nation, instead offering all-comers the opportunity
to add their virtual mass to a new self-made colony.
Visitors are invited to enter a 3D scanner and have
their image projected onto the ceiling of the dome
to join the cluster of all the others who have already
been scanned.

The clean design of the six pillars in which the
scanners are installed is straightforward sci-fi modern-
ism, but the technological inadequacies that afflict our
attempts at space exploration are echoed in the work in
a surprising way. This is not a pristine computer-gener-
ated simulation of the new planet, but a somewhat
glitchy projection onto an imperfect surface. After
being scanned, the visitor squints upwards to seek out
their image as it lurches into the infinite (‘that’s you,
in the red coat’, the visitor assistant helpfully points
out). Visually, it is reminiscent of some of the ‘video art’
of the last century, which was pushing the edges of
what computers and projections could do at the time.
The work exists as an imperfect translation of the idea.

‘The apocalypse is already here. Pandemics, climate
change, deadly asteroids, atomic war, aliens - that is
only some of the possible scenarios, speculates Urbanos
in a prescient text about this morbidly playful work,
which carries more weight by the minute.

Martin Vincent runs Aye-Aye Books.

Transparent Things
Goldsmiths CCA, London, 21 February to 3 May

‘Now’, Vladimir Nabokov writes in his 1972 book
Transparent Things, ‘comes the act of attention’

The object of focus is ‘a very plain, round, technically
faceless old pencil of cheap pine’; upon holding the
pencil, Nabokov’s protagonist, Hugh Person, descends
into a maelstrom of memory and imagined pasts on
behalf of the object. We could, he suggests, ‘trace the
complicated fate of the shavings’, how the sharpener’s
twist unravels from mauve to fresh tan; consider in
the ‘““now” direction’, the graphite handled with moist
clay to create the ‘caviar’ of lead, which appears to
retain ‘the shape of an earthworm’s digestive tract’.

For Person, the object is an issue of depth. Pierce

its thin veneer and the object - part host, part
aggregate - will unload a vortex of association, its
flashes of projection soothed by memory’s immunising
mist. Solar flare, chrysalis, pixel or daffodil, the seduc-
tion of the object catalyses that temporal twirl where
‘the inexperienced miracle-worker will find himself
no longer walking on water but descending upright
among staring fish’.

‘Transparent Things’ at CCA negotiates this skim/
descend dilemma in the reading of objecthood through
works that deal with materiality, temporality and
literary fiction. That the exhibition’s structure is
scripted from Nabokov’s first chapter of the titular
novella fittingly skirts the intellectual morass of
object-oriented ontology, attempting instead to contem-
porise the possible agency of materialities and objects
through the lens of literary fiction. This authorial
framework permits the consideration of objects as
sites for projection and seduction, vessels or agents,
without censuring the eminently human interpretation:
the thinking of the mysterious thing-in-itself.

Gareth Cadwallader’s Coffee, 2018-19, is a mellow
introduction - the oil painting’s pacifying exactitude

a honeytrap for temporality itself. The scene is
suede-soft as a seated figure extolls the leisure

of goalless contemplation while coffee percolates
before him. In this concentrated, weird melt of time,
a tender mahogany delirium leaks into the distance
with trees blurring into a nameless, grainy flurry.
In Cadwallader’s typical distancing, the human

is suspended or absorbed, deferred into a moment,
while a gpillage, a lemon or a shampoo bottle sum-
mons the most irradiating peculiarity.

Cadwallader’s opaline scene gives enough room for
the composition to bend and swoop, its dismissal of
proper temporal order is a peripheral flick of the tail,
which turns me to Michael Dean’s Fiffffff (Cursive),
2020, whose white paint job across the gallery’s
windows obliterates the view in thick doughnutty
knots. The smeared strudel ‘f” is painted using a
paperback book that lies battered in the corner; the
gesture is eradicating, hopeless and sort of gorgeous.
Dean’s (Unfucking Titled) fucked dove / pigeon, 2020,
dominates the floor, its steel fronds mustering a
skeletal form of some cyclopean medieval-urban bird.
The bird’s feathery schlock of wind-beaten books
strangulated by cable ties flutter with repeated AK-47
motifs that spell ‘pollen’, its gaunt lines fettered by
customised scene tape reading ‘for fucksake’ I'm
reminded of Ted Hughes’s mercurial Crow, 1970, in
trying words with ‘strong teeth’: ‘Crow turned the
words into shotguns, they shot down the starlings /
The falling starlings turned to a cloudburst’ In that
antsy bluster, Dean’s work prickles with a resistant
charisma, the most snarky on view.

In ‘charisma’ we might refer back to glow and
gifted appeal, but the implied transparency on view
can be a trick of the mind’s light or something more
indulgently opaque. Nina Canell’s sliding mastic gum
droops elastically to the floor, larvic and goopy. Her
Background, 2019, might loosely be described as solely
comprising air, which has accumulated in various
befogged glasses dotted across the floor. Canell’s work
establishes a presence previously unrecognised, neatly
destabilising what conditions our relation to an
‘object’ and what we think of ourselves. As Barbara
Johnson said for object-oriented ontology: ‘The more
I thought about this asymptotic relation between
things and persons, the more I realised that the
problem is not, as it seems, a desire to treat things
as persons, but a difficulty in being sure we treat
persons as persons.

A compulsive lepidopterist, Nabokov’s collection
of butterflies is partially represented here, with

‘Transparent Things’, installation view
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reproductions of his drawings of wing structures and
studies of patterns and pigmentation. The exhibition
mimics the dilatory, velveteen inkblots of such a wing,
with elements repeating, such as Marie Lund’s The
Falling, 2020: amplified copper door-hinge sculptures
whose scale allows their interstitial utility to truly
bloom. This structure pulls attention back into the
frame as something diagrammatic, but in this exter-
nalising it is also bodily, prehensile like a ligament.
For instance, Becky Beasley’s silver print, Literary
Green, 2009, depicts a folding partition created by
Beasley in reference to Herman Melville’s Bartieby
the Scrivener, 1853. The form is an obstruction for
Bartleby, denying him access to fellow workers.

The opaque, minimalist screen is bisected, hung
behind a glass and steel table, which extends the
partition’s photographed contours, blending impene-
trability, doubling, and the ricochet between real
and imagined space.

Of the somatic and biomorphic, Nairy Baghramian’s
Gorge (double bend), 2017, serves crumpled aluminium
as unruly organs, provocatively compressed and
bracketed away from the wall in a perfect steel cube
- it becomes strangely orthodontic, clinical, monstrous.
Of warmer tones are Renee So’s Figures and Vessels,
2019, which reimagines pre-Columbian funerary
vessels, creating stoneware of tripodal women; their
capacious forms become a source for something supra-
sensible yet knowingly essential.

Similar to So, the object as a compound, a site
and a talisman is evoked in Theaster Gates’s Sound
Cube, 2019. Setting a Hammond B3 organ within
a thick, square frame of azobe wood, the instrument
plays a single note - the last performed by the blues
and gospel band The Black Monks. The Hammond
electronic organ, I come to understand, served as
a cheaper alternative to the wind-driven pipe organ,
becoming a staple among black congregational
gatherings. The note’s wavering is its very constancy;
void of mechanical drone, it dissipates and accumu-
lates in service to the specific collective history it
summons. Of more pulverulent delicacy is Kerry
Tribe’s film Parnassius Mnemosyne, 2010, a satiny
projection of the innate fallibility of memory and
subjectivity. The 16mm film, twisted into a M&bius
strip, scrutinises the glassy wing of the Clouded
Apollo butterfly. The glamour of its lustre renders
its surface mammalian, think armadillo or metallic
artichoke, its wings made into lambent contours
of miniscule armour plating.

It is hard to ascribe properties to language as well
as objects without simultaneously noticing the fall
back to anthropomorphism. ‘Transparent Things’
gives pause to unfurl and attempt to decentre that
inescapable consequence. It fills up that space as
things becoming; a filmy construction that thrums
with the rhythm of parataxis - the construction of
text that is defined by the lack of coordinating junc-
tions, dismissing the ‘proper’ order of past, present
and future. The show demonstrates, however slight,
the paratactical pleasure of linguistic unmooring. It
leads to a place of distraction - an image of experience
in process - as Nabokov concludes: ‘Thus the entire
little drama, from crystallised carbon and felled pine
to this humble implement, to this transparent thing,
unfolds in a twinkle.

Alex Bennett is a writer based in London and co-editor
of Tinted Window.

Film

Helen Cammock:
They Call It Idlewild

Helen CammocKk’s film They Call It Idlewild, a new
commission as part of Wysing Arts Centre’s 30th
anniversgary in 2019, could be said to be a portrait

of the centre and its site. The film comprises predomi-
nantly static camera shots of varying durations, their
minimal, unpeopled simplicity overlaid by Cammock’s
voice-over whose internal rhythm derives from the
sequential structure of her text which, though parsed
by poetic word strings and syntactical fragments,

a8 well as numerous citations, is read at a steady
resounding pace.

While not strictly speaking an ‘essay film’, They Call
It Idlewild resonates with Jean-Pierre Gorin’s charac-
terisation of that form as the ‘meandering of an intelli-
gence that tries to multiply the entries and the exits
into the material it has elected (or by which it has
been elected)’. Continuing to address ongoing concerns
around ‘blackness, womanhood, wealth, power, poverty
and vulnerability’, and being ‘elected’ to reactivate
Wysing’s archive, Cammock’s film essay weaves
together a number of otherwise mutually exclusive
strands to reframe the social and cultural meanings
of ‘idleness’ and its stake in creative work.

While Cammock’s citational references to art/poetry
are specific - James Joyce, Mary Oliver and Audre
Lorde - I was reminded of other 20th-century texts by
John Dewey and Marion Milner that were once popular
and perhaps foundational to how art was ‘taught’ and
thought about as a process underpinned by attentive
waiting and reverie. Citing Oliver, Cammock voices that
‘its concern is the edge, and the making of the form out
of the formlessness that is beyond the edge’. An active
doing nothing is necessary to this work, which, citing
Joyce, Cammock implies is also part of the viewer’s
creative labour. Underscoring this, the commission also
includes two outdoor billboards that arrest the viewer’s
attention on entering and exiting the centre. Against a
green colour field, the text on one billboard reads: ‘Can
you remember when you last did nothing? The other,
against a maroon background, reads: “‘When you last
did nothing / Can you remember how it felt?’, the
questions inviting the recollection of sensibility that
lies deep within for anyone who can choose, or who
has no choice but to go there.

As the film moves through its ‘meandering intelli-
gence’, idleness becomes interlaced with the ideological
frameworks of race and class relations: both historic-
ally in relation to the plantation and contemporan-
eously in relation to precarious labour in neoliberal
capitalism, Cammeock linking these forms of slavery
and exploitation without losing either the distinctions
between them or the poetic register of an expansive
state of mind. This expansiveness is partly aided by the
images and how they hold things within them that are
analogous to the voice-over. Even when Cammock sings
the Johnny Mercer depression-era song ‘Lazy Bones’,
the viewer is lulled into a state of receptive attention
that allows for the underlying bite of her words to get
in under the skin.

A static image of a field with David Blandy’s Shack,
2009 - a previous artists’ residency - in long shot,
accompanies Cammock’s recounting of the other side
of Mercer’s naive celebration of the lazy worker in the
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