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Every story within this EARTH document is included for its inspirational or informative value
– in some cases, both. Designed to bridge our earthbound existence to the free-thinking fringes
of experience, what follows is a toolbox of ideas and references to enable personal growth.
Turn the page and you’ll discover stone shrines and strange ceremonies, monkey gods and
mushroom warriors. An extensive Q&A with Bali’s buccaneering psychonaut Dr Lawrence
Blair. An introduction to the all-seeing alchemical artist Cyrus Kabiru. The tragic tale of
1930s style icon and fearless adventurer Annemarie Schwarzenbach. A mind-expanding essay
exploring the farthest reaches of interplanetary folk art. A personal insight into the brilliant
mind and messy notebooks of travel author Bruce Chatwin. And, from loved-up raving and
lucid dreaming to geodesic domes, a manual for modern positive living.
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JAPANESE MONSTER MOVIES, PSYCHEDELIC SHAMANS,
GLAM ROCK IDOLS AND ANCIENT TRIBES… THE
INSTAGRAM OF @toumbido IS A MIND-BENDING FEAST
FOR THE IMAGINATION. HERE, THE MYSTERIOUS
FIGURE – RAISED IN NIGER, NOW BASED IN TOKYO –
CURATES AN EXCLUSIVE GALLERY OF VISUAL TREATS.
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ARCHIVE – Notebook

Bruce Chatwin WAS A RESTLESS SOUL AND A CHARMING
CHATTERBOX, FOREVER FUELLED BY CURIOSITY AND
IRREVERENCE. HE WAS ALSO ONE OF THE GREATEST
TRAVEL WRITERS THAT EVER LIVED. HIS FRIEND AND
FORMER COLLEAGUE James Fox REMEMBERS THE MAN
AND HIS WORDS…

Bruce Chatwin began to be published when he was 30; he died at
48. The Bodleian collection gives some idea of his phenomenal
output in that period, when he seemed barely to have had time
to learn his craft or develop his unique gifts. It was at the Sunday
Times Magazine, in the early 70s in its heyday of high talent and
world-famous photojournalism, that Bruce became a writer, quite
suddenly and almost by chance. For me it is his journalism – some of
the first pieces he wrote then – that is his most original and exciting
work. I worked on the magazine then, watched his debut at close
quarters and became friends with Bruce – as much as one ever could
become friends with this brilliant, intense, laughing, fast-talking,
energised blue-eyed performer, who barely sat still for a second,
except to write. Restlessness was his theme, almost his life’s work:
restlessness as the natural human state. ‘In one of his gloomier
moments,’ he wrote, ‘Pascal said that all man’s unhappiness stemmed
from a single cause, his inability to remain quietly in a single room.’
He had left Sotheby’s, which he called ‘Smoothieboys’, where he
had been a precocious head of the Impressionist department in his
20s, to write a great, failing book on Nomadism and restlessness
(eventually The Songlines). It had nearly bankrupted him by the time
Francis Wyndham, writer, editor, literary mentor to many, offered
him the job of art editor on the magazine. Soon Wyndham suggested
that Bruce himself write some of the pieces he was commissioning.
The ‘colour’ magazine was the object of some jealousy and
disdain by the newspaper, edited by Harry Evans. The view
was that as the advertising financier of the newspaper it should
stick to consumer features. Wyndham, the generator of much
of its content, had helped make it the leading publication for
photojournalism. He commissioned Don McCullin – published his
multi-page spreads from war zones – Duffy, Donovan, Eve Arnold;
he commissioned Gore Vidal and VS Naipaul. The magazine had
become political, a rival at times to the paper in its coverage of
Vietnam or Biafra. When Chatwin wrote his early profile of Mrs
Gandhi in a personal, anecdotal style, it hit opposition, and was
published heavily cut with much feather ruffling.
When the budgets for our travel extravaganzas ended, and we
abandoned ship, the new editor, Hunter Davies, reverting to the
no-nonsense school of journalism, revealed his brief: ‘To cut back
on the big poncy foreign spreads by people like B. Chatwin.’
Bruce was a natural journalist, and a brilliant one: curious,
with an osmotic ability to immerse in a subject. In What Am I Doing
Here (no query) – his collection of journalism and travel pieces –
he shows a deep grasp of the complex, brutal history of colonial
Algeria and the appalling pressures on France’s migrant Algerian
workers in The Very Sad Story of Salah Bougrine. He sought out
contradiction: ‘George Coustakis is the leading private art collector
in the Soviet Union’ he began his profile on the Costakis collection
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of constructivist art – which was a scoop, though more paradoxical
then than now. He had a fascinating long interview with a spiky,
demoting André Malraux. As ever, Chatwin had read everything;
he was highly prepared. He honed his writing carefully, early on,
through his journalism, the sensational and exotic always tethered
to a sparse prose style which, he admitted, owed something to
Hemingway. He began his story Heavenly Horses: ‘The Emperor
Wu-ti (145-87BC) was the most spectacular horse rustler in history.
He craved the possession of a few mares and stallions which
belonged to an obscure ruler at the end of the known world, and in
getting them he nearly engineered the collapse of China.’
Bruce often had cause to think “What am I doing here?” He
was caught in a staged coup in Benin, formerly Dahomey, in 1984,
arrested as a mercenary by the ‘Benin Proletarian Army’, stripped,
made to stand in the heat, faced with maddened crowds shouting
“Death to the mercenaries”. In those situations fear and desperation
for release heightens the imagination; Chatwin skilfully uses that
moment of hell to define his paradise outside this terror compound,
where a Belgian ornithologist had just been felled in front of him
with a blow to the head. ‘No, this was not my Africa. Not this rainy,
rotten-fruit Africa. Not this Africa of blood and slaughter. The
Africa I loved was the long undulating savannah country to the north,
the ‘leopard-spotted land’ where flat-topped acacias stretched as far
as the eye could see, and there were black-and-white hornbills and
tall red termitaries. For whenever I went back to that Africa, and
saw a camel caravan, a view of white tents or a single blue turban far
off in the heat haze I knew that, no matter what the Persians said,
Paradise was never a garden but a waste of white thorns.’
Bruce was a great talker, nicknamed ‘Chatterbox’ by some of
his friends. He would tell his stories to us as a form of rehearsal for
his writing; to hear them echoing back. We heard them in different
versions more than once. But they were always spellbinding
and full of extraordinary information, rendered in a clipped
voice. ‘Ludlow’ was his pronunciation of the Shropshire town.
His friends existed in different compartments – you never heard
much about the other ones, but they cropped up, and sometimes
collided. Bruce was – though it is seldom said – full of kindnesses.
He lent me, to work in, his austere garçonnière in Albany, the
highly restricted barrack-like apartments and walkways opposite
Fortnum & Mason. He didn’t warn me that a beautiful Oxford
undergraduate, who became a well-known New York novelist, had
been promised the space. She appeared in the doorway, beside
her lover, holding an open bottle of champagne filling the air
with sweat and adrenaline, moving past me towards the narrow
iron bed, intent on carrying on instantly where they had left off.
I gathered my papers in a fluster of apologies. I had no idea Bruce
kept a compartment of the Oxford undergraduate jeunesse dorée.

Oxford, Bodleian Libraries MS. 6690/13, folder 4.

PHOTOGRAPHY Crista Leonard
TEXT James Fox
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“NO, THIS WAS NOT MY AFRICA. NOT THIS RAINY, ROTTEN-FRUIT AFRICA. NOT THIS AFRICA
OF BLOOD AND SLAUGHTER. THE AFRICA I LOVED WAS THE LONG UNDULATING SAVANNAH COUNTRY
TO THE NORTH, THE ‘LEOPARD-SPOTTED LAND’ WHERE FLAT-TOPPED ACACIAS STRETCHED AS FAR
AS THE EYE COULD SEE, AND THERE WERE BLACK-AND-WHITE HORNBILLS AND TALL RED TERMITARIES.
FOR WHENEVER I WENT BACK TO THAT AFRICA, AND SAW A CAMEL CARAVAN, A VIEW OF WHITE
TENTS OR A SINGLE BLUE TURBAN FAR OFF IN THE HEAT HAZE I KNEW THAT, NO MATTER WHAT THE
PERSIANS SAID, PARADISE WAS NEVER A GARDEN BUT A WASTE OF WHITE THORNS”

Clockwise from top left: Oxford, Bodleian Libraries MS. Eng. e. 3681. Oxford,
Bodleian Libraries MS. 6690 Photogr. 15. Oxford, Bodleian Libraries MS. Eng. e. 3681;
MS. Eng. e. 3712; MS. Eng. d. 3965; MS. 6690/12, folder 2. Oxford, Bodleian Libraries
MS. 6690/13, folder 6. Opposite page: Oxford, Bodleian Libraries MS. 6690 Photogr. 15.

ARCHIVE Spring/Summer 2019

Another
Man

007

ARCHIVE – Profile

LIKE A CROSS BETWEEN Keith Richards AND Sir David
Attenborough, Dr Lawrence Blair IS A SWASHBUCKLING,
ROCK’N’ROLL ADVENTURER ON A MYSTICAL MISSION.
FROM HIS BALINESE HIDEAWAY, HE SHARES HIS LIFE
LESSONS FROM THIS WORLD AND BEYOND.
PHOTOGRAPHY Dham Srifuengfung
ARCHIVE IMAGES Dr Lawrence Blair
TEXT Xerxes Cook

“Adventure travel has less to do with what’s there to be seen as what we have in us to see. We can travel the globe and see
nothing, or wander through our own gardens and be filled with awe by what we’d previously never imagined. For me,
Indonesia remains one of the last wild bits of the bottom of the garden of our world” – Dr Lawrence Blair
In the early 1970s, Lawrence Blair and his brother Lorne set off on
one of the most audacious adventures of recent times – to follow
the steps of Alfred Russel Wallace through many hundreds of the
14,000 islands of the Indonesian archipelago. Like Wallace, who
evolved the theory of natural selection independently of Charles
Darwin, the British brothers’ expeditions across a nation that
covers two million square miles of ocean, amongst lands which
harbour still uncategorised varieties of creatures and man, dragons
and pirates, healers and headhunters, were also performed without
permits, radios, compasses, insurance or emergency supplies.
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What had begun as a single trip funded with £2,000 of Ringo
Starr’s money to chart the ascension of the last remaining king of
Sulawesi’s Toraja tribe back to the stars they believed we descended
from on flying saucers, while sailing with the piratical Bugis tribe
to film the Aru Islands’ Greater Bird of Paradise, turned into a
19-year “odyssey of self-discovery across the last wild gardens of
Earth” – otherwise known as Ring of Fire, the seminal television
series which aired on both the BBC and PBS in the early 1990s.
Creating Ring of Fire was an experience in which the brothers
became “vulnerable to forgotten times and tribes reawakening

with us”, as Lawrence put it in the series’ companion book.
Penned with a lyricism that rivals that of Nan Shepherd and
Bruce Chatwin, and revealing a lifetime’s worth of near scrapes
and revelations that couldn’t be condensed into four hours of
film, his might just be the greatest travel book you’ve never
read. Though when we told Lawrence that, he replied “anyone
can write a book; you should watch the films instead” – which
is fair enough considering the effort put into spending months
trekking uncharted jungles and free-diving some of the world’s
most remote reefs while carrying cameras ludicrously heavy by
modern standards, miles of 16mm film stock, and generators to
power them all.
Yet, like much of the ways of life, both plant and animal, they
captured, little record of the Blair brothers’ expedition remains.
While the films can now be found on YouTube, the vast majority

of Lawrence’s 14,000 slides melted into a solid, gelatin ball
following a fire at the wooden A-frame in the Hollywood Hills
he spent some of the 1980s in. The archival images published
here are from the few that Lawrence managed to salvage by
chipping away at the carbonised lump, their emulsion a result of
the LAFD’s fire extinguishers.
Today, Lawrence spends much of his time “interpreting the
mystical side” of Indonesia’s islands for the likes of Richard
Branson and Mick Jagger. When he’s not at sea, he lives between
the house he built with his brother amongst Ubud’s rainforested
hills, and a shore-side hideaway where he boogie-boards
Bali’s south coast swells every morning. We met him at both to
photograph his collection of objects and ephemera, and to hear
his thoughts on the psychogeography of the volcanic archipelago
in regards to the hemispheres of the Western and Eastern minds.

You’ve mentioned spending years avoiding Bali – what finally
drew you to the island?
The reason I had avoided Bali was, of course, because we
were adventurers concerned with the most remote peoples. People
who had been least affected by globalism, and any island with a
high-rise hotel and an international airport we considered beneath
our dignity. But I guess I came here for the first time because
friends were coming here, and in those days there were very few
other foreigners in Indonesia so one would travel vast distances
to catch up with them and hear their experiences. When I got to
Bali, I remember seeing some hippy walking along the beach and
I thought, ‘gosh, this is my place’ – but I wouldn’t put that down.
I should be saying: when we came up to Ubud here and made a
friend who is the local headman in Pengosekan, the head of this

community of artists and painters, I suddenly realised this is
an extraordinary place to be human. A place where people are
functioning as humans should be, by doing everything rather well.
What does humans functioning ‘as they should be’ mean?
They specialise less. They were both farmers, and they worked
with water, they built houses, they painted and they sculpted. And
I thought to be able to do all those things with ease and pleasure
was a very good way to be a human.
And what were the circumstances that led you to settle in Ubud,
in the hills of Bali?
We were never in a position to think of owning a house,
anywhere, and we were now given the opportunity to build a
house with the local people out of these local materials which
smell so delicious; so environmentally friendly. And the whole
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place is so sensuous, you wear very few clothes – Bali is incredibly
comfortable for the human body, for most of the year – and we
were in a community of people we could easily sink in with, and
contribute to in our way. In the early days we were very short of
money, and believe it or not, they supported us. Then, later on,
we could support them. So it was a real marriage to a foreign
community which I thought was deeply satisfying – and I thought
it was satisfying for them too, because we subsequently brought
over Batuan, the headman of the village, to lecture in Los Angeles
where he met Buckminster Fuller, and they got on incredibly well.
When Buckminster Fuller came to Bali and built a geodesic dome
here, Batuan was very much a part of all that.
You’ve described life in California as trying to control the
environment, whereas to live in Bali is to totally surrender
to nature. Buckminster Fuller was interested in creating ‘an
operating manual for Spaceship Earth’ – how was he inspired by
the Balinese’s relationship to nature?
Going back to America, my television was bombarding me
with advertisements to keep nature at bay; netting, poisonous
sprays – anything that moved had to be killed. Whereas here you
can’t even move into a new house until the spiders and geckos
have moved in first. And it is through that surrender you find
the balance, which is ultimately much better than the way of will,
and in a way those two attitudes reflect the difference between East
and West. In my mind, the West is the logical left brain – controlling
– and the East is right brain: sensitive, long memory; it surrenders
to the forces and moves with them. I was interested in a marriage
between the best of the East and the best of the West, which
I think was expressed best in this collaboration between Batuan
and Bucky Fuller.
You hold a PhD in comparative religion and sacred geometry –
what is it that drew you to explore the Indonesian archipelago?
Well, this for a start, was a living example of what is dying
out in my own country; a living example of a people whose
sensitivities in the right cranial area are still alive. And one of
the strengths of being strong in the right brain is that you have
access to your genetic memory – to everything you have ever been.
Through trance you learn to access the power that is beyond our
own limited lives, which stretches back through our ancestors to
our earliest beginnings. It’s full of energy, full of power. In the
West we don’t believe in the other worlds, in the spirits – unless
you are a nuclear physicist, and then of course it’s a very similar
description of how the world works. Quantum mechanics tells us
that this is all a world of Maya, of illusion. There’s a wonderful
expression: ‘Man you are asleep, must you die before you awake?’
We see as real what is unreal, and we cannot see what is. It doesn’t
matter if you call it by the name of certain gods, these are actual
principles that run through nature and the human psyche, and here
they find voice in a way they do not in the West. In the West we find
ourselves isolated in a lonely world, whereas here we are fulfilled
and cradled in a rich and meaningful and personal universe. It’s all
a bit abstract, I know.
Could you give us some examples of these right-brain
sensitivities?
In the simplest way, firewalking is a good example. When
I first got here, people in Indonesia didn’t believe the West had
gone to the moon, and people in the West didn’t believe you could
walk on fire without getting burnt. You don’t see it very much
now, it’s not done for the tourists or anything like that; it’s done
for themselves. There was a university professor in the States who
invited his colleagues to come and see him walking on fire, and he
had built this fire pit and proceeded to walk on it with bare feet,
without getting burned. He then invited everybody else to do it.
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He explained the physics involved; that the fire had to be hotter
than a certain temperature, and then a thin film of vapour forms
between the soles of your feet and the fire sufficient enough to
prevent you from getting burned, like a drop of water on a skillet.
For that to happen, there are two requirements: one is that you are
completely surrendered to this process; the other is that you have
a high enough water content in your body – and people often drink
quite a lot here before they walk on the fire. So there is a subtle
relationship between the right brain and the body, in this respect.
It’s something to do with allowing these natural instincts within
us, which have already been developed over so many millions of
years, that they do function in certain extraordinary ways. They
do give you premonitions and insights which our logical brains do
not understand, and won’t even believe. So, this is the great
advantage of coming with a PhD in this mystical area to one of
the most living mystical environments on the planet. It was a very
rewarding thing to do – it’s like if you’re studying fish, you’ll want
to travel to a tropical reef.
So you came out to Indonesia with £2,000 of Ringo Starr’s
money, which you’d got by selling him on the idea of sailing with
pirates to the Aru Islands where you’d be the first to capture the
Greater Bird of Paradise on camera...
And flying saucers…
...the flying saucers who the Toraja people of Sulawesi believe
we descended from the stars on. Yet you didn’t have any permits,
you overstayed your visa and barely had any emergency supplies
– I imagine you must have had some close scrapes along the way?
You know, the moments of greatest danger don’t really scare
you as you don’t recognise them as such – you’re in the moment.
But when you stop and think about them… One of our greatest
dangers was when we were sailing in that Bugis paraw when it was
sinking in a storm. Everything was pulling apart, it was taking in
a great deal of water, we were way out at sea, our terrifying captain
was terrified – all the experienced seamen knew just how dangerous
it was. It was also pretty bad when we went to find the dream
wanderers of Borneo, because you can only get into Borneo in the
rainy season, as that’s when the rivers are full enough so you can
get right up to their source. It’s also a time of great floods, and great
plagues of creatures, especially insects, escaping those floods;
that’s one of the reasons Borneo is so little explored by outsiders –
the insects. And sure enough we did get into these floods, and we
did risk getting carried away with them. But luck was with us all the
way, until of course my brother falls into an open manhole cover in
Bali and breaks his leg and dies a couple days later.
Before we get to that, who are the dream wanderers of Borneo?
With over 200 tribes, Borneo is a really romantic and wonderful
place for the great ‘Red Indians’ of Southeast Asia, and the most

romantic of the lot I’ve always thought are the Punan Dayaks, as
all of the others hunted heads while these guys had a god of love,
and they didn’t like having their heads chopped off, or chopping
others’ heads off. So they withdrew into the darkest forests far from
anywhere, and over millennia they became the experts for gathering
specialised animal and vegetable products for the other tribes. So,
they were already a bit mystical about what they could find and
what they were for, and they were very pale skinned as they never
saw the sun – they were in deep forest. Then there was the concept
of the ‘dream wanderer’ within them, where they could awaken in
sleep and in trance, through a bit of effort and work, this other
side of themselves – if you like, the right cranial hemisphere of the
brain. It could allow them to wander a field and give them advice
when they were at the great crossroads of decision in their lives,
as well as helping them navigate through the forest. So they were
interesting to anthropologists, especially psycho-anthropologists,
insofar as they were psycho-navigators. There are various tribes
that qualify as psycho-navigators, such as the Aborigines – but the
Aborigines do see the sky; they have the orientation of the stars
above them. These guys, the Punan Dayaks, don’t – they seldom
see the sky. And so, we set out on an adventure to see if the Punan
Dayaks still existed, because academics thought – and definitely the
Indonesian and Malay government thought – they were all saluting
the flag now, wearing shorts and going to school every day. The
only way to find out was to get in there ourselves.
How many days of trekking through the jungle, canoeing up
river – and then portering the canoes – did it take to reach the
Punan Dayaks?
We covered about 800 miles by canoe and on foot, over threeand-a-half maybe four months, because several times we had
gone up hundreds of miles and then broken our motors on semisubmerged logs and had to go all the way back to the coast again.
It was a matter of going in and going out, but each time we went
back in again we had a clearer idea of where we would most likely
find the Punans. And then, when we left the rivers, that was like six
weeks of walking and canoeing, with no help – you couldn’t have
broken a leg in there, no one could carry you out.
What happened when you finally reached the Punan Dayaks?
We were in fairly bad shape when we met them. We had no
more food left, our bearers were wounded, and the Punan nursed us
back to health. After a while, rather to our dismay, our guides and
bearers left because they had to go back to work their fields. We
were like, hold on, how do we get out of here? And they said, ‘Don’t
worry, these people will help you find your way back.’ In fact, we
were not very far from where months beforehand a missionary
group we had contacted said they were going to be building
a little airfield. And I remember now, we were hungry, our guides
had gone, and hearing the droning of a plane for the first time in
months. The rains were there and it was muddy, and they wouldn’t
land for three or four days, so we had to keep going back to the
Punans on the other side of the river. Eventually, they did land, for
the first time on this thing, and they lifted us out to somewhere else,
and we went straight down to the coast and back to civilisation.
I remember getting out of that aeroplane and falling to the ground
– I had been nursing some sickness which I could not afford to give
way to, which I now could. I was very sick for about five days, and
then up and at it again and all was well. It never ceases to amaze us
how we got through and out to the other side of these adventures.
You mentioned your brother’s death earlier – in the book you
wrote it left you with the feeling ‘that it is as difficult to postpone
one’s time of death as it is to bring it forward’...
I’m often asked about that line. The older I get, the more I feel
as if basically life is more set than we realise; that the path of free
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will is actually a fairly narrow road. You can bounce off both sides
of it, but you can’t do that much. I was in and out of hospital when
I was very young and I remember going in and out of my body,
going back knowing I had seen the broader picture, and the broader
picture isn’t going to be changed – that is the broader picture. I think
that what we are is already curled up inside us like a little seed of
potential. Okay, some people succeed in dying by suicide, others
try to and fail. Others try to live and fail, and die. Other people put
themselves in great danger and don’t die. It’s kind of the shape of
things, especially when I came back with this tattoo of the Tree of
Life from the Asmat in West Papua – one of the things I said in the
film is that it felt like one was ‘covered’ in some way, and I had a
license to play the idiot for a little bit.
I think you’re just being modest. Can you tell me about the
‘100th Monkey Effect’ theory, which you are credited with
coining, as a life lesson?
The 100th Monkey Effect was first published in the foreword
to my first book, Rhythms, Visions and the Changing Patterns of
Belief. The foreword was written by my much admired, now late
friend Lyall Watson who was a scientist who wrote wonderful
books in the area of mysticism, rather as I am a mystic who has
tried to write a few books approaching on science. He wrote about
this situation in Japan where you have these monkeys that on one
island eat sweet potatoes, but don’t particularly like the sand. So
one group of monkeys on one of the islands learned how to take
them down to the sea to wash off the sand, and within a short period
of time, monkeys on other islands started doing the same thing.
It is part of this theory called morphic resonance – morphogenic
fields of resonance – and he came up with it. And you find it in all
sorts of other things. For instance, if you teach rats in New York
to navigate a particularly difficult maze, rats in laboratories all
over the world will suddenly be able to navigate that maze as well.
It is the concept of something beneath the rational world which we
don’t yet understand affecting the way things grow; you find it in all
other kinds of fascinating things.
This seems to touch on ideas of the noosphere and the Jungian
common conscious.
Yes, a bit. Teilhard de Chardin, the Jesuit priest postulated the
idea of the noosphere, but you could say that is exactly what has
happened today with the cloud, and the internet; it is an envelope
of thought.
And the Russian geologist Vladimir Vernadsky came up with
the idea of the noosphere at exactly the same time as Teilhard
de Chardin.
Absolutely – well done. That’s it. And when you get to 100
monkeys washing their thing, that’s enough to somehow boost
monkey-consciousness everywhere. Hence the argument for human
beings; if there are monks and nuns isolated in their monasteries
having nothing to do with the real world, just wanking away in their
own religious bubble, they may indeed be affecting everybody’s
consciousness. When that book came out it was a big deal, and they
flew me everywhere in the States, and I finished up working for
the CIA for a month.
What? Hold on – I think I have an idea; did you work on the
Psy-Ops programme set-up by Edgar Mitchell, the sixth
man on the moon, who had a spiritual revelation of the
interconnectedness of life, and on his way back set up this
programme that would later recruit Uri Geller to remote view
Russian nuclear missiles – which later led to the ‘Men Who Stare
at Goats’ of the Iraq War?
That’s right.
So what were you doing for the CIA?
Turn off the recorder…
Another
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FROM 1930S AUTHORS, PHOTOGRAPHERS AND
DIPLOMATS TO, MOST RECENTLY, GIVENCHY’S ARTISTIC
DIRECTOR Clare Waight Keller, Annemarie Schwarzenbach’s
ANDROGYNOUS STYLE AND AUDACIOUS SPIRIT HAS
ENTRANCED THROUGH THE AGES.

TEXT Ted Stansfield

When American novelist Carson McCullers met Swiss author and
photographer Annemarie Schwarzenbach in the summer of 1940,
she fell in love – instantly and hard. “She had a face that I knew
would haunt me for the rest of my life,” she said. McCullers wasn’t
the only one to become enraptured with Schwarzenbach: German
novelist Thomas Mann called her a “ravaged angel”; another writer,
Roger Martin du Gard, said she had “the face of an inconsolable
angel”; while German photographer Marianne Breslauer, who took
numerous photos of Schwarzenbach, likened her to “the Archangel
Gabriel standing before Heaven”.
But with the rediscovery in the late 1980s of Schwarzenbach’s
body of work – a rich catalogue of journalism and photographs
documenting her adventurous farflung travels – she gained new
interest for more than just her angelic beauty; she was recognised
as a female pioneer and a gay icon. In 2001, there was even a feature
film, The Journey to Kafiristan, tracing her 4,000-mile drive from
Geneva to Kabul in a Ford Deluxe with ethnologist Ella Maillart
(‘How far would you go for true love?’ read the tagline).
Born in Zurich on 23rd May 1908, into a wealthy family,
Schwarzenbach was always a nonconformist. Her bisexual mother
Renée, the daughter of a Swiss general and descendant of the
Bismarck family, dressed little Annemarie in boys’ clothes from an
early age. She wore men’s clothes for the rest of her life, and was
often mistaken for a man, favouring tailored suits, fitted sweaters
and collared shirts – a wardrobe that both reflected her conservative
background and the bohemian lifestyle she later pursued. She had
a taste for haute couture too; while in the throes of a passionate
affair with the daughter of the ambassador of Turkey to Persia, she
would steal and wear her lover’s gowns.
This year, Schwarzenbach’s incredible style informed
Givenchy’s Spring/Summer 2019 collection. The house’s artistic
director, Clare Waight Keller, directly referenced images of the
“hauntingly handsome writer”, presenting tuxedo jackets, leather
motorcycle jackets tucked into army trousers, and elegant gowns
that reflected the bias-cut 1930s fashion – and perhaps those
stolen frocks. “I was researching silhouettes, and came across
this spectacular looking woman, Annemarie Schwarzenbach, who
dressed sometimes as a man and sometimes as a woman but always
in a modest, elegant way,” explains Waight Keller. “It spoke to
me, as it aligns perfectly with what we’re doing at Givenchy. I find
the idea of not being defined by a gender in the way you express
yourself through clothes extremely modern. Her sense of freedom
in the way she would present herself as a different character from
one day to the next is highly inspiring. I also love the message
about acceptance and tolerance her story gives: she was at peace
with her androgyny, and so many years later, it still inspires people
like me to keep on colliding codes.”
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Schwarzenbach’s legacy goes beyond fashion. A talented
writer, she published her first book in 1931 when she was just
23 and, after a brief stint in Berlin where she enjoyed the last
hurrah of the Weimar Republic (according to her friend Ruth
Landshoff, “she lived dangerously. She drank too much. She
never went to sleep before dawn”), she embarked on a career as a
photojournalist. Producing 365 articles and 50 photo-reports for
major Swiss, German and American newspapers and magazines
in the space of just nine years, she travelled to Turkey, Syria,
Lebanon, Palestine, Iraq and Persia, and later Afghanistan, the
USA, the Baltic states and Russia, often unaccompanied.
Her personal life was no less frenetic. A committed antifascist, she helped her friend Klaus Mann, son of Thomas Mann,
finance the literary review Die Sammlung, which published
exiled German writers; and she used her diplomatic passport –
a by-product of her marriage-of-convenience to the gay French
ambassador to Persia, Claude Clarac – to rescue anti-fascists in
Austria. But her political commitment resulted in unbearable
tensions with her Nazi-sympathising family, culminating in 1934
with her first suicide attempt.
And then there was the matter of her morphine addiction.
A user from her early 20s, Schwarzenbach spent much of her life
struggling to kick the habit. In fact, that audacious car journey to
Afghanistan in 1940 was another failed attempt to clean up; her
co-traveller Maillart chronicled the difficult experience in the
book All the Roads Are Open: The Afghan Journey. That same year,
the Manns introduced Schwarzenbach to smitten novelist Carson
McCullers. Seventy years later, Suzanne Vega wrote the song
Lover, Beloved about McCullers’ unrequited passion: “Everyone
wants you, everyone loves you, how can I possibly compete?”
The mounting stress of this doomed affair and the death
of Schwarzenbach’s father led to a second suicide bid, this time
in New York. She was promptly admitted to a psychiatric ward,
diagnosed with schizophrenia and subjected to weeks of barbaric
treatment. Schwarzenbach escaped, was hospitalised again and
then forced out of the US, winding her way back to Switzerland
via Portugal, the Belgian Congo and Morocco. Tragically, once
home she suffered a serious head injury from a bicycle accident
that resulted in more hospital and more morphine. Her mother
Renée refused to allow visitors – even her estranged husband
Claude was turned away. Two months later, Schwarzenbach
passed away, aged 34.
In a final twisted act, Renée destroyed most of her daughter’s
diaries and letters, believing they shamed the family. Thankfully,
one of Schwarzenbach’s friends held on to a collection of
photographs and writings, and in the process saved Annemarie
Schwarzenbach from the mists of obscurity.

Clockwise from top left: ANNEMARIE SCHWARZENBACH, BERLIN 1932, Breslauer, Marianne (1909-2001). ANNEMARIE SCHWARZENBACH, ZÜRICH 1938, Breslauer, Marianne (1909-2001). Private Collection/Bridgeman Images © Walter & Konrad
Feilchenfeldt/Fotostiftung Schweiz. AFGHANISTAN, SHABASH (SHA BASH), 1939-1940, Swiss National Library, SLA-Schwarzenbach-A-5-19/149. SPANIEN, MALLORCA: Landschaft; Der Mercedes Mannheim von Annemarie Schwarzenbach, 1936,
Swiss National Library, SLA-Schwarzenbach-A-5-08/270. PERSIEN, PERSEPOLIS: Barbara Hamilton-Wright, 1935, Swiss National Library, SLA-Schwarzenbach-A-5-07/148.
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TAKE A TRIP INTO THE OUTER REACHES OF THE
ART UNIVERSE WITH Bob Nickas AND HIS EXPANSIVE
EXHIBITION STRANGE ATTRACTORS: THE ANTHOLOGY
OF INTERPLANETARY FOLK ART.

Installation view, all images courtesy of Kerry Schuss Gallery.

PHOTOGRAPHY Kerry Schuss
TEXT Bob Nickas

016

Another
Man

In 1977, NASA launched the twin Voyager space probes. Each
carried with them a Golden Record, a compilation of images,
scientific data, natural sounds, greetings in 55 languages, and music
presenting an overview of life on Earth, which included everything
from Bach played by Glenn Gould to Chuck Berry’s Johnny B.
Goode. Although the folklorist Alan Lomax objected to the song
as adolescent, Carl Sagan, who headed the project, defended its
inclusion, insisting, “There are a lot of adolescents on the planet.”
Other than a stylus, the discs came with no playback system.
If one of the probes were to be discovered, and with it a Golden
Disc, how do we know intelligent life would figure out how it can
be played? And if the intelligent life is adolescent, might a disc
more readily be used as a frisbee? Another song initially chosen,
perfect for a compilation sent into space, Here Comes the Sun, by
The Beatles, was left off the disc. The group had enthusiastically
agreed, but their record company, EMI, which held the copyright,
refused. We can only wonder: did it occur to anyone to replace it
with Nina Simone’s interpretation? Would it have mattered that she
was black and a woman? Or was her balancing act, infusing hope
with sadness, simply too human?
Music accounts for about three-quarters of the disc’s contents.
There is no visual art. Are artists somehow too alien, of the Earth
but extraterrestrial? Why was art set aside in favour of various
recordings – the sound of a kiss, of a whale and ocean waves,
a message from Sagan’s young son? (“Hello from the children
of planet Earth.”) Art from the caves in Altamira, Lascaux and
Chauvet would have communicated as much, if not more. This
was the beginning of art, of humans representing themselves in
the world, a new level of consciousness.
Artworks may be thought of as ‘strange attractors’, drawing
us towards them, while also being attracted to and possibly
summoning one another. There is an interconnectedness across
distant points in time and space that is undeniable. The very idea
of the contemporary as it persists within the art world is meant,
in some measure, to deny art’s connection to the larger realm; to
ritual and folk-magic, to pre-history itself, insisting as it does – for
some inconveniently – that meaning inhabits objects and images,
that it may be sensed, is alive inside them, and when it’s not, that
absence is palpably felt. At its most resonant, as art vibrates, in
the words of conceptualist Lee Lozano, quantum-mechanically, its
structure and behaviour visible on an almost molecular level, art
doesn’t necessarily require translation, and not in more than 50
languages. Why is it that all children, and from an early age, draw?
There is a need that’s universal, and it may include the universe.
With all this in mind, I organised an exhibition in Los Angeles
in 2017, on the 40th anniversary of NASA’s Voyager and the Golden
Disc, intended as the first in a series. Other shows were meant to
follow, and to date a second one has. With its terrestrial launch
pad, Strange Attractors: The Anthology of Interplanetary Folk Art
was subtitled Life on Earth. The Voyager probes, having travelled
beyond the rings and moon of Saturn, are expected to continue
their mission in interstellar space for another seven years, until
about 2025, at which time nearly half a century will have passed.
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These are the oldest manmade objects sent furthest from the
Earth, and have now entered into the realm of mythology, not only
for their mission, which continues, but as the ultimate ‘message
in a bottle’, a record of life on our planet – with the exception of
art. A show comprised of contemporary artworks, proposing them
as ‘interplanetary folk art’, questions our notion of the term. Is
everything new to be automatically considered contemporary?
The very designation represents an interminable holding pattern
into which art continues to be placed. Of one thing we can be sure:
artworks are themselves space probes. To understand them in
this way is, on the one hand, to test our tolerance for what may be
accepted as a work of art, while on the other to absolutely marvel
at art’s heightened capacity to retrieve, translate, and transmit
information beyond itself, far beyond the moment in which it
was made. Works of art may be thought to store data for future
retrieval, to aid us in understanding what came before and to help us
navigate what’s to come. In this we envision a reciprocal elasticity.
Time moves in more than one direction. Hasn’t it always?
Taking a cue from the music and audio selection on the Golden
Disc, the LA exhibition included a playlist/soundtrack assembled
in collaboration with the artist Dave Muller. Playing continuously
in the office area adjacent to the gallery, it was also available on
its website. For the exhibition’s second volume, held this past
autumn in New York at Kerry Schuss Gallery, music came to the
fore in the show’s subtitle, The Rings of Saturn. The exhibition was
based on an expanded notion of field recordings in both music
and art. Made outside of a professional studio, field recordings
are captured on site, often in nature or in the lived environment
of the performers, where there is a resonant overlay: the music
of everyday sound, the discovery of which opens up to a sense of
rhythm and the pulse of our own bodies. Recordings made in the
field are in this sense alive. In terms of visual art, the post-studio
artists of the later 60s were also working in the field, whether
with permanence, creating earthworks such as Robert Smithson’s
iconic Spiral Jetty, or ephemerally, as in Allan Kaprow’s Fluids,
for which an ice block structure is built and eventually melts. In the
mid-to-late 80s, related, though more modest gestures, were made
by artists such as Mark Dion and Laurie Parsons, whose practice
– poetics and anthropology intermingled – might be termed an
anthropoetics. Today, something similar continues, often within
a stone’s throw of the studio, in the street, on the urban beach, and
relates to an alchemy of recycling, to the vernacular re-imagined
– the potentiality of everyday objects, particularly castoffs and
trash, and their transformation.
In The Rings of Saturn, an unexpected inclusion of works
that engage opticality suggested Op as an art engaged with
vibration that is audibly visible, with looking/listening in parallel:
the artwork as performer, the visual elements as a coming
together considered acoustic in their overtones. Here, volume
also amplified levels of sound and expansive patterns, from rain
rhythmically falling into concentric rings within puddles at our
feet while reflecting the sky above, as in a Paul Lee video, to the
silent uncorking of a champagne bottle by way of Kayode Ojo’s
humorous fetish, Molotov: revolution as celebratory. To expand
our sense of field recordings and make explicit the echoes between
visual and sonic realms, a horizontal loop of album covers ran
around the gallery, artworks hung above, below and within this
line, intermixed, sound-on-sound: Alice Coltrane, Mike Cooper
(the experimental British guitarist who has travelled the South
Seas), Fred Frith, Milford Graves and Don Pullen, Emahoy
Tsegué-Mariam Guèbru (ethereal piano compositions from the
Ethiopian nun), Yumi Kagura (a Japanese temple), Norberto Lobo
(an Amazon mindscape), Angus MacLise (original drummer for the
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Man

017

“ARTWORKS MAY BE THOUGHT OF AS ‘STRANGE ATTRACTORS’,
DRAWING US TOWARDS THEM, WHILE ALSO BEING ATTRACTED
TO AND POSSIBLY SUMMONING ONE ANOTHER. THERE IS
AN INTERCONNECTEDNESS ACROSS DISTANT POINTS IN TIME
AND SPACE THAT IS UNDENIABLE... WHY IS IT THAT ALL
CHILDREN, AND FROM AN EARLY AGE, DRAW? THERE IS A NEED
THAT’S UNIVERSAL, AND IT MAY INCLUDE THE UNIVERSE”

Velvet Underground, an occultist who died in Nepal), Nurse With
Wound, Terry Riley (Descending Moonshine Dervishes), Mustapha
Skandrani (the Algerian pianist), Leslie Winer, La Monte Young and
Marian Zazeela. Interspersed among them: Mushroom Ceremony
of the Mazatec Indians of Mexico, Music From Mato Grosso Brazil,
Music From Saharan Cellphones, Sounds of Insects, Sounds of the
Junkyard, and Maya Deren’s late 40s recordings of Voodoo rituals in
Haiti. From this loop, the exhibition’s inverse event horizon, there
were points of further return: an eight-hour playlist/soundtrack,
again compiled in collaboration with Dave Muller.
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Looping and refraction were present symbolically and materially
in artworks tuned in to various frequencies: the snake coiled at the
centre of Swedish artist Moki Cherry’s vibrant banner, spiralling
outward, flowered horns facing north, south, east and west, which had
been hung on stage at concerts by the omni-directional Don Cherry;
roto-reliefs turning and snakes entwined in Philip Taaffe’s Emblem
Painting; the reflective silver skin of Steven Stapleton’s Spiral Insana;
a small phase of the Moon painted on mirror by Lisa Beck; German
conceptual artist Hanne Darboven’s record, Der Mond ist Aufgegangen
– The Moon is Risen; Mamie Holst’s radiant Landscape Before Dying,
a distress signal, perhaps unheard, in deep space; Tillman Kaiser’s
photogram, seeming to emit electricity and radio waves – intercepted
by the Dan Walsh sculpture, Receiver. Interwoven lines of vibrant
colour knitting, Chip Hughes’ painting evoked a synesthetic speaker
from which musical patterns chromatically emerged. Beyond the
metaphorical, there were images of sound and its absence: such
as Nancy Shaver’s sculpture, Trombone Missing; the silenced and
restrained figure embodied in James Crosby’s Use Bound in a Sentence;
the waterfall in the Lukas Geronimas photo; the tea kettle about to
whistle in Nikholis Planck’s waxy Kettle Study; the delicate wind
chimes hung from Jutta Koether’s nocturne; Mitchell Algus’s surrealist
tower of shells, on a pedestal next to the record Sounds of the Sea;
the body-operating of Aura Rosenberg’s psychedelic mandala, Golden
Age Rorschach; the ten-part vocal score Jane Benson composed from
all the chapters of WG Sebald’s book, The Rings of Saturn. With its
tangled wires, plugs and speaker-type letters, Sally Ross’s Pro Audio
loomed above the room, while the monkey gazing up at it from Josh
Tonsfeldt’s photograph, Elephenta Island, seemed to hear something
we can’t.
Down below, directly connected to the notion of field recording,
were works made from things scavenged in the street, as well as scenes
recorded on various forays beyond the studio, from Yuji Agematsu,
a master of found object-poetics; the New York-based Ugandan sculptor
Leilah Babirye; Tony Conrad (PVC trumpet!); Ryan Foerster, and
the hallucinatory wonder revealed by his half-broken camera, spirit
photography for our time; visionary artist/musician Lonnie Holley
and his protester/lawn jockey; Candy Jernigan (the drug paraphernalia
of Found Dope, collected on East Village streets in hairier days gone
by); the magic potions of Lazaros (each their own encoded ‘message
in a bottle’); and B Wurtz, who has conjured art from next to nothing,
since the early 70s. The only work with a mechanical apparatus,
Tonsfeldt’s otherworldly liquid projection within a television laid
bare, was brought down to earth: a haunted cradle containing grape
stems, a child’s sock and an insect skeleton. These elements served as
a reminder of the fragility of humans and the natural world. Despite
the artist’s tinkering, the flatscreen still functioned. In an ongoing
age of machines, there is a certain stubborn persistence that they, and
we, share.
Recently, Voyager 2, despite its creaky 70s engineering, has
travelled beyond our heliosphere after more than 40 years, 11
billion miles from Earth, continuing on to interstellar space.
Remarking on the achievement, Suzanne Dodd, the Voyager project
manager at NASA’s Jet Propulsion Laboratory, was compelled to
put it into perspective: “You can think of what the technology was.
Your smartphone has 200,000 times more memory than the Voyager
spacecraft have.” Let’s not forget that in times as troubled as those
that have come before, with the very existence of the planet in peril
for future generations.
The naming of one work in Strange Attractors rang clearly, a
drawing of multiple interlocking Saturns by Richard Tinkler, for
which the artist quoted the mid-19th-century French historian Jules
Michelet, as a warning and with resolve: Each Epoch Dreams the One
to Follow.
Another
Man

021

MEET Cyrus Kabiru, THE KENYAN ARTIST TURNING
TRASH INTO EYEWEAR GOLD…
022
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KWA KUBADILISHANA UTAMADUNI MACHO NNE. AT THE DOT , 2017. Photographic print. MALI YA MFALME. MACHO NNE. MOROCCO NGOME (MOROCCO CASTLE) , 2016.
Pigment ink on HP premium satin photographic paper. Copyright Cyrus Kabiru. Images courtesy of SMAC Gallery.

Clockwise from top left: TILBUG SUN, 2017. C-type print on Diasec mount. MACHO NNE 05. WESTGATE , 2014. Pigment ink on HP premium satin photographic paper.
MACHO NNE. SLAY QUEEN , 2018. C-type print on Diasec mount. DADAB, 201. C-type print on Diasec mount. Copyright Cyrus Kabiru. Images courtesy of SMAC Gallery.
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PHOTOGRAPHY Cyrus Kabiru
TEXT Laura Allsop

“I feel like one of nature’s soldiers,” says Kenyan artist Cyrus
Kabiru in a voice decidedly more mild than combative. Yet soldier
of nature is a perfectly apt description for the 35-year-old, whose
practice involves collecting trash from the streets of his native
Nairobi and alchemising it into wildly inventive sculptures, from
out-there eyeglasses embellished with bottle tops, beads and bits
of wire, to souped-up bicycles that recall the poetry of Alexander
Calder’s mobiles. Part Afrofuturist, part diesel-punk, Kabiru’s
aesthetic is underpinned by the flotsam and jetsam of everyday
life. “When I walk, I just collect. But nowadays, people know what
I want,” he says of his recruits, who will often bring him bits and
pieces. Materials are sourced on a local and occasionally global
scale. When in London, “I get shining metals, even some wire and
copper – very colourful trash,” he says. “If it’s plastic we get a very
bright plastic. You have unique trash. Very clean.” Airport staff
are frequently intrigued by the contents of his luggage. Happily,
he says, “I connect with everyone very easily. If you’re a pastor
I’ll connect with you very easily; if you’re gangster, I’ll connect
with you very easily.”
This quality came in useful when Kabiru was a child, making
the very first iteration of his longest-running series of artworks,
dazzling pairs of ‘glasses’ known as C-stunners (the C is for
Cyrus). His father, refusing to buy him a pair of glasses, told him
to make his own, which he set out to do using scrap from around
the house, and later the gangster-run dump opposite the family
home. His first pair, he recalls, featured beads, wire and bits of
plastic; pretty soon he was operating a mini-economy, exchanging
trash sculptures with classmates for homework. It earned him
the nickname ‘Msanii’, or ‘artist’ in Swahili, though Kabiru had
never met one and it was a while before he realised that artists
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were allowed to do more than just paint landscapes. Now, his
C-Stunners are exhibited all over the world, drawing the interest of
creatives and tastemakers from designer and curator Duro Olowu
to Yasiin Bey, who visited the artist’s studio in Nairobi. Ever
more outlandish and mask-like, they defy any normal conception
of eyewear. A 2017 piece is composed of a flattened coral-blue
paraffin lamp base, decorated with long metal eyelashes and
a piece of circuit board for the forehead, while another almost
entirely obscures the face with a sun-like construction featuring a
wire mesh centre radiating white spokes. The former may recall
a deep-sea creature out of Jules Verne but is named for Nairobi’s
so-called Slay Queens – young women pursuing wealthy men and
flaunting their surface riches on social media – while the latter
is based on the architecture of Roman cathedrals. Modelled to
fit Kabiru’s face, his practice now involves being photographed
wearing the C-Stunners against stark backgrounds. “You see the
glasses, you see my face,” he says.
At his most creative during his peregrinations around Nairobi,
Kabiru also draws energy from the rural area near Mount Kenya
where his grandmother lives, a haven populated with paradisal
birds and animals. “I try to combine the congestion of Nairobi
and the beauty of my rural area,” he says. His current project is
a marriage of the two worlds, taking disused radios – once the
glue of village life – and giving them the Kabiru ‘touch’. He wants,
he says, to make these increasingly obsolete pieces of technology
“more fantastic”. Though they might suggest the relics of a far-off
planet, Kabiru’s works are entirely earthbound in their texture and
composition. A hundred years from now, they will speak silently
and powerfully of our throwaway culture – archives, as he puts it,
of “junk histories”.
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A COSMIC AND PRACTICAL MANUAL FOR MODERN
POSITIVE LIVING.
TEXT & CURATION Ben Perdue

“Positivity was the antidote for what a
lot of young people were experiencing in
Thatcher’s Britain at the time. It was the
foundation the scene was initially built
on, creating a sense of something new and
exciting. Music, and the knowledge that
these parties were anti-establishment and
underground, brought people together. And
this artwork played a crucial role, as flyers
were the primary source of communication
alongside word of mouth and pirate radio.
Art was key to creating a party’s identity.”
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Clockwise from top left : Vector designs by Ania Goszczyńska based on ideas by Ania Goszczyńska and David Tibet. From the Black Mountain College Research Project Papers,
Visual Materials, North Carolina State Archives, Raleigh, NC. Painting by David Tibet

FOLK DANCE
Steve Terry, founder of the Wild
Life Archive of dance music
ephemera, books and magazines,
shares an edit of flyers from
British rave culture’s Second
Summer of Love that illustrates
the upbeat grassroots power of
late 80s acid house.

Clockwise from top: 1990 Earth at Heaven, Villiers Street, London. 1988 Super Nature at Town & Country Club, Highgate Road, London. 1991, Energy at Eclipse Club Coventry.
1988 Trance in Amsterdam, secret locations Amsterdam. 1991 Telepathy at Marshgate Lane Stratford London. All images sourced from the Wild Life Archive by Steve Terry.

“When I’m dead and gone / My vibrations will live on / In vibes on vinyl through the years /
People will dance to my waves” Mark E Smith, Psykick Dance Hall, 1979

SYMBOLIC DEVICES
Prophetic poet and driving force of multi-dimensional
apocalyptic folk outfit Current 93, David Tibet,
reveals the cryptic, hyper-visual importance of the
smiley face.
“I first encountered SMILEY as a young boy, in street markets
in Malaysia where I grew up. SMILEY struck me even then as
being a portrait of GNOSTIC ALEPH. Years later, I saw a cartoon
in MAD magazine which parodied a fundamentalist Christian
analysis of SMILEY. I recall it saying that the two eyes mocked
The Trinity as there were two eyes, not three. And that the Smile
was a Moon, which was advocating the worship of the Babylonian
Moon Goddess Ištar. MAD was wrong about the Moon Deity, who
was in fact called Su’en, or Sîn, and was male. But Assyriology was
never MAD’s strong point.
I am sure either the bassist or the guitarist of The Sweet,
my heroes, had an instrument, or t-shirt, with SHIT SMILEY –
SHITLEY! – on it. I have made many versions of SMILEY, and
used them in C93’s artwork, sometimes superimposing my eyes
and smile on SMILEY. The scars on the yellow version you see
here are those on one of the icons of The Virgin Mary, that of
Częstochowa. I always wear a medal of Her at Częstochowa and
we have that same Image of Her in our bedroom and studio. Those
who wish to know more of the DARKNESS of SMILEY are referred
to the chapter titled ‘Zio’s Friend and the Smiler’ in Malachi
Martin’s Hostage to the Devil.”

ANTICIPATORY DESIGN
Reinforcing
Buckminster
Fuller’s
enduring
relevance, the visionary inventor was name-dropped
by Jeff Bridges in his 2019 Golden Globes acceptance
speech. “Bucky, he’s most famous for the geodesic
dome, but he made a great observation about these
oceangoing tankers,” he said, before explaining
Fuller’s metaphor for the trim tab, a small rudder on
a big rudder that helps to stabilise a ship or aircraft,
exactly like “how the individual is connected to
society and how we affect society. I like to think of
myself as a trim tab. All of us are trim tabs.”
Taken from a 1972 Playboy interview, Fuller’s thoughts reflect
his diverse work as a self-styled comprehensive anticipatory
design scientist, tasked with solving global problems. From
architecture to education, his thinking promotes the idea that our
world – this spaceship earth – should be seen as one living system,
comprehensive and without borders.
“As a consequence of the slavish ‘categoryitis’, the
scientifically illogical, and as we shall see, often meaningless
questions, ‘Where do you live?’ ‘What are you?’ ‘What religion?’
‘What race?’ ‘What nationality?’ are all thought of today as
logical questions. By the 21st century it either will have become
evident to humanity that these questions are absurd and antievolutionary or men will no longer be living on Earth.” Operating
Manual for Spaceship Earth by Buckminster Fuller, 1963
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EX LIBRIS
These mind-expanding titles explore scientific
illuminism, social interaction and distant territories.
Suggested by Tenderbooks, a space for independent
art publishing inspired by personal libraries and rare
printed material.
‘EX LIBRIS’ BOOKPLATE by AA Bronson
Artist, healer and publisher AA Bronson’s seven-pointed star
design borrows the insignia of A.·.A.·., a secret spiritual group
founded by Aleister Crowley dedicated to a deeper understanding
of the self and of one’s true will.
CONTINENTAL DRIFT by Nico Krebs and Taiyo Onorato
This travel log of Eurasia straddles the fine line between
documentation and fiction about unknown lands, their past and
conjectured future. Searching for identity, the regions traversed are
caught between thousand-year-old traditions and post-communist
history and geopolitics, religious, territorial and ethnic turmoil,
and a desire to jump on the bandwagon of global turbocapitalism.
RANDOM ENCOUNTER: THE GUIDE BOOK by Stephen Willats
A book documenting a groundbreaking participatory artwork
at Southampton City Art Gallery in 1997 used to study the basis
of society between people; what they can agree upon, what
perceptions and beliefs they share.
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Clockwise from top left: Judith Bernstein, DICKS OF DEATH , Edition Patrick Frey, 2016. Burgundy dining table, 1985, Michele de Lucchi. Courtesy of aMDL studio.
WAVY RUG, Jermaine Gallacher. THE GREAT BED OF WARE , Hans Vredeman de Vries,1590-1600. Courtesy of Wuselig, Wikimedia Commons.

“Pounding fragrant things – particularly garlic, basil, parsley – is
a tremendous antidote to depression. But it applies also to juniper
berries, coriander seeds and the grilled fruits of the chili pepper.
Pounding these things produces an alteration in one’s being –
from sighing with fatigue to inhaling with pleasure. The cheering
effects of herbs and alliums cannot be too often reiterated. Virgil’s
appetite was probably improved equally by pounding garlic as by
eating it.” Honey from a Weed, Patience Gray, 1986

Clockwise from left: Illustrations by Corinna Sargood. HONEY FROM A WEED: FASTING AND FEASTING IN TUSCANY, CATALONIA, THE CYCLADES AND APULIA, 2001, Patience Gray,
published by Prospect Books. EX LIBRIS bookplate, AA Bronson, 2015, published by Tenderbooks. CONTINENTAL DRIFT, Taiyo Onorato & Nico Krebs, 2017, published by Edition Patrick Frey.

RAW PASSION
So much more than just a collection of recipes, Honey
from a Weed by the late thinker-cook Patience Gray is
shot through with memories of living hand-to-mouth
in remote corners of the Mediterranean with her
lover, sculptor Norman Mommens. It’s a book about
self-sufficiency, loyalty to the seasons, observing
traditions and rustic cooking that is elevated by the
wider cultural significance and sensory power Gray
folds into her writing.

LIFE TOOLS
Judith Bernstein’s phallic screws turn DIY diagrams
into potent political symbols. Her charcoals
represent an amalgamation of anti-war, feminism
and sexuality. “I confront war with very graphic,
in-your-face words and images,” she says. “It’s funny
– but it’s dead serious!”

PRACTICAL MAGIC
Iconic and offbeat pieces with the power to connect
reviewed by furniture dealer and interior designer
Jermaine Gallacher.
THE GREAT BED OF WARE
“The bed of all beds, built by carpenter Jonas Fosbrooke in 1590, can
accommodate at least four couples, bringing quite lot of people
together I’d say – maybe a few too many for my tastes. I appreciate
this bed not because I have a particular liking for Elizabethan
furniture, but because when I look at it with all the names carved
on the bedposts of those who used it, it’s easy to imagine who they
were and the lives they lived and shared within it.”
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BURGUNDY TABLE
“What doesn’t happen around or on a table? I love all kinds –
round ones, square ones, low ones, high ones. I’ve spent some of
my funniest times and met some of my closest friends sat at, on,
or underneath tables. Burgundy by Michele De Lucchi is a table
I would love to own someday. Its materials are humble – enamelled
tubular frame, laminated top – but its design is anything but. Like
all Memphis, it is fun, inclusive and without pretence. A table to
get trashed at, dance on and slip under.”
WAVY RUG
“Rugs are really just an excuse to sit on the floor, not that I need
one. There is nothing quite like spreading out on a rug, preferably
in front of a roaring fire or under a shady tree on a summer’s day.
Last year I was asked to design two rugs by my friend Sabrina Kraus
López, a thrilling prospect thanks to the talented Cooperative
Tiglmamin in Morocco who weave our rugs so beautifully. The
Wavy rug has become a favourite. The ultimate place to sit and
gas, like being on your own handwoven soft wavy island, but
everyone’s invited to come stay.”
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UNCOMMON SCENTS
“You cannot buy the revolution. You cannot make
Antoine Lie, creator of fragrances for COMME DES
the revolution. You can only be the revolution.
GARÇONS and CIRE TRUDON, is the perfumer
It is in your spirit, or it is nowhere”
responsible for Sécretions Magnifiques, infamously
Ursula K Le Guin, The Dispossessed, 1974
inspired by sex and body fluids. Here he outlines
the power of scent as a communication tool and the
olfactory ingredients of attraction.

DEREK JARMAN’S PROSPECT COTTAGE
“Just along the coast from where I live, this place is a great
metaphor for the garden as a canvas for our personal journeys.
An escape, a battle, a source of delight and continual change and
growth. In the shingle and plants a powerful story is told.”
WILLIAM KENT’S ROUSHAM GARDENS
“These gardens represent the first phase of the English landscape
movement, a style that would give us Capability Brown and a type
of garden that would become synonymous with a more natural,
Arcadian fantasy – a very different type of landscape manipulation
from the preceding à la Française.”
GREAT DIXTER GARDENS
“Another garden just a short distance from home, this place is such
a joy and inspiration. Full of fun and experimentation, colour and
contrast. If ever there was a place that exuded a bright personality
this is it. I have visited here in every season and it has never failed
to lift my spirits.”
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Top: THE MOON MUSEUM , 1969. Andy Warhol, Claes Oldenburg, David Novros, Forrest Myers, Robert Rauschenberg, John Chamberlain. Published by
Forrest Myers. Courtesy of MoMA. Bottom: Analysis of sleep cycles in the rodent, 1967. Van Twyver, Henry Bauman. Courtesy of Wikimedia Commons.

BEYOND BORDERS
“In its simplest terms a garden is a collection of
plants, but for many the garden is a gateway to
another world,” says John Tebbs, founder of Pleasure
Garden magazine. “It was this power, the fantasy,
that I wanted to capture and explore. An idea that
moved away from focusing on the practicalities of the
garden and placed it within a wider cultural context.
Throughout history the garden has always been a
part of this conversation – it has acted as a theatre,
providing a stage for us to entertain ourselves. It has
been a vehicle for displays of power, love, knowledge
and a constant outlet and muse for our creativity.” He
recommends three cultivated highlights designed to
connect on a deeper level.

Clockwise from top: Derek Jarman’s Garden, 2005, Tim Brighton. Great Dixter, 2014, Georg Menzel. Rousham House, courtesy of Grahamec.

“People are animals, and animals communicate
through secretions and distinctive smells,
especially for reproduction. Humans are more
civilised of course, but I am convinced that attraction
between people can be triggered by a personal or
selective smell. If I could explain exactly how it
works I would be a very powerful man, but I think
it’s a combination of chemistry and magic.
You can communicate personality, the mood you
are in and initiate contact through scent. Or you can
blur and mask your identity. To get the most effective
reaction in terms of instant attraction you should
play with vanilla, synthetic musk and cinnamon
oil. They are linked to edible, and soft clean smell
memories that will immediately reassure you. Of
course it depends on the origin and the culture of the
people involved, but I think these three would get the
most attention.”

LUCID DREAMS
Dreaming guide and death doula
Tree Carr, discovered in Hate
Zine, explains how to explore
and connect with your own
consciousness with a step-by-step
guide to going lucid.
STEP 1:
Understand your sleep cycle. Most lucid
dreamers naturally wake up for about 5-10
mins just before their final REM cycle and
when they go back to sleep, they usually go
lucid. Experiment by setting your alarm to
wake yourself up earlier than normal, then
go back to sleep again.
STEP 2:
Improve your sleep hygiene. Make sure
you get between 7-9 hours of sleep each
night. If the objects in your bedroom have
nothing to do with sleep, dreaming or sex,
then put them in another room. Let your
bedroom be your dreaming sanctuary.
STEP 3:
Embrace self-awareness by observing and
analysing your day-to-day environments.
More awareness in daily life carries
through to your dreams making lucidity
more likely to happen. Set goals, intents,
mantras before sleep. Perhaps, “I will go
lucid in my dreams.”

MOON MUSUEM
This postage stamp-sized iridium-plated ceramic chip, etched
with art by Andy Warhol, Robert Rauschenberg, David Novros,
Claes Oldenburg, John Chamberlain and Forrest Myers is the
Moon Museum, an interstellar group show attached to the leg of
the lunar lander Intrepid, left on the moon after 1969’s Apollo 12
mission. It was Myers who came up with the idea and, after an
initially keen NASA backtracked, convinced an engineer to stash
it on the spacecraft instead. Its existence has never been officially
verified, but editions do exist on Earth, including one at New
York’s Museum of Modern Art.

“The stars are matter. We’re matter.
But it doesn’t matter” Captain Beefheart

STEP 4:
Start a dream journal and record your
dreams daily. This is the most important
foundation of conscious dreaming. It
helps you see clearly the different genres
of dreams you experience and creates a
record and proof if you are experiencing
precognitive dreams.
STEP 5:
Work with some oneirogens, or dreaming
plants. Making these herbs into tea and
consuming them in a bedtime ritual not
only prepares your mind for dreamtime,
the herbs themselves help activate more
vivid dreaming and increase the potential
of lucid dreaming.
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“Ariana Papademetropoulos’ paintings present
portals into warped perfection. Luring the viewer
into interiors stained with watery spills, the artist
presents seductive, domestic fantasies that selfreflexively reveal their own illusory pageantry.”

Clockwise from top: The Ennegram is a dynamic, moving symbol. Courtesy of The Ennegram Institute. Malachite (polished), Straus.536. Gunjo (Ultramarine).
Straus.3586. Japan, 1931. Toluidine Toner 16. T 01. Straus.1657. Ansbacher-Siegle Corp, USA, n.d. All photography by Pascale Georgiev for Atelier Éditions.

“Engraved onto Jonathan Small’s reimagined
version of the folding fan, referencing his Japanese
heritage, the artist depicts fantasy scenarios of
desire, love and violence that he otherwise finds
it difficult to express. Used to convey hidden
messages within their designs, ancient Japanese
fans represent devices of communication used to
hide one’s true emotion from society.”

Clockwise from top: FAN VI , Jonathan Small, 2018. Courtesy Jonathan Small and Soft Opening, London. FRAGILE PURSE SHELL (PEACH 02) (detail), 2018, Arielle Chiara.
Courtesy Arielle Chiara and Soft Opening, London. SHE SELLS , 2018, Ariana Papademetropoulos.Courtesy Ariana Papademetropoulos and Soft Opening, London.
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YOUNG AMERICANS
Antonia
Marsh,
curator
and
founder
of
unconventional art space Soft Opening, presents
three LA-based artists whose work is a window on
the transitory space between presence and absence.
“It’s really important and exciting to show LA-based
artists in the UK,” she says. “Because while our
hyper-connected, image-based world allows us to
see what kind of work everyone is making without
the need to travel far from our own phones, I firmly
believe that nothing beats experiencing an artwork in
the flesh, so to speak.”

THE ENNEAGRAM
The Enneagram symbol can be traced back to
Pythagoras, but what it represents today is a complex
system for defining personality types distilled
from ancient teachings on psychology, cosmology
and metaphysics by Bolivian mystic Óscar Ichazo.
Its nine connected points each denote a basic
personality type: The Reformer, The Helper, The
Achiever, The Individualist, The Investigator, The
Loyalist, The Enthusiast, The Challenger and The
Peacemaker. Everyone has one type that dominates
their personality, developed during childhood,
but it’s common to find part of yourself in all of
them. Using an accompanying questionnaire, the
Enneagram becomes a key revealing the layers of
your personality, and explores how they relate,
connect and influence each other.
COLOUR THEORY
An Atlas of Rare & Familiar
Colour: The Harvard Art
Museum’s Forbes Pigment
Collection published by Atelier
Éditions visually excavates the
museum’s collection of 2,500 rare
pigments, exploring providence,
composition and application.
More importantly, it delves
into the symbolism of colours
to better explain humanity’s
aesthetic and expressive
compulsions. The following
excerpts give colour meaning.
RED
Intoxicating ardour and carnal lust,
wanton sensuality and rapacious power,
gloried martyrdom, and celebrated
valour, the colour red, the oldest known
within our species’ palette, has entranced
humanity for millennia.
BLUE
Heaven’s tranquility and ocean’s
infinitude, erudition, Homeric
masculinity, quietude and richest
imagination, unwavering authority and
universal harmony, the colour blue is that
of nature’s leviathans; becalming and
subsuming with equal measure.
GREEN
Verdant vegetation and healthful vitality,
contrary illness and consuming envy,
environmentalism, Quranic exaltation
and wholesale liberty, the colour green
intoxicates with yellow’s incandescence,
then allays with blue’s equilibrium.

“Arielle Chiara’s work magnifies the softness,
intimacy and tenderness implied by the absent
body in antique textiles. Found Victorian fabrics
and ribbons interact with geological specimens.
Abstracted from their growth source, these
pink halite forms behave similarly to her silks,
acting as disembodied physical ruins.”
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Photography by James Brunt.

James Brunt CONJURES ELEMENTAL MANDALAS FROM
THE SURROUNDING ENVIRONMENT. IN AN EXCLUSIVE
PIECE FOR ANOTHER MAN, THE YORKSHIRE-BASED
ARTIST VISITS THE BEACH AND CREATES A MYSTICAL
STONE STRUCTURE.
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