A Few Notes on Dust

“… The aesthetic value of the ruin combines the disharmony, the eternal becoming of the soul struggling against itself, with the satisfaction of form, the firm limitedness of the work of art. For this reason, the metaphysical-aesthetic charm of the ruin disappears when not enough aesthetic charm of it let us feel the upward-leading tendency.”

From Georg Simmel’s The Ruin (Die Ruine: Ein Aesthetischer Versuch), transl. by David Kettler, in Essays on Sociology, Philosophy and Aestetics (New York: Harper and Row, 1965) p. 264
There used to be an artwork here. Douglas Gordon made a work in 1990 – a mural painted on the interior north and east wall of the abandoned Glasgow Green Railway Station. A gesture was made to paint the walls white and to have a series of cryptic dates painted in black on top: 1787-1812-1820-1916-1922-1932. This series of numbers existed here without further explanation, no precise context. Nothing it seems was included in this artwork apart from a series of numbers and on the adjacent wall a word ’mute’ followed by a comma.
In architectural ruins, an artwork was made that functioned itself as a code, a cipher from which memories should follow. ‘Mute,’ was an artwork that almost each and every student of The Glasgow School of Art should really visit sometime between the first and final year and experience for himself. ‘Mute,’ thus became the destination of a pilgrimage to be made to a ruin with dual identities that functioned as an analogon of two separate and intertwined histories. The history of Glasgow and the history of the art in Glasgow somehow were present if one was bold enough to lift the barrier and go to the abandoned building of the Glasgow Green Railway Station. Seven years ago, I was lucky enough to be invited on such a pilgrimage by a friend and colleague. I was promised to see one of Douglas Gordon’s artworks. I still remember the fading blue light and the numbers on the wall. It seems that at that time I did not notice the comma that followed the word ‘mute’. 
In March 2012 I found out that ‘mute,’ was destroyed and had to go one more time to Glasgow Green, for a similar pilgrimage, but with a different purpose. Whereas before I wanted to see what was there, this time around I wanted to see what has remained. The tension between these two different opportunities, that-which-is and that-which-has-been is a well documented tension in photography, and one that defines the nature, the particularities and the inadequacies of the medium. Standing on top of the rubble that follows the demolition, there was nothing there to suggest history. There was nothing there to suggest presence. There was no indication of the remains of the tension between the past and the present that one can expect from a ruin and which justifies the making of pictures. This new ruin attests to nothing. Contrary to other ruins in history no structure remained. There was nothing that memory could adhere to, nothing to grab a hold of. The demolition was complete. The deed was done, and the dust, as they say, has settled. 

Standing there, a series of pictures was made that lack description, and whose subject matter is as oblique and cryptic as the string of numbers that once stood there. These pictures attempt to speak of the aftermath of erasure, and as the pictures in themselves are mute, they fail to that account. The photographic surface does not speak of dust. It only shows what happens to dust after it has settled. Dust settles like dust.
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