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The Butterfly Effect 

Aziz+Cucher, Jake & Dinos Chapman, Fischli & Weiss, Cyprien Gaillard, Shaun Gladwell, Monika Sosnowska

Works:

Aziz+Cucher, set of 3 prints from Dystopia series, 1994-5, c-prints, 127x101cm

Jake & Dinos Chapman, set of 7 plates from the series Like a Dog Returns to Its Vomit, 2005, Francisco de Goya's Los Caprichos reworked and improved etching, 45x37cm each

Fischli & Weiss, Der Lauf Der Dinge, 1988, single channel video, 29'45'' 

Cyprien Gaillard, The Recovery of Discovery, 2011, cardboard, glass, metal, beer, 12x8x4,25m

Shaun Gladwell, Apology 1-6, 2007-09, single channel HD video, 27'10''

Monika Sosnowska, Untitled, 2010, black steel and red handrail, variable dimensions

	The following text is an assemblage of parts from two pre-existing works: the recent study conducted by Atsuki Hiyama, Chiyo Nohara, Seira Kinjo, Wataru Taira, Shinichi Gima, Akira Tanahara
& Joji M. Otaki, entitled The biological impacts of the Fukushima nuclear accident on the pale grass blue butterfly *, and the book Tomorrow is Already Here (1956), by Austrian writer and journalist Robert Jungk.

Massive amount of radioactive materials were released from the Fukushima Dai-ichi Nuclear Power Plant (NPP) to environment due to the Great East Japan Earthquake. The meltdown and explosion of the Fukushima Dai-ichi NPP occurred on 12 March 2011, when the pale grass blue butterfly Zizeeria maha was overwintering as larvae. On that date and thereafter, these larvae were exposed to artificial radiation not only externally but also internally from ingested food.

"DON'T PICK UP ANYTHING you see lying in the street or in the fields," the Richland parents, who are employed by the Hanford Plutonium Works, tell their children. "Absolutely nothing, do you understand?!" And to underline their prohibition they tell the story of the White Man. 

The story of the White Man is no cautionary tale invented for pedagogical purposes. It really happened in May, 1951. There are sheaves of documents relating to it in the archives of the Atomic Energy Commission and of General Electric which, under a mandate from the state, administers the atomic factories of the U.S.A. The incident itself could not be suppressed. Too many people in the neighborhood of the "poisoned house" knew about it. Only the watchman's name was kept secret. It was not wished that his children should be treated like pariahs at school, that the shops should refuse to deal with his wife because they did not want to receive money from her hand, that he himself should be avoided as one who has the plague. For his nearest neighbors had already done all that to him. Only when he moved from Richland to Kennewick, its sister town, where nobody knew of his mishap, was he able to live in peace again. 

However, precise information on exactly what occurred and on what is still ongoing is yet to be established. This lack of information raises serious concerns about biological influences on living organisms that could ultimately produce long-term destruction of ecosystems and cause chronic diseases. Prompt and reliable evaluation of the biological influences of the artificial radionuclides from the Fukushima Dai-ichi NPP is lacking, and only a few studies have been performed to date. In the case of the Chernobyl accident, changes in species composition and phenotypic aberration in animals and an increase in the incidence of thyroid and lymph cancers in humans have been reported. Similarly, an increase in the incidence of cancers has been reported for atomic bomb survivors in Hiroshima and Nagasaki, Japan. However, the effects of low-dose radiation exposure on animals, including humans, are still a matter of debate despite the relatively rigorous documentation of physiological damage to animals from external high-dose radiation exposure. 

In public and continually repeated courses everyone who comes to live in Richland learns the atomic age's alphabet of fear: 

- Alpha rays. Positive charged helium nucleuses emanating out of the atom. Cannot penetrate the skin but can do great damage if they enter the body through small open places. 

- Beta rays. Electrons. Slight power of penetration. Penetrate about a third of an inch through the skin. Great danger of burns. 

- Gamma rays. Can penetrate from the outside deep into the body. Weaker in the mass than other forms of rays but the most difficult to ward off by protective measures because of their strong penetrative power. 

- Neutrons. Danger! Harmful in the highest degree. According to speed they penetrate different depths into the tissue. In the case of strong radiation internal organs are paralyzed. 

Moreover, one of the greatest concerns is the possible inheritance of the adverse effects of exposure by the offspring of the exposed individuals. However, experimental demonstration of genetic mutations in the germ-line cells that are inherited by the offspring of radiation-exposed parents has been scarce, although the germ-line damage was shown in barn swallows. 

We address these important issues in connection with the recent Fukushima Dai-ich NPP accident. We use the pale grass blue butterfly Zizeeria maha (Lepidoptera, Lycaenidae) as an indicator species to evaluate the environmental conditions. A reliable rearing method has been established for this species. Butterflies are generally considered useful environmental indicators, and this species is particularly suitable for this purpose because it is widespread in Japan, including the Fukushima area, and because its wing colour patterns are sensitive to environmental changes. In the past, this species was used to evaluate the ecological risk associated with transgenic maize pollen.

* Read the original cnd complete version here

	[In chaos theory, the butterfly effect is the sensitive dependence on initial conditions, where a small change at one place in a deterministic nonlinear system can result in large differences to a later state. The name of the effect, coined by Edward Lorenz, is derived from the theoretical example of a hurricane's formation being contingent on whether or not a distant butterfly had flapped its wings several weeks before. Although the butterfly effect may appear to be an esoteric and unlikely behavior, it is exhibited by very simple systems: for example, a ball placed at the crest of a hill may roll into any of several valleys depending on, among other things, slight differences in initial position.]

"Once there was a watchman from Richland who found a tool while going his rounds and picked it up and brought it home although it didn't belong to him," the story opens. "It wasn't till the next morning that he noticed that his hands had become contaminated by alpha rays and he ran in fright to H.I. Division. Then the doctors and the watchman's superiors began to dither and to make a great uproar. They drove at once to the little house where he lived with his wife and children, to get back the tool as quickly as possible. But the contagion in it had already spread everywhere: not only the watchman and his family had to go to the hospital but also the whole house was sick. So the White Men with the black rubber masks had to be called. They ordered the beds, tables, chairs, pillows and in fact everything that could be moved to be taken away and burned. Then they had the paint scraped from the walls, the floors torn up and the kitchen stove dismantled. For everything, everything had been poisoned... And if you're disobedient, the White Man will come to us too and take all the toys away with him, and the bedroom, the dining room, the kitchen and perhaps the whole house..."

[According to Kwaidan: Stories and Studies of Strange Things, by Lafcadio Hearn, a butterfly was seen in Japan as the personification of a person's soul; whether they be living, dying, or already dead. One Japanese superstition says that if a butterfly enters your guestroom and perches behind the[bamboo screen, the person whom you most love is coming to see you. However, large numbers of butterflies are viewed as bad omens.]


Techniques of Camouflage and Disappearance

Susanne Bürner, Sophie Calle, Thomas Ruff

Works: 

Susanne Bürner, Vanishing Point: How to disappear in America without a trace, artist book, Revolver Publishing, Berlin 2009 

Sophie Calle, Chambre 28, (L'Hôtel), 1981-90, photographs and text, each panel 102x142cm 
Sophie Calle, Chambre 46, (L'Hôtel), 1981-90, photographs and text, each panel 102x142cm 

Thomas Ruff, Porträt (R. Huber), 1988, c-print on diasec, 210x165cm 
Thomas Ruff, Porträt (A. Kachold), 1987, c-print on diasec, 210x165cm

INT. LIBRARY

Seeing the back lawn now deserted, THORNHILL tries to open the window to escape. It is locked. He unfastens the catch, raises the window, is about to climb out when he draws back and turns at the SOUND of the DOOR OPENING behind him. In walks a distinguished looking MAN of about forty, professorial in manner but definitely sexually attractive (to women), and only slightly sinister.

MAN 

(affably)

Good evening...

He holds out his hand. Thornhill takes it uncertainly.

THORNHILL

Not a moment too soon.

MAN 

(scrutinizing him)

Well - so...

THORNHILL

Thank you. That explains everything.

MAN 

(still peering at him)

...Not what I expected - a little taller, a little more polished than the others...

THORNHILL 

(with bite)

I'm so glad you're pleased, Mr. Townsend.

MAN 

(reacts, then smiles)

...But I'm afraid just as obvious.

THORNHILL

Forgive me for being obvious, but what the devil is this all about? Why was I brought here?

MAN 

(wearily)

Games? ...Must we?

THORNHILL

Not that I mind a slight case of abduction now and then, but I do have tickets to the theatre tonight and it was a show I was looking forward to and I get, well, kind of unreasonable about things like that.

MAN

With such expert play-acting, you make this very room a theatre.

(the man of the croquet wickets enters)

Ah - Leonard. Have you met our distinguished guest?

LEONARD 

(staring at thornhill)

He's a well-tailored one, isn't he?

Thornhill gives him a look of distaste.

MAN

My secretary is a great admire of your method, Mr. Kaplan. Elusivness, however misguided--

THORNHILL 

(interrupting)

What a minute. Did you call me "Kaplan"?

MAN

Oh, I know you're a man of many names, but I'm perfectly willing to accept your current choise.

THORNHILL

Current choise? My names is Thornhill - Roger Thornhill - and it's never been anything else.

MAN

Of course...

Leonard starts to chuckle.

THORNHILL 

(smiling)

Obviously your friends picked up the wrong package when they bundled me out here in the car.

MAN

(tired of all this)

Sit down, Mr. Kaplan, won't you?

THORNHILL 

(the smile fads)

I told you: I'm not Kaplan, however he is. I'm Toger Thornhill of the Wadley and Rapp Agency, and unless you gentlemen happen to be interested in advertising something, this meeting is going to turn out to be an enormous bust for all concerned.

EXT. STREET - DAY

ANTOINE holds a newspaper spread in front of his face, to hide himself from a YOUNG WOMAN he is shadowing. He moves from one side of the sidewalk to the other, keeping his eyes pointed at her direction. He looks clumsy and callow. At a certain moment the young woman seems to realize she is followed and steps up. Antoine starts running behind while trying to hide himself somehow. The young woman reaches a crossroads and walks towards a TRAFFIC OFFICER. She alerts him and indicates Antoine, which is forced to run away.

EXT. STREET (BESIDE CHRISTINE'S HOUSE) - DAY

We see CHRISTINE walking towards the camera. She holds a violin case. Right after her, there is a MAN with a beige trench coat. Christine gets close to a big iron gateway which oversteps, while the man slows down and waits for her to edge away in the direction of a house. The gateway is left half-opened, so he can peep through and watch her crossing the courtyard, until she reaches the main door.  




INT. DAVID LOCKE'S HOTEL ROOM - DAY

DAVID LOCKE looks tired and sweaty. He wears an unbottoned shirt, with rolled up sleeves. He drinks a glass of water, then he lazes around a bit and goes towards the door that faces the corridor. He opens the door and goes to knock to Robertson's.

DAVID LOCKE (O.S.)

Robertson?

INT. DAVID ROBERTSON'S HOTEL ROOM - DAY

CLOSE SHOT ON LOCKE ENTERING THE ROOM

DAVID LOCKE

Robertson?

Locke bends over and at this point we see DAVID ROBERTSON face down on the bed, his right arm and leg lop from the edge of the mattress. Locke touches him for a while, then he slowly retracts his hand from the body. He has a stunned expression. He looks confused, he sketches some act that doesn't conclude, then closes the door of the room. Now he appears nervous.

He gets close to the bed again, and turns Robertson on his back. He sits down and moves near Robertson's dead face. Locke looks straight to his wide open eyes. The two men have really similar features. 

Locke opens the windows in front of the desert and watches the landscape. There are only a few goats running at the horizon.

He walks around the room and starts nosing through Robertson's stuff. At a certain point he finds out a gun half-hidden between some clothes. He grabs and peers at it. He keeps on searching: we see notebooks, documents and private material. Then Locke lights a cigarette and starts smoking.

He picks up a blue shirt and wears it instead of his. Robertson seems to have had the same size. With the blue shirt on, Locke takes the phone and calls the reception.

RECEPTION

Hello?

DAVID LOCKE

Yes, I want to enquire about flights.

RECEPTION

There are only two flights in the week. The next flight is in three days.

DAVID LOCKE

All right.

Locke is sitting on the table, bare-breasted, pondering. He is watching Robertson's passport, spread beside his. Someone KNOCKS at the door.

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

Come in.

We hear the SOUND of a DOOR OPENED.

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

Sorry to barge in like this. I saw your lights on, thought you might like a drink.

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

Oh yes, come in. I saw you on the plane...

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

I'll get some glasses. My name's Robertson, David Robertson. First time I've been in this part of Africa. Do you know it well?

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

No, I never been up here before. I'm a reporter. My name is Locke.

Locke takes a razor blade and starts to slowly unstick Robertson's photo from the passport. 

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

Not David Locke?

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

Yes.

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

I've often read your pieces. I'm very glad to meet you. Are you down here for a story?

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

I'm putting together some material, pieces of film for a documentary on Africa. I'm finished now, thank God, or almost finished. 

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

And what more do you need?

Locke manages to remove the photo.

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

I'd like to make contact with the guerrillas. Everybody knows they are fighting up here now. They just arrested some farmers. I suppose you heard about it.

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

Yes...

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

Anyway, I must've taken the wrong trail.

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

(laughing)

There aren't very many around here...

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

(laughing too)

But you are not a journalist as well, are you?

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

(elusive)

No no... I'm here on business.

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

Business? In a godforsaken place like this...?

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

Well, I've been in so many places the last few years... it doen't make any difference anymore.

FLASHBACK - INT. DAVID ROBERTSON'S HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Robertson, wearing the blue shirt that a moment ago was wearing Locke, is resting on the terrace, staring at the horizon. Locke gets close to him. 

DAVID ROBERTSON

Beautiful, don't you think so?

DAVID LOCKE

Beautiful? I don't know...

DAVID ROBERTSON

So still. A kind of... waiting.

DAVID LOCKE

(looking at Robertson with an inquiring face)

You seem unusually poetic for a businessman.

DAVID ROBERTSON

(turning to Locke)

Do I? Doesn't the desert have the same affect on you?

DAVID LOCKE

No, I prefer men to landscapes.

They both turn to the French window of the room.

DAVID ROBERTSON

There are men who live in the desert.

INT. DAVID LOCKE'S HOTEL ROOM - EVENING

Locke and Robertson come in. They look close, even if totally strangers. 

DAVID LOCKE

Any family?

DAVID ROBERTSON

No, no family, no friends. Just a few commitments, including a bad heart. I really shouldn't be drinking (smiling)... How about another one?

DAVID LOCKE

(bringing two glasses and a bottle)

Why not?

(after a pause)

And now what?

DAVID ROBERTSON

(relaxed)

I'll continue on around the world, I expect. I'm a globetrotter. I take life as it comes. I suppose it's different for you, isn't it?

DAVID LOCKE 

Yeah, it's different.

DAVID ROBERTSON

Still, you must've been around quite a bit yourself.

DAVID LOCKE

Yes, I suppose so.

END OF FLASHBACK

INT. DAVID ROBERTSON'S HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Locke has now unglued the photo of his passport. He is holding it. 

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

(laughing, apparently a bit drunk)

How about Umbugbene? I bet you've never been to Umbugbene...

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

(laughing)

No...

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

Terrible place. Airport, taxi, hotel. They're all the same in the end.

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

I don't agree. It's us who remain the same. We translate every situation, every experience into the same old codes.

While we listen to this words, we see Locke, alway sit on the table, noding with a mocking attitude.

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

We just condition ourselves. 

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

We are creatures of habit, that what you mean?

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

Something like that... I mean, however hard you try it stays so difficult to get away from your own habits. Even the way we talk to these people, the way we treat them, it's mistaken. I mean, how do you get their confidence, do you know? 

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

Well, it's like this Mr. Locke... you work with words, images, fragile things. I come with merchandise, concrete things. They understand me straightaway.

Locke now has two passports and two separated photos, his and Robertson's. He picks some glue and squeezes it over his own document.

DAVID LOCKE (V.O.)

Yes, maybe... So where are you going next?

DAVID ROBERTSON (V.O.)

London, I think, then Munich perhaps.  No real reason, just thought I'd check up on some of the old places. Haven't been in London for three years now. 

The camera moves from the table to a chair right beside, over which there is a tape recorder on. We now realize that the voice we were hearing was a recorded one. Locke stretches his arm towards and switches it off. 

INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR - DAY

Locke peeps from Robertson's door. He waits for nobody passing through the corridor, then he drags Robertson's body out, rolled up into a blanket. He trails him to his room and places him on the bed. He quickly closes the door. 

INT. DAVID LOCKE'S HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Locke wears Robertson's clothes, including his watch. Then he dresses Robertson with his clothes. 

Locke walks around the room, looks at his own stuff: notebooks, photos, documents. He picks up a book and he goes towards the door. He stops and stares again at the surrounding space. His face seems a little uncertain, but finally he goes out and closes the door behind.

INT. HOTEL RECEPTION - DAY

The RECEPTIONIST, a black man around thirty, is filling a tray with some water and glasses, behind the counter. Locke comes close to him.

RECEPTIONIST

(staring at Locke)

Yes, sir?

DAVID LOCKE

There's a gentleman in number 11. He's dead.

The receptionist gazes for a couple of seconds at Locke, without saying nothing. Then he calls the HOTEL MANAGER, a black man a little older, which is reading the newspaper sit down at a table nearby.

HOTEL MANAGER

(getting close to Locke)

Mr. Locke?

DAVID LOCKE

Robertson.

HOTEL MANAGER

(going behind the counter)

Oh, yes, of course. The man in number 11... I believe is Mr. -

DAVID LOCKE

Locke. David Locke.

Love Love Love

 Mario Airò, Félix González-Torres, Jim Hodges

Works: 

Mario Airò, Là ci darem la mano, 2003, installation with sound, 184x57x34cm 

Félix González-Torres, Untitled (Perfect Lovers), 1991, clocks, 36,6x71,2x7cm 

Jim Hodges, Chained, 1994, ink on paper, 14x34cm

The Love which moves the sun and the other stars. When one has once fully entered the realm of Love, the world — no matter how imperfect — becomes rich and beautiful, it consists solely of opportunities for Love. Give in to love, or live in fear. Love is patient, love is kind, it does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud, it is not rude, it is not self seeking. It is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrong. Love does not delight in evil, but rejoices in the truth. It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perservers. Love never fails. Kissing Agathon, I held my life on my lips. It wanted to pass over, poor thing, into him. There are a great deal of a great many kinds of love. Love is in the air | In the whisper of the trees | Love is in the air | In the thunder of the sea | And I don't know if I'm just dreaming | Don't know if I feel sane | But it's something that I must believe in | And it's there when you call out my name. Love is like fire.

Wounds of fire are hard to bear; harder still are those of love. I have heard of reasons manifold | Why love must needs be blind, | But this is the best of all I hold— | His eyes are in his mind. 1I I love you, what business is that of yours? To love is to know the sacrifices which eternity exacts from life. The pleasure of love is in loving. We are happier in the passion we feel than in what we excite. Love means never having to say you're sorry. I want the loved person to grow and unfold for his own sake, and in his own ways, and not for the purpose of serving me. [ongoing---]

Transitions in Space, Movements in Time

 Gianni Colombo, Job Koelewijn, Toril Johannessen, Renata Lucas, Gregor Schneider

Works: 

Gianni Colombo, Spazio elastico, 1967

 Job Koelewijn, Cinema on Wheels, 1999 

Toril Johannessen, Historical Time, 2011 

Renata Lucas, Third Time, 2011 

Gregor Schneider, Haus u r,  2007

A space and a time that we never shared, that perhaps we once counted on sharing in the future. Something our, mine and yours. We expanded it inside our minds, projected it on the screen of a cinema or on the stage of a theatre. Resorting to an idea or a dream, a copy of a scenario we had already seen. Or maybe lived. Was it me and you, or not? Our yesterday times won't be those of tomorrow, or maybe yes, but in a different space. In his Confessions, St. Augustine writes that past refers to something that doesn't exist anymore, future to something does not exist yet, while present is more meaningful; but as we try to approach it, it immediately relapses into past. Where are we now?

A possible list for losing the boundaries of your body 

+

2 notes on Carmelo Bene and Roger Callois

Pierre Bismuth, Toshiko Okanoue, Jimmy Robert, John Stezaker, Matthew Stone

Works:

 Pierre Bismuth, Collage pour home (Claudia), 2002, collage, 33x25,5cm 
Pierre Bismuth, Collage pour home (Linda), 2002, collage, 113x83cm 

 Toshiko Okanoue, The Night of the Dance Party, 1954, unique collage of magazine images
 Toshiko Okanoue, Fantasy, 1953, unique collage of magazine images
 Toshiko Okanoue, Visit in Night, 1951, unique collage of magazine images

 Jimmy Robert, Untitled, 2010, mixed media, 80x80cm 
Jimmy Robert, Untitled, 2007, mixed media, variable dimensions

 John Stezaker, He (Film Portrait Collage) XI, 2010, collage, 53x41,7cm 
John Stezaker, Love XI, 2006, collage 43x55cm

 Matthew Stone, Rules Forever, 2011, oak timber, brass hinges and c-prints on birch plywood, variable dimensions
 Matthew Stone, Diverse Energies, 2011, c-prints on birch plywood and brass hinges, variable dimensions

1) Take 6-7 of your fantasies, combine them with 4 someone else's dreams
2) Mix well
3) Turn everything in black and white, like it was a movie of the 1950s
4) Put it into a carboard box
5) Cut
6) Combine with wood
7) Gain more contrast and saturation
8) Have sex with 3 people
9) Live a previous life for 45 seconds
10) Paste
11) Desire to be at the same time inside and outside a room
12) Try to be an object
13) Physically desire an object 
14) Costrain yourself into a geometrical layout
15) Rip out a photograph in two pieces, draw a verical line on a solid surface, then place the first fragment on the left side of the line, the second one on the right
16) Desire to be part of the wall
17) Imagine Magritte on the set of Hiroshima mon amour
18) Try to imagine yourself as a child and as an old man, contemporaneously
19) Do that again and again
20) Do that again and again

Note 1: 
Carmelo Bene, trying to explain his theories concerning the use of the microphone on the theatre stage, once said that acting amplified is like reading a text from a sheet of paper placed closed to your nose: the more you keep it stuck to your face, the less you can read. In the same manner, if your voice is strongly boosted by an electric device the words you pronounce stop to be part of a speech (stop, in other terms, to signify something) and become pure sound. Your voice no longer creates language and becomes phoné. This way the ideas of "subject" and "I" fall down and brake into pieces.

Note 2: 
In Le Photographique (1990) Rosalind Krauss, to analyze the surrealism in photography, took up Roger Callois' theories on animal mimicry, according to which the process of mimicry adopted by some species of insects can be considered as a particular kind of psychosis. During the mimicry the boundaries of the body virtually vanish and the animal experiences a state of alienation, where the body itself is perceived like an object split from the "subject". During this state, the insect loses its physical autonomy and becomes part of the surrounding space.

