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What follows in a combination of photographs taken during the Informing Contexts 

module and text from “Pessoa. My-Self. I.”

My intent is to explore the poetic resonance contained within my photography, of spaces 

and objects, and how this can be conveyed to and comprehended by the viewer. 

My photography begins with a story. It is rooted in the desire to tell a story, in the concept 

that story-telling will have a cathartic effect on the listener that will widen their scope of 

experiences and understanding of themselves and the world around them. That the 

stories we hear, experience or witness will stay with us throughout our lives. 





47. Dead.

50. Still alive.

(pause)

Thought I would be dead by now.

Still. Tonight. Tomorrow. The day after. Who knows.

Best get to it. 

[man takes off his jacket. Places it on the back of the chair].





Still early yet. They might come. Someone might come. Come a tapping and a 
rapping. 

(pause)

No. They won’t come a tapping and a rapping. That is someone else’s words, another 
time and place, another voice. Not his. Not mine. 

50 years. That is quite some time. To be dabbling in this and that, to be scribbling, 
writing, thinking, musing, wondering, drinking, smoking, eating. And doing nothing. 
Nothing much. Producing nothing. 

Nothing. 

Much.

[man wanders]









Beginning. Middle. End. 

I need to pull at the strings, the strings of these thoughts. 

The strings that are messed up and meshed up, that are mashed and pulped 
up inside, inside of this mind, that are entwined with his words. 

I need to work out whose are whose and then may be. 

May be.











What if I do nothing. 

Sit here and wait. 

Will you come then. 

If I wait here, in this room, sitting in that chair, sitting by that table, 
surrounded by books you have written and you have read. Will you 
come then. Will you come then and tell me what I need to know, 
answer my questions, have a fight, drink some coffee, have some wine. 

I have some excellent wine and tobacco here. 

Will you. Appear. 











What if I click my fingers. 

[raises his hand]

What if I did that. Would you appear. Just like that. 

This. This.

I can feel my chest tighten.

Click. Click. 

Click.

Nothing. No sign. No movement. No change. 









What did you want to say with all this? 

All these words. 

How did you imagine it would go? 

You writing, on anything you can find. 

Scribbling it down. 

As you walk, sat, ate, as you went through your day, meeting, chatting, 
working, travelling to and from, you had these thoughts and 
conversations and wrote them down. 

What did you think would happen to them? Why write them at all?

What was the point? What. 
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“We are not in Kansas anymore” is a take on the line from The Wizard 
of Oz said by Dorothy:

"Toto, I've a feeling we're not in Kansas anymore." 

And is inspired by the song “Erratic Cinema” by Gerry Cinnamon:

“Don't think we're in Kansas anymore
Still the same old road
Lions and tigers and bears, oh my
Just wanna go back home
There's no place like home, oh”


