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I want to talk about a war; a war for self; to be exact, for the exacting 
of self, the measuring and quantifying of inner life, the pigeon-holing 
of a subjectivity, which – because of its individuality and specificity – 
is edging centre stage as the primary currency of a new social order. 

So if you occasionally feel compassion, if you are drawn to the idea 
of a ‘something else’, or if you simply think that the ‘you’ inside is a 
little bit special; then there is a machine that wants you, hungers after 
you; it’s an old machine called the Spectacle, but it’s working in a new 
way now. 

This war does not precede or supersede the neo-imperialist 
conflict in the Middle East or the brewing nuclear encounter in 
Korea; it is woven into both; but independent of them. Over the next 
forty minutes I want to explain how I think this war works, and I want 
to lay out a particular strategy – not to win the war, but to refuse to 
be in it; not a grand thesis, but a strategy that is little more than a 
tactic.     

By the way, I hope I haven’t said a ‘bad’ word – because ‘Spectacle’ 
isn’t a term used so much by psychogeographers – dérive, 
détournement, yes, but not ‘Spectacle’. 

The term itself is misleading – ‘Spectacle’ implies a theatrical 
production of illusions that distracts us from ‘what is really going on’; 
when what is really going on.... is the ‘Spectacle’; the production and 
reproduction of social relations, not just by the ongoing technical 
transformations of mass media through accelerating para-human 
flows of electrical and digital imagery, morphing directly-lived 
experience into representations;  

the Spectacle is the monetized pixilation of individuality; it’s not 
everything, though – it does not encompass our capacity to 
exterminate ourselves, nor the reasons for our resistance – it 
describes a tendency in a developing system, including the emergence 
of an economy of information in which anyone who briefly reflects 
on anything and then produces images or ideas about it, becomes a 
ghostly, digitised form of property.  
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After a century of mass media we are all very familiar with the idea 
that roles, appetites and exchanges once fulfilled by solid products are 
met by flows of images and information. Despite all the 
dematerialisation, however, there has been no general Gnostic 
transcendence, no Rapture, no brave new global high as we ease our 
selves into the dark waters of AI or VR. 

The human being is not untouched, though; the surfaces and 
boundaries of the bodymind are shifting. Deeper and deeper access 
to our preferences and predilections is relentlessly sought by digital 
algorithms, which loop their findings back at us in pop-ups and 
personalised texts and commercial encounters in virtual and meat 
worlds. Without any change in the technology, our psyches are 
turned into candy stores and our handheld devices become reflective 
pools. Heedless of accusations of narcissism and echo chambers, we 
need to look very closely at, very deeply into, those pools; because 
increasingly they look very deeply into us. We need to ask ourselves 
what they are searching for....  

First though, let me set out the political context of the war on 
subjectivity, so when we do come back to the deep within, any 
concrete proposals have a foothold in the social world...            

Because this is not Kafka-world or ‘1984’, this is not the victory of 
the Illuminati or the Committee of 300. There are, of course, some 
real committees – boards of directors and groups of managers, 
owners and programmers. But of far more significance for us, is the 
Committee of 3.2 billion; to who, almost without exception, we are 
all connected, and with who we are, more or less permanently, in 
session. This colossal altar of the soul – dwarfing the resources of any 
state or transnational corporation – requires that we mostly police 
and exploit ourselves; regulatory patterns come and go; but 
participation must be maintained at all costs, built upon the human 
instinct to stay in touch and be touched. The Spectacle is not 
indifferent to the content of this participation – it carefully logs and 
cross-references our preferences – but it doesn’t ‘care’ what the 
content is. 
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Now, it would be easy to make smartarse comments about the 
shortcomings of this content – the decline of one-off fantasies and the 
rise of franchises like Star Wars and ISIS, or the new indifference to 
the difference between realism and fabulism – but that all sounds like 
we’ve become foolish beasts, dining out on our own tails, when no 
such Ouroborean wholeness plays any part in this.  

The Spectacle’s growth is not driven by consistency of organisation 
or philosophy, but by its slowing down of crisis, by its smoothing out 
of transitions between contradictions by which the rich and powerful 
govern; deepening injustice compatible with development; thieving 
and invading in the guise of rescue and relief, transforming giant power 
structures into flows of information by an incursion into everyday life 
that is way beyond the control of even those who are in control. 

In the beginning of this new age, soldiers cannily removed their 
uniforms, and dispersed, still armed, into the crowds; their 
homeopathic presence turning the rest of the world into human 
shields. They did not understand, because they were then so 
desperate, but their asymmetricality was effective, global and 
nihilistic.    

Since then, apocalypse has been made ordinary, almost timetabled. 
Back in 1988, Guy Debord predicted this would happen when he 
wrote that in order to be “judged by its enemies rather than by its 
results” the Spectacular society would “construct[s] its own 
inconceivable foe, terrorism”.   

Despite Debord’s prescience, the Left has struggled with the shift 
from commodity to image, from politics to anxiety. And though 
some of the best articulators of this state change came from the 
Marxist tradition – Michelle Bernstein, Jean Baudrillard – the theory, 
froze. So, when an economic structure evolved in which images and 
deregulated symbols were as valuable as solid things, Marxism’s 
privileging of production over consumption made little sense; the 
system’s gravedigger dropped its shovel, and with the emergence of 
digital technology and social media a consumer emerged who was a 
producer too. 
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A new ruling class has also emerged. This ruling class is conspiracy 
theory; constituted not of human beings, but of narratives told and 
shared through various media, passing through bodies and 
technologies, with little agentive intervention. Its consumer-
producers are beholden to the tales they tell; hobbled by the viral 
impact of grammatical indifference and the rise of a paranoid style; 
what they believe is going to liberate them to power, commits them 
to narratives that terrify and bind them. 

Even when their dreams come true and they get to exterminate the 
other that they fear; they know that something else will always be 
coming; for what they truly fear is not the inconceivable foe but the tale 
they tell about the foe; and they don’t know how to stop the tale without 
destroying themselves. Hence, the desperate zeal of bigots. For when 
there is no logic, comes the hope that sheer drive will see you home. 
Unfortunately, for them and us, for their victims and ours, there is no 
‘home’ for anyone in the Spectacle. There is only separation, mobility, 
fragmentation, adventure, crusade, exile, displacement and flight. On the 
worst kind of ‘road’. The ‘Road’ described a decade ago by Cormac 
McCarthy; and there will be no redemption through familial loyalty at 
the end of it. There will only be the cellar, and waiting for the cannibals, 
and the voice saying “please, they’re taking us to the smoke house...”  

There’s a famous suggestion that, in our discourses and 
entertainments, we find it easier to imagine the end of the world than the 
end of capitalism. But that’s not true. In fact, we find it wholly possible 
to imagine an end both to capital and to human life – there are long lists 
of apocalyptic and post-apocalyptic fictions in which both cease to ‘be’ – 
what we find difficult is acting as if anything of any worth would follow 
the cessation of either. The 20th century, with its strange and deadly 
confluence of stagnant Stalinism and the cinematic compartment-
alisation and digital pixilation of reality, has put an end to our optimistic 
anticipation of totalities. Even when totalities are staring at us from the 
mirror or measure 6,000km2 and detach themselves from a polar ice cap, 
we act.... we may feel completely differently, but we collectively act.... as 
if there is nothing much to see, look forward to or fear. 



 
 

Phil Smith ~ www.triarchypress.net/psychopil  

 

 

 



 
 

Phil Smith ~ www.triarchypress.net/psychopil  

The best that totality has to offer at the moment is martyrdom. 
For all that, there is some hope.... for it may be in our very 

incapacity to imagine a future beyond catastrophe, our pessimism, 
our reticence, our inhibitions and lack of confidence to act as if any 
kind of change is possible, that there are ways out for us. Because 
deferral and diversion are what we need right now: to put off, delay, 
deflect and decelerate.  

We may even be able to hijack the Spectacle’s slowing down of 
crisis; and deploy it to defend certain freedoms, spaces, remaining 
autonomies. To slow things down and give ourselves a chance to look 
inside, own up to the continuing debilitating presence of progress 
and utopia in our resistance, and accept that we have to be optimistic 
without being futuristic; that there is a way that is neither like the 
future nor the past, neither going forward nor back, but at least for a 
while – sideways. Going nowhere. 

We need to do to the Spectacle what it does to us: détourn it.  
And we can do that because the Spectacle is us. It’s not a 

conspiracy that we are not a part of.  
If we are willing to look in the pool and see what is moving in 

there; if we are willing to look for why we cannot imagine certain 
things, then we might understand what is luring and driving us back 
upon ourselves, to what the Spectacle would like us to think are 
essential, universal, timeless and convertible identities within us. 
Inner identities – for that is what it is seeking from us; driven by its 
irrational assumption that, having dematerialised the commercial 
object, there still lies within the subjectivity of each one of us an 
individuated pot of gold. 
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What we need to protect, however, is not the treasure the Spectacle 
imagines, but something less obviously precious, less present, less 
real – we need to protect the hidden part of our selves. For fairly 
obvious reasons, I am going to find it difficult to describe that 
hidden self.... it’s probably best talked about in negatives: 
“something of the self that is hidden from the brightness of the 
Spectacle...”  

Psychologist Josh Cohen has identified it as something that 
“depend[s] on keeping public and private rigorously distinct... the 
distinction between things that should be shown and things that 
should be hidden... That darkness, the place of elemental bodily 
need and desire... [that] must be hidden from the public realm”. 
The phenomenologist Dylan Trigg calls it “a field of anonymity”, 
the Kyoto school of philosophers call it ‘nothingness’. 

At a banal level, this ego negativa is anti-Spectacle; disconnected 
from the world of representations and dislodging the primacy of 
experience; it brings the unhuman and the inanimate back into 
human experience, and on their terms.  

It is a starting point for executing some smart manoeuvres in 
the struggle against the Spectacle. For the Spectacle is 
programmed on the mistaken assumption that because our 
‘darkness within’ is, as Josh Cohen says, “the place of elemental 
bodily need and desire”, it can get access to our preferences and 
likely choices there.  

Yet, there is nothing there to be accessed. The darkness is just 
that, raw self before choice or consciousness, long before any 
preferences emerge; invasive algorithms cannot extract 
information from it, but they can disrupt it, shining a light or 
casting a gaze into it, collapsing its wave function into the scalable 
banalities of position and momentum that the algorithms have 
brought with them. 
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For the algorithms are programmed to know what to find; driving us 
back to the Spectacle’s own idea of individuality; a brutal affair by 
which we are all ‘set apart’, made scalable, our inner uniqueness 
traduced and replaced by representations of the self that are generic, 
reproducible and tradable. This setting apart from ourselves (and, of 
course, each other) takes different forms of intensity, depending on 
whether we are victims of war misrepresented on propaganda posters 
and monitored for economic viability or privileged in social status 
and education and finding ourselves required to declare our worth 
day after day as if we stood endlessly at the same border-post 
bargaining entry to our ordinary lives. 

The Spectacle seeks to make everyone victims of ‘imposter 
syndrome’; to drive everyone back upon a fundamental identity, by 
which we all can be commonly differentiated, competing with each 
other over the same narrow version of selfhood.    

The Spectacle promotes narrow identity. It works by separation, 
not by multiplicity. For all its technological sophistication and 
resources, it is a repetitious bore; sucking change, transcendence and 
jouissance from the array. The Spectacle is never about our 
multiplicity. It is always about their alternative fact: that ‘we’ are all 
the subjects of a unique, individual, all-powerful and monarchical 
Self, to which the Spectacle demands unfettered access. It wants to 
‘know’ each of us; but first it wants to determine what the parameters 
of that ‘us’ can be.  

This is way beyond Thatcherite individualism; this is extreme 
fragmentation, obscurantism and deregulation which the Spectacle 
has borrowed from high modernism; it takes the interior world and 
it pulls it apart, floods and vanishes its darkness with light, and 
sweeps up afterwards. It does to the individual what venture 
capitalists do to disaster zones; it rebuilds in order to replace what 
remains, it provides relief in order to relieve residents of their past, 
ripping up local multiplicity, emptying terrain, and importing 
isolated organisms. 
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The effect, vividly described by Anna Lowenhaupt Tsing in her book 
The Mushroom at the End of the World, is the separation and 
translation of life worlds into units scaled up or down in the interests 
of asset accumulation, producing scalable and interchangeable 
elements, transportable and tradable. In the case of the contemporary 
Spectacle, scalability means the production of a self divided into 
commodity-shaped preferences; a looping process that reduces 
desires to a click. 

Separation was always the key theme of the Situationists’ critique 
of the Spectacle; and it still applies. The accelerated images of mass 
media and broadband generate an illusion of timelessness and 
multiplicity, but it is nothing but meaningless pixels in repetitious 
arrangements, cultural nano-sludge. Devoid of totalities, drowning in 
random noise generated by chatrooms, drooling threads and nudge 
units, agency is gently ushered out of social structures, to be replaced 
by triangulations of triangulations of triangulations, ushered out of 
individuals to be replaced by the circulation of personal preferences 
you probably don’t have anymore. 

Those may not be human beings you meet in the supermarket. 
They may be fully fleshed-out and living algorithms, what 
Christopher Bollas calls “normotic personalities”, hollow 
externalities confident in repeating what they know they once felt. 
The body-snatchers have been invaded. And before we sneer at 
anyone else; we – you and me – we have the leading roles in this. Lead 
pod. For, just as occultism and hermetic philosophy provided a covert 
nervous system for the development of modernism – from Strindberg 
through Kandinsky to Suprematism – so the spadework for the 
Spectacle, technical and aesthetic, was done by radicals and 
progressives from our tradition, from the first linguistic deregulators 
of symbolist poetry to the escape of theatre on Dadaist excursions: if 
the art of reactionaries like Ayn Rand had had anything to do with all 
this, we’d all be living in forests of pseudo-classical statues. Instead, 
we are surrounded by tiny screens that are filled with pseudo-
détournement, reflexivity and mash-ups.  
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In response to such morbid conditions, I want to share a possible strategy 
– barely a strategy, more an emergency response. I suggest we hijack 
something that’s been growing in popularity for a while, with the virtues 
of being both ambulatory and protective of individuals: pilgrimage...   

I’d like to suggest that a psychogeographical pilgrimage is something 
that every psychogeographer should consider going on (some of you 
already have, of course); as a means of removal and slowing down 
image reception, of protecting ourselves from a new invasiveness. I am 
not proposing this pilgrimage as a substitute for convivial drifts or 
situationist derives, performance walks or mis-guided tours, but as a 
tactic for staying psychogeographical during a war on subjectivity.  

I’ve chosen ‘pilgrimage’ because of its negative connotations – I 
have always tried to choose negative processes and then détourn them 
– counter-tourism, mythogeography, so that we don’t start from an 
attractive ideal that we can fantasise about fulfilling by minimum 
activity ... instead, we will have to work hard to justify a tactic with 
connotations of crusader-protected journeys to Jerusalem or to the 
shrine of the Muslim-killer at the end of the Camino.  

There are some things in pilgrimage we can take as our own – the 
theme of Phil Cousineau’s book on contemporary pilgrimage is how the 
self has become grail-like, the ever elusive object-idea – that could be a 
useful model. As possibly are those virtual journeys by women in late-
medieval closed orders, described by historian Kathryne Bebe; they 
would make a pilgrimage within the confines of a cell or chapel, walking 
long journeys in small spaces – not dissimilar to the walk around the 
world made by the Nazi Albert Speer round his prison yard. But, like I 
said, we will have to work hard to redeem pilgrimage from its precedents.  

A psychogeographical pilgrimage may have the same destination-
less quality of a derive, but it will require a quite different hyper-
sensitivity to place and space. On the dérive, one might be sensitized 
to ambience or textures, materials in the architecture, fine art 
resonance in landscapes, the flows of urban crowds or the way people 
use certain spaces. On the psychogeographical pilgrimage, you are 
looking for secret space,  
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you are looking for the concealed labyrinth within the explicit 
labyrinth of the city, for invisible dimensions curled inside larger 
ones, unused and un-surveilled channels and corridors in public 
space, safe passage hidden in plain sight... spaces that, for whatever 
reason – abjection, redundancy, silence – do not fall under the 
malevolent gazes of security, mechanical surveillance or that of the 
passing spectator.  

My experience of looking for these places is that they aren’t always 
where you expect to find them – in quiet back lanes in Plymouth our 
search drew rapid and malign attention, in a large covered Market 
there were numerous voids and channels. You only find a hidden 
sanctuary by testing for it, by putting your own bodymind out there 
at the mercy of whatever is there.  
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Your mapping of the invisible labyrinth in the city, has to be 
accompanied by an equivalent work inside; not a psychological self-
examination, but an intuiting of the shape of the dark, chaotic, fecund 
and vulnerable space within you that can respond to the sanctuary of 
the hidden labyrinth. Our testing for dark space in public places can 
be enhanced by a certain kind of self-attentive bodily presence. 
Recently I’ve been working with the Canadian choreographer 
Melanie Kloetzel to devise very simple self-reparative movement 
scores for use in public spaces... scores that aim to test public spaces 
for affordant points or domains where surveillance and the 
malevolent gaze – mechanical or otherwise – fall away. When 
physically energised and alive to the space, not only are you more 
likely to be alive to reactions, you are more likely to attract attention. 
Only where there are safe corridors will your heightened state go 
unnoticed. 

On your pilgrimage, you should temporarily avoid online 
connection and any screens that are likely to reflect your preferences 
back at you, rejecting representations in favour of things themselves. 
And subtract the narrative from pilgrimage, remove the layering of 
magical storytelling over other people’s everyday space;  
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Raja Shehadeh’s ‘Palestinian Walks’ describes how that kind of 
layering poisons Palestine. As he says of pilgrims and others: “what 
mattered was not the land and its inhabitants... but the confirmation 
of religious or political beliefs”.  

A psychogeographical pilgrimage strips out the creed and the 
destination; there is no shrine, the only holy thing is the unfolding 
road, not as it figures in anticipation or fiction, but as it is 
encountered one moment after another, as directly as we are able 
through our blankness within. This is not an easy road – this is the 
road of separation, mobility, fragmentation, adventure, crusade, 
exile, displacement and flight. Pilgrimage is not an easy option.        

The default state of the conventional psychogeographical dérive is 
a paranoid one – hyper-sensitized on the ‘drift’, we purposely over-
explain each detail to ourselves, we assume there are patterns until 
evidence suggests otherwise. The default of the psychogeographical 
pilgrimage is restorative and reparative; it defers the post-Freudian 
assumption that in our darkness lies some explanatory memory or 
drive, the darkness is inexplicable, it is full of things that are not 
within the ken of interpretation.  
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It is a chance to repair, to combine and weave and heal differences; 
unconcerned about causes, we can plunge, pleasurably or fearfully, 
into the ‘and and and’ of multiple trajectories, stitching together new 
subjectivities with the ruins of old traditions, through what Eve 
Kosofsky Sedgwick has described as a reparative and depressive 
consciousness of weaving and healing; not to permanently replace 
our tendency to explanation and paranoia, but to complement it.  

Attention to the nothingness that drives our provisional un-
knowing experiencing of a psychogeographical pilgrimage is 
something that we can learn from the living corpse of the zombie 
mythos. Zombies are pilgrims – no sooner are they infected than they 
set off – abandoning home, jobs, ties, identity – sometimes driven and 
sometimes aimless, but always disinterested in reasons or 
explanations. 
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We can learn something by imitating the sincerity of the living dead, 
their capacity to desire without the need to perform their desires. By 
nurturing a dark within with an affinity to the anonymity of 
inanimateness, we have, ‘to hand’, a resistance against representation 
and repetition which can trap the discoveries of the dérive into 
enthralled commodities. Recognition of the unconscious, light-less 
quality of what is most deep within us, makes possible a revolutionary 
pleasure-taking that destroys, by its sincerity and by being true to 
itself, anything it appropriates and anything that tries to appropriate 
it. If a person recognises the nothingness within them, it disrupts the 
‘normal’ formation of ideology, interposing a predatory absence into 
the usual post-Freudian fabrication of explanations. By subtraction, 
rather than surplus, nothingness offers us a private space, to the side 
of things. 

The practicalities of a psychogeographical pilgrimage will vary 
enormously from person to person. A pilgrimage might last a year 
or a few minutes, it might span a continent or circle a cell. Your 
journey may take place virtually, mostly mentally, in confined 
space. It may be planned or spontaneous. Different people will take 
different amounts of time to develop resilience against the 
malevolent gaze and attention to inner hiddenness. Different 
circumstances – work, family, marginalisation and violent 
discrimination, physical stamina – may limit the possibilities of 
pilgrimage to just a few moments of heightened walking each week. 
For others it may be continuous and epic –  
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like Monique Besten’s ‘soft armour’ walks where she crosses 
countries stitching the story of her journey into the lining of the suit 
she wears, or epic and episodic like Roy Bayfield’s pilgrimage hiking 
through the margins from England’s North West to its South coast, 
parts of which are described in his ‘Desire Paths’ book.     

Every pilgrimage begins with a certain wrenching, a break from 
how things are. But, eventually, or maybe very quickly, that wrench 
will be followed by a return, and the disruption itself is disrupted. So, 
the avoidance of screens is not a rejection of technology, but a tactic 
for learning how best to survive it. The break of psychogeographical 
pilgrimage is different from that advocated by Thoreau and Breton, 
who visualised the tearing apart of friendships and family lives; the 
beginning of the psychogeographical pilgrimage is an irrevocable 
break, not from past or present, but from the future.  

It is a refusal to be what we have been programmed to be, to refuse 
to do what, by the reflection and repetition of our own preferences, 
we have been predicted and supported to do. When we make our 
pilgrim break, no one should notice. Instead, we should walk invisibly 
through any gap, in any breath held and during any pause, inside each 
trip to the canteen or visit to the movies, hiding between thought and 
keystroke; there we will pilgrimage. We will devise and discover 
labyrinths within everyday life – neglected architectural ones and 
ones in plain sight made of micro-changes in the ambience. And 
though others may think they now own us – whether they own the 
factory we work in, govern the school we teach in, or programme the 
movies we enthuse through – they will never get to map the secret, 
dark, inner space of our hidden pilgrimage.  
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We must not commodify it. We should be very careful how we 
publish it. We should probably only talk about it to those we closely 
trust, and even then... cautiously. Of course, we can share the idea. 
That’s what I’m doing. And if you find the practice worthwhile, 
having done it yourself, then I hope you will share it with others. 
Communicated and propagated, it might be the way of popularising 
psychogeography that we are still seeking.  

Let me conclude by talking about my own pilgrimage. It has two 
parts, a part already walked – a part still to come. The first began with 
a series of walks. After last year’s World Congress, I began to walk a 
small area of South Devon that I know well; connecting familiar 
points by unfamiliar routes. Almost immediately, the walks were 
informed by a book I found in a junk shop: 

Sir Constant: Knight of 
the Great King by W. E. 
Cule is a sequel to 
Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s 
Progress. I expected a 
clumsy evangelical text, 
but it’s an elegant 
symbolist drama. It 
takes its Christian 
allegory for granted, 
then finesses its orna-
ments, like a mystic 
briefly disorientated in 
a theatre of memory. As 
I walked, I met 
equivalents of the 
book’s landscapes, 
objects and characters:  
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the narrow valley, the empty suit of armour, the ways channelled 
through a single doorway, the Black Knight who, in the dark, secretly 
changes personal maps. When I read its warning against falling 
“under the spell of the city.... see[ing] pleasant visions and rejoic[ing] 
in them, not being aware that they are visions only: and... los[ing] all 
measure of Time and Duty”,  

I wondered how Cule had predicted my fixation on a road in 
Paignton festooned with sloganised T-shirts and one-armed bandits, 
wire around its neo-classical pillars, and with ancient Egyptian gods 
on guard at its casino. I looked out for the book’s chapel of voices that 
suddenly unfolds “and lo! The walls of the great cross parted, leaving 
a wide doorway with a fair and open path beyond”; and sure enough 
there were moments, when everything seemed closed off, and then, 
unexpectedly, a way opened up. 

Clearly, I had not escaped from narrative on my pilgrimage! So I 
compensated in other ways. I walked with an invented persona – that 
of a female postdoctoral researcher called Cecile Oak.   

I imagined she had come to Devon 
to report on a conference about 
walking, but arrived to find that 
most of the delegates had 
boycotted the sedentary 
presentations and had taken the 
conference on the road.  Cecile 
sets off on a quest: to find the 
walking delegates and stitch the 
conference back together through 
her report. As I walked, I imagined 

what Cecile’s journey might be like. I did not pretend to be her, nor 
imitate her, nor even imagine what her feelings might be. Instead, I 
walked with her narrative in mind.  

This is similar to the process of ‘zombie walking’,  
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where I am not impersonating either a zombie or a survivor, but, 
walking with the zombie mythos in mind and interpreting the terrain 
through that lens. 

Hidden by Cecile, I wrote up my pilgrimage in ‘Anywhere’.   
There were trials, encounters and baptisms in space to recount – 

dodging killer waves, swimming with chequerboard Labradors, 
helping a suicidal woman... being welcomed into the workshop of a 
devout organ-maker, “do you use local wood?” I asked. “Yes”, he 
replied “from Jewson’s in Newton Abbot”. We visited the landing site 
of the UK’s first post-1947 flying saucer encounter. The contactee 
died of a brain tumour, and we wondered if his tumour was, like 
Brian O’Blivion’s in David Cronenberg’s movie, ‘Videodrome’:  

 

 
not the cause of the visions, but caused by the visions. That maybe 
brains are the symptoms of our hallucinations; mutations that can 
leapfrog globalisatisation to cosmicalisation. In the village where the 
encounters took place, we found a carved stone head on a gatepost – 
identical to the contactee’s identikit-sketch of one of the aliens....  
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The second part of my pilgrimage, which starts now and will take 
about a year, is to disappear... I hope to keep attending events like 
this, but not to speak any more, I’ve said enough, and to gently fade 
from any social media or published presence. 

I want to evangelise more for mythogeography and 
psychogeography and to do that I need to walk with people, 
encounter people, walk in the world more...  and less in 
representations... eventually, representations water you down and 
drown you out. I have some obligations to meet and then I hope to 
seek out the hidden spaces, not to disappear from you, not from 
psychogeography, nor from those I am close to, but from 
representations of everything else. 

Of course, for anybody else who takes up a psychogeographical 
pilgrimage, the details are likely to be completely different to mine, 
maybe even diametrically opposed to what I am planning... in which 
case I look forward to meeting you on the road, coming in the 
opposite direction....     

 Thank you.  
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