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The story of elsewhere; not this place, not these people.
Story of elsewhere 
The room is semi-dark; the light is dim but the space is not completely black. There is video projecting the heads and shoulders of people speaking. The voices of the people in the projected video portraits are heard in synchronization with their image. 
These portraits appear on the walls around the room, sometimes one image at a time, sometimes more than one image at a time. The projected video portraits play within dark grey borders that are painted on the walls. These large stripes frame white squares that the video projects onto. The video is projected from one framed white square to another - around the room. Sometimes more than one projection plays at a time but they don’t play all at once.

Some of the walls the videos project onto jut into the space and must be navigated around. Some of the projected video portraits sit side-by-side, some play across from each other. It is not possible to see all the projected video portraits at one time – in part because they are never playing all at once, and in part because of the placement and orientation of the walls. 

Sometimes a speaker’s image freezes and the image of a different speaker begins projecting on another wall, in another grey-framed white square. This second projection that interrupts the initial story, starts out as a still image for a moment. Once the image unfreezes this new speaker relays a snippet of their story. The image freezes again for a moment then returns to black, leaving an empty square framed with the grey borders. Meanwhile the image of the person in the initial projection unfreezes and resumes speaking. In this way the stories and their interruptions move around the space whilst maintaining a consistent rhythm and tempo.

The images of people in the projected video portraits speak of their experiences traveling. They each speak of a different place such as Mexico City or Edinburgh.  They each stand before the image of a known landmark that is not the landmark identifying the place they are speaking about. The projected image of a woman telling of her visit to Rio de Janerio stands before the image of Big Ben in London, for example, or a man speaking of a trip to New York is in front of St. Peter’s onion domes in Moscow’s Red Square.

The people portrayed in the videos speak a variety of languages. Some speak in English, some, French, some German, Russian and the Mandarin dialect of the Chinese language. Sometimes they use English words even when they are not primarily speaking in English. Sometimes they speak English with an accent from another language. All of their stories are translated through text in the bottom third of the projected image.

The text at the bottom of the image slides across the black background from left to right. Each video/speaker has a different colored text; one uses blue, one yellow, one pink, etc. This text is in English. It reiterates the story being relayed by the person in the video using a third person perspective. When the individual speaks a language other than English the text presents what that person is saying in English, additionally altering the pronouns ‘I’, ‘me,’ and ‘mine’ to ‘he/she’ and ‘his/hers’ etc. When the individual speaks in English the text does the same thing. For example, when the image of a Frenchman says “J’ai mangé beaucoup” the accompanying text reads ‘He ate a lot’ and when the image of a British woman says,  “I like walking” that accompanying text reads ‘She likes walking’.

Some of the projected speakers relate tales of their physical experiences, some of their inner reality; their thoughts and feelings. Many refer to an experience of being in a film or watching a film. Some of the videos are more of a dialogue with an unseen female voice prodding to illuminate the account further. Some of the storytellers ramble, speaking of one thing and then another as their thoughts flow from one association to the next. Some relay a structured narrative; some reveal the individual’s dreams, desires and fears. Some do not. 
There is a second room adjoining this semi-dark room. This room is bright, with white walls. It is lit by colored fluorescent bulbs, which elicit tinted light of pink, yellow, green and blue within the space.
There is a free-standing white wall immediately to the right upon entering the space. A flat video screen hangs in the center of it. The video playing on the screen is an image of a long stretch of green grass, bordered by trees on either side, culminating with the Eiffel Tower in the background. The shot seems to be playing out in real time, as people in the video picnic and mill about on the grass. Over the course of the video many of these people stand between the camera and the tower in order to photograph the tower, thereby interrupting the view presented here. 
The room also includes a long table; a board sitting on two white trestles. Three copies of a book sit upon the table, two copies of which are open revealing different pages of black text on a white background. The third shows the front cover of the book, a white background with a black line drawing of the thumbs and forefingers of a pair of hands, one facing out and one facing in, touching fingers to thumbs, creating a framing device.
(Large Landscape book addendum here)

Story of elsewhere incorporates some of the videos from the Landmark videos. 
Landmark videos
The Landmark Videos are an ongoing series of short videos, less than five minutes each. They are individual works and they are parts of works that incorporate some or all of these individual works. They are projected video with audio. They are an installation of multiple projections or they are a single projection. Some are a standard rectangular shape with a 4-3 ratio and some are wider. Some of the videos are bordered with black stripes, and some are not. When they are bordered on the sides with black stripes the stripes vary in width.

The videos all begin in black, followed by text fading up, or sometimes sliding in. Sometimes the text is white sometimes it is colored. It is a plain looking sans serif font. It is large enough to be read clearly. If the black were divided into thirds vertically this text would fill the middle third. If the black were divided in half horizontally this text would sit at the mid-point. The text relays the names of two cities, where the first one is said to be ‘in’ the second, for instance, ‘Edinburgh in Shanghai’.

As this text remains, an additional line of text appears beneath it. This text always begins with ‘told by’ followed by a person’s name. In some of the videos a third line of text appears imparting the name of a translator or translators. All the text fades to black or slides out and an image appears. 
There is moving imagery in the videos. It is mostly of the action within the frame and not of the frame itself. The frame is mostly stationary although in some instances the frame moves slightly or for a moment. There are images of people and buildings and nature. In many/some/all of them the image of one person is close. It is a video portrait of their head and part of their upper body. 

The imagery behind them is different in each one. Some are of buildings, some statues, signs, boats, and in some rivers and hills as well. All of the video imagery is of daytime exterior. Some of the lighting reflects full sun and some the shadows of early morning or late evening. In many the presence of the wind is apparent. There is often also imagery and audio of people passing through, sometimes seen and sometimes heard and sometimes both seen and heard.

The background imagery is of a landmark, an iconic visual representation. It is an image of international visual recognition that signifies a particular place. These are places of gathering, particularly for visitors and tourists. They often incorporate a plaza or promenade where people gather, a convergence of many different languages and cultures. It is a site based on leisure, a place where people are not busy on their way to or from work, but may be more open to engaging with the world around them.

In the videos there are background sounds of people and nature in the city and there is the sound of human voices. There are two prominent voices; one from the individuals fore grounded and one from a person not seen. The unseen voice is female. It asks a question or questions. The question is actually a request of the person in front of the camera to tell a story of their travels. Each person asked this request complies in various ways and tells of their experiences. Each experience is different although some similar things happen to the different people. 

Rome in Los Angeles

It is black. Then in the center of the black a line of white text fades up. It is a plain looking sans serif font. It is large enough to be read clearly. If the black were divided into thirds vertically this text would fill the middle third. If the black were divided in half horizontally this text would sit at the mid-point. It reads ‘Rome in Los Angeles’. Then beneath it another line fades up. It reads ‘told by Linda Besemer’. Then they both fade to black. Sound becomes audible and a female voice asks, “What was the coolest thing you did?” A moment into this question an image emerges from the black.

There is a woman with short brown hair and glasses in a tan windbreaker standing just to the right of center. She leans her right elbow against a waist height chain link fence that is mostly hidden behind her. There are dark green hills behind her, the furthest of which has a plateau at its summit; beneath this are the barely discernable letters of the HOLLYWOOD sign. There is a blue sky in the late afternoon sunlight. There is the sound of cars and people and wind. The woman in the video responds to the question, gesticulating with her hand.
“The absolute coolest thing I did in Rome was,” at this point text appears at the bottom third of the image. It is in English. One to two lines at a time it reiterates her speech, but grammatically uses the third person. The text reads:

‘She says that the absolute coolest thing she did in Rome was’ 
While the text continues this translation, she goes on to tell a story of being in Rome. Using both hands to gesture with, the woman continues, as does the text, 
‘one night 
they were showing a 
brand new reprint of 
Fellini’s ‘Roma’’. 
The entire scene shifts slightly to the right and a thump is heard. In the distance behind her to the right, along the fence, people can be seen walking. 
She continues as does the text, 
‘and they showed it outside 
during the summer

in the Circus 
of Maxus Essentius’ 

Again the scene shifts slightly, this time to the left. 

She continues, as does the text, 

‘It’s outside of town but it’s 
basically one of the few

fairly intact circuses 

where they used to run 
the horses around’ 

She uses her hands to make circles in the air.  

‘So you’re sitting in 
Maxus Essentius in this circus 

and then there’s this scene 
in Roma where’ 

here she uses her fingers to indicate quotation marks, 

‘prostitutes supposedly hang 
out in this particular scene

So there’s these prostitutes 
walking around the circus

and you’re sitting there 

and you’re sitting in the same 
place that the movie is about 

And you turn around and’

she turns her head away, looking behind her, in the direction of the HOLLYWOOD sign and points, 

‘cuz she turned around to 
look for the prostitutes 
that were in the film 
that she was seeing

It was the coolest fucking 
thing that she’d ever seen 

because she’d seen all 
these films before 

but that she was actually 
sitting in, not the scene, 

but the actual place but 
had this totally 

... confused... 

relationship 
between the screen 

and also this 
conscious awareness 

of her suspension 
of disbelief 

because she was really 
turning to look 
for the prostitutes 

who were entering the screen

but the space, where she 
was, was behind her. 

It was totally wild. 

And that was her absolute 
coolest experience in Rome.’ 

There is the sound of a short, quick car horn.

Mexico City in Paris

It is black. Then in the center of the black a line of white text fades up. It is a plain looking sans serif font. It is large enough to be read clearly. If the black were divided into thirds vertically this text would fill the middle third. If the black were divided in half horizontally this text would sit at the mid-point. It reads ‘Mexico City in Paris’. Then beneath it more text appears. This reads ‘told by Matthieu Mingasson’ and beneath that ‘translated by Amy Mingasson’. Then all the text fades to black. 

Sound becomes audible and a female voice asks “Could you tell me a little bit about or tell me a story about some landmark or some monument…” 
There is the sound of a siren in the background that eventually fades away, 
“that you visited in another place, in another city?” 

A moment into this question an image emerges from the black. A man with short hair, a dark jacket and a white shirt stands directly in the center. Behind him is the towering facade of the Church of Notre Dame of Paris. The daylight is even and what can be seen of the sky is white. The sounds in the background are of birds and, sometimes faintly, indecipherable voices. The glance of the man is a little to the left, he nods his head. He speaks in French, “D’accord”, and he looks off to the right. At this point the scene shakes a little bit for a brief moment, and text appears at the bottom third of the image. It is in English.  ‘Okay, he says’ it says. He returns his gaze to the spot just a bit to the left of the center and continues to speak in French, while the text beneath continues to appear. One to two lines at a time it seems to translate his speech but using the third person. While the man speaks the text at the bottom reads

 ‘In 1998 he went to Mexico City 
for one week’ 

Sometimes the heads of passers by travel past the bottom, one of which to the left is taking a photograph of the church.

The text at the bottom continues.

‘One morning he went out with 
his friends to get some breakfast 

and they stopped at a 
Mexican restaurant, a Cantina... 

and he ate a lot.’  

He had burritos and fajitas... 

and Mexican food is very rich, 
and it's especially very spicy 

So yes, that's what he had.’

At this point long rays of sunlight begin to shine down from behind Notre Dame. One ray angles from the top, past the man’s head to the bottom right corner.

‘And a little bit later on 

they decided to go to the 
Anthropological 
Museum of Mexico 

which is a magnificent place 

very beautiful with a 
patio in the middle

an open area with a 
very big modern statue 

representing the evolution 
of human consciousness’

The rays of light have gotten brighter and now the longer one sometimes looks as if it’s slicing right through the side of his head. 

‘It's very interesting’ the text reads,
‘It's really a magnificent place 

And when you enter, 
on the right, 

there's a section on the art 
about the seers of ancient Mexico 

There were Aztec, 
Toltec and Mayan statues 

and these statues are 
very very impressive 

they're about life, death, 
the universe...’ 

There is the sound of wind and crackling that almost makes it hard to hear the man for a moment.

‘they're very powerful statues 

you need to have 
some guts to see them 

you have to be able to handle it 

And he looked and looked 
at the statues 

and it was really wonderful 
and extraordinary... 

a bit like being in 
another time, another place... 

but right when they were 
about to leave the museum 

He suddenly felt some bizarre 
movements in his stomach’

There is the sound of a laugh from someone unseen. 

‘and he ran to the bathroom... 

and for a half an hour 
he was on the toilet in the 

museum bathroom because

· this wasn't possible — 
he couldn't control it at all 

It was horrible. 

And he kept asking himself, 

"What is going on? 
What is going on?" 

He couldn't keep this 
breakfast that he’d had. 

And if I hadn't put all his 
energy into getting rid of this 

Mexican breakfast

He would have been 
furious with himself 

But he couldn't even be furious

because he was so occupied. 

So, someday if you go 

to the Anthropological 
Museum of Mexico, 

eat a small, light breakfast.’

That's his advice.’

He pauses, nods his head once, and looks directly forward.
New York City in Moscow

It is black. Then in the center of the black a line of white text fades up. It is a plain looking sans serif font. It is large enough to be read clearly. If the black were divided into thirds vertically this text would fill the middle third. If the black were divided in half horizontally this text would sit at the mid-point. It reads ‘New York in Moscow’. Then beneath it more text appears. This reads ‘told by Victor Melamed’ and beneath that ‘translated by Juljia Svetlova’. Then all the text fades to black. Sound becomes audible and a faint female voice says, “Please tell me a story of being somewhere else.” A moment into this request an image emerges from the black. A man with very short hair, a short beard and small, round glasses, wearing a coat with a turned up collar stands directly in the center. Behind him is the expanse of Red Square in Moscow bordered to the left of the man by the onion domes of St. Basil’s Cathedral and on the right by the Kremlin clock tower. The light is brightest on the left side and comes from behind the man leaving his face more in shadow. There are a few lone figures in the background and the sound of the wind in the square.  

The woman’s voice, not very loud says “Please tell me a story from somewhere else” and the man nods his head making a shhshing sound with an intake of breath. The scene is not completely still but just slightly moving around, sort of swaying, the whole time. The man speaks in Russian and text appears at the bottom third of the image. It is in English.  ‘He was lucky enough to visit New York in 2006’ it reads. He continues to speak in Russian, while the text beneath continues to appear in English. One to two lines at a time, it seems to translate his speech but uses the third person. While the man speaks the text reads

‘I was lucky enough to visit New York in 2006
and it was perhaps the 
best thing to  happen to him.’

There is the sound of a church bell followed by the sound of a siren.

‘He says that Moscow had 
already become quite 
a European city 

in which it was possible 
to find almost anything.’

He shifts his weight from side to side as he speaks and sometimes gestures with his hands. His gaze moves as well, looking off into the distance sometimes. There is the sound of a bang or crash from somewhere. 

‘Except of comic books 
and free jazz.’

There are more banging sounds and the beep beeping of a vehicle backing up in the distance.

‘He says that literally, 
there was only one single 
place where you could listen 
to free jazz.

but that in New York 
it was everywhere.

He walked around the city 
with his new friend, 

and he felt everywhere 
something was going on.'

A loud bang is heard as a woman walks past behind him near the bottom of the image. Then there is the sound of more church bells and another woman walks past in the same place, but going in the opposite direction.

'He felt that if they went 
down into any basement, 

they would meet Charles 
Mingus or someone like that
He thinks perhaps there were 
other things going on, 

but they just passed by him.'

Figures in the far distance pass, they appear quite small.

'But he knows there was 
a lot of jazz for sure

On his first day in New York 
he got to see 3 concerts 

by his favorite musicians
He says that it is 
impossible to forget that.'

There is the sound of another church bell pealing.

'He says the most interesting 
thing is that he was 
travelling for 20 hours, 

and the first concert he went 
to was Ken Wondermark, 

who is a very severe musician
But, he sat in the first row 
and fell asleep
And in his head something 
like atomic war happened

because the music was so 
very severe and tough
He says that he went all 
around New York with his map 

which had all the best 
comic bookstores marked on it'

There is another crashing bang sound.

'He got bloody blisters,
4 on each foot'

Again there is the peal of a church bell.

'and brought 15 kilograms of 
comic books back home
He also brought back some 
incredible acquaintances 
he made’

He makes that shhshing sound again with an intake of breath.
‘Since then he has been to 
UK and Germany, 

but it wasn’t the same 
experience

It couldn’t compare.’

There is more small banging sounds in the distance and more beep beeping of the backing up sound.

‘Such an atomic explosion 
that trip was, he says’

There is the sound of the church bell again.

'It was incredible how 
New York was like the one 
they show in movies
All those banal things: 
those skyscrapers and 
yellow taxi cabs
In reality, it was exactly 

like that
And he had a feeling like he 
was in the movies
But not like if he was 
filmed, it was more  like if 
it was projected  on the screen.

Absolutely unbelievable.'

Again there is the sound of a church bell

'It was incredibly cool 
in New York.'

Then he says "Thank you" in English and the female voice from the beginning says "Spasibo" in Russian and the man bows and says "You're very welcome" in English

London in Prague

It is black. Then in the center of the black a line of white text fades up. It is a plain looking sans serif font. It is large enough to be read clearly. If the black were divided into thirds vertically this text would fill the middle third. If the black were divided in half horizontally this text would sit at the mid-point. It reads ‘London in Prague’. Then beneath it another line fades up. It reads ‘told by Michal Pechoucek’. Then they both fade to black. Sound becomes audible and a female voice asks “What else, when you were in London, what else did you see?” 
A moment into this question an image emerges from the black. There is the smiling face of a young man sitting, leaning against a stone wall, one knee up and an arm resting on it. A continuous stream of passers by walk past him, some look at him some don’t. There is the sound of them and their indistinct voices, one voice in Czech has a singsong quality to it. In the far distance behind the young man the green dome at the end of the Charles Bridge can be seen. Poking out behind him, one of the bridges soot-covered statues of robed figures pops in and out of view. He speaks with an accented voice and says “Yeah, I have seen my favorite painting by Manet” 

While he speaks text appears at the bottom third of the image. It is in English. One to two to three lines at a time, it reiterates his speech, but grammatically uses the third person. It reads ‘He says when he was in London he saw his favorite painting by Manet’. 
The man continues, as does the text,

‘called 
A Bar at the Folies-Bergere, 

He tells me that it’s in a 
private collection’ 

at this point a person behind him takes a photograph in the direction of the green dome. The text continues,  
‘and this is his favorite 
painting 
and that was the reason 
he visited London.’ 
When he says ‘visited’ he pronounces the ‘v’ as a ‘w’ so it sounds like ‘wisited’.

The female voice asks, “How did you get to see it?” and the man responds uncomprehendingly, “How did you get?” He leans forward as he speaks.

The female voice tries again, “Because it’s a private collection, how did you get to see it?”

There is no text at the bottom during this exchange. 

The man replies “No no no no, It’s a private collection but it means I must pay for it” while the text starts again with 

‘He says that being in a 
private collection meant 
he had to pay to see it’

The female voice says “Oh I see. So how was that when you saw it?”

and the young man says “Finally I saw it.” while the text reads 
‘finally he saw it’.

His face is expressive as he speaks, his hand sometimes moving the hair from his eyes as the wind blows it. 

The female voice asks “Was it different than seeing it in a book? To see a reproduction?” and he responds before she’s done saying “Of course, of course totally different. But all our favorite paintings are totally different in real” The text reads 
‘Of course, of course, he says, 
it’s totally different than 
seeing it in a book

But that all our favorite 
paintings 
are totally different in real.’

The female voice asks “And why is that your favorite painting?”

The man leans far forward, in an attempt to understand the question. The voice repeats the question slower “Why is that your favorite painting?”

He leans back saying “It’s a long, long story” and the text reads 
‘He says that it’s a 
long, long story why 
it’s his favorite painting’

The female voice says “Tell me”

There is a pause then the text reads 
‘Because... 
for him... it’s a... 
cinematographic piece’ 
He pronounces the ‘’c’ of ‘cinematographic’ like a ‘k’ and he speaks slowly.
‘There is a lot of.... 
connections with... 
photography even in cinematography’ 

Again he pronounces the ‘c’ as a ‘k’. The text continues.
‘He says he likes 
this situation 

because 

there is some relation between 

painter 

and the model 

between man and woman 

and between reality

the real image 

and the image in the mirror 

this is very mysterious 

painting

at the first glance, he says

it’s very ordinary 

and the second reason is 

it’s a general 

kind of painting

He says he means how 
it’s painted

it’s very simple 
kind of painting.’

The female voice then says “So, tell me the story of when you went to see it in London.”

The man asks “When?”

The female voice speaks a bit slower “Tell me about going to see it in London.”

The text reads ‘He says he just...

arrived... in London... 

to see it was the one reason he went to London’ 
while the female voice says “That was the one reason you went to London” and laughs.

He replies “Yeah, I think it’s a good reason.” and the text read ‘Yeah, he thinks it’s a good reason.’

Edinburgh in Shanghai

It is black. Then in the center of the black a line of white text fades up. It is a plain looking sans serif font. It is large enough to be read clearly. If the black were divided into thirds vertically this text would fill the middle third. If the black were divided in half horizontally this text would sit at the mid-point. It reads ‘Edinburgh in Shanghai’. Then beneath it more text appears. This reads ‘told by Christine Zhao and beneath that ‘translated by Guan Rong and translated by Jeffrey Noles combined’. Sound becomes audible and a female voice says, “So what I’d like you to tell me” then all the text fades to black and the voice continues “is a story” then an image emerges from the black. It is bounded on both the top and bottom with black, each strip smaller than a quarter of the size of the rectangular image itself. 
The image is of a woman with long dark hair. She smiles, and the voice continues, “about visiting another place.” The woman nods. She is in front of a late evening dark blue sky but there is enough light still to see her face. In the distance behind her the Shanghai Customs House along the Bund is lit up. The image shifts down and the scene reveals the Huangpu River behind the woman and its’ bank along the Bund. White lights twinkle and flash from the opposite shore to the right of her image. The woman looks up and slightly to the right. She asks “You want Mandarin or Shanghai dialect?” 
Text appears at the bottom of the image. It is in English, one to two lines at a time, it seems to translate her speech but employs the third person. It reads 
‘She asks if she should use
A Mandarin or Shanghai

Dialect’
The voice replies “Your choice” 

The woman looks off and says quietly “Yes okay.” 

Then the voice asks, “What are you more comfortable with?” 

After a pause the woman says, “Maybe, I think, Mandarin” and the text reads 
‘she thinks maybe Mandarin…’
“Your more comfortable with Mandarin that Shanghainese? asks the voice. The woman responds “Yeah, with this story” as she gestures with her hand, and the text reads 
‘with this story’

There are sounds of indecipherable voices in the distance, perhaps of children. In the background behind her, a barge slowly floats past along the river. The voice says “Okay, okay good” and the woman says “Yeah.”

The woman continues speaking in Chinese, as the text reads in English,

‘When she was in England 

one time

She traveled to Scotland
She first went to Edinburgh with friends

then they left the city 
and went out

They passed a small village, 
actually not their destination  

But they stopped there 
to do some shopping’  

Another barge begins its journey along the river from the left to the right, in the path of the previous one.

‘When they got out of the car —
the roads over there are very narrow
they saw a very tall and 
strong horse 

walking with little half steps’ 

She gestures with her hand to indicate the stepping.

‘Astride the horse was a 
very small girl —

she looked only 3 or 4 
years old’

Closer to the far shore a small white boat with blue lights slowly moves along the water from the right side towards the left.

The woman and the text continue 
‘She was the riding alone and had 
a very precise riding posture, 

and she was wearing 
special riding clothes and hat’

The woman gestures towards her head.

‘She was really 
a lovely little girl  

but she was riding alone  

She suddenly thought of 
‘Gone with the Wind’, 

where the female protagonist 
was named Scarlet’

A night bird or perhaps a bat flies through the sky and away.

‘At the time, 
she started to wonder 

if this was an authentic 
young Scottish girl, 

perhaps someone who 
maintained 

the special traditions 
of Scotland 

and this was the way she lived’ 

The sound of voices around the woman has risen in volume a bit and then a flash goes off, as if from a camera, lighting up the woman for an instant.

‘she says she felt she was 
beginning to understand 
this place. 

But then she also felt 
a little puzzled 

A little later they strolled 
to a small church 

by the side of a river 

She doesn’t believe it was a 
famous church, 

but it still was 
very interesting’

Another flash goes off.

‘ - the thing that attracted 
her most’ 

Closely behind her a large boat with strings of blue lights along its decks sails past from the left to the right. There is a whooshing sound as it goes by. Continuing, her story the text reads 
‘was that the ancient church 
was only half intact
while the other half had 
lost its’ roof

and it was open 
for tourists to take a look
They stepped through 
the windows 

into the inside of what felt 
like some ancient ruins 

She stood in the room, and 
sunshine fell on me 
from above’

She gestures with her hands and looks up while the blue lit boat continues its’ course behind her. 

‘she looked out — of course 
there wasn’t any glass 
in the windows 

— she could see the small river
It was very shallow, 
and in her imagination,  

she thought she saw 
cobblestones shine and twinkle 
under the sun

She felt there was a voice 
calling to her, 

She doesn’t know if it was 
an illusion, 

but she felt there was an 
indistinct voice 

trying to talk to her’

The last of the boat with blue lights leaves to the right and a barge begins in it’s wake from the left.

‘She suddenly felt she’d come 
under the spell of that place

she thought is this the 
Scotland of her own mind? 

She had an idea at that 
moment…

...whether or not she should... 

… she wanted to live 
and stay at Scotland. 

Perhaps become a shepherd 
and walk the hills

feeling the mysterious 
strength

of an exchange with nature’

In English she says “That’s the story” and smiles.
Rio de Janeiro in London

It is black. Then in the center of the black a line of white text fades up. It is a plain looking sans serif font. It is large enough to be read clearly. If the black were divided into thirds vertically this text would fill the middle third. If the black were divided in half horizontally this text would sit at the mid-point. It reads ‘Rio de Janeiro in London’. Then beneath it another line fades up. It reads ‘told by Deirdre King’. Then they both fade to black. The sound of traffic and wind becomes audible and a female voice asks “Alright, so tell me, tell me a story of visiting another place, other than here” A moment into this question an image emerges from the black. It is bounded on both top and bottom by strips of black, each roughly a quarter of the size of the image itself. A woman stands before the large edifice of The Palace of Westminster, her image is just to the left of center and the tower of Big Ben is just to the right of her. To the right of Big Ben is a street leading to some greenery while a row of Victorian buildings lines the opposite side. Large dark clouds loom on the left while small white puffy ones dot the blue sky on the right. She adjusts her windblown hair out of her face and says in English “Okay, well I’m going to tell you a story about...” While she speaks text appears at the bottom third of the image. It is in English. One to two lines at a time it reiterates her speech, but grammatically uses the third person. It reads 
‘Okay, 
she’s going to tell me a story’ 
She continues “visiting...”

as does the text 
‘about visiting’

She says “what I think’s called...” 

while the text reads 
‘what she think’s called’

She says “Sugar Loaf...  something... Mountain?” 

and the text reads ‘Sugar Loaf

something

mountain?’

She laughs and says “Anyway it’s in Rio de Janeiro” the wind blows her hair right over her face so at times only her mouth and chin are visible. “and,” she continues, “it’s the big sort of pointy hill or mountain” she uses her hands to describe it and pushes the hair out of her face, “with this huge figure of Christ on top, just standing like this” and she holds both her arms out from her body.

The text reads 
‘Anyway, she says, it’s in 
Rio de Janeiro 
and it’s the big 

sort of pointy, hill, 
mountain 

with this huge figure of 
Christ on top 

just standing 
like this’

She goes on and as the wind continues to cover her face with her hair “And um, so yeah, so we were visiting a very dear friend of mine who’s lived in Rio for years and he was taking us around all the sights 

The text reads 
‘So they were visiting 
a very dear friend of hers 
who’s lived in Rio for years

He was taking them around 
all the sights’ 

“So” She says, “and we went up there” while the text reads 
‘So they went up there and’

“And,” she says pulling her hair back again, “I don’t know why, I think” and the text reads 
‘She doesn’t know why... 
she thinks...’   

She pauses for a moment then says “I find Rio” and the text reads 
‘She finds Rio...

a fascinating place’

“A fascinating place” she says, “and, and it’s” while the text is 
‘and...

and its...’

She says “I really connect to the sea there” while her hair blows back over her face and the text reads 
‘She really connects to 
the sea there’ 

She says “For some reason it’s just got the soul of, I don’t know you, you, I can, he had a beautiful flat just looking over Copacabana Beach” She turns her head to the right allowing the wind to blow her hair from her face and gestures out that way. The text reads 
‘For some reason 
it’s just got the soul of

she doesn’t know…
you can, she can…
he had a beautiful flat

just looking over 
Copacabana Beach’

She says “and these windows right onto the onto the ocean it was beautiful” and the text reads 
‘and these windows 

right onto the onto the ocean 

it was beautiful

but you could just sit there 

and you could just 

feel yourself pulled’

she gestures with her hands moving away from her body.

She continues “pulled by this beautiful sea um, so in a way that encapsulated Rio for me and then” And the text reads 
‘pulled by theis beautiful sea

So in a way that encapsulated 
Rio for her and then 

She didn’t really register, 
visually

except on postcards, 

but in reality she didn’t 
register Sugar Loaf Mountain’ 

She makes a quick gesture of the mountain with her hands, and again pulls her hair back out of her face.

She says “but then, then we were up it and you know just standing, in the skirts, of this huge Christ figure,” while the text reads

‘but then we were up it

and you know just standing 

in the skirts

of this huge Christ figure’

The wind is very loud for a moment and she pulls her hair back from her face again and continues, “and it’s like you know like one of the seven wonders of the world or something you always want to see how big the toe is of the Colossus that was at Rhodes or something and it’s sort of like that you can actually see how big the bigger toe, big toe of Christ was there. So, and yet it’s funny that I pick that out to think about Rio” And the text reads
‘and it’s like you know like one of the 

seven wonders of the world 

or something 

you always want to see how 

big the toe is of the Colossus 

that was at Rhodes or 

something, and it’s sort of 

like that 

you can actually see how big 

the big toe of Christ was

And yet it’s funny 
that she’s picked that out 
to think about Rio

because

it wasn’t physically 
what her link into 
Rio was at all 

the feeling of the 
pulse of Rio  

it was not at all that  

But for some reason,

she’s chosen that way in 

through Sugar Loaf and, 
standing in the skirts 
of Christ 

by his big toe or something 
it’s quite funny’

She laughs and once again pulls her hair back, holding it that way for a moment. 

She says “but talking of that, it’s, also just reminds me of being in, um, with my sister in, and my husband, and my nephew, in Paris.”

The text reads 
‘But talking of that 
reminds her of being 
with her sister in
and her husband, 
and her nephew

in Paris and she 
hadn’t been there

And they all wanted to 
go up the Eiffel Tower 

and up the Arc de Triumph 

and she said actually she 
doesn’t really like going up 
that much 

She doesn’t have a penchant 
for seeing things from up’

She says “I like being, I like feeling the ground with my feet,” raising her arms in the air above her head and the text reads 
‘she likes being... 
she likes feeling the 
ground with her feet’

She says “I like walking” and the text reads 
‘She likes walking, she likes 
being at ground level’ 
and she says  “I like being at ground level you know” 
“Yeah,” she says, “that seems really important to me” and the text reads 
‘that seems very important 
to her’

She says “I think that’s why I chose Sugar Loaf because it was not” and the text reads 
‘She thinks that’s why 
she chose Sugar Loaf 
because it was not...’

She says “I don’t want to be up there” as her hair flies into her face yet again and the text reads 

“she doesn’t want to be 
up there’ 

She says “I want to be down on the ground.” She laughs and the text reads 
‘She wants to be down 
on the ground’

“Seems very significant to me” She says and laughs again. She pushes back her hair again and the text reads 
‘It seems very 
significant to her’

Buenos Aires in Berlin

It is black. Then in the center of the black a line of white text fades up. It is a plain looking sans serif font. It is large enough to be read clearly. If the black were divided into thirds vertically this text would fill the middle third. If the black were divided in half horizontally this text would sit at the mid-point. It reads ‘Buenos Aires in Berlin’. Then beneath it another line fades up. It reads ‘told by David Buob. Then they both fade to black. The sound of voices and faint music becomes audible and an image emerges from the black. It is bounded on both top and bottom by strips of black, each roughly a quarter of the size of the image itself. The image is of a man standing before the Brandenburg Gate whilst people behind him mill around the plaza. He wears large round glasses, a lavender button down shirt and a dark zipper jacket.  Initially he looks down but soon raises his gaze directly forward. He says, “um, no basically I am really bad in visiting the spots you have to visit.” He speaks English softly with a slight accent and small pauses between words. He nods his head while he speaks.
While he speaks text appears at the bottom third of the image. It is in English. One to two lines at a time it reiterates his speech, but grammatically uses the third person. It reads

‘He says that basically

he is really bad at visiting 

the spots you have to visit’

There is a female voice, “well you know a cultural spot,”

He tilts his head to the side whilst listening to the voice

“I mean, you know, a cultural location,”

“Yeah,” he interjects, 

“or a landmark location, doesn’t necessarily mean, something that…”

He nods and looks off to the left saying,

“this was something I had probably experienced when I was,” 

he holds his hand to his mouth and burps silently.

“last year in,” he looks down, “in uh,” he pauses, finally looking up saying “Buenos Aires, in, in Argentina.”

The text, based on the layout of the lines of text in the video, reads:
‘This was something he

probably experienced 

when he was,

last year in…

Buenos Aires, in Argentina

a stupid example but…

he was…

his wife’s sister lives there

and she has lived there for 

5 years in Buenos Aires

and she knows the spots,

basically the spots to eat

and he was always saying

Ah, he wants to have a real,

a typical…

restaurant where 

Argentines…

you know… like where

you have the big steak

where you have the 

real local food

and so

of course she…

lead them to these places

like they didn’t necessarily 

go to the McDonalds

and the Starbucks,

which is there

and to the…

no he means…

Over time

He had the feeling

She’d say

Oh no David wants
Something really typical,

so he was already thinking

ok this is also some kind of

going to these
touristical spots

looking for the real typical’

“It’s a problem isn’t it” says the woman’s voice.

The man continues speaking, as does the text of his words.

‘He means it’s like…

the problem being like…

on these … sites

wanting of course…

not going to…

where it says

typical Argentinean food

where all the tourists

are going, but going

to a bar where

of course you can
meet the normal people

going there

having some dinner

very late, at eleven o’clock
or something they go to the

restaurant

having dinner maybe

at twelve o’clock

But he means…

at least…

yeah, he means…

he had…

sometimes a but of a 

strange feeling that he

wants to see these

typical things

and of course people
probably

notice that he is not

a local person so…

even probably…

in Buenos Aires it’s not,

it’s quite

ok with the European

face, he means there’s

other countries in South

America where it’s

very much more difficult

or where it’s much more

obvious that you’re 

not a local’
