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Artist Statement

Exploring the relationship between sound, text and the concrete, my 
practice attempts to relocate sensation, materiality, affect, and loss under 
present regimes of abstraction, both financial and digital. Drawing on the 
conceptual foundations of ‘Musique Concrète’, the literary works of Samuel 
Beckett, and the theoretical insights of Franco ‘Bifo’ Berardi, I attempt to 
trace the entanglements of the virtual and the actual, poetry and code, the 
ineffable and the letter. 
My recent work examines the fugacity of wind and sound, alongside the 
rematerialization of bodies and media, through a contact mic recording 
of a wind turbine and its manipulation using live weather data in Max 
MSP. A proposed sound installation shaped by the location and usage of 
the wind turbine sought to provide a material ‘support’ for the aleatory 
rhythms and sounds produced by the live piece. The interactions between 
the programme and the physical structure – inspired by the notion of ‘in 
vitro’ – would perform oscillations between various contradictory states: loss 
and resurrection, assembly and disassembly, decay and youth, corpse and 
oblivion.

[…] [Cut to] Undeployed airbag I stashed in a thicket suddenly 
detonates {An orphaned lung hisses before collapsing} 



The words here often tend to get caught in a roch wind. Not enjoying the 
support of any weight, they’re too thin, too light. They fall over, they flap. 
Before I can feed them anything substantial, before I can tempt them to nest 
on this page, the sedge-beds I’ve nicely laid out for them vanish in a perennial 
flurry that moves from east to west. I find it deeply frustrating. But it’s hard to 
tell if it’s the wind’s doing or the words themselves. Hence I tried to summon 
an impersonal way of writing, free from any desperation. Words will always 
find desperation offensive. If you can write without desperation the words 
might choose to stay and resist the wind. But this hasn’t really worked yet, and 
I suspect it never really will. The more impersonal the writing, the closer to 
home it becomes. And the closer to home the writing becomes, the more the 
words find me disgusting. And the more disgusting the words find me, the 
more willingly they disperse in their wind. It’s this recrudescence that keeps me 
going. I find it sustaining. 

However, sometimes, as demonstrated above, the words might decide to 
pool together simply to insult me. They’re trying to flout the whole point of 
my letter. If the words happen to drift into an eddy on the page and form 
paragraphs around the dust jostling for the most inconspicuous spot, they 
ossify. Freezing, becoming stiff and wooden, they wish to reflect their senile, 
dyspeptic author. Indeed, I have a theory as to why the words have decided 
to remain in this instance: as agents of a humiliating wind, they’re a means 
to extend the territory of the lungless breath they serve into my body. It’s a 
flatulent wind. This is the likely story for my present discomfort.

Anyone who tries to write about or simply observe the wind will soon discover 
that it is a consummate fugitive. One can never capture it, nor possess it. Even 
the energy derived from it refuses to be stored. Those who feel they might 
possess it are really possessed by it, like trapped wind – the only exception to 
the inability to capture the wind. The wind is feeling, as Tim Ingold suggests1; it 
is the broken body that returns, made to feel itself, a winded corpse. 

1 Tim Ingold, ‘Being Alive : Essays on Movement, Knowledge and Description’ (Routledge, 2011), pg. 134

Innervation of the platysma
Ruuuuh
Rumbling strangle 
And given over to unfriendly hugs 
My liver souses and belly unautopiloted 
Visible in a humiliating stoop
Declension too 
Shhhummp 
grap
Shhhummp
Won’t assuage remembering me now
me now 
Dennis Potter blossom nowhere in sight
Sight still here 
Wrong sounds accompany 
punctured guttering 
Shooosh
rataaa ru ru
A sounding something deepend 



It’s been very difficult to locate one, a beginning. However, the site of 
the first donation from the wind turbine might prove to be a suitable 
candidate. It was in an Edgeland that neighbours Ninewells Hospital. I 
found the wind turbine attractive for obvious reasons, namely because 
it was very grey and tall and silent enough. I scarcely had to contrive a 
reason for going there the first time because I found it so appealing. I 
would often catch myself mumbling what I imagined the wind turbine 
would sound like – rufu! rufu!

Getting there was a challenge as I had to get caught in a bike machine 
without a horn. I had to make my left leg – the thicker one – and right 
leg – the thinner one – cycle myself up through a buffeting feeling wind 
to get there. It was so sharp and cold that I felt like I was being reshaped 
into a treen object, except one with incontinence and gout. Perhaps 
that would be a better way to describe it: it was a gouting wind! Yes! 
I battled with the gout wind for whatever the duration of 4.6 miles is 
until the turbine stepped in front of me. It was larger up here than it 
was from down there, but still not too large. I listened to the turbine. It 
sounded quite unlike the sound I’d imagined; it was more like a metallic 
whimpering, very like sad. 

Still, it brought the wind no closer, or at least not closer in the way I 
wanted it to be brought closer. In a way, the wind brought me closer to 
me before taking me away from me. It enlarged my organs, indurated 
my fingers and made them numb, but that numbness somehow brought 
back the old country that was my skin. I’m not quite sure. 

I didn’t want to capture the wind nor collaborate with it, but still 
somehow operate on it; I felt like that would afford me the same feeling 
of security young people think owning a small café would. My wind 
would be small and intimate, and always near-by, much like the quiet 
cafés young people want to own. However, operations on the wind 
would require some transduction. I used my cord to siphon the wind 
from the tall whimpering stem. Turning into sound, it was going inside. 
I felt a mixture of joy and anxiety, but the joy was more like an anxious 

joy, so not proper joy. I had lifted my left ring finger to my right nostril 
and smelt the dirt caught under the nail. I would do that when I was 
anxious. It then struck me that sound just goes straight into me too, like 
but in a more penetrative way. It goes in and then takes over. There’s no 
such thing as security in the wind. 

About now the rain was getting too much for me, and my penis was no 
longer providing warmth for the big stiff hand stuffed in my pocket. I 
left quite suddenly after that.  

First successful field recording of 
the wind turbine using a Jez Riley 
French contact mic. I used duct tape 
to secure the mic to the stem of the 
turbine and took approx. a 20-min-
ute recording. 



Sonic Assembly
 
“Digital and biotechnologies have turned the external machine of iron 
and steel into the internalized and recombining machine of the bio-info 
era. The bio-info machine is no longer separable from body or mind, 
because it’s no longer an external tool, but an internal transformer of 
body and mind, a linguistic and cognitive enhancer.” 2

Finger-thumb and eye work eventually revealed that my wind turbine 
supplemented the power supply of a lab owned by a company called 
Cypex, specialising in the production of ‘recombinant-xenobiotic 
metabolising enzymes’ for use in in vitro drug development. Thus 
I began to wonder if I could derive a sound composition from an 
imagined metabolic process that would transform the sound into 
something exothermic. The idea to treat the field recording of the 
turbine as a material body was inspired by Pierre Schaeffer’s ‘Musique 
Concrete’, an electroacoustic genre centred on the use of environmental 
recordings, voice recording and digital signal processing3 . Max MSP, a 
visual programming software I had never used prior to this semester, 
seemed like it would enable me to have a more directly material 
relationship to the sound; inviting an approach to the compositional 
process itself less as something sequential derived from abstract 
notation, with a clear beginning and end, and more as something 
autopoietic, affording greater space for adventitious occurrences. 

Lacking any programming knowledge or familiarity with Max I 
attended a series of free introductory sessions on Max MSP taught by 
Kyle Duffield through Music Hackspace. The lessons provided a basic 
introduction to the Max interface and the functions of various objects, 
alongside basic ‘patch’ building exercises. 

Eventually, after happening upon a video on weather data sonification4 
2 Franco ‘Bifo’ Berardi, ‘After The Future’ (AK Press, 2011) pg.23
3 ‘Audint Unsound: Undead’ (Urbanomic, 2019) pg.291
4 Twisted Signals, ‘Sonification Part 1 – Weather’ <https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gLb-
1s87YWHw&t=1584s> 



in Max , I was able to construct a Max Patch that used an application 
processing interface (API) to receive live weather data in real time. I 
then managed to abstract windspeed data from the live data set that was 
coming into the patch, using it as value to control the playback speed of 
the wind turbine recording. Initially, I’d been deriving the windspeeds 
from fixed sets of coordinates, and in doing so the system registered 
atmospheric phenomenon taking place in particular, selected locations. 
For example, I was able to use the violent wind speeds generated by 
two national storms, namely storm Arwen and Barra5, to manipulate 
the playback speed of the turbine . However, I later decided to create a 
system that would generate random geographic coordinates every 10-15 
seconds, ensuring that the piece had audible variation and, indeed, its 
own autonomy. 

With the selection of coordinates now automated, the piece acquired its 
own agency, becoming a metabolic machine composed by recombinant 
windspeeds, generating its own aleatory rhythm. (I must confess that 
I did make one or two later adjustments to the Max patch, with the 
inclusion of a pitch shifting object to partially harmonize the transition 
between windspeeds and the addition of some slight reverb). To an 
experienced Max user, the patch must look extremely messy and 
inefficient, but I found the programme difficult to get to grips with 
within a limited timeframe, thus I had to settle for whatever I could 
build that would actually work. A roughly 30-minute recording here can 
be accessed in the footnotes6

Upon ear-hearing the autonomous sound piece, or sonic assemblage, 
or whatever I might fancy to call it next, I started to recall Berardi’s 
theorization of the ‘internal machine’ of the contemporary time 
segment, as that which superseded the external machine of the 20th 
5 https://soundcloud.com/user-379412353/storm-barra?utm_source=clipboard&utm_medi-
um=text&utm_campaign=social_sharing, https://soundcloud.com/user-379412353/storm-ar-
wen?utm_source=clipboard&utm_medium=text&utm_campaign=social_sharing
6 https://soundcloud.com/user-379412353/wind-turbine-assem-
blage-max?utm_source=clipboard&utm_medium=text&utm_cam-
paign=social_sharing
 

century – the century that, in Berardi’s words, “trusted in the future”7. 
It occurred to me that sound might be the most appropriate medium 
by which to explore this machine, whose regime of abstraction oversees 
the evaporation of the flesh. However, employing sound to explore 
Berardi’s internal machine carries a definite tension: both penetrate 
the organism, yet sound is, and indeed amplifies, sensation, whereas 
the latter suppresses it. One materializes; the other denegates noise and 
bodily interruption. However, I wanted to create a material support 
for the sound to perform this contradictory state between amortal 
abstractedness and concreteness through the interaction of sound and 
material. 

7 Franco ‘Bifo’ Berardi, ‘After The Future’ (AK Press, 2011) pg.15



Material Support

Initially, after discussing my desire to build a material structure that 
would interact with or support the sound, I was encouraged to develop 
something directly related to the wind. The obvious thing to reach for 
was the windsock – a textile tube mounted to a pole used to indicate 
wind direction and speed, commonly found on airport runways and 
helipads. Indeed, at first, the windsock had great appeal: it signified the 
wind better than I could with words, and it seemed like an easy enough 
structure to construct. I wanted to have the pole and the surrounding 
structure propping the windsock up look mildewed and ailing, as 
though it was struggling to support what would’ve been a decrepit, 
eroded windsock. I sought to use materials that only obliquely spoke 
of decay – not quite rusted or completely patinated – through their 
belonging to a crepuscular landscape invented for the windsock. The 
windsock was to mirror my own impotence and act as a banner that 
would herald my immanent dotage. Thus my plan was to mount an 
Arduino ‘blower’ inside the windsock frame to inflate the windsock to 
a point where it would only ever hang limp, flaccid, failing to become 
fully tumescent. I would use the windspeed data in my Max Patch to 
determine the strength of the blower’s flurries, and the varying strengths 
would make the decrepit windsock nod limply like an old chap in a 
weak, artificial wind. 
 
However, this initial idea did present some difficulties and questions, 
namely I felt like the windsock structure would lack any meaningful 
interaction with the max patch, existing as a mere adjunct of the 
windsock structure, with the sound shoehorned in. I wanted to build 
something that would be mutually responsive and mutually shaping; 
something where the intensive properties of the sound would collide 
with the extensivity of the material structure, reshaping and affecting 
each other in turn. As such, I returned to the situation of the wind 
turbine for inspiration. 



I felt that the idea of something in vitro – referencing the lab connected 
to the turbine – could provide a model for building a material support 
for the sound piece. What’s more, in vitro systems seemed like a good 
analogue for the ‘corpse of abstraction’8  entangled with Berardi’s 
‘semiocapitalist’  ‘Internal Machine’9, wherein a glass barrier exists 
between subject and noisy flesh. This movement between reduced, 
smooth abstraction and sharp materiality was something I wanted to 
render visible in the material support. The physical structure would 
shift between the languid and the polished, between construction and 
deconstruction, using a mixture of found materials and intentionally 
sourced things – latex tubing, heat shrinking cable wrap, glass, etc.– to 
suggest that this in vitro ‘body’ was simultaneously losing and regaining 
its material presence, recalling both the fugacity of the wind and 
becoming. The structure, with speakers mounted to play the live Max 
patch, would also amplify the sound using megaphones and horns, while 
contact mics and microphones would pull the cracks and banging of 
the supports (effected by Arduino motors trigged by operations within 
the same Max patch) into the sonic assemblage. Thus the sound and 
the structure together would elide in a broken symphony caught in a 
simultaneous becoming and disappearance. 

[Cut to] Mandible crack: I’ve noticed my body regaining its textures 
through noisy entropy. This once sophisticated machine, silent and 
unnoticeable, is increasingly subject to incursions from the material 
abyss that fixes my grey flesh to my thinning bones. The glass that 
once separated me from my organs is becoming brittle, fractured, and 
I struggle to disappear into long chains of unbroken exchange with 
equally furtive bodies. 

Looking for inspiration, I turned to Phillip Sollmann and Konrad 
Sprenger’s ‘Modular Organ System’, a sound installation built in 2017 
and recently redeployed by various musicians for this year’s CTM 
festival10 . The collaborative piece, devised by numerous artists and 
8 Natasha Lushetich, ‘The Aesthetics of Necropolitics’ (Rowman & Littlefield International Ltd., 
2018)  pg.79. 
9 Berardi’s term for the imbrication of capitalist production and the production of signs. 
10 https://vimeo.com/653042483

In-vitro liver/ kidney perfusion system

o2 control cabinet 



technical experts, is an unconventional organ built using a combination 
of traditional and unconventional materials and designed to be 
assembled and disassembled according to the spatial parameters of 
different locations. The heterogeneous instrument, with distinct sections 
dedicated to amplification, modulation etc… can extend across vast 
spaces and generate huge, sonorous tones. Indeed, the distributedness 
of the M.O.S was something I wanted to inform the arrangement of 
my in vitro system, except on a smaller scale. But, sadly, emulating 
the technical complexity of the M.O.S would be foreclosed by a lack 
of technical understanding of pneumatic technologies and systems. 
However, I planned to use materials that might suggest the circulation 
of wind or fluid through the structure, and use materials that would 
resonate with the sound, carrying it along its surface. 
 
Sarah Sze’s ‘Triple Point’ would act as a model for the ontological 
status of my own in vitro system. The work “teeters”, in Sze’s words, 
between various states and scales – between the molecular and the 
macro, between constructed and deconstructed – revealing a location 
underscored by the title itself, Triple Point – a state where the three 
conditions of substance coexist simultaneously, as gas, solid, and liquid11. 
The in vitro system would occupy a similarly equivocal ontological 
ground – hovering between the concrete and the abstract – through 
combinations of failing, exhausted components colliding with discreet 
parts in a clumsy ballet of making and unmaking. A situation redoubled 
by the sound, in which the transcendental non-diagetic sound of the 
live wind turbine becomes entangled with the diagetic immanence of 
the space and material assemblage; the latter pulling the creaking of 
the supports and the awkward chatter of observers into the Max patch 
through contact mics and a concealed omnidirectional microphone. 
This ecology12 of sound, material and bodies, will attempt to sustain a 
material becoming through dysfunction: the becoming evinced by the 
inability to tell if the assemblage is being constructed or deconstructed; 
the materiality evoked by the precarity of the structure. 

11 Hal Foster, ‘What Comes After Farce’ (Verso, 2020) pg.140
12 I use the term ecology here to suggest something unstable that resists ‘functioning’ in a 
conventional sense, and something to be listened to, following Jean François Lyotard in his short 
essay ‘Oikos’. Jean François Lyotard, ‘Political Writings’ (UCL Press, 1993) pg. 99-102

‘Modular Organ System’, Phillip Sollmann and Konrad Spenger 
(19-30 January 2022)

Sarah Sze, Triple Point (Pendulum), 2013



Indeed, the work of Ed Atkins, an artist renowned for creating 
staggeringly detailed, hyperreal CGI works, shaped my interest in the 
rematerialization of bodies and things, through visual and sonic noise. 
The notion of ‘corpsing’ is repurposed by Atkins and carefully applied 
to technical media: when a technology ‘corpses’, when a glitch occurs, 
or an unbroken process suddenly breaks, its concealed materiality is 
suddenly disclosed. Such ruptures, often contrived by Atkins in his 
own work, deprives technology of its wish to disappear – a shift that 
paradoxically recovers the lost ‘real’ buried by technology, namely loss 
itself. Discussing Atkins 2018 lecture ‘Lossless’ in relation to his latest 
work ‘The Worm’ (2021), Hal Foster writes: 

“digital media, even more than analog media, aim to disappear; “technology constantly 
seeks to be lost.” The magic of technology wants not simply to cover up our existential 
lack—this is what makes it the ultimate fetish—but to distract us from its inevitable 
failure. Its myth of losslessness serves “ideological ends,” among them our fantasies 
of “coherency,” “holism,” even “immortality.” However, it never quite succeeds: Loss 
is felt nonetheless, and because this loss cannot be acknowledged, our relationship to 
technology is rendered “neurotic,” marked by “aimless melancholy or shame.” 13 

I recently attended Atkins’ first theatre piece in Copenhagen where, 
together with co-writer Steve Zultanski, the artist devises a series of 
awkward interactions and conversations between three friends in 
an Apartment to explore the awkwardness of bodies and intimacy. 
This awkwardness is furthered by the mic’d stage, which amplifies the 
cracking of the boards and the actors’ movements. The solo performance 
in the final part of the play, in which the male actor repeatedly forgets 
and then recovers his body, is exactly what I want the in vitro system to 
mirror through its occupation of contradictory states and combinations 
of furtive and tense materials. The woodenness of each character’s 
interactions and the penetrative noise of the stage goes beyond mere 
estrangement: they parasitize the discomfort and poverty of the 
audiences’ own bodies, at once turning it into the play’s diagesis and 
precluding immersion in the performance. Thus the piece makes the 
13 Hal Foster, ‘Close up: your loss’, Artforum, October 2021, < https://www.art-
forum.com/print/202108/hal-foster-on-ed-atkins-s-the-worm-2021-86704>

Ed Atkins and Steve Zultanski, ‘Sorcerer’, 2022, Revolver Theatre Copenhagen. 

viewers themselves ‘corpse’, or draws attention to the corpses in the 
audience. 
[Mandible cracks again, this time something is stuck there] Looking 
at the apartment on stage, I recalled my own homelessness at present. 
The home I had known 4 months ago was gone, and it would only 
ever return soused with melancholy. When the play finished I floated 
through the Danish streets until I arrived back at the hostel I was staying 
in, which offered an indoor camping experience. I climbed into bed 
and became led. The corpsing from the play wouldn’t stop. I awoke a 
few hours later, soaked and hunched over on my knees, shivering. I had 
pissed the bed. 



I sought to derive the anatomy of the in vitro organ system from the
map included in the original planning proposal document for the wind
turbine. The following intensive formations contain the embryonic ma-
terial for the in vitro system prior to the shift from the virtual, vibratory 
phase to the actual.

Intensive Formations

                                                     See Below 



Glass chamber

Glass chamber

Intensive Formation #1



Intensive Formation #2

Glass chamber

Glass chamber



Glass chamber

Glass chamber

Intensive Formation #3



Rough Sketch

Note: as the structure of the in-vitro system 
would’ve been largely improvised, with some 
deliberately sourced or built components (i.e. 
the glass chambers), this sketch is very vague 
and speculative. 

Rough Sketch


