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Trail

     

‘the continuous narrative of existence is a lie..//.. 
there are lit-up moments, and the rest is dark’.

I’m here, at the end of the process. I’m seeing things differently now. 
To go down all those seemingly linear roads of narrativity.
The complexity it gave my process, 
made it possible to now reflect over it in new ways. 

The artwork is my work. The labour is my artwork. The art(work) is 
my labour. It is how I work, that I work, how others work and their 
approach in their professional role towards me and my project. 
This is my method. 
Take a story and unfold it. Into different directions.
 
It is a portrait, perhaps of time and place more than anything else.
It is a fictional translation of reality. 
It is fiction that ends in reality.
It is about how I see the world and how I choose to portrait it. 
In this work I am revealing my methods, 
You are welcome in behind the stage. 
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“I had no idea where I would look, or what it was I was looking for, 
but I know that all important journeys begin that way”

I:
I guess the story begines here. With the things she told me.

M:
It was raining like hell, and there was this little hill we had to cross. 
There was a man with a huge contrabass and I had to help him 
carrying it over this hill. It was muddy and slippery. 
There were hundreds of people just walking over this hill. On the 
other side there were busses waiting and we would drive like two 
hours to Budapest instead of 30 min with the train. We arrived in 
Budapest around 3 in the morning. I was wet and muddy and lost. 

And there was my fault, what I did. Because I missed my night train. 
I thought now I can go to the ticket office of the Hungarian railway 
and say, -Excuse me my reservation for the night train, I lost it 
because your train was delayed. Can I instead have a new one for free. 
I don’t know where this greed came from.  
There was the fault, I knew it after a minute. 
Because the eyes of the guy in the ticket office. I decided for the more 
risky thing.  I couldn’t really choose, I just had to chose the more 
risky one just to see what would happen. 
Then he took it, and how he opened it and closed it. The way he 
looked at it, he just said - a moment. And he took the ticket to a back 
office. Then I was thinking, shit, they got me. 
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LONLEY:
The story begins with a small town in south England. 
That someone at some point in time had humor enough to
perpetuate in the creation of a fake interRail ticket.
There is only one Ropley, or actually there is three but they are all the 
same

WIKI:
In Ropley there is an old steam railway station, it was used to 
transport watercress from south England to London.
The Watercress Line dates back to 1862. 
Gangs of Irish labours or “navigators” worked on the cuttings and 
banks for four years. The Line opened at the 2nd of october 1865 
and one of it’s stations was Ropley. During the First World War the 
line was used to conveying military equipment to the southern parts. 
Ropley was the first station on the long haul “over the alps” as it was 
said locally. Ropley station was staffed by a station master, booking 
clerk, two signalmen and two or three porters. The line became a part 
of the southern Railway in 1923 and it’s decline started around 1930 
with the spreads of motor vehicles. The passing loops where taken 
out at Ropley. And the serves became a rural branch line.
During the Second World War it was again in use, and Ropley 
reverberated by the sound of ammunition and troop trains. Ropley 
never got bombed. After the war the slow declined continued. In 
1957 the station master in Ropley disappeared and 1963 it was 
completely unstaffed. The closure of the line was noticed in 1968. 
Following a number of events and protests the last train ran on 4th 
february 1973. 

LONELY:
It looked more or less the same as it does today. It gained a high 
reputation for it’s attractive greenery and especially it’s topiary. 
The man who had for 35 years been responsible for the topiary of 
the old trees was now replaced to a guard-conductor, collecting fares 
between Alresford and Alton. 
There is no ticket office in Ropley, only an old train wagon with traces 
that gossip about that it once served as a ticket office.
Over the tracks there is a crossing bridge that was used in the first 
Harry Potter movie Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone. The 
scene were Harry for the first time takes the train to Hogwarts and 
have to run into a wall at the station to get to the right platform, the 9 
3/4. The bridge was before a part of the train station at Kings cross in 
London but they didn’t want it anymore so it was donated to Ropley 
for it’s one and only purpose, to be preserved.

source of facts
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The station itself is very hidden from the main road passing through 
Ropley. A man in the machine hall that smelled of paint talked about 
the special things about Ropley, he went on about the railway
and maintenance, mostly insurance issues and so on. 
One would think you would find something extraordinary. But there 
isn’t even a postcard or a map over Ropley to bring with you.

I:
I stole a “southern railway green” painted piece of metal from the 
steam-railway station. To bring home as a proof of existence, that this 
station actually is.

M:
I made up the story really fast, I remembered the person who gave 
me the file had told me to say I bought it in a travel agency in 
England. So thats what I said. I came hitchhiking to Berlin and from 
Berlin I took the train. I just made a quick story.
The ticket guy was walking around in his office and I was pretending 
to just wait and wonder what he was doing, why it took so long. 
Then I heard the door behind me opens and I knew. They came one 
on each side, two policemen. They guy in the ticket office told me, 
-Your ticket is a falsification. 
I was just asking, - How do you mean a falsification? He said, this is 
a false ticket, I called the InterRail company and this serial number 
doesn’t exist.  So you have to go with the police now.

I:
When I first noticed Ropley on the fake InterRail ticket I didn’t think 
to much about it. But after other stories unfold I thought it must have 
a purpose. So where do you start to look when you have a name of 
what you presumably think is a place. Maps. Internet. I typed in 
Ropley and the arrow falls down somewhere in the south of England. 
I zoomed and the arrow showed me a location just next to a dead-end 
street in something that in can’t be anything else than remote 
countryside. It was like every sign of getting closer to an 
understanding seamed to evaporate the closer I got to actually 
realize how all these things were linked. The absence and gaps from 
the answers fills up with new questions and leads. There is a great 
need to have sharpened attention, everything could be of great 
importance. Everything could be created to have great importance.
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LONELY:
To get to Ropley you need to take a train from London Victoria to 
Alton. That is as far as it goes. When looking for something that is so 
closely connected to trains and this is as far as you get with the train, 
one could easily get confused. 
Alton is a very small place, outside the trainstation there is a street 
cafe that looks more like a suburb cafe. Across the streets there is a 
line of houses that are all painted in nice different pastel colors, even 
though the color is fading the houses lights up the grey atmosphere.  
The ticket office in Alton is closed. A man passes, he works there, 
but its not clear with what. He makes a call and gets a time table. He 
figures out how and where to get the bus to Ropley.

I:
In Ropley. The friendly bus-driver who couldn’t understand at all 
why I wanted to go here puts me of at the “bus-station” in Ropley. 
It’s a typical country road and on the other side of the road there is a 
pub. There is no signed crossing to get over the road and the traffic 
on the road is quite busy. The other side of the street, the pub shines 
with it’s abandonment. The color on the facade has flaked off and the 
sign “sorry we are closed” is hanging on the inside of the door. Next 
to the house there is an old English telephone both. It looks like it 
has not been in use for a long time. And there on the facade is a map. 
This map is showing the area around Ropley. It is hand-painted and 
framed with a wooden frame. There is an arrow that points on a 
specific place that looks unspecific, together with the text 
“ You are here”. A ordinate text for a map. But still, I look around and 
I can’t believe I’m anywhere.

M:
At the police station I was taken into a small waiting room. Except 
from me there were two children without shoes that had been 
taken for stealing something. We had to wait there together and then 
they took me into a small interrogation room without windows, the 
setting was like a typical crime movie style with a table and a lamp 
hanging over it. There was a translator and an old commissar with a 
shark-like face. Pale like he hadn’t seen the light of day in years. They 
wanted me to prove my story with help from internet and google 
maps but as a miracle internet didn’t work. There came more cops 
and they were all fighting in Hungarian over the internet issue. In the 
end they just asked me to draw the map of where I got the ticket and 
the logo of the travel agency by hand. This was probably what saved 
me.

someones past experience
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“We are told not to privilege one story above another. All the stories must be told. 
Well, maybe that’s true, maybe all stories are worth hearing, but not all stories are 
worth telling.”  

I:
Another story starts in a rainy Stockholm, Sweden. Frustrated days 
and endless searching for a travel agency, which a lot of things seams 
to be spinning around. Like an invisible planet that has taken the 
position of the sun. Sun Travel. 
I had for some time been picture-goggling Sun Travel and had found 
a surprisingly big amount of travel agencies all around the world with 
the same name. But yet no one close to Big Ben in London, were she 
said it would be. Days and weeks of feeling stuck in a story that takes 
me nowhere. A journey with a constant train-delay were you not only 
miss your connections but were it even seams like you are trapped in 
a everlasting train strike. Then it popped up on my screen next to 
hundreds of logos of travel agencies, Sun Travel. It was a simple logo 
but nevertheless, a perfect match. 

M:
I was lucky. I left my luggage in the youth hostel. If I would have had 
my luggage with me, which was then my laptop with the file. I would 
have been fucked. This was what I was thinking in the morning 
before I went to the station, I leave my bag. I was afraid that they 
would have asked, where is your hostel, can we see you luggage.
I couldn’t think of erasing the file, it was to valuable. 

LONELY:
The webpage of Sun Travel and it’s bright grey screen tells you; 
“ Coming soon… “ “Sun Travel, Your holiday begines here. “ 
Coming soon? What is coming soon? You click around on the screen 
like a rabid researcher convinced of finding a way deeper into it, an 
opening that leads you further on your journey. A button that would 
kick-start the train. With mixed feelings about the new found 
treasure you have to give up. 
 
I: 
At the train station in Croydon there is a small automat. It’s purple 
and contains maps over the town. The maps in the automat costs a 
pound and after digging out a pound from my pocket I put it in the 
automat where the map immediately gets stuck. I need something 
sharp, like a knife or a pen. I can’t remember who gave me the pen. 
Was it the nice telephone salesman or the trainstation guard who had 
just minutes before stopped me while I was filming the ticketoffice 
and the person who’s slowly pressing the code on the door to open it, 
which appeared to be illegal to film. The guard had been in Sweden 
some years earlier, shooting some kind of film he told me.
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Maybe he was the one who gave me the pen. 
The pen was used to get the map out of a small notch were it had got 
stuck. It came out only with a small scratch in the middle of the map.
This map over Croydon surprisingly reminded of a play 
carpet, you know the ones that kids play with cars on. It was drawn 
in a comic way, now Croydon still looked small but way bigger then 
the real experience. The part that kept me intriguing was that even 
though Sun Travel was just 50 meters from the train station, it was 
just outside the map. 
Absent.

LONELY:
London Road passes just outside the train station in Croydon. A 
town in south London with around 52 000 inhabitants which appear 
to be smaller. Fifty meters down this road lies Sun Travel.
It is an easy mach for the instincts to find it. But still a shock to the 
mind.  The man who apparently owns Sun Travel isn’t there that 
day. And when he’s there he is just standing around a bit. Inside Sun 
Travel there is no office from a travel agency. There is no pictures of 
Turkey or Greece, no computer and no waiting chairs. 
This Sun Travel consists of almost every thing you need but a ticket

The sign over the shop looks quite new. It is just behind a bus stop 
and next to a pizza place. I recognize it immediately from the picture 
I’ve seen on the internet. Sun Travel, with the half sun over the S and 
its bright clear blue sky. Here in Croydon it’s not clear blue sky, rather 
a quite typical british February weather, windy and raining from all 
directions.
Outside the entrance of Sun Travel there is stacks of fruit boxes. 
Bananas, apples, grapes. When I enter there is first a counter on the 
left side where one can buy phone related things, sim cards, 
mobilshells, dialingcards to reduce the fares to connect with different 
parts of the world. The phone counter is connected to the next part 
of the shop counter. There is candy in every inch of it, and opposite 
there is a shelf with drinks and snacks. Behind the counter there is 
alcohol and cigarettes, big bottles as well as the small “souvenir” bot-
tles. The guys in the shop are really friendly, I can film them while I’m 
asking questions. Is this Sun Travel? Yes Yes, but the guy is not here 
today...
I get flaky answers about that it is actually a travel agency, even 
though I can’t see a single sign of that it is a travel agency, (except the 
actual sign above the entrance.) I’m asking where the office of “the 
guy” is and the answer is that he is just standing around in the shop 
and are doing most of it at home. I’m quite happy with that answer. 
It manifests the improbability in all this: She creates a place in a lie 
which shows to actually exists but only as a form of fictional 
representation of reality. 

guide to the sceneries 



“Some people say that the best stories have no words. They weren’t brought up to 
Lighthousekeeping. It is true that words drop away, and that the important things 
are often left unsaid. The important things are learned in faces, in gestures, not in 
our locked tongues. The true things are too big or too small, or in any case is always 
the wrong size to fit in the template called language.” 

NARRATOR:
Some time before the story beguines she made plans to go visit her 
brother in Istanbul. The brother who had shortly before this date 
lost his girlfriend due to a horrible bike accident after they had been 
fighting. He had left on a journey of his own. A trip he and his 
girlfriend had long planned, driving their motorbikes to China. A 
town they found funny because in German it means pussy. And now 
the girlfriend had tragically died and he was left, driving her 
motorbike alone. She was planing to visit him somewhere along his 
route and Istanbul seamed like a good place for both of them. 
Somehow, someone she knew got hold of a photoshop file consisting 
a very developed, multilayered falsification of a British InterRail 
ticket. This someone had given her a tenuous amount of information 
of how to deal with a possible problem, such as being discovered with 
a fake ticket. The only thing they had briefly discussed was that if 
there by any chance would be the case that she would get caught she 
could maybe say that she bought it in a travel agency in London or 
something. 
This was actually how the whole story began.

M:
I was very nervous. I was imagining when I was sitting in this 
waiting room and they were bringing arrested people in all the time. 
And this was before the interrogation. I was thinking Oh god I’m 
here in this crappy cell and who would help me? I don’t know anyone 
in Budapest. 

I:
At the main station in Budapest, the woman in the ticket office does 
not look happy today. It’s not the first time I’m here asking questions, 
taking up precious time. I’m trying to hide that I’m filming, using a 
zoomrecorder instead of my normal microphone. My phone sticks up 
from my chest pocket hoping to catch an other angle of the situation 
with it’s camera lens. The woman acts like she really don’t understand 
what I want to know. And she’s right, I can’t explain very well what I 
want. But still I wont leave her alone. I want to know about InterRail 
tickets. Is there alot of people traveling with false InterRail tickets. 
No, it doesn’t seem that way. But isn’t it true that there exist a folder 
full of false InterRail tickets? I so badly want to see it, or actually I 
badly want to have it. She keeps on asking me where my ticket is and 
I have to keep trying to explain again and again that I don’t have one 
but I would really like to see one. She’s getting angry, calling in 
someone else to take over. The camera shots it self of. Carefully I 
press record again trying to keep the same angel as before, hardly not 
daring to look down at the display to check if it looks alright. 
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I really want to film na InterRail ticket, can she please show it to me. 
Just hold it up for me so I can film it. The woman goes to the back 
room of the ticket office. The same back room as She described that 
the ticket sales person had gone into, to copy her false ticket just 
minutes before she got caught by the police.
Here again, summer 2014, the woman holds up a sheet that looks like 
something that an InterRail ticket could possibly be printed on. This 
is all I get from her. The next time I visit the ticket office I will also get 
a confession that the folder of false InterRail tickets actually exist and 
a phonenumber I could call to try to convince someone else to show 
it to me.

WIKI:
“Movement is the best cure for melancholy. The heavens themselves 
run continually round, the sun riseth and sets, stars and planets keep 
their constant motions, the air is still tossed by the winds, the ebb and 
flow... to teach us that we should ever be in motion.”
The process is of movement. To search for something is not 
possible if you are just standing still.  In “anatomy of restlessness, 
Bruce Chatwin quotes another quote from “anatomy of melancholy”.

I:
The smell in a suburb of Budapest reminded me of a neighborhood 
in Zagreb I used to stay in when I went hitchhiking as an youth. The 
warm smell of concrete streets and houses combined with the 
subtle scent of the sewer. This always made me feel like I was 
exploring something for the first time, and at the same time like 
coming home. The smell was familiar and comforting. In a stone 
house with a beautiful garden, an Hungarian grandmother of the 
cutest shortest version invite me for pancakes. I went there with an 
empty stomach expecting to get dinner. Normally I never eat 
pancakes, and specially not for dinner. I’m of the opinion that 
pancakes and porridge can’t be classified as dinner. I could most 
definitely not have that discussion here. I had two just to be polite. 
She had made four pancakes each. I had to smuggle the other two out 
of sight of Grandmother. When old people grow small and showing 
an interest in your work, they are just the best. We stayed a few hours 
with the old lady and on the way home the granddaughter, who was 
also my translator, cried. Tears of longing home. Feeling connected 
and at the same time separated.

personal point of view
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 M:
At the beginning they were trying to put pressure on me. It was all 
the time a mind fuck, I was waiting 5 hours so I could all the time 
repeat the story back and forth. So I did that and I tried to remind 
myself that the attitude is the most important. I had to believe my 
own story. And I had to grow the feeling of that I got scammed from 
someone else. That I had the right to be angry. I am the victim. 

NARRATOR:
There is a similarity between the drawings she made at the 
police station, The logo and the location were the travel agency would 
be. If you turn the drawing of the square around it forms almost an 
identical sun to the one on the logo. 

M: 
The sun and the “sun” just happened, I think it´s my savior sun. 

REFLECTOR:
When She was caught and interrogated by the police in Budapest 
there were, except from the shark-like commissar and the translator, 
also a person who took notes in the room. The whole interrogation 
was first translated via the Shark, to the translator, to She. And then 
back to the translator, to the Shark and eventually typed down by the 
third person. Imagine this story, how it must have changed in shape. 
There is a barrier of language that creates a chain of small 
displacements and that in it’s own ways becomes similar to the 
childrens game Whispers, and therefore creates it’s own new story. 
Perhaps with new meaning.

She got one document from the police station, she had to sign it 
without understanding a word. She thought it’s probably some sort of 
confession that she had been there and that she promised she didn’t 
lie or something. 
The rapport would most likely now be in the hands of the Budapest 
police. On the paper she got there is a email address in the header.

someones past experience
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M: 

Email:

To the Police department Budapest.
Dear Sir/Madam
This summer I was traveling through Budapest and had the terrible 
misfortune to realize that my inter-rail ticket was not valid. I had 
long talks with the policeofficers and I had to sign alot of papers and 
documents.
It was all in hungarian and I also didn’t get all the copies.
Therefore I wonder if I can have access to this policereport and all 
the documents I signed? 
Either sent online or as paper copies.
Thanking You in advance for Your assistance. 

Best wishes M

The respond:

Tisztelt M!
2012. október 10. napján megküldött email jére hivatkozva tájékoz-
tatom, hogy az ügyben keletkezett iratokat hatóságunk az eljárás 
lefolytatása céljából a Budapesti VIII. kerületi Ügyészségen keresztül 
a Német hatóságok részére küldte meg, tekintettel arra, hogy a ren-
delkezésre
álló adatok alapján megállapítható volt, hogy a hamis okirat
felhasználására először Németországban került sor.
Kérem, a fentiek szíves tudomásul vételét.

(google translate)
Dear M!
Referring email sent to the 10th day of October 2012, to inform you 
that the case arose in our records for the purposes of the proceedings 
of the Budapest VIII. through the District Prosecutor’s Office sent to 
the German authorities, in view of the fact that the available
was established on the basis of available data, that the use of false 
documents for the first time took place in Germany.
Please, please take note of the above.

someones past experience



I:
At the police station inside the train station in Budapest, there is 
four policemen acting busy. We had been here only a day ago but 
the reception we got then was everything but nice. We were basically 
thrown out. This time it’s different. A friend of a friend who’s mothers 
cousins wife who works at the airport police. She kindly asked her 
boss who on sundays plays tennis with the boss from the train 
station police, if we could get permission to film in there. 
I remembered thinking while filming inside the station that this is 
absurd, how is it possible that we are allowed to film in here? They 
just arrested two boys with fake InterRail tickets. It was almost as the 
random chance and luck with everything was too big. 
They let me see a document which contains some kind of 
information regarding the actually crime and what I suppose was 
some form of statement. I have exactly the same document in my 
pocket, burning holes. The police officer had, with the help of 
correction-fluid conjured away the identity of the person. Left on the 
sheet was the exact same information as on the sheet I had gotten 
from She after she got caught. The identity was faded, the main 
character vanished and we were left with only the backgrounds of 
trails.

NARRATOR:
In the police chiefs office there is a billboard with holiday photos. 
Him with his family on vacation in Egypt. Visiting the pyramids. 
Taking those obligatory postcard styled pictures. The room it self is 
very empty, almost like someone had just fixed an old empty room so 
it would look like an office. There is a globe in there as well. So many 
things that draws ones thoughts to traveling. The freedom it brings. 
And what we bring with us back from our journeys. Souvenirs. 
Props. Proofs. T-shirts with the print “I was there”. 
The two boys in the front room, the room that functions both as a 
reception and an interrogation room, are just getting caught traveling 
on falsified InterRail tickets. Maybe the boys were from one of all the 
places the police chief goes to family holiday. Neither of them have 
Hungarian Id’s.

I:
I remembered thinking that I wasn’t sure if they would have the same 
destiny as She had here two years earlier. 
In the eyes of the police, her credibility was bigger. The boys 
prospects didn’t look as good as hers. It was surprising to me that 
I was allowed to film in the room while they were talking to these 
boys. I wanted to do something for them. Give them a story to use. A 
winning concept about a place where they could say that they bought 
the ticket. 
I didn’t. I was to nervous, to lose the permission to film in there, to 
fail with telling my story.

objective description
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M:
I was even inventing that I wanted to visit a friend in England that 
was pregnant and I wanted to see her before she got the baby and 
got to occupied. So I hitchhiked there and then spontaneously I got 
free from my work and I decided to buy a InterRail ticket because I 
never did it before and I’m still studying and then it’s cheaper. So I 
wanted to go to Istanbul. I just made up a hole story and feeling of 
my travel. That I spend so much money on this travel and was really 
looking forward. But now it’s fucked and I am fucked. So during the 
interrogation I was often saying things like, oh I can’t believe it, I can’t 
believe it. Can’t I have me ticket and just go on? They took the ticket 
and added it to the other ones in the folder. And sent it to this 
InterRail company. 

NARRATOR:
There is something mystical about Croydon but one don’t know 
exactly what it is. 
It always had a quite bad reputation, it was an embarrassing place to 
be associated with. One would always try not to say you were from 
Croydon, instead just said London. You have to look hard to find old 
stuff that looks nice in Croydon, because most of it is either really 
well hidden or bombed. It’s the size of a city. It wants to be a city, but 
it’s to close to London and has a kind of complex. It suffers in some 
way. Some grandparents moved there when the slums where cleared 
in London in the late 20ies, early 30ies, at that time they where 
children. The city moved people out towards Croydon. They wanted 
to get rid of the slums of East End of London. They builded consul 
estates, quite nice ones really. Houses, not flats. There were whole 
communities that was moved out of the center of London. Croydon 
had the first airport in London, it was London’s main airport. In the 
1920ies Croydon was actually quite a romantic place. It was 
associated with posh people traveling to Europe by airplane. 
Companies like Chanel and so on that had their bases in Croydon 
and they imported expensive things from France. Then it was 
relatively glamourous. The downhill started after the war. It got 
severely bombed because of the airport. If the Germans didn’t find 
what they were supposed to bomb, they would turn around and just 
dump all the bombs they had on their way back. Croydon didn’t get 
rebuild until the 50s. 60ies. It was all badly done. Today Croydon has 
a big population of  almost everything in little pockets. It is mixed 
up. In, and around West Croydon there is a really big community of 
people from the Indian subcontinent. It’s really mixed up which is 
nice. It’s vivid. But it hasn’t got that much of an identity, maybe that’s 
the problem. It’s kind of London, kind of not. 
It’s ambiguous.
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West Croydon, of the record, some people call it the ghetto. Because 
it is quite scary. It just has a slightly scary atmosphere, one would not 
walk around there in the night. It has alot of popup shops. Selling 
what they’ve just manage to get. Maybe that one shop won’t be there 
next week. It’s unpredictable. It’s a bit edge or beyond edgy, nasty 
edgy. It has a feeling of a transit place that is always in a change.
There would often be different looking shops that would change from 
a vegetable shop to something else where you could buy something 
completely different. Like in beginning of November every shop 
becomes a fireworks shop. Things there are fairly fluid.
You never really know whats going on behind the scenes.

LONELY:
There were big riots in London 2010, some of the worst bits were in 
Croydon. It started in the north of London and there it spread quite 
quickly to other parts of London. It was a very hot summer and a 
nasty atmosphere. It was just after the government had introduced 
intuition fees to university and those sort of things, so there where 
quite a lot of anger among young people in general.  
It’s a really complicated story, but Croydon was one of the places 
where it was really bad. The riots didn’t start anywhere near Croydon 
but the pictures that ended up in the papers where mostly from 
Croydon. The catalyze of this was that someone where shot by the 
police somewhere in north London. 
There used to be a river going through Croydon called the river 
Wandle. It’s not disappeared it’s just under the ground. That sums up 
Croydon, it used to be gorgeous. It had the river and none doesn’t 
even know it exist anymore because its just covered up. No one 
knows it’s there. 

NARRATOR:
Almost everything around you that you see is actually nonlinear. 
But what we understand is often the linear.
So our understanding is based on linearity, but in order to really 
understand anything we must have the opportunity to understand 
the nonlinear.

There is no system in the chaotic. But inside this chaotic regime, 
there are islands of harmonic motion.

objective description

guide to the sceneries 



M:
They don’t have any proof. And I was playing the stupid tourist. I 
said, I would never think someone would fool me. They would 
sometimes laugh at me and say that I was very naive. I just said, I 
didn’t know that people were actually doing this things. 
I was not defensive about it I was just like, I don’t understand. 
They asked so many times, is this the truth what you are saying, is 
this the truth? Do you have any contact with people who falsify 
tickets. No No. Then I started to ask, what can I do? I’m fucked now, 
what can I do? I thought it was realistic to ask that if I would have lost 
380€ on the ticket. How can I get this money back? 

REFLECTOR:
If you are to tell a story but without telling the actually story, there 
are probably many ways to go. This explores narration without the 
classical attributes. The background is in the center, and it tells a story 
without the protagonist and a narrator.
It is more complex that what you see. It is not just a story. Notions of 
non linearity and chaos are combined and juxtaposed with questions 
such as freedom of movement, culture and trustworthiness.

NARRATOR
REFLECTOR
AND I:
A photoshop file with an InterRail ticket is traveling in circles around 
Europe. Creating story after story. Opens doors and closes doors. 
Creates possibilities. But also reveals differences and privileges. Some 
has better outcome than others. The file has no known name or 
origin, it tattles about different ways of living. Someone have put alot 
of work and effort into creating this file. But yet there is no author. 
People who possesses the file have different opinions about it, some 
think it should be spread with the wind. Open up for more to explore 
and dare, to take risks. To be available for those who are forced into 
taking risks, and in need to take risks. 
Others think it should not be exploited, it should be kept within the 
“group” so the chances for those who uses it won’t be ruined. 

The fact is that we believe in this story. 

We believe in forgeries, lies and truths. We believe in hand drawn 
maps, correction fluid and freedom of movement. 

someones past experience

contemplations

objective description
contemplations

personal point of view



“It was a long story, and like most of the stories in the world, 
never finished. There was an ending - there always is - but the story went on past 
the ending - it always does.”  

QUOTES:
The book is called Lighthousekeeping. To keep, maintain and 
preserve a lighthouse. It is winding in curves not in lines. It starts 
both here and there. The narratives jumps in time and space. Via a 
story that is written by an author (Jeanette Winterson ), to stories that 
is told by Pew (who is created by Winterson) to Silver who learns the 
complex but beautiful skill to tell her own story. 
Together they complete it. 


