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[…] raiseth your thoughts unto old things, and 

consideration of times before you, when even 

living men were Antiquities; when the living might 

exceed the dead, and to depart this world, could 

not be properly said, to go unto the greater 

number.
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And not now, anyway. Because there wouldn’t be 

any room now, for them to go to, wherever that 

is, if it is. It would be full already. Glutted like a 

theatre or an opera house, if what you expect to 

find is forgetting, diversion, entertainment; like a 

bed already too full if what you want to find is a 

chance to lie still and sleep and sleep and sleep.
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nostalgia > a sentimental longing or wistful 

affection for a period in the past. 

something done or presented in order to evoke 

the past. 

- ORIGIN late 18th cent. (in the sense ‘acute 

homesickness’): modern Latin (translating German 

Heimweh ‘homesickness’) from the Greek nostos 
‘return home’ + algos ‘pain’3  

  



nostalgia, n. 
  
1. acute longing for familiar surroundings, 
esp. regarded as a medical condition; 
homesickness.  

2. sentimental longing for […] a period of 
the past, esp. one in an individual's own 
lifetime.4 

 
 

  



nostos, n.  
  
A homecoming or homeward journey as a 
literary subject; spec. the return of Odysseus 
[…] in the Odyssey. Also (in extended use): 
the conclusion of a literary work.5 

 

  

 

 



Longing, wistful, affection. These are tender 
words. I miss you. I miss the feel of you.  
 



  



The corridor looks long, although I know that it 
is not. The floor is made from polished wooden 
floorboards and reflects the afternoon light. The 
corridor channels the breeze that picks up off 
the river at two o’clock, so regular ‘you could 
set your watch by it’. At one end of the corridor 
is a pink lattice door. The green of the trees in 
the courtyard, fills its tiny squares. At the other 
end of the corridor, the French doors, which are 
difficult to close because the dog repeatedly 
pushes them open with her fat black body, are 
open.  
 
 
 
  



When do our dreams return home? It seems, of 
late, every night.  



You can’t use these motifs without using After 
Effects, otherwise it’s just nostalgia. 
 
Is it an analogue thing? That would explain the 
use of film; the degrees of on and off; because 
it’s not so sure of itself anymore, because it’s 
been around too long, living in cheap grey 
rooms on mezzanine levels.  



Evoke. Invoke? Raise from the dead. Ghosts and 
guardian angels - this is the company you keep. 
She’s not gone. She lives on in you. God forbid. 
She lives in the sound that I make when I clear 
my throat. Over the years, she appears, more 
frequently in mirrors.  
  



I want to do a sentimental show. As a type of 
masochism. It’s the most humiliating thing I can 
think of.  
 
  



- ORIGIN late 18
th

 cent.  

 
Is it a gothic phenomenon?  
A product of industrialization?  

 

  



The familiar. The familial? A need to be held 
and lulled back to sleep.  
  



What are the roots that clutch, what  

       branches grow 

Out of this stony rubbish?
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It is a myth.  
The roots of a tree do not mirror the shape of its 
branches.  
 
  



I miss you so much it hurts. I am homesick - to the 
pit of my stomach.  
 
I miss... Something is missing. It is both absent and 
present. It is gone. But it is. It exists in me.  
  



To the Gnostics, the entrapment of the divine 

spark of light within dark matter accounts for the 

human condition of alienation and the 

accompanying feeling of dread and homesickness 

in the world in which we exist as strangers in 

exile.
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Is it a kind of grief? A lamentation? A requiem? 
This retrospective thinking - its pathological. 
You didn’t want it when you had it and now 
that it’s gone and you can’t go back, it haunts 
you every night. You have to keep moving. 
Forward thinking. Progress, Newness - Change. 
To be more than what you are or were. To 
evolve and adapt. What was that, that he said, 
about the plant? About thriving? About 
growing?  
 

  



I grow old ... I grow old ….
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In the spring of 1987 I got a letter. Now, for 

the young people, a letter was before… you 

don’t have letters now, you send signals, 

don’t you? Visible signals through space, the 

internet and: ‘what’s that?’-  it doesn’t exist. 

But a letter was an actual physical thing, 

wasn’t it? That existed? In the 80s, and back 

then, there were loads of these things that 

existed, weren’t there? Do you remember? 

Older people do you remember things? 

Actual things? And you could touch them 

couldn’t you? Do you remember? The 

physical world I’m talking about. You 

remember? Older people?  All the different 

things? There were loads of things, weren’t 

there? There was letters and uh… you 

know… a stick and there was… clay? There 

was loads of stuff and it was all real and it all 

existed, yeah? Not like now. It was the 

physical world. That’s what I’m talking about. 

Matter. Yeah? The older people remember 

it. The world of matter. The world of actual 

things.
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I don’t care anymore. It’s like ‘Romantic’. Once 
these words get said it’s Game Over. The End. 
Why? The fact that they keep coming up, means 
that they have currency - it means that they 
exist.   
  



I saw how the Gnostic ideal of this world had 

little by little penetrated the Greek language, born 

of beauty though it was, and had risen to the 

notion of a cosmos. 

I understood this even better in that my nostalgia 

itself constituted, in the blackest moments, a 

refusal of the world, even if nothing, as I have 

said before, touches me more than the words and 

accents of this earth.
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