impossible spot. That time in the middle damage the bumpers, threaten to hit a
when there was only inching and inelegant pedestrian, stall the engine, or cause
rocking, that time was the best. It was a anyone any grief of any kind. It was a gesture

near perfect unproductivity that embodied of impatience. A self-induced obstacle. A
the ridiculous. A 50+ point turn that didn't stubborn refusal to go around. A fine-tuning
hold up traffic or scratch any walls, didn't of the time-honoured act of making do.
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“Fields are also usually not limited, and
they give the appearance of sections

cut from something indefinitely larger.”
Donald Judd.

“The work is often a general koan into
how we go about forming this world in
which we live, in particular with seeing.”
James Turrell.

Imagination (disambiguation/
reambiguation)

The faculty or action of forming new
ideas, or images or concepts of external
objects not present to the senses
(oxforddictionaries.com).

The faculty of producing ideal creations
consistent with reality (dictionary.com).

The faculty of entertaining abstract and
unconventional thoughts, be creative
and resourceful, and follow gut feelings
(my own).

As a tool for converting internal thought
into tangible representation and action,
imagination combines what the brain knows
is possible with what it wishes were possible
in order to create a new version of the
pre-existing reality. An imaginative approach
is to observe (particularly what is generally
overlooked), dismantle (both literally and
conceptually) and redesign (especially by
ignoring limitations).

Imaginability € Conceivability €
Possibility

A little bit of math: When applied using set
theory, possibility becomes a superset of
imaginability and coneceivability because
all ellements of imaginability and all
ellements of conceivability are also contained
within possibility. In other words: imagina-
tion precedes possibility.

It seems natural then, that a creative
practice not only observes and highlights,
but utilizes life's inherent absurdity. The
crooked seam that we stich between what

we accept or (think we) know to be true

and what we imagine or wish were true, forms
a narrative that prides itself on the great
beauty of a gentle lie. Perhaps our integrity
hangs by a thread, or perhaps the ability

to tell a lie is what saves us from succumbing
to the incredible tragedy of our own mortality,
allowing us instead to laugh in its face and
embrace life's perpetual line-up of spectacular
anti-climaxes.

Method

1. Brainstorm: observe; observe closely;
think big; indulge your imagination,;
invent grand/absurd gestures that
illustrate what you see/how you think/
how you feel

2. Research: discern facts & history;
ask: is it possible? does that matter?
source and secure materials, partici-
pants, assistants, location & funding

3. Execute: build, problem-solve, tinker,
rebuild; record & monitor your
progress; remain aware; consider your
audience; immerse yourself

4. Exhibit: show other people what you've
done; respond to the space (both
immediate and surrounding); allow for
chance and change; encourage
interaction and/or participation .

5. Conclude: reflect; repeat.

So much of the process is unglamorous. The
result: a single emotive action represented
through its leftovers. At times, it is a given.
At other times, a lonely struggle. What

can be said for a lifetime of taking on ever
bigger and more ridiculous projects? In

the moment there is frustration: patience is
tested, physical limits are pushed and
met; humour is overwrought with tension.
Afterwards, all of that is forgotten in favour
of basking in the outcome. Hindsight can
be bliss.

Time (literal)

We exploded the countdown device and
now we can no longer count down to the
explosion.

A time piece. A clock set to 24 hours in

the future where tomorrow’s time is
indistinguishable from todays is exploded,
dismantled, reprogrammed and repurposed.
This new fragmented time piece asserts
itself through a blinding light that unabash-
edly fills its surrounding space, causing
diaphanous spots and temporary flash
blindness. It is a form of art-induced amauro-
sis. Or, perhaps it is nothing more than
wishful apophenia: a determination to
encourage the seeing of patterns where
there is actually only noise. Making sense
of the what we have come to call chaos
involves an omniscient overview that under-
stands time spread out in the same way
space is: in all directions and so natural in
its geometry that our own modest gestures
towards order appear awkward, even
laughable. What we have learned is to soothe
the fear of getting stuck in tight quarters.
Our actions act as conceptual proof of the
struggle while our cinematic conceits
flourish at the center of it all, convinced by
the magic of 0's and 1's, romanticized

by what will happen after the fall. Dubious,
equivocal, fuzzy.

In order to test the tangibility of space we
fill it with the results of an action.

Minimalism

Some things can be done only in three
dimensions because everything that exists
there has space behind it. This space is
open and extended; unpredictable; perpetu-
ally potential. Finality is akin to nothing-
ness. It is a clock that measures reduction by
counting down to nothing. An obdurate
hoax bomb.

To compress and expand space a motion
must be repeated but not repetitive. A
rocking back and forth can both deny and
emphasize rhythm. The only meaningful
relationship is between a thing and its

surrounding space. The only meaningful
goal is thought. The subject of the action

is the action itself. The fact that it is flaccid
by nature is of no consequence. This work
that speaks to the elements necessary for its
creation; this work is a chorus of the
everyday.

Time (conceptual)

The process has been laborious, long-term,
a longshot, a shot in the dark. Not as simple
as hoped or planned. From second to
second, everything changes. The diagrams
are loose, inaccurate, and problematic,

but dignified. Like sketches on the back of
a napkin. So sincere and prone to poetry

is this process that its role has become more
impressionistic and interpretive than
visionary.

Our anxiety does not stem from the fact that
it passes, but from the mechanical measure-
ment we have assigned it in order to detain
every moment of its passing. To illustrate
time concretely through a series progression
of inexhaustible ticks is far from self-effac-
ing. I, for one, do not sleep with a clock in the
room. I cannot detach myself from the
relentless rhythm. I cannot count sheep. I
cannot abide that kind of simple repetition.

A countdown without tenable explanation
can evoke a rolling succession of no uncertain
tensions. To be vaguely impending requires
a unique slyness; a marriage of passive and
aggressive; a jack-in-the-box; a silk tie
between beginning and end; a primordial
soup to sustain our sloppy apocalypse; an
internal logic for anticipated anxiety.
Anticipation can kill. So can entering a
process that is already well underway.

___ point turn

When it finally happened, it was a surprise
and a disappointment. Another spectacularly
uneventful outcome. Business as usual.
The process was slow and mildly laborious,
but mostly frustrating because it seemed
so avoidable. Not at all practical. Like quick
sand, it felt like the greater the expenditure
of effort, the deeper the sink into an



