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FORWARD FOLD

 We wil l  attach ourselves to any broken 
thing, at least for a l i tt le while.  It harbors a 
nervous energy, an affection rarely situated in 
one’s own concern with the object at hand but the 
worry that someone else at some other t ime could. 
We defend against the arbitrary:  superstit ion, 
memorial ,  meaning-making. 

 We notice patterns. 
 And we notice when they go.

 The destruction of  a structure always 
car ries unwinding, as if  the future it  creates is a 
fogged up mir ror of  the past.  This is par ticularly 
true when the rubble and dir t and dust fal l  upon 
other bodies of  dir t and dust and soil  already 
saturated with a deep history, one that haunts the 
landscape. When the building blocks give way and 
fal l  back to the ear th or are caught in the teeth of  
the crane one wonders where the ghosts wil l  next 
go. Sometimes there is nothing left but the present. 

 In the northeast corner of  Lichtenberg 
there is a memorial  that overlays what was the 
main Stasi  prison camp in Eastern Germany. It 
is a perfect overlay because the site to remember 
is the site of  what’s remembered, brick for 
brick, l inoleum ti les sunken under footsteps and 
f luorescent l ights f l ickering then and now too. 
The doors to every cel l  are kept open and small 
wooden desks face the walls that are scratched and 
peeling. Flecks of  paint stuck to the f loor. There 
is a quiet exhalation of  the past,  almost too slow 
to be heard. The museal intonation sets over the 
architecture l ike a thin coat of  varnish – preserving 
it ,  trapping it ,  dislocating it .  This world does not 
belong to the past but it  is not yours to explore. 
 Monuments are not always representative. 
Sometimes there is no ancestor shell  to occupy. 
But inhabit ing the truth wil l  natural ize it .  It  must 
become tolerable.  It has no other choice. 
 Across the concrete fencing laced with 
barbed wire and watchtowers with their windows 
punched out is a quiet suburban street.  The 
houses are uniformally single-story, assuming neat 
rectangular shapes and cat’s eye stucco rooftops. 
The front lawns are immaculate,  forest g reen and 
trimmed, sweating off  the hot st i l l  dead air of  
summer. Many houses facing the steely prison wall 
that has made l i tt le effor t to conceal i tself  have 
put up small  tr inkets to buffer that proximity. 
Painted ceramic frogs stretch out in the gardens, 
fake toadstools make company with the real ones. 



 Wind chimes strung over front porches fal l 
s i lent today. Glass blown baubles hanging from 
trees and small  picket fences take in the sun and 
it  shimmers back in bri l l iant colors:  blood red, 
orange tangerine and cobalt blue. These houses 
become a t ight layered defense shield of  kitsch, 
a paral lel  border. When you cross the street you 
enter into different world. 

 Elderly couples walk their dogs. 
     Not a single car has passed in hours.

 Some miles south of  the prison complex 
opposite the last perfectly tr immed hedge a 
communist-era apar tment complex is being torn 
to the ground. Cranes and bulldozers with their 
massive jaws bite through entire rooms at a t ime, 
which in breaking topple l ike marbles,  r icocheting 
off  lower stories with unexpected elasticity.  A 
cloud of  dust sur rounds the scene, suspended 
in the summer heat.  It is unclear from what 
remains standing how long the apar tments were 
unoccupied and for what reason. Officials in hard 
hats and black slacks who patrol the scene are 
uninterested in explanations. 
 On the empty lot next door a handful of  
residents have come to watch the action. The men 
lean back in their camping chairs,  tennis shoes 
kept on, drinking beer in si lence. The women 
sit  on colorful picnic blankets,  looking up in 
sunglasses,  mouths sl ightly open. Beyond the hil l , 

several children are crowded around something in 
the dir t .  It  is not moving.
 Beyond the vacant lot are three similar high-
rise buildings. Residents watch the destruction 
from balconies and open windows. Anxiety and 
curiosity blend, f i l l ing the air l ike static.  The 
question hovers there, too: which is next?



swanlights

 They are al l  over the city. 
 They take incredible poses.

 You see them best in the summer months 
when the sun is low in the sky, par ticularly at 
dusk and at dawn, when the air is hot and bright 
and thick. Their necks arch at impossible angles, 
f i l l ing in the er ratic voids in the horizon.
 Steel g rey feathers are neatly tucked in 
to angular bodies:  they l ight up in small  bolts 
of  white when caught by the evening sun as it 
fol lows a steady path, shooting down streets and 
into open apar tment windows at a neat 45 degree 
angle.  Some wear caution f lags l ike crowns 
picked up from the wind. Others play magic with 
metal beams and wooden crates,  suspending their 
catches in midair.  Next to the brick columns of  
the Pergamon, thicker than Californian redwoods 
and nearly as tal l ,  their stainless surfaces star t to 
cor rode; their sleekness becomes skeletal ,  their 
poses peculiar and self-conscious.  
 They never move. They never make a 
sound. But buildings always go up and down 
around them; entire landscapes are produced and 
reduced to rubble as if  to appease some sacred 
power. Here construction projects are a saint’s 
work, and the swan song lasts forever.

NEON JUNKYARD

 He sees himself  in weather forecasts,  in the 
cracks and suspension of  the in betweens. He 
thinks he’s l ike a nor thern headwind, hovering 
somewhere around 33 degrees,  l i tt le spitt les of  ice 
stuck between states.  Bruise-colored sky, choked 
out by the cruel smothering of  a 4 PM sunset. 
 There is something reassuring about a 
building too costly to tear down, one trapped by 
its own material i ty.  Fires leave their mark, so do 
animals,  tags,  the weather.  Residents and those 
passing through wil l  come and go and l ighten its 
load, removing metal and glass in an unrecognized 
procession. 

 The strangest things stay. 
 Never the ones you expect.
 
 Windows punched in, t ires frozen in a frozen 
lake. Inside are rows of  stagnant machines. Tubes 
of  orange and aquamarine, red and yel low ones 
hanging from the cei l ing latt ice,  interconnected 
l ike vines. Rough vacancies formed from the 
economies of  scrappers.  From a couple decades 
to nearly a century ago these rooms shook and 
glass fogged from keeping in the steam. Four 
acres of  built  space would be warm enough to 
work through the whole winter,  just l ike that.



 Somewhere across the water is St.  Claire, 
dressed in rags,  bobbing patiently in semi-frozen 
water as it  waits for its next load. For 96 summers 
it  car ried daytripping passengers,  sometimes 
thousands at a t ime, eighteen miles nor th across 
the border to Canada. 
 Others f loat closer,  confident by 
comparison. They f launt their semi-functionality, 
washed in wires,  satel l i tes,  fog l ights.  Crisp 
lettering warns NO SMOKING, immanent and 
furious, as if  a l i t  cigarette tossed awry could 
sti l l  cause any real danger.  The ghost ship f loats 
among good company, streamliners that in some 
herculean fashion support dozens of  cranes 
bearing names l ike Mega Chemical Tanker and 
Federal Patrol Reserve. Several even wear watch-
l ights,  which f l icker on automatical ly and pulse in 
bursts of  red and white in the dusk. 
 Bob-lo Island is somewhere out there, too. 
What machines sit  there now have become home 
or hostage to a strange new ecology: dozens of  
imported plants and trees,  g rowing unchecked, 
forming new patterns every summer. They wind 
around rigged carnival games that can sti l l  catch 
you against better judgment, merry-go-round 
rocking, the haunted image of  a fer ris wheel 
stopped in mid-air :  a perfect view of  a city skyl ine 
that now melts into the fog.

disco w very

 There is a st ickiness to affect produced 
in nightclubs. A sloppy taping together of  what’s 
sl ightly less than congruent. 
 The sensation can be found in many of  the 
activit ies we enjoy the most.  Like going to a museum, 
or to the shopping mall .  There we move in circles, 
f loating, attuned to everything. Unconsciously 
we pick up on l itt le vibrations, cal ibrated jolts of  
affect given to the minutiae.  The t i l t  of  a synthetic 
palm frond that brushes a shoulder on the escalator 
to the second f loor. The hissing of  mist-making 
from an indoor fountain posing as a type of  
piazza, bracketed by a hexagon of  glass elevators 
which car ry empty coffee cups and loose change 
and lost receipts or parking t ickets up and down 
al l  day. A woman sits in a fake leather armchair 
with her tennis shoes propped up on an adjacent 
ottoman with a sl ightly different coloring, maybe 
from overuse or maybe from a change in the dye. 
Her eyes are closed, mouth open, neon-orange 
chewing gum stuck to her shir t .     
 We assume it  to orbit around us but it  is 
not about us at al l .  We’re clothed and here to (ex)
change them, not change that. 
 Intimacy is a type of  synesthesia.  Sensation 
is f issured onto meaning, making language both 
ir relevant and impossible.  There is nothing to say 
in the dark. The collective of  body to body, 



connecting and dislocating, coming together in 
private migration. As the hours pass they get 
longer.  Friday night is a clone of  Sunday morning; 
cel l  phones die out and wristwatches are removed 
at the door, so are cameras and video recorders.   
 The impossibi l i ty of  documentation makes 
our memory ref lex slacken, too. Time stops being 
a force and becomes a form, another body to press 
up toward, to move with or against and transform. 
Sometimes it  pools at your feet and gets kicked 
around the dance f loor, trampled and f lattened 
out;  other moments it ’s shot from cannons l ike 
plumes of  smoke or scattered through strobe 
l ights.  It  pricks you with l i tt le jolts of  meaning-
making, t ime-stamped intensit ies that you wil l 
recal l  and struggle to put together as a sequence 
on the train some time in the future but not now.
 There are moments when Berghain turns 
into a cathedral .  The ecstasy of  a f i l led void, of  
sacred space coming al ive with a single pulsing 
seamless swollen body, pushing in and outside and 
on top of  itself.  In these moments the motion is 
no longer emphasizing points of  connection but 
the accumulation of  layers. 
 The collective imaginary becomes our 
landscape, i t  congeals in sounds, l ights,  vibrations, 
points of  contact.    
 Excessive everything becomes ground zero. 
The anchors you use elsewhere to keep inside 
of  yourself  are drowned out and come undone. 
Boundaries weaken, and then dissolve. 

 
 Things sl ip through the cracks. 
 And you let them.

 When you come up to the bar it  is l ike 
surfacing for air.  An ejection out of  some other 
element: one that feels unnatural only when you 
are outside of  it .  And below in bright f lashing 
series of  neon waves you see it :  more al ive and 
convulsing than you imagined, the edges of  you 
become taught and you feel vacant or maybe 
bored, st i l l  unable to think in languages but there 
is something peculiar about being up here, about 
the precision of  the moments between when you 
order a drink and when you receive it ,  a return to 
a predictable t ime and place.
 In Berghain t ime is not suspended or 
dissolved but it  becomes a different factor instead, 
a less crucial  one that resigns from rule.  Sensation 
comes to take its place and the only true sequence 
is from impression and spectacle,  atmosphere and 
gesture. The thick cloud of  smoke which hangs 
throughout the club is pierced by the f lashing 
l ights and it  looks l ike a type of  tattered cloak 
or vei l ,  seal ing the animal in, the ecstatic f lashes 
burn hyper-detai led visions into you: outstretched 
hands, empty bottles spinning beneath feet, 
str iped baseball  shir ts,  tufts of  purple hair.  From 
out here it  is too much, it  becomes l ike a Bosch 
landscape: impossible detai ls,  a f lattened plane, 
an ordered frenzy once split  apar t impossible to 



to put back together. 
 Stepping out you are bl inded by a mild grey 
overcast sky, the gravel beneath your feet feels 
rough to cut,  you feel each stone pressing into 
your shoes. It is 11 am on a Sunday and the l ine 
extends far beyond the entrance, the blocks of  
concrete where workers must have sat at lunch 
decades ago, and l ike everyone you ignore that 
history but it  weighs on you in there and the 
pressure is intoxicating. Berghain’s industrial 
past is contained in the massive concrete pi l lars 
which prevents the whole scene from collapsing 
into itself  and the steel r ibbed rai l ings on the side 
which behave l ike rel iquaries and that somber 
sensation l ike a confessional thri l ls in what the 
architecture reveals,  also wordlessly,
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foundations

 Communities are made in a number of  
ways. Some exactly how you could predict:  a small 
Carolina town washed up inside a white stucco 
church, melt ing together in the August heat,  mayor 
sweating on cher ry oak podium and recit ing that 
one speech that makes it  al l  star t . 

 Others are l ike this. 

 They are built  on the unofficial ,  the 
sensational ,  the incommunicable.  They are built 
on soft washes over the past that are not voiced 
but instead felt  everywhere and al l  at once. The 
desire to forget can construct a new polit ics as 
strong as those built  from the desire to remember. 
Entering Berghain is to amalgamate into the new 
polit ics of  sensation, of  not knowing, which 
echoes through this city’s old voids and the new 
steel-glass projects of  Mitte al ike, shaking the 
cranes and scaffolding to produce new spaces for 
us to fi l l ,  unidentif ied yet,  bucking their heritage. 
Resist ing the old and closing the books, putting 
them away on the shelves,  we clear space for future 
visions, images, societies,  and their inevitable 
problems – most of  which, we l ike to think, can 
be solved on the dance f loor.

back in the grid

 Winding highway exits form a thicket l ike 
concrete brambles at the base of  the city skyl ine. 
Approaching it  becomes more a kaleidoscope 
than a panorama, fragments into loose clusters 
of  empty buildings and frames of  which the 
overcast sky pushes through in neat chunks of  
g rey l ight.  Each section demands uncompromised 
attention in passing, refusing to lean against the 
last constructed cluster or make preparations for 
the next.  The whole scene is wrestl ing with itself, 
very l ikely impossible to pass as a system without 
the cur rent accelerated circumstances: 80s in 
a rented car,  continually pressed up against the 
backseat window, pi le of  bags elbowing you out 
of  the middle seat and pushing into yours. 
 The speed and interiority and sl ightly 
fogged view from in here easi ly separates you 
from the assemblage you pass through. A too-
sharp lane change causes the offending bag to sl ip 
off  the seat onto the f loor; instinctively you sl ide 
over to claim the new ter ritory. What’s there now 
through the windshield vision, there you see it : 
the built  coagulate that nearly holds the whole 
scene together and subject of  a consistent stream 
of  excited babble sung out from the front seats, 
two first-comers to the city in which you were 
raised that old station you and your friends would 
sneak into and camp overnight when the summer 



thunderstorms rolled in to town, sometimes for 
days at a t ime, the skeletal  stain too costly to tear 
down, the first encounter behind what you’ve 
always insisted as the caricature of  your city as 
the vacant one. 

 “oh my god this is so crazy, can you take some   
 pictures with my phone when we pass it?”

 “what? oh. yeah sure. hey slow down, slow 
 down! we just passed a cop car,  i t  was parked 
 under that bridge”

 The sudden break l i teral ly forces you back; 
bracing against the armrest in the middle,  you 
process the situation.

 “nah you’re good. they only doing stats.  how 
 many cars come in and how many go out.  that 
 probably was a regular guy in that cop car.”
        “seriously? why are they doing that? where  
  does it  go?”
 “hey it ’s too big to fit  in the frame, shit i t ’s so 
 big!  ha ha. I bet you could fit  the whole city in 
 there ha ha –”

 Late autumn in the Midwest brings the 
almost-constant desaturation of  g rey sky backlit 
by the sunshine you’l l  see in three weeks t ime 
when the plane you’re on final ly cuts through the 
dense cloud coverage to blind you in a welcome way, 

but now the backlight hollows out the building into 
a si lhouette.  Approaching the city now it ’s dead-on 
center,  and the uncanny effect of  seeing right thr ough 
the dense structure is an unavoidably romantic 
complication, even for you, for the hundredth t ime 
seeing it ,  and it ’s in this moment you actual ly star t 
to doubt how contrived the photographs seem. 
 You steer your driver to the west suburbs 
now where your brother is playing in a basketball 
game against a r ival ing high school.  You’re dropped 
off  and the ride continues downtown, the car 
significantly l ighter without the bags and the anchor 
of  someone who knows better.  They drive into 
the city with a slow cautiousness,  this t ime from 
the outside looking in. They’re hyperembodied. 
It ’s noonish on a Friday morning, the Friday after 
Thanksgiving, and the emptiness of  the city is an 
uncalibrated affect,  a cautionary sensation stronger 
than anticipated.   
 The l ight conversation dissolves,  l ike l i tt le 
perforations, into the frozen air.  Driving down 
ragged roads, the imagery of  abandonment and decay 
repeats itself  but never sinks in. The camera lens and 
the machine’s steady cl icking are a buffer to a real 
orientation of  place and the responsibi l i ty which that 
entai ls.  An entire rol l  of  f i lm lasts for just minutes.

 The anxiety gears into an exaltat ion that  
 r icochets back and for th on a l ivewire,    
 quivering. 

It has just star ted to snow.



BORDER PATROL

 Lie detectors are a rel iquary of  a t ime when 
bodies were better trusted to tel l  the truth. Exper ts 
saw body language as a code of  codes, capable 
of  uncovering just the facts.  Then there were 
optimistic ideas of  easi ly identif iable t ip-offs for 
nearly every situation, l i tt le gestures that rel iably 
sent the whole thing unwinding. For instance: When 
a person looks down and to the left they are tel l ing 
a l ie.  When they look up they are attempting to 
recal l  past information. A clearing of  the throat 
before answering a question is never a good sign, 
par ticularly if  a hand is used to cover one’s mouth.  
 A man boards the train early on a Sunday 
morning. He quickly moves to a standing corner 
as the doors f lash to a close. He remains there 
through several stops although there are many seats 
avai lable.  You inadver tently catch his glance and 
he smiles wildly.  The train reaches the center of  
the city;  a hoard of  tourists f i l ter on and the train 
swells to ful l  capacity.  The more deterministic take 
their seats;  others are left standing. Miraculously 
the bunch seems to be made up from a handful of  
small  independent g roups, only apparent from the 
orientation of  bodies:  dislocated and oblivious, 
opposite angles taken by strangers.
 Pocket maps are extracted rel igiously and 
f lattened out in a chorus of  unfolding. They assume 
a precious status,  as if  the last icons of  an arcane 

knowledge, on the threshold of  ir relevance. Some 
have endured overuse to the point of  tearing and 
are now taped or stapled together.  The creases 
fal l  in arbitrary locations. Bone-white scar t issue 
of  folded paper unable to retain the memory of  
its pigmentation splits whole neighborhoods 
unthinkingly while forcing others together.  It tears 
through public parks and transforms the Spree into 
a continental r ift .  It ’s always this thing with pocket 
maps. They have this tendency to oversel l  their own 
history. 
 One couple standing adjacent to you is visibly 
struggling to decode theirs.  The husband rotates 
the paper back and for th, wanting some congruency 
with the overhead subway map that his wife is 
pointing toward. They are speaking very quickly in 
a Slavic language. He holds it  up again to the l ight 
and this t ime you notice a thick red marking printed 
on the paper.  It travels a ragged path through the 
entire length of  the city,  skir t ing westward when it 
laps the center.  Suddenly it  becomes apparent that 
this map dates from a different era:  the Cold War.
 Something shouted several t imes in German 
on the opposite end of  the train pulls you back 
into the present.  A group of  men, each in his mid-
thir t ies and wearing dark-wash denim w  a loose 
t-shir t and white Nikes, stand addressing the train.  
 It  isn’t unti l  other the German-speaking 
passengers begin to search for their t ickets that the 
rest of  the train is clued in. Backpacks are unzipped; 
a streamline check through every pocket in each pair 



SHOTGUN

 Dusty sunlight seeps into the l iving room, 
slowly and then al l  at once. You’re bl inking yourself  
awake unconsciously to the rhythm of  footsteps 
in the hal l  which are connected to a strange 
whistl ing that sounds par tit ioned and hidden away, 
into cabinets and cupboards, window panes and 
ashtrays.  A few cl icks and a ful l  exhalation marks 
the gas stove channeling a neat r ing of  blue f lame. 
 You hear a rustle of  dense cardboard and the 
footsteps star t back up, this t ime coming toward 
you, louder now. Another exhale and small  r ivulets 
of  smoke fi l l  the space, cascading and expanding. 
You real ize only now as the voice passes through 
the field of  smoke it  has already produced causing 
it  to fracture and eventually disappear that it  is 
speaking at you and it  ends abruptly and on some 
high note and you know a question has been asked.
 
 Si lence. 
 The question is repeated. 

“You ever been to the suburbs?” 

  You shake your head. There is a pause. 

  “Well ,  al l  r ight.  I know what we’re gonna do 
  f irst thing today then. That’s where it  al l  is, 
  you know?”

of  cargo shorts is car ried out unti l  the desired 
white sl ip of  paper is located. The sense of  rel ief  
is palpable. So is the sense of  fear. A young couple 
car rying suitcases, very l ikely already late for a f l ight 
and almost cer tainly without train tickets, f l ing their 
bags to the ground and begin a dramatic performance 
of  unzipping and rustl ing. Clothing spil ls on the 
f loor. Their effor ts are in vain. They are written up.
 They move through the crowd with stunning 
efficiency. One tourist has her ticket rejected and is 
informed that she has exceeded the three-stop l imit 
that her Kurzstrecke al lows. As she is written up 
you notice the man from earl ier sl inking past her. 
Mimicing the appearance of  a lost tourist,  he moves 
quickly toward the opposite end of  the train. He 
squints up at the U-Bahn map. The ticket-checkers 
don’t buy it .  One l ifts an accusatory finger and roars 
something in German at the man. Feigning surprise, 
he looks at them and then toward you, as if  searching 
for some kind of  affirmation. Instantly he is pointing 
at you and shouting back at the checkers, f irst in 
German, and quickly after receiving no response 
from you then in awkward English:

 “My friend, sir !  She holds my ticket for me 
 while I am checking the U-Bahn map.”

 They grunt and continue to move down the 
l ine. The train slows as it approaches the next stop. 
Doors open, welcoming new guests into the chaos. 
When the doors close again you notice the man is 
gone.



 Then you’re up, looking around. You 
momentari ly forget where you are.  Catching sight of  
your travel companion, st i l l  in unmoving sleep, lets 
orientation seep back in.

 “You can’t  know Detroit  from downtown.  
 You gotta see the whole thing. ”

 Another pause.

 “I’m not lett in’ ya leave my city ‘t i l  you see 
 i ts hear t .  The ‘burbs are gonna save 
 Detroit .”

 “Want a cigarette?”

 Five minutes later you’re in the passenger 
seat of  a mud-caked sedan. The air is dry and below 
freezing; you crack the window anyway to escape the 
suffocating scent of  old gym clothes blended with 
fast food residual .  Empty bottles and wrappers l i tter 
the dash and back seat,  one of  which is inexplicably 
folded down despite a very empty trunk, leaving 
your friend to make close company with the detritus 
that has migrated to the back of  the car.  Some kind 
of  sugary sweet l iquid has been spilt  on the armrest, 
leaving a st icky purple stain on the plastic cover;  you 
think better than to get too comfortable. 
 The trip begins when you leave city l imits, 
the buildings sink into dense ice-fi l led fog with an 
almost cinematic slowness. Your guide first shows 

you his childhood home, long since unoccupied. You 
don’t ask about family.  A few houses down is the 
home of his best fr iend. The entire structure has dis-
integrated: i ts roof is caved in, giving the building a 
look of  implosion. Windows and brass doorhandles 
have been removed, very l ikely stolen. Other houses 
have not been so lucky. As you drive through the 
neighborhood, you pass many completely f lattened 
lots,  the handful of  remaining building materials al-
ready incased in a thin layer of  white snow. 
 Some of  houses in better shape have a pal-
pable vibrancy to them, warmed as hosts for human 
activity,  made apparent by l i tt le gestures of  material 
presence: f ire pits black with new coal ;  a body-sized 
clearing in the rubble;  trash.
 At once it ’s captivating and tragic and embar-
rassing and frustrating for these thri l ls to surface, 
to wrestle with them here in the car of  someone 
who seems equally suspended between juxtaposed 
reactions. He suddenly becomes aware of  the si lence 
which has over taken the car and mistaking it  for an 
impending boredom he grins and pushes harder on 
the gas,  “You think this is somethin’? You haven’t 
seen nothing yet!”
 As the car crosses into the east end of  the 
city your driver points out the worst cases of  decay. 
The trip swings into a safari  for ruins. He stops in 
front of  another imploded concrete house, a sure 
standout in the row of  wooden ones, and tel ls you 
to take some pictures.  Eventually you reach for the
door handle and he quickly stops you.
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We defend against the arbitrary:  superstit ion, 
memorial ,  meaning-making. 

We notice patterns. 
And we notice when they go.

The destruction of  a structure always car ries 
unwinding, as if  the future it  creates is a fogged 
up mir ror of  the past.  This is par ticularly true 
when the rubble and dir t and dust fal l  upon 
other bodies of  dir t and dust and soil  already 
saturated with a deep history, one that haunts 
the landscape. When the building blocks give 
way and fal l  back to the ear th or are caught 
in the teeth of  the crane one wonders where 
the ghosts wil l  next go. Sometimes there is 

we go where planes used to

 First you see it  and then you don’t .  The field is 
round and dips down from where you’re standing, the 
only true slope in the field. The sun is sett ing to your 
right and the warm gold glow is on you now and soon 
wil l  cut through the f lat f ield to the people below.

 Of  course you star t with what’s back there.  

 A f lat severe el l iptical building perfectly 
mir rors the horizon or maybe creates it .  It  is 
consistently low to the ground and crouching l ike 
some hunting animal,  except for a few er ratical ly 
placed watchtowers which push out and up from the 
building l ike feelers,  the color of  leather left out in 
the sun too long. 
       You wil l  notice that strange heat-wearied 
hue some day after this one when you approach the 
structure from behind and find it  has become now 
a police station in par t but that the majority of  it 
has remained untouched since the airpor t closed, 
humming and suspended in a blend of  patent disuse 
and anticipation. It wil l  appear less monumental and 
more melancholic to you then as you duck under 
the parking lot gate the arm frozen in the air for a 
day or for a decade, al l  of  the signs st i l l  standing, 
international depar tures please park to the left , 
ar rivals must come to the right,  please move al l  the 
way up, do not stal l  your vehicle as the first gesture 
toward exchanging farewells. 

 “You don’t wanna do that.  Here,  wait ,  hold  
 on, I got something else to show you.”

 The car accelerates down the block. Eventu-
al ly you ar rive at an empty lot with a massive “FOR 
SALE” banner strung from several nearby trees,  as 
if  aware of  its own rarity.  

 “See this? I ’m gonna buy this land here. Five 
 acres.  And I’m gonna build a house, and raise 
 a family r ight here. 
 
 It  feels l ike seeing a unicorn. You have to 
look twice in dumb fascination. Before you can 
say anything he speeds off.  Tall  structures make a 
comeback; you shoot the wrong way down side road 
(you look at him for the first t ime since leaving his 
apar tment and laughing he says “Any street is a two 
way street in Detroit”) and when it  opens back up 
you’re in the financial  distr ict which he has to tel l 
you because there is no way of  knowing and it ’s a 
Saturday morning and it ’s completely st i l l ,  motion-
less,  bodyless. 
 He star ts to tel l  you about his office in this 
building (gesturing) and it  becomes too much and 
the words are blending together and he pauses and 
looks at you, at your companion and then back at 
you and his hands are off  the steering wheel and in 
the air -
 “Why my city? Why Detroit? Why does yours 
 get to l ive and why does mine have to die?”



 Now it ’s al l  inside out.  The only thing 
moving is the cars,  day in and day out.  You can 
park where you please; ki l l  your engine for as long 
as you want.
  For the final year of  Tempelhof ’s century-
long reign, i t  operated precisely 2 f l ights per day. 
The airpor t that once served as the hub of  travel 
in Europe now offered a single it inerary: one 
plane depar ting from Brussels very early in the 
morning and one ar riving in Brussels very late at 
night. 
 She said the last f l ight into the city was 
nothing spectacular.  The most remarkable aspect 
was probably the weather.  The morning of  
October 30, 2008 was exceptionally clear,  Berl in’s 
winter typical ly snatching up most of  the late 
autumnal days with its damp grey fog. On that 
morning, under the effervescent l ight of  an eye-
blue and cloudless sky, each rain-glazed brick 
comprising the raggedy roofs of  Neukölln and al l 
the cobbled roads of  the Schil lerkiez l i t  up bright 
white as the jet descended onto the tar str ip that 
breathes l ightly now under the patter and squeak 
and ringing of  wheels,  tennis shoes, and paws 
(sometimes hundreds at a t ime in the summer, on 
an August evening l ike this one).
 When the aeroplane rolled into the gate 
and unloaded its passengers in the early morning 
of  October 30, 2008, an era,  l ingering l ike a lost 
ghost,  f inal ly found its end. Tempelhof  could 
move on. It could become what Berl in wanted 

most:  a free space, a space of  potential i ty. 
 So Tempelhof  Airport became Tempelhofer 
Freheit :  a f ield of  future memory where those 
histories were washed over,  put away but not 
forgotten ( icons hang out wherever you look, 
from the defunct plane that st i l l  s its patiently at 
the annex of  the terminal (as if  wait ing for its 
last few passengers to find their seats) ,  to the 
original signs and runway markers that are now 
used by runners to keep track of  their distances.) 
Tempelhof  became a site for memory-making 
rather than an unbreachable monument to the 
past.
 In an effor t to ease the slow death of  
Berl in’s third airpor t – the l ifeblood of  the west 
before the fal l  of  the wall  – the government had 
ceased al l  public transport to Tempelhof  weeks 
before the final touchdown. This erased the 
tacti le encounter with the city that you had in 
moments most precious and most porous: upon 
entering into Berl in, as novelty or returning 
home, and leaving it ,  perhaps for vacation or for 
good. 
 Buildings pass in blurs and press up 
against subway doors; melt ing into kaleidoscopes 
of  shapes and colors within an instance, then 
hardening as if  mimicking the train when it  g rinds 
to a halt .  They unravel and separate into a clear 
sequence. They become an indulgently detai led 
experience of  place, putting al l  their stars out. 
 There’s a bind in the double, an affective 



 association that extends beyond voyeurism. You 
gave up body knowledge (the sensation of  sneakers 
on sidewalk, the rapid cl icking of  a bicycle chain, 
the stretching of  t ime that accompanies the act of  
stal l ing at a red l ight) and directional autonomy – 
and it ’s because someone else takes it ,  because 
the route is pre-planned and repeated so often 
that it ’s nearly impressed itself  into the very 
topography of  the city,  perception can become 
more than optical but less than tacti le:  a third 
space, a transit ional one. 
 The situation is di lated and f luid, l ike a 
bird’s eye view impossibly folded into the street, 
cutting through it .  The urban image perceived 
is an agglomeration of  built  histories,  memory 
image of  the city burnt into your brain in hot 
f lashes, as either the last view of  the city or the 
very f irst .   
 And so when public transport to Tempelhof  
was discontinued, passengers lost touch with that 
stunning intimacy with both the airpor t and the 
city.  Traveling to Tempelhof  became nothing 
remarkable,  l ike hai l ing a cab to any other par t 
of  the city.  Our affection for and desire to keep 
Tempelhof  functioning soon waned, and was 
eventually forgotten.
 For those l iving in the Schil ler distr ict in 
2008, a profound and unprecedented si lence came 
over the leafy avenues that evening and never went 
away. Gone was the nervous ratt l ing of  teaspoons 
on saucers early in the morning caused by jet 

vibrations, invisible energies sending off  small 
sparks into the atmosphere. One no longer heard 
the gently g rowing and hollowed whistle signaling 
the ar rival of  new bodies into the new city;  there 
were no long slashes of  white jet f lumes to l ight up 
rose pink against the darkening coloration of  the 
spectacular summer sky. The stars st i l l  emerged 
from that inver ted basin – one by one and then al l 
at once – which lacking its accompanying satel l i tes 
was now was much less a planetarium and more 
of  a nocturama. The remembered baggage of  air 
raids and Soviet blockades, Nazi training camps 
and candy bombers, sewn into the architecture 
and shift ing under the surface of  every take off  
and touch down, were final ly laid to rest .
 First the empty spaces were fi l led. Old 
boards were taken down, g raffit i  painted over.  An 
ar tis inal coffee shop opened up. Other restaurants 
and small  businesses and even a primary school 
al l  fol lowed suit .  Schil ler became a point of  
convergence, a site of  leisure and business,  a 
promise toward the good l ife.  Once dark evenings 
now melted away in warm candlel ight,  and the 
sound of  chatter and conversation rung deep into 
the night on nearly every street.   
 Then came the construction. Rent cl imbed. 
The complex si lence left by the absence of  planes 
was overlaid by the juttering of  jackhammers and 
excavators.  The building projects,  too numerous to 
count, stuck to an operational schedule so precise 
that the amorphous, otherworldly quality of  the 



 Then came the construction. Rent cl imbed. 
Old residents moved out and new ones moved in. 
The complex si lence left by the absence of  planes 
was overlaid by the juttering of  jackhammers and 
excavators.  The building projects,  too numerous to 
count, stuck to an operational schedule so precise 
that the amorphous, otherworldly quality of  the 
way t ime had behaved within the Schil lerkiez was 
forced back into a hardened temporal ity.
 Biologists say that the human body 
completely re-generates itself,  cel l  for cel l ,  every 
seven years.  That you are an entirely different 
being than you were seven years ago. And, in a 
sense, this idea isn’t new: in ancient Rome, it  was 
bel ieved that a person would experience many 
l ives during their t ime on Ear th, in their body. 
A new l ife,  free from sin and obligations of  the 
past,  with nothing to hold on to. 
 Tempelhof  is now in its seventh year of  
retirement. Meanwhile,  the Schil ler distr ict has 
arguably led many, many l ives since the closure 
of  the airpor t.  Whar do the social  scientists say 
about that? Is there an ecology to the way that 
built  spaces, neighborhoods and cultures are 
claimed, reclaimed, and let go? Or is i t  more l ike 
a mythology? When we build around a past,  who 
wil l  advocate for its future? and should they?

LAYERS

 It ’s the layers.  The surfaces and the depths. 
The things that get remembered, and the things 
that don’t .  It ’s this thing about destruction and 
slow decay, the high of  survival .  It ’s in the double-
exposure of  past projected onto present,  and the 
intoxication of  having both. 
 In some ways, i t ’s just about effeciency. The 
fantasy of  being in two places at the same time. It ’s 
a compulsive need for activity,  l ike treading water, 
the impossibi l i ty of  turning off.  At its worst,  i t ’s 
past as commodity,  bottled and sold as an unlabeled 
affectation. It ’s this postmortem probing. Ruination 
is a deadly fracture, one that scrambles the ful l 
picture. We can never have the whole story. And we 
do not need it .
 And then it ’s l ike this.  We reorient the lens 
and it  fal ls on us. Inter rogations are held. Questions 
are asked. This fetish for the past is dissected. 
Gradually,  we fi l l  in the blanks. It goes al l  the 
way back: nation building, colonies and empires, 
internal ized power structures or the need for them. 
We are held accountable.  It becomes so dense that 
it  s inks to the bottom. It f lattens out,  becoming a 
new layer,  the next star t ing point.
We get our feet wet stretching old muscles. 
 We imagine cit ies without history. We build 
new ones. Nothing is stable,  s ingle,  separate. 
Everything is casual ly connected and changing. 
They are always now, always on the move, move, 
move, move, move, move, move, move, move, move, 



 THIS PROJECT INTENDS TO WORK IN THE 
SAME WAY THAT A GOOD SCORE DOES FOR 
A FILM WITHOUT A NARRATIVE. IT DOES NOT 
MEAN TO OFFER DEFINITIONS OR ANSWERS. 
INSTEAD, IT AMPLIFIES AND DRAWS OUR 
ATTENTION TO FORCES ALREADY AT WORK. 
IT CAUSES PARTICULAR MOMENTS TO COME 
INTO FOCUS, TO TAKE ON ADDITIONAL (BUT 
NOT ALWAYS NEW) SETS OF MEANING. IT IS AN 
ACCUMULATION OF STRANGE PARTS WHICH 
FOLD TOGETHER AT SITES IN FLUX: THE UNDONE 
SPACES, THE EMPTIED AND REPURPOSED ONES. 
THESE ARE THE SITES UNDER CONSTRUCTION 
OR TRANSITION: THE ONES WORKING ON 
THEMSELVES WHILE THEY PUSH TOWARD A 
PARTICULAR SENSATION THAT IS ALWAYS ON 
THE VERGE OF MATERIALIZING. THEY ARE THE 
FIELD SITES FOR FUTURE GHOSTS.
 IT TRACES THE FAULT LINES OF THESE 
RUPTURES AND DISRUPTIONS THAT ARE 
ALWAYS ON THE MOVE. AT PRESENT IT IS NOT 
PICKY: IT CANNOT AFFORD TO BE. SCANNING 
THE LANDSCAPE, IT DOES NOT DIFFERENTIATE 
AMONG THE SPECIFIC GENEALOGIES OF 
THESE ALTERNATIVE TEMPORALITIES. IT IS NOT 
TRAINED TO RECOGNIZE OR REMEMBER THE 
TEXTURE OF AN ENCOUNTER WITH A PRESENT- 
PAST DIFFERENTLY THAN THAT OF A PRESENT- 
FUTURE. IT JUST NOTICES THE CHANGING 
SENSATION. IT FEELS THE TEMPERATURE 
DROPPING OR MAYBE RISING, AND IT BITES 
DOWN HARD, SPLITTING IT OPEN.

 WHAT’S CERTAIN 
 WILL ALWAYS STICK AROUND.

 IT COMES IN SMALL OFFERINGS OF 
INDISPUTABLE INFORMATION: CITY NAMES; 
ARCHITECTURE; BATTLES AND DECLARATIONS; 
INVENTIONS; FINE ART. IF YOU’RE LUCKY, 
YOU’LL ALSO GET BODIES AND DAYS. VERY 
RARELY YOU’LL GET REASONS. THIS IS THE 
INFORMATION THAT HAS BECOME SO ICONIC 
THAT IT NO LONGER NEEDS TO BE TOLD: IT 
JUST IS. THIS PROJECT IS INTERESTED IN 
WHAT ISN’T YET. WHAT’S SPREAD OUT ON THE 
SURFACE, NOT YET DENSE ENOUGH TO TAKE 
SHAPE. IT’S THE HALF-FORMED HISTORY THAT 
CLINGS TO OUR WORDS AND EXCHANGES, 
CONTORTING AROUND THEM, SUSPENDED 
IN EVERY GAP. IT’S ABOUT THE HISTORY STILL 
WARMED BY A CLOSE SENSATION, MALLEABLE 
IN MEMORY, AND SUSCEPTIBLE TO THE PLACE 
AND SITUATION SURROUNDING ITS TELLING, 
THE BODIES IN THE ROOM.
 THIS PROJECT ADVOCATES FOR THAT 
CONTINGENCY: NOT TO BE (MIS)TAKEN 
FOR SIMULTINAETY, IT IS MUCH MORE 
COMPLICATED. IT HAS LAYERS. THIS PROJECT 
LOOKS FOR THE MOMENTS THAT REFUSE 
TO GO DOWN, ONES THAT HINGE ON THE 
PERIPHARY O F THE PRESENT, ACCUMULATING 
LAYERS OF PAST, SOMETIMES LEANING INTO 
THE FUTURE. THIS PROJECT ADVOCATES FOR 
THE MOMENT BETWEEN SOMETHING HAVING 
HAPPENED AND THE NEXT THING ABOUT TO 
TAKE SHAPE. THE FUTURE IS ALWAYS ON THE 
VERGE OF FORMING AGAIN AND AGAIN. THERE 
IS A HISTORICALLY MINTED DESIRE TO IMAGINE 
THE FUTURE THROUGH A DISCONTINUITY. 
THERE IS A NEED FOR A DYSTOPIAN RUPTURE; 
THE FUTURE IS THE THING THAT DROPS FULLY 
FORMED IN THE AFTERMATH OF A MEGA-
EVENT, A TRAGEDY, A DOOMSDAY.



 FIRST CAME THE ALIEN INVASION. IT WAS 
INTERGALACTIC FANTASIES OF A FUTURE END 
TOO FAR AWAY TO SEE WITH THE UNAIDED EYE. 
WHEN THE FUTURE COLLAPSED INTO THE PRESENT 
AND APOLLO’S JETS HAD COOLED FOR OVER A 
DECADE, SPACE FELL BACK TO EARTH. ALIENS 
BECAME CYBORGS. WE BECAME OBSESSED WITH 
COMPOSITES AND HYBRIDS; SEAMLESS SYSTEMS, 
ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE MORE HUMAN THAN 
WE ARE; SLEEK AND SHINE AND SURFACE 
APPEAL. IN THE FINAL RUN OF THE CENTURY 20 
WE FINALLY CAUGHT UP WITH OUR FANTASIES 
OF HYPERPRODUCTION AND GLOBAL MARKETS. 
FOR A BRIEF PERIOD OF TIME WE INGULGED THE 
ECTASCY OF LIVING THE FUTURE IN THE PRESENT. 
THEN THE GLOBAL MARKET COLLAPSED AND 
DOOMSDAY BECAME NATURALIZED. ITS IN OUR 
TAPWATER AND CARS AND ITS IN OUR BLOOD. 
THE SPIRAL TWISTED BACKWARDS AND THE 
MACHINE SWITCHED FROM SUPPLEMENT TO 
SAVIOR. TO SAVE US FROM OURSELVES. SO NOW 
IT’S THE ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE. THE FUTURE IS 
RETROMANIA, THE FUTURE IS IMPERFECT AND 
THE FUTURE IS ALREADY OVER.
 THIS PROJECT IS AN ASSEMBLAGE OF 
AFFECTIVE ENCOUNTERS WITH ALTERNATIVE 
MODES OF TIME. THESE EVENTS ARE TOLD AND 
EXPERIENCED THROUGHOUT THE SUMMER AND 
AUTUMN OF 2014 WITHIN THE CITIES OF BERLIN AND 
DETROIT. THROUGH THEIR OWN HISTORIES AND 
TOPOGRAPHIES, THESE CITIES ARE OUTSTANDING 
IN THEIR CONTEMPORARY IDENTIFICATION 
AS TRANSITIONAL SITES AND CONSTRUCTION 
CAPITALS. THESE PERSONAS CONGEAL WITHIN 
WORKS OF FILM AND LITERATURE, SCULPTURE AND 
MUSIC, WHICH REFERENCE THE TENDENCY FOR 
THESE CITIES TO OCCUPY NONLINEAR SYSTEMS OF 
TIME: FROM THE RUSTBELT-DRIVEN FANTASIES OF 
A POST-APOCALYPTIC PLAYGROUND TO VISIONS 
OF NEW CULTURAL LANDSCAPES, POTENTIALITIES 
AND VOIDS, TO A (RE)IMAGING/IMAGINING OF 
COLLECTIVE HISTORY AS A TYPE OF PALIMPSEST.

 IT IS A DOCUMENTATION OF HOW BOTH 
VISITORS TO AND RESIDENTS OF THESE CITIES 
EXPERIENCE THESE MULTIPLE, INTERLACED 
AND OFTEN COMPETING FORMS OF HABITUS. 
THIS PROJECT DEFENDS THE ASSEMBLAGE OF 
BUILT AND COLLECTIVE MEMORY AND IDENTITY 
CONSTANTLY CHALLENGED AND RENEWED IN 
THESE TWO CITIES THE PRECISE ENCOUNTER 
IS NOT MEANT TO FORMULATE THE GENERAL. 
THERE IS NO NEED FOR ANECDOTE OR 
SYMBOLISM. THIS PROJECT DOES NOT INTEND 
TO COLLAPSE OR OVERLAY THE TWO CITIES 
BUT INSTEAD AIMS TO SHOW THE GLOBAL 
ECOLOGY OF CITIES ON THE MOVE, AND THE 
COMPLEX FORCES OF HISTORY, MEMORY, 
CULTURE AND IDENTITY THAT SURROUND AND 
PROPEL THIS PROCESS .
 FINALLY, THIS PROJECT DEFENDS 
PROPERTIES OF ENTANGLEMENT AND OF THE 
FOLD. IT DEFENDS THE ELASTICITY OF BODIES 
AND THE FLUIDITY OF MATTER. IT PERSCRIBES 
THE AFFECTIVE JOLTS ENCOUNTERED IN 
EXPERIENCES OF NON-LINEAR MODULES OF 
TIME TO THE INTERCONNECTED VIBRATION OF 
VARIOUS PLEATS OF MATTER. IT DEFENDS THE 
CAPACITY FOR THE CITY AS LANDSCAPE AND 
THE CITY IMAGINARY TO MOVE PEOPLE, BOTH 
PHYSICALLY AND EMOTIONALLY. THIS PROJECT 
IS ABOUT CITIES AND THEIR MOTION, OF THE 
FRACTURES AND FISSURES WE FEEL ALL THE 
WAY UP AT THE SURFACE, SLIPPERY AND HOT 
AND ALWAYS JUST STARTING TO TAKE SHAPE.
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