through a series of nodes with interventions presented in the form of films, songs and
stories contextualizing a work that was at the time, available to view at the Camden Arts Centre.
The film functions without the walk, but the walk enhances the film and suggests there are other
paths that could have been taken; it is an invitation into the process of production and a journey-

form that is co-created between the audience and the artist in the walking of the work.

5.5 The journey-form.

This notion of the journey-form has been alighted on before in this thesis, and it is at this juncture
| would like to expand on it a little further. The idea is coined by Nicolas Bourriaud, in his text The

Radicant, stating that:

A journey-form may refer to one or more absent elements, which may be
physically distant, past, or yet to come. It may be composed of an installation

with connections to future events or other places. Conversely, it may bring
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together in a single space-time the dispersed coordinates of a path. In both
cases, the artwork takes the form of an unfolding, an arrangement of sequences
that place its objective presence in doubt and cause its "aura" to flicker.

(Bourriaud 2009: 118)

The idea of the journey-form as outlined above can be used to analyze works that take the form
of a journey but what Bourriaud is getting at is the uncertainty the notion provides. The ‘journey’
of the journey-form is to be taken by the audience, not lead solely by the artist. It is a way of
interpreting the complex position constructed by the performance installation: a situation that
takes place in a gallery setting whose status is not fixed, whose fibres are constructed in such a
way as to flex and change throughout their presentation, where each individual audience member

may find their own path through the work presented.

Bourriaud has appropriated the word radicant from plant biology where it is a term given to
plants that roam from a given rooted point and set down new roots as they grow or journey

across a terrain, he goes on:

The radicant develops in accord with its host soil. It conforms to the latter’s
twists and turns and adapts to its surfaces and geological features. It translates
itself into the terms of the space in which it moves. With its at once dynamic and
dialogical signification, the adjective “radicant” captures this contemporary
subject, caught between the need for a connection with its environment and the
forces of uprooting, between globalization and singularity, between identity and
opening to the other. It defines the subject as an object of negotiation

(Bourriaud 2009: 51).

In the last sentence of this quote is caught the crux of the matter. In the journey-form artwork the
object of art is a negotiation between a viewer and an art form, an audience member and a
performance, a walker and a guide. The journey-form to be taken by an audience member is
always beyond the control of the artist and that is inherently its purpose, to highlight that the

world itself is an uncertain place flickering with doubt.
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The Showroom*’, Northwest London. Spring 2013.

The first time I visited the Showroom it was buried deep in East London. Coming across The
Showroom in its new North West London location was unexpected. The East London gallery
exodus had been going on for a while now, Modern Art, Vilma Gold and others all abandoned
Vyner Street but The Showroom had struck its own path out into the hinterlands north of
Edgeware Road, its nearest gallery neighbour the aloof and well fed Lisson Gallery.* T associated
The Showroom with the progressive ideals of inclusive, socially engaged practice through which
I had been introduced to it, and so coming across it there on a spring day, blossom falling upon
an ethnically diverse market street just a few blocks away, it felt like a fitting relocation. I had
come to see an exhibition by Mark Fisher and Justin Barton called ‘On Vanishing Land’*’
before attending the third London meeting of the Walking Reading Group convened by Ania
Bas and Simone Mair.”

‘On Vanishing Land’ was a dark room and some chairs, an OS map of the Suffolk
coastline on the wall somewhere, an audio track playing and an intermittent series of still images
playing as a slideshow occasionally unveiling the room and its silent listeners with a ghostly
glow. There is an unease to the piece that reflects back at you the sense of being on the brink of
something, the vanishing land of the title perhaps, the audio intermittently tells you something
of the place or places of a walk, its people and its loss. I am due to be upstairs though, and
though I plan to return to the exhibition, this never quite takes place. So yet another sense of
loss is piled on top of this vanished land as I set off as a participant in the Walking Reading
Group, on a two-hour walk set to focus on participation.

Prior to the walk we had each been sent four texts to act as a guide and outline to our
conversations that took place in pairs weaving through London like an overgrown school group
en route to a museum. Grant Kester’!, Claire Bishop?, Michel de Certeau and a journal article
from Engage by Pethick, Shelley and Smith®’, guided us through a series of twists and turns that
slowly looped us from Edgeware Road to Camden town over two hours whilst conversation
partners switched every 20 minutes or so. A series of statements were scrawled on A4 sheets that
were to function as jumping off points for discussion between partners ‘submissive citizens’
being one that sticks in the mind. On the train home I reread a series of quotes in the small
booklet provided by the Walking Reading Group and hovered over a moment posed by Claire
Bishop: “artists devising social situations as a dematerialized, anti-market, politically engaged

project to carty on the avant-garde call to make art a more vital part of life.”**

Fisher and Barton kept their hand hidden in On Vanishing Land (Barton and Fisher 2013); if they

were concerned about how their individual soul searching might play out in the grander scheme

of things, the work seemed unwilling to show it directly, hiding instead in the dark shadows of

Eno’s 1982 album On Land, and a reinterpreting of a series of ghost stories set along the Suffolk
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coast by M.R. James. In his book Ghosts of my life Fisher tackles Sebald somewhat aggressively,
almost taking personally Sebald’s dismissive approach to the Suffolk countryside that Fisher
discerns within The Rings of Saturn: “The landscape in The Rings of Saturn functions as a thin
conceit, the places operating as triggers for a literary ramble which reads less like a travelogue
than a librarian’s listless daydream” (Fisher 2014: 202), which is an odd attack to make towards
the end of a 200 page collection of writing that draws together a deep array of cultural references
through which Fisher pursues the ghosts of hauntology, or as Barton puts it “to go into the past
so as to get to the future” (Barton 2015: 1). What The Rings of Saturn perhaps gives us is the
notion that every landscape is imbued with so many possible pasts that its future becomes
clogged, a dusty needle popping a groove ceaselessly, unable to progress: Sebald’s “supposed
walk” (Smith 2015: 11) offers us a way out, a way of navigating the mess so that, as Bourriaud
suggests in The Radicant, the artist can become a creator of pathways through a landscape so

completely tarnished by signs as to become illegible (see Bourriaud 2009: 102).

As Smith suggests, and as was not clear in The Showroom that day, Fisher, Barton and indeed
Sebald may not even have gone on a particular walk, the works, conglomerations of events,
constructed in the wake of a particular journey that may or may not have happened. In the
reading of a book the writer is absent, in the audio-essay of an installation the scriptwriters have
made their play, taken their move. In the presence of a performance, the action is live, and the

direction is uncertain.

5.6 Back to Ruth’s house.

A third method | was exploring during the Fondue at Ruth’s house was an elaboration on the
traditional forfeit that is set to take place in a standard dinner party whenever an individual loses
their bread in the cheese. For Ruth’s Fondue the participants had two choices: to open the small
folded paper that greeted them upon their arrival and read aloud to the group, or to tell the

group a story of when they felt most at home.

0: 44

Terry's Fondue forfeit. And an introduction to Picon.

There is an enjoyable elusiveness to Picon. It is available in only a handful of shops in the UK and the bulk of my stock is procured by getting
friends to buy me a bottle whenever they travel to France, the internet is awash with similar stories of people struggling to find it. It is however,

available from the off licence in Constantine, Cornwall.
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0: 48

Terry's forfeit during which he discusses being in Rotterdam and living with Dance students. “| spent er, my last year of
education over in Rotterdam and | lived in this lovely house with a load of people and they were all dance students and they’d
come home after a day of hard work and I'd be there after a long day of no work with a long lie in and a long lunch and every
time | asked them how they were one of them would say ‘oh I'm in so much pain’ and | really liked that, because | was the only
heterosexual in the house, they were all girls with girls and the boys with boys and they would all call me ‘Daddy’ and | would

quite often cook for them all and so it really felt like a family, | really felt at home there.”

Coming now to the second forfeit of the evening I am going to use both these stories in the next Fondue maybe rewriting them a little, this

builds on the method mentioned in the note to 1:03 the flowing from conversation to script. (See Appendix 5:21 2)

Within my pursuit of Fondue there is a desire to find a way to layer different periods of time in
one particular space, thereby highlighting the precarious notion of the sharing of an experience
between one person and another. At this stage, the idea, as noted in the above quote, was to
use these forfeit stories as a way of accumulating a range of personal experiences of the
ex<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>