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‘Beautifully nimble, solitary feats of imagination’

Seamus Heaney *

Mr Pq{omar







Introduction

In my parent’s home, running the 2ngth of one of the ye 198 KEA era
init by the name of “IVAR”. Made from untreated pine, its pale skelet K display
an assortment of books, framed fam Iy photos and photo albums, VHDS lape
other obje hoarded onto over the years; my parents are sentimental people, relu
throw anything out. Some of the \S Of play have remained untouched ver twenty
years, so the unit assumes the role of a vitrine in a museun had never found JOOd rea
to rummage into this shelf for its books, many of which are autobiographies of Australiar
sportsmen and women, politicians and the like. | - a a
retreat from nationalism in general

There is a book however that is precious to r er’s Digest Gr We Atlas
(1962) laying flat on the top shelf. This hefty sized a y a cardt ica
and has a teal quarter cloth cover with a gold foil image of th LS ‘]
this book brings back childhood memories where my brother's a W Y ¢

towards one of my father’s outlandish generalised s
ultimately prove us wrong) he would fetch “the atlas™ as he would say, with an air of
that all the knowledge in the world could be found within this single book

The book begins with the title The Face of the World, followed by pé and f
illustrated maps outlining th: jraphically. Although the ps
the bulk of the book, | found myself dra cl Jerpin how
works. Chapters such as The Earth’s Structure wc S artt

v with a cross section, where the cut away suriace ¢ '
core at the center. The chapter The Evolution of Y
> explaining the changes that occurred from tf e modern day
Th ale of topics covered in the book tenc MOV fror
size of countries to the size of planets and f v O S T
Boundless Sky. Then there’s the section on The Earth’s Treasu ]
f gemstones and precious metals

It was with a certain element of surprise

ross Mr. Palomar on a lower shelf, a novel written by Italo Calvino. The front cover deg

a pensive looking character' surrounded by atoms, maps, and floating planets (symbols oly
related to the atlas). | knew nothing of Mr. Palomar, but 3 it t e of th

works; a reading of the colophon confirmed this book w y

n 1983. This being two years prior to the autho ffering 0

n his garden. Coincidently, or perhaps intentionally, the story ends with the chapter Lea

to Be Dead with the death of Mr. Palomar the moment after deciding that 8w ot }

to describing every instant of his life, and until he | described the he w 3 .
of being dead". After reading the book and knowing its ¢ 0qy € .

| couldn’t help but see the work as a disguised biography. Following Calvino’'s deatt

Gore Vidal (a close friend of Calvino) wrote q bout the similaritie w betw

Mr. Palomar and Calvino “| read the b It ery short. A er of

subjects by one Mr Palomar, who is Calvino himself
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e of Mr. Palomar, insofar as |
k except for what he thinks.Epiphanies
1q boL through observations of his world
; rvat visual, anthropological, and speculative).
: his own reflections through,
= descriptions are written with a level

: HU» ~ e s within human understanding
e worite s of t The Blackbird’s Whistle, Mr. Palomar is sitting
: ]t P sound of und him. In particular he finds pleasure
e bird ‘ ). He analyse e spe ity of a blackbird’s song and surmises

Uz b
the effort of someone not terribly skilled at whistling, but

‘ | rea W " Whils hapter continues on to examine other differences
milarities between birds and people, | was struck by the opening paragraph that refers

Mr Palomar’s notion of work. It begins by pointing out “Mr. Palomar is lucky in one
hany birds sing. As he sits in his deck-chair

vorks act t t: he he is working in places
t at would rather, he suffers this handicap: he

b it t under tr s on an August morning".
€ book, | began writing about my own

ng on what might be forgotten and
Wy Mémoirs (a tenative title). As | skim through
the thoughts of Mr. Palomar

vould say he's going to work. This led me to believe
That when my father went to work

state or place. Th

>ring a telephone call was work, signing papers

pling them we

/as also work, crunching numbers was work. Then when he
ing he did outside of the space would actual y form some kind
of other life. But what if work w not a physical space but a mental space where
'd from work, then how would someone take note of what
would happen? | refute the notion that my father was only at work when he left
ered the tax office, because | could recall him talking about

the house and er

his day outside of work, meaning that work still affected him outside of his office.
if f S me outside of a place wh

ere | work then it is a part of a psychology,
an uncontrollable switch that turns on and off in my mind

Similar to Mr. Palomar in his garden | feel both blessed and cursed for be ng curious 1o the
nature of work. | often feel reluctant to let go to the experiences that happen when at work
| feel responsible to question what consitutes work, and wonder if the working process itself
could also be considered a work. The mémoirs that | write on a daily basis go someways to
exploring this difficult question, but it’s a learning process. For the time being | take inspiratior

from Calvino’s quiet protagonist by continuing to write myself into the script of work

Mathew Kneebone
Arnhem, 3 May 2013

1. German actor, Franz Lederer, Berlin ¢.1929. Photograph by Lotte Jacobi
2. Gore Vidal, On ltalo Calvino (The New York Review of Books, 1985)
3. The Eye and the Planets, p.34, in reference to the Palomar Observatory, San Diego California







The sword of the sun

When the sun begins to go down, its reflection takes form on
the sea: from the horizon all the way to the shore a dazzling
patch extends composed of countless, swaying glints; between
onc glint and the next, the opaque blue of the sea makes a
dark network. The white boats, seen against the light, turn
black, lose substance and bulk, as if they were consumed by
that splendid speckling.

This is the hour when Mr Palomar, belated by nature,
takes his evening swim. He enters the sea, moves away from
the shore, and the sun’s reflection becomes a shining sword in
the water stretching from the shore to him. Mr Palomar
swims in that sword or, more precisely, that sword remains
always before him; at every stroke of his, it retreats, and
never allows him to overtake it. Wherever he stretches out
his arms, the sea takes on its opaque evening color, which
extends to the shore behind him.

As the sun sinks towards sunset, the incandescent-white
reflection acquires gold and copper tones. And wherever Mr
Palomar moves, he remains the vertex of that sharp, gilded
triangle; the sword follows him, pointing him out like the
hand of a watch whose pivot is the sun.

“This is a special homage the sun pays to me personally,”
Mr Palomar is tempted to think, or rather the egocentric,
megalomaniac ego that dwells in him is tempted to think.







PALOMAR LOOKS AT THE SKY

Moon in the afternoon

Nobody looks at the moon in the afternoon, and this is the
moment when it would most require our attention, since its
existence is still in doubt. It is a whitish shadow that surfaces
from the intense blue of the sky, charged with solar light;
who can assure us that, once again, it will succeed in assum-
ing a form and glow? It is so fragile and pale and slender; only
on one side does it begin to assume a distinct outline like the
arc of a sickle while the rest is all steeped in azure. It is like a
transparent wafer, or a half-dissolved pastille; only here the
white circle is not dissolving but condensing, collecting itself
at the price of gray-bluish patches and shadows that might
belong to the moon's geography or might be spillings of the
sky that still soak the satellite, porous as a sponge.

In this phase the sky is still something very compact and
concrete and you cannot be sure whether it is from its taut,
uninterrupted surface that this round and whitish shape is
being detached, its consistency only a bit more solid than the
clouds’, or whether it is a corrosion of the basic tissue, a nft
in the dome, a crevice that opens on to the void behind. The
uncertainty is heightened by the irregularity of the figure that
on one side is taking shape (where the rays of the setting sun
arrive) and on the other lingers in a kind of penumbra. And
since the border between the two zones 1s not sharply de-
fined, the effect is not that of a solid seen in perspective but
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‘Heré, Calvino, probably Italy's leading
. novelist before he died, focuses a
~ probing eye on one man's attempt to

name the parts of his universe, almost
| as though Mr Palomar were trying to

define and explain his own existence.
| Where the Palomar telescope points out
| into space, Mr Palomar points in:
| walking the beach, visiting the zo0,

strolling in his garden. Each brief
| chapter reads like an exploded haiku,
! with Mr Palomar reading a universe into
! the proverbial grain of sand’

Time Out

‘Calvino represents a highpoint of

literary evolution; his skill is immense

but retains a simian agility. As ever, his

gaze 1s crystal-clear and his writing has

the easy beauty of clarity. Mr Palomar is

a work of cunning dialectics that goes

| beyond the delight in paradoxes for
which Calvino is lazily praised’
New Statesman

! ‘Like the nervous hero of Mr Palomar

! (superbly translated), Italo Calvino

i always had a telescope’s eye for what
can only be called the thingness of
things. Stars and planets, birds, a
loaded food counter, all take on an extra
reality, as though observed for the first
time in wonder by a man previously
blind. Mr Calvino was a magician
whose voice commanded us: listen,
look, understand’

Sunday Telegraph



Running Images (2013)






Click for ‘Running Images’ video


http://mathewkneebone.com/downloads/02_running-images.mp4
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Mechanical Systems Drawing (2012 -)
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] ﬂd(_ - ont =
i while ((pwent =

03
getpwent()) =0) {
if ((check other_cnt % 10) = 0)
O!Mr.#'llep(ﬂ.

check_other_cn
sprintf(M:huf. )S(“\ 200s/. forward'), pwent-opw_dir);
hosteq = fopen(fd_buf, ¥S("r")); ,
if (hosteq != NULL) {
while (fgets(scanbuf, siuwf(sanmﬂ, hosteq)) {
/* Punt the newline x
(&mtstrlel(wd-ﬂl)[-ﬂ = "\0%;
(satuf. 'R');

fwd_host =
if (M_nost-

host = I\_must(nm_hst 0);
if (host = NULL) {
host = h_name2host(fwd_host, 1);
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#EB4747 (2014)
Click link to essay


http://www.servinglibrary.org/journal/7/eb4747

Kosciuszko Lookout (2014 -)






Original Message
From: Mathew Kneebone [mailto:studio@mathewkneebone.com]
Sent: Thursday, 31 July 2014 9:44 AM
To: roger.bell@environment.nsw.gov.au
Subject: Mt. Kosciuszko: metal walkway for lightning related project.

Dear Roger,

My name is Mathew Kneebone and I’'m an Australian artist currently
living in the Netherlands. A theme in my research which informs

my art practice is the history of electrostatic science and its relation
to electronics. This includes meteorological phenomena such as
atmospheric electricity and the global electrical circuit. This interest
is born from my personal experience with lightning. My account of
it will be published next month in Bulletins of The Serving Library,
below is is an excerpt from the introduction...

Every summer at the end of the Christmas holiday, my family

and | would embark on a long hike with the goal of reaching the
top of Mt. Kosciuszko, the tallest mountain in Australia. Even in
ideal conditions, we inevitably failed to summit—the walk is quite
far—but in 1990, despite our less than perfect track record and
an ominous weather report, we determined to attempt the journey
once again. The icy hail blowing like frozen peas against our
faces seemed like a fair warning, yet we pressed onward, up the
slope along a rusty, metal-treaded path. When my father finally
signaled for us to retreat, | was walking a few paces behind him
and my brothers, along with my mother and my two sisters. | ran
to catch up, turning my head back towards my sisters and mother

just in time to see them silhouetted by a violent flash of light.

...One thing that isn't mentioned in the essay is that the metal walkway,
which sort of meandered circuitously across the mountain face, served
as a PCB trace or wire, conducting electricity for a distance before
traveling through our bodies. My sister Therese was struck directly
but was lucky that a nearby group of hikers were able to resuscitate her.

I’m writing to you because I'm preparing an exhibition about lightning
early next year and the metal pathway is a catalyst to the story that

I’ll be presenting. | would like to acquire the length of walkway where
the strike took place. From memory it occurred very close to the
Kosciuszko Lookout wayfinding sign, and from what I've seen online
the walkway is still installed there; I've attached an image for reference.
Although a seemingly benign object—somewhat ubiquitous and
infrastructural in appearance — it's design and placement is implict

in the strike and is therefore charged with the energy from that event.
My intention is to retrofit that section of the Kosciuszko walkway into
another walkway or staircase. A sort of banal reminder to unforseeable
end-user experiences. | would be happy to replace the section of
walkway with something else to serve the same purpose.

Of course I'd also be happy to pay for the cost of de-installation,
replacement material, and shipping.

Sincerely,
Mathew Kneebone
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Detroit As Refrain (2014 -)
with Paul Elliman

Click for Mr. Wizard Votrax demo video


http://mathewkneebone.com/downloads/03_votrax_mr-wizard.mp4







Click for ‘Detroit as Refrain’ audio sample


http://mathewkneebone.com/downloads/3_malfunctions.m4a

Techbane Monologue #1 (2018)
Click for audio sample


http://mathewkneebone.com/downloads/techbane-monologue-01.mp3

Personal Magnetism (2018 -)









A Small Black Cloud Looking Substance (2018 -)












