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Transposition II – Make

‘Transposition II’ weaves togetherapproaches from psychoanalysis,art (psycho)therapy,andthe

finearts asI assembleframesthroughwhichto experienceahealthcaresettingandmyself therein,and

redirectattentionfrom the organisationalsiteto thestudioassiteof making.

Moving betweeninstitutionaland disciplinarysites,organisationand studio, inner and outer, I

documentandarticulatemy embodiedexperienceof the researchsituation ina multi-layeredartistic

responsethroughworkssuchasHung Out To Dry, Moments in Time, I’m Only Human , and

theTwelve Weeks: Twelve Hours + Twelve Hours + project.

01



02



3

Hung Outto Dry respondsto a brief initial meeting witha psychological
servicebasedin the NHS as I attempt to negotiateentry into an
organisation for the purposes ofundertakingaparticipant-observation.

Beginninglife in anart (psycho)therapyspacethe followingpagesdrawon
processnotesandother documentationasI tracemy movement from one
placeto anotherin anattemptto understandwhatit is I ammaking.

Hung Out to Dry
2015
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Notsure wheretostart

I standin frontofthematerials

Waitforsomethingtocatchmygaze– myattention

Forsomethingtoresonateinside

Paperdoesn’t feelright

Needstobesomethingtextural,handleable, malleable
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I haveno ideawhatform youwill take– not surewhyI chooseyou,
Modroc,asamaterial,but youdrawmyattention.

I cut you up in lengthsand, dipping you in water, scrunchbits
together. Gradually,you beginto reachout, curvingaroundat the
end. I feel youstiffenand,leavingyouon the board,cutmorepieces
– stretchingand pulling at the wet plaster asif to cover overthe
holes,to plasterover – smooth– the rough texture. Followingan
impulseI hang the otherpartsof you over the washingline that
spans theroombelow theceiling. Wonderingwhatit is I amdoingI
try to connect the bits of you together,but there is only
FRUSTRATIONasnothingfits togetherin away that makessense.

Youseemmostcomfortable hangingoverthe washingline,but there
is too muchvisualdistraction. I pickup thepartof youthat remains
on the board– coldandhardin places,but stillwarmin others,asif
aliveto mytouch. I feelanurgencyto hangyou somewhereI cansee
you more clearlyso, following anotherimpulseI carryyou to the
adjacent room that sharesa boundary wall with the art
(psycho)therapy room– astudiospaceI havebegunto preparefor
myresearch.
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Stringinga line betweentwo nailsalreadyin the wall,I move
between the spacesslowly transferring your pieces and
carefullyhangingthemin thisnewsituation.

you look a little ghostly hanging there, 
as if  you are the 

remnants of  something

A further impulseto shine morelight on you. I grabthe lamp
that lies on the floor. It throws your form and textureinto
sharperrelief,but I can’tmovearoundfreely whenholding the
lampso,draggingovertheeaselthat is inthecorner,I balance
it precariouslyon the easel’sshoulder. It is only then,as I
stand back, thatI see youin anewlight,bothas an assemblage
– part of a largerconstructionin which I am implicatedas
maker– anda performancewhich embodies thetransfer,or
transposition, of mypracticefrom onedisciplinaryspaceto
another.
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I wakein thedarknessoftheearlyhourswithanimpressioninmindofthe
barelightbulbthathangssuspendedfromtheceiling– hiddenfrom view in
otherphotographs.

Therigidframeofeaseldominatesthe foreground. Thescenechangestoone
ofinterrogation whereI amtheunseen interrogatorandyou– thesubjectof
myexamination– arehung up andpowerlessunderthespotlightI have put
there.

07

HUNG OUT TO DRY, 2015

Easel, table, desk lamp, string, picture pins, Modroc, suspended lightbulb
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Moments in Time
2016
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Snapshotsof ‘something’in the processof becoming– not in
responseto anythingin particular butnonethelessrelatedto thework
I amaboutto do.
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MOMENTS IN TIME, 2016

cardboard carton, corrugated cardboard, Modroc, string, sheepswool, tree bark, ginger coir, 18 ×15 (variable)
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I’m Only Human
2016
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Thesefragmented recollectionsandwoven reflectionsrespondto a ninety-
minute preliminaryscopingexercisein a stroke rehabilitationdaycentre,
prior to commencinga twelve-weekparticipant-observation, theaimbeing
to getaninitial feelfor thesituation.

Confused by thefeelingthat ‘nothingmuch seemsto be happening’I make
in anattemptto makesomesenseof it, recordingmy thoughtsasI go. The
title I’mOnlyHumanis borrowedfrom thesongtrackHumanbyRag�(n�(Bone
Man, andthe lyrics ‘don’t putyour blameon me’ to which I find myself
singingalong.1 Sometimelater I weavea voice recordingof thoughts
expressedduring the makingprocess witha written reflectionon it (see
page17).

A reading of the interwoven text can be heard at 
www.debbiemichaels.co.uk/only-human.php.

http://www.debbiemichaels.co.uk/only-human.php


not a lot ‘happening’

nothing much happening!

‘I’d fall asleep if I sat there’

‘are you on your own?’

‘I just didn’t want you to be on sat on your own’

the patient asks

as if I want things to be ‘happening’!

overwhelmed and anxious
boundaries pushed 

the team know I’ll be here 

familiar and unfamliar

‘cold outside, but warm in here and at least we have the telly’

slippers and shoes
thank you letters

photographs of staff team

space more crowded than it used to be

a hug
‘not supposed to talk to her’I watch her struggle to get her arms out

torn between helping her and maintaining my position as observer
hard just sitting 

flurry of conversation
‘naughty box’

right leg flops into position and the knee bends in
arm hangs down ‘withered’ as if not much use

will the same people return each week?

slow pace
patients don’t move around

staff move

15
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I’M ONLY HUMAN, 2016

Cardboard carton, 1mm Copper wire, 40mm wood match sticks, steel wool, ginger coir, straw, twig, string 55×35
Hand-written documentation, voice recording, 5:27 minutes duration



Whereto startI’mworkingwith somethincopperwirethewireI reallydidn’tknowwheretogowhen
I startedthisall in a tangle atone endI manageto find the endI’vegotthesematchstick-like
sticks whichare about aninchlonganendactuallythey’re longer40mmlongto startwith onthetable
wrapping aroundsmallwoodensticksin frontofmewrapping around one then anotherand
I’vebeenwrappingthewireandanother stringing them togetheraroundfairlyrandomlythesesticks
asif theymarkapoint onalineandthenI’vegot thisfilling fromacushioneverysooftenI wind
thewirearoundtwo or threesticksI’m awareofwhata reliefit feelstogether the whitefluffy
cotton wool-like material grabsmy attentionjustto bedoingsomethingwithmyhandssoft
materialusedfor stuffingcushionsI reallydon’tknowwhatI’m doingmaterial that cameout
waspulledout bymeI don’tknowwhatrelation thishastomyvisittotheorganisationthismorning
now pushed onto one ofthesticks issuspendedon thewireIs it moreaboutmeamovethat
I repeat furtheralong thewire becauseI’m feelingcompletely overwhelmedand againthe wire
woolvery differentin texturesoftbut harsherandI’vegot thismassoftangledwire

in frontofmeleavingremnants ofmy interaction
with it andonestrand thatI’vemanagedto freeupan
endall over thetablea strand thatI’m workingon
tiny fragmentsof its constructionand makeup
andit keepsgettingcaughtupandthere’sthistangleof
stuffI cut a pieceof the folded massof wool
whichis whichI keeploosening upwithmyhandsheld
in placewith a wrapof the wire thereis thisfeeling
of nothinga twist around thecentrenotwiththis
piece butthismorningpulling the material taught
againwhat’s happeningsuspendedwhat’sgoingon
hangingis it goingto takeme anywhereat all along
this threadof wire therewasn’ta lot happeningthe
end the other end of whichis lost in a tangled
messI found

thetelevisionquitebizarre actuallyhad thisprogrammeabout
self-harmI’m not surewhetheranyonewas watchingit I
continue along thewire it kept catchingmyattentionmore
sticksare caughtin its grip becauseI thoughtit wasjusta
snippeta tiny pieceof wood but thenit turned outto be
somethingmuchlongera scrunched-up collectionof straw-
likeshreddings joined togetherI waswonderingwhatit may
havefelt like forthepeoplethereconnectedby somethingI
wasjusttryingtofit somethingin I look to thescrimandit’s
fallenoutand the wire meshsmallpiecesof which are
entwined thescrim I’ll stick with the stickswrapped
enclosedby themeshI’vepushedthesticksthroughtrapped
it’salmostlikecottonwoolheldtightlythenalsosuspended
by thethreadof wireI’mjustgettingabitofwirewoolI seem
tobe wrappingthingsatthemomenta twig is put to oneside
for possibleuse stringingthings togetherthen a box
becomesacontainer

tryingtostringthings togetherfor thepiecesthat aretentativelyheldI reallydon’tknowif
thisismoreaboutmein somekind of associationto one anotherat themomentI feel
likeI don’tknowwhereI’m goingin the box orwhatI’m doingthe woolis pulledout
more thinlypullingthe thiswireoutreminds meofhairmorenaturalfibre stuffing is
addedto themix andI feelabit paralysedI’mjustgoingtocutachunkoffthe remaining
wire wool is pulledout I’m just pullingthethreadsoutin thewirebeforescrunchingit
togetherandlaid inpieces overthe topbitsofit falloutalloverthetablethecardboard
containeramI goingtobe abletountanglethishavingbeenbrokenat its four corners
so its strengthis compromisedI feellike I knowwhereI amwithmyclientsandmy
superviseesI feellike I’mdoingsomething worthwhilethe twig isthreadedunderneath
andthe wire is cut I’m thinkingwhyamI doingthisthe endleft hangingI seemtobe
lookingforthingstoattachtooutsidethe boundaries of

the containerjustbrokeabittherefinallyaleft over remnant ofstringholdingthingsiswrapped around thestructurewithabitmorelikemorepegsonawashing
lineI turn the container onits sidekeepgoingto hang onthewallall tangledwirewoolthe contentsnot thinkingwhereI’mgoingwiththisthe innardsthreaten
to fall out I justhavetobelieve somewherein whatI’mdoingit’sfreedupbut they don’tsomeofthematerialon thewallabigknotthematerialsin themiddleofthe
wirethatoverhang theedgescastshadowsit’sgotstuckattheendbut it can’t staythere for longI’vejustgottocarryonjustcarryonit will surelyfall

… don’t put your blame on me!
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Twelve Weeks: Twelve Hours + Twelve Hours +

19

For this project I assembleframes frompsychoanalysis,art (psycho)therapy,and the
arts, throughwhich to observeand document myexperiencesin, and of, a healthcare
setting. Setting upa twelve-weekparticipant observationin a stroke rehabilitationday
centre,I document myembodied experiencesinandoftheresearchsituationasI prepare
for andperformthetask– weaving togetherimpressions,emotions, thoughts,ideas, and
materialsin amulti-layeredartisticresponse.

The title of the project reflectsthe imposed constraints of one houra week‘observing’
in the healthcaresetting+ one houra week‘making’ inthe studio,over a period of
twelve weeks,at a regulartime andin a regularplace. The ‘+’ at the end refersto the
additionalworkof ‘undergoing’asI workthroughtheexperienceandits affects.



Basedon a model ofpsychoanalyticobservation, theparticipant-observer
setsup a twelve-weekobservationin an organisation,duringwhich time
theobservervisitsthesitefor one hour, oncea week,on thesame day, at
the sametime, and observes themselvesand/in the unfoldingsituation
from thesame seateach week.2

Expandingonanddeviatingfromthe methodasI bendandreshapeit, I
repeatthe hourobservationaddingone hour‘making’ ina studiospace
(awayfrom theorganisation)aftereachobservation hour,at thesametime
each week– an immediatetransferof oneexperienceto another,without
any breakor mediationexceptcoffeeandsettingup thecameraandaudio
equipmentto document the performance.

Set Up A Situation

20

Opposite

Hinshelwood, R. D., and Wilhelm Skogstad, eds., Observing Organisations: Anxiety, Defence and 
Culture in Health Care, London: Routledge, 2000, p. 22
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StudioOrganisation

Emotional atmosphere
what does it speak of?    

how does it feel?        

Objective events
what is happening?

Inner feelings
subjective/aesthetic response?

psycho-social
performative

one hour observation
of the organisation and myself in the organisation

one hour art -making 
in a studio space

+

one hour a week
over twelve weeks

one hour a week 
over twelve weeks

+

Influences
unconscious

conscious

+
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Prepare the Set

I imaginean experimentalzone – a stageset for a private theatrical
production– bounded bytime,space andphysicalandemotionalmaterial
thatentersthespace.
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Thestudio(approximately3.3m× 2.6m) is separatefrom, but connectedto,
myart (psycho)therapy roomviaaboundarywall.

In onecorner, seento theleft,avideocamerasitson atripodwith anaudio-
recordermounted on theadjacent wall. To the right,anothercamerais set
to taketime-lapsephotographsat five secondintervals. Its wide-anglelens
encompasses most,but not all, of the paper backdropwhich extendsout
along thefloor, protectingthe integrityof the space,acting asa surfaceon
whichadramamay beenacted,andanticipatingadesireto move thework–
whateverthat is – outsidethe studioat a later date.Adjacentto the paper,
above thetable,hangsaclockto markthetime.

Materials gatherin boxes,bags,drawers,andon asetof shelves,abovewhich
hangs theresiduefrom two earlyimpressions,Momentsin Time, andI’m Only
Human.

27



Other thanmodellingmaterialssuchasclay, wire,
andModroc,andsomedrawing materials,muchof
the ‘stuff’ comprises left-over bits and pieces–
scraps,oddments,andtoolsgatheredfrom various
places overtime – ‘things’ that might comein
handy such as: a desk lamp, hammer,set of
pliers/wire cutters,Stanleyknife and, finally, a
white sheet

28
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An improvised performance
22 January 2017



In documenting thework of makingfrom different positions,I am not
concerned withobtainingan objective,accurate,or completerecord of
events. Rather, as partof areflexiveprocess, these recordsincludepersonal
thoughts,associations,and speculations,as well as aspectsof subjective,
experientialmaterialembeddedandembodiedin process.

30

Document The Production



31



Following the psychoanalytic model,I write up a record of each
observation,putting down all that I recall and ordering it in the time
sequenceof theactualobservation,sofar asthis ispossible.

Beforedoing this, however,I transfermy experienceimmediatelyto the
studio, recording what is enacted withtime-lapse, video, and audio
equipment.

32
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In addition to ‘writing up a record’ of eachobservation,I expand my
ResearchJournalto includethoughtsand associationsbetweensessions,
photographsof the residueleft aftereachstudiosession,andannotations
to these which,in turn,transformtheminto drawings.
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From week two, I record my thoughts and feelings before each
observation,apracticethatbecomespartof aregular routine.

It’sa strange processthistalkingout loud– talkingintoa recorder– butsomehowit
seemsa lotmoreauthenticif that’sthe rightword. Well, it iscapturing what’smore
immediate[…] what’sinmymindatthispoint– what’scomingoutof my mouth.
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Using Fitbit tracking technologyI map and tracecertain aspectsof
experienceoutsideconsciousawarenessincludingheartrate,speed,and
journeystravelled,downloading thedata andreworkingit.
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Heart rate

Speed

as
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Main ProductionExperience The Situation and Myself In It

24 January 2017 – 11 April 2017

Thefollowingpagesoffer animpressionofandfeelfortheresearchsituationas
I experiencethe rehabilitationdaycentreand myselfin it for one houra
weekat a regular timeand placeover twelve weeks,transferringattention
from the organisationalsiteto thestudioasasiteof making.

After describingthepatternof my movementseachweek,I presentaseries
of impressionsdrawnover twelve weeksthroughthe variousdocumentary
lenses described. Thesedo not offer a complete oraccuraterecord of
happeningsand events. By its nature, alldocumentationis selective,
incompleteand abbreviated. Rather,in weaving together thesefragmentsI
present aspectsof my sensitivityto a complexsituationaround which
thoughtsmaybeginto gather.

41



Switchingon myFitbit trackerI leavehomeatapproximately08:40,driving
thetwentyminutesor soit takesto getto therehabilitationdaycentre,and
arrivingshortlyafternineo’clock. I parkon aresidentialroadclosebyand,
waitingfor the appointedtime, recordmy thoughtson my i-phone– a
weeklyritual thatdevelopsunplanned. I stopat about09:20, leavethecar,
and walkdowntheconcreteramp andthrough thedoublesetof automatic
glassslidingdoorsthatmarkthe thresholdfrom outsideto inside. Entering
thereceptionlobbyI signtheredvisitors’book, then,turningto my right,
walk down the corridor, past the toilets and variousrooms, through a
further set of double doors into an open communalspacefilled with
circulartables atwhichpatientsgather. Turningto my left I walk pastthe
screened treatmentareas,soft seating, andgym,picking upachair asI pass
by. Turningto myright,I continuepasttheteamofficeandasetof parallel
bars placingthe chair down againstthe long wall of floor to ceiling
windowsnearthe nursingstation. Leavingmy coat and bagby thechairI
retracemy stepsback up the corridor to visit the Ladiestoilet before
returning to settle at 09:30 – to sit for one hour experiencingthe
organisationandmyselfin it.

Follow a Similar Pattern Each Week

42



Observer position

43

Annotated layout 
Pencil on paper, overlaid with pencil on tracing paper



At 10:30I pickupmycoatandbag and,retracingmysteps,returnthechair
to whereI foundit andwalkbackup thecorridor. After signing out inthe
red visitors’book, I pressthe greenbutton on thewall,exit through the
doublesetof automatic glassslidingdoorsthat markthe thresholdfrom
inside to outside,and walkup the concreteramp to the car, driving
immediatelyto the studio. Entering thebuildingthrougha different setof
glassdoor thatmarksthethresholdfrom outsideto inside,I crossafurther
thresholdinto a private interiorspace,lockingthe door behindme, and
unlockingthestudiospacewithin – aspace separatefrom, but adjacentto,
myart (psycho)therapyroom. After makingacupof coffeeI checkandset
the cameras andother recordingequipment. At 11.15 I closethe studio
door,switchon thetime-lapse camera,video,andaudiorecorder,clapmy
handsto mark a startingpoint and,within the constraints oftime and
space, beginto work withtheobjects,materials, andthingsI haveplacedin
the roomfor myuse. At 12.15I clapmy handsto marktheend, switchoff
therecording devicesanddownload thetime-lapseto avideoformatwhich
I transferto a USBstick. With a different cameraI take‘still’ photographs
of whatremains on the paper backdropand packup theequipment.
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On leavingthe studio,I lock it behind me. Then, lockinganotheras I move from
private to public areasI pressthe greenbutton on thewall, exitingthe premises
through thesetof glassdoorsthat markthe thresholdfrom insideto outside– making
surethe doorhasclosed securelybehind me.

45
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I

24 January 2017

Getting a feel for the place

46



nervous excited anticipation 
watching the clock 

University ID 47



‘I hope you didn’t hear?! I was explaining that you weren’t doing anything – but got cut off’

different accents
some voices stand out‘hello trouble’

the chair swallows her up 
feet don’t touch the floor

what is my role?

there one minute
gone the next 

how pleasant it feels to just sit                  
to not be rushing slow pace

the chair – as if she isn’t in it

to be (a) patient?

‘cup of tea?’

dependency 
uncomfortable 

from time to time a strand of knitting hangs down then jerks back up again to disappear 

TV noise 
difficult to shut out

nausea

pockets of sound merge into one nonsensical, meaningless noise 

overwhelming 
disorienting

Homes Under the Hammer

the noise in my head subsides

back feels uncomfortable

sadness
walking frame

off to the ‘gym’ 

empty chair

nausea passes
painfully slow

she shuffles back one foot in front of the other

presentation of something

reminders of earlier times

TV
‘Homes Under the Hammer’

transfer to another
patients sit patiently

staff active and talkative 
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I didn’t know I was going to do this

I wasn’t expecting to be looking in this direction 

I was expecting to be facing the other way

I hope the camera and recording equipment are 

capturing this because I can’t repeat it
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II

31 January 2017

It’s You – Your Attention – Being Present

Listening, not Interpreting

52



I need to find a way to leave it in between times 
too much

the intensity

surprised me

mechanisms for holding 
recording

containing 
losing track of time 

stroke
massive trauma to the brain 

disrupts connections
pathways and links we take for granted 

from the inside rather than outside

emergence

the recording ends–suddenly cut off

homes under the hammer

as if something got into me 
carrying something difficult around

hard to put down

talking out loud 
capturing what’s more immediate 

hammer

hit on the head
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as if people are tiptoeing so as not to make a noise 

being quiet for a baby –hoping it will sleep?

‘you look tired…’
the nurse says

‘I am’
he replies

‘not sleeping well’

frustration
going backwards

tired
a part of me wants to sleep 

or is it a desire to shut off?

‘one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight…
…one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight

…one, two, three...           

…one, two, three, four, five…’

the counting breaks up as she loses the rhythm of her steps

a flurry of activity 
the noise levels increase 

then quiet

left leg drags
jerky movement

feeling conspicuous
loud voices

broad accents

difficulty with co-ordination

‘hello’
I respond in kind

men and women are separate
in different areas TV volume 

lower than last week
conversationsbehind a desk

holidays
parking

concerts

‘they have time for you’
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I want to make it more secure

to hold it there 

I want to get inside this
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III

7 February 2017

Weaving a Web – Mapping –Lines Travelled Back and Forth

58
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like when I prepare to go on stage for a performance
slowing down

gathering together  
getting into a particular frame of mind

a jolt!

things intrude
disrupt 

mounting pressure 
uncertainty

not knowing 

nervous

pressure to produce
pull back

how will I feel?

constructing something

hold the constraint

unfolding?

preparing

59



‘…are you causing trouble again? 
that one’s trouble she is…’

exposure
over hearing and being overheard?

larger
higher

my feet just touch the ground

the chair’s too high!
I shout silently as I watch her feet dangle, shoelace undone

a cushion? no!  
can’t you see? a sharp exchange

off to gym

empty chair

I need some new bones and some new legs
I hope something happens soon’

movement less fluid after a fall

his right arm reaches over 
to help the paralysed left 

whispered conversations behind a long wooden desk 
cosmetic surgery

in a different world? before &  after
house renovations

makeovers ‘ you’ve been sitting there for a while
are you leaving?

a different chair
same as patients’

transfer from wheelchair

a compassionate transfer from one chair to another
the shoelace redone

a camera
photographs

‘consent’

Here – to get the feel of the place?

what is my role?
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need to lie down I feel a bit sick
something difficult to digest

tightly strung
pinned down

other bits hang loose

the only way I can take this off the wall is for it to 
collapse

cover over
feeling this underneath

like a body
worried it might fall
right up against it

easy to get caught in the wires
touching it on the inside

I’ve found an end –I’ve lost it  ah! there it is

as if making it go to the toilet

is this body alive or dead?
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IV

14 February 2017

A Heavy Responsibility

64
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the ‘body’ pinned to the wall screams at me to set it free 

as if imprisoned

left there, unable to act 

hidden away other than through the images captured on camera 

how do I feed this back and in what form?

might be spat out -indigestible

receiving and transmitting  

disturbing
unsettling

if I take it off the wall it will just collapse in a heap
a pile of materials

a heavy responsibility

do I want to keep it in my control…not let it out?
at what point is it appropriate to make an interpretation

might spew it up!

a lot to hold

make some kind of backbone?
a way of taking it out of the room, letting it act, being able to move around it

locked in
imprisoned

as if I am keeping it prisoner

the object screams at me to set it free 

take off the constraints

the ‘body’ pinned to the wall 
hanging

suspended

something about the speaking?
improvising with materials as a way of working something through?

videoing
photographing
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our names collide 

amomentlaterit hitsmein thegut –asif I havebeenpunched –thiscouldbeme!
the space between us collapses

theemotionrisesupinsidetospill frommyeyes
I hope no one will notice

I wanttoleave

too much – too close!

do I not want to get caught up? busy noise

a similar feeling of disorientation

YES or NO 

repeating

a struggle to speak
right arm hangs limp and helpless

distress!
my anxiety rises with her voice as she is told by the man accompanying her not to shout

‘too much support and the body doesn’t do as much as it can and may collapse into the support’

hand curled up          
hunched over 

distant and cut off 
isolated uncomfortable not having a role

relieved when it ends

laughter
‘look, my legs are really thin!’‘before & after’

as the group gathers around the phone

pain –continual – in the neck
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I remember – something got lost – a memory

calm, holding presence
in a stable position

not just a bottom
womb-like – warm

trying to construct something

almost as if I can’t talk

to turn the other way would mean 
turning my back on the object

desire to escape

get on with the practical stuff
don’t want to be here

paralysed to do anything
just sit

feel like I’m doing something in front of the object
the analytic object 

I need more time
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V

21 February 2017

Is Familiarity Setting in?

70



as

nausea
headache

something about the repetition

repeating the same thing except it is not the same

bits get lost

movement between inside and outside space

something being played out in front of me

like a theatrical performance where I’m both one of the performers 

and in the audience witnessing something that is being played out

dread
something very difficult 

on the outside going to the inside
crossing a threshold 
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I imagine the legs of the chair being constrained by the contraption placed upon it 
as if they might try to break free any minute 

I see the same people
relationship 

even if we never speak

she seems to want to engage in conversation                                 a new neck collar

‘I can’t hold my head up, the muscles aren’t strong enough’

whispered conversations 
self-conscious

paranoia

I smile and nod 

my body pulls forward in readiness to help, but wait

weakness in her right side –a crutch nearby

‘they’re very patient’

we sit on similar chairs
her foot reaches for and finds the leg of the table to rest on 

a magazine falls

independence

cough!
my body prepares to intervene

repeating

the biscuit tin falls
replacements follow

‘am I next?’ 
‘maybe’

‘tea?’
‘oh that’s hot!’

‘are you OK? have you spilt it?’ 

hip replacement
an old crutch 

‘we can replace part of it if we don’t have a new one’

established routine
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limbless joints – body parts

I feel something from it

I can still hear the inside which is weird! 

I want to strengthen this

like wringing out a dishcloth

transmission of heat

still moving
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VI

28 February 2017

Feedback Loop

as

76



as

I no longer have the dead feeling inside

I feel alive again

less prepared 
aware of an absence

doom and anxiety has passed

relief
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a bit more space
I move to create more distance between

‘good morning’ 

quietleaflets distributed
picked up by some 

‘which chair?’
‘a higher one…

…I don’t want to be a nuisance’ 

adjusts her position so feet just touch the floor

elderly, pale complexion –dressed in black
distant –cut off?

no tea or coffee

‘water?’ 
shakes her head

I feelconcernforher ‘shepherd’s pie?’ 
attempts to make contact 

no response

‘my feet don’t touch the floor!’

she shifts back and forth until her feet meet the floor

discomfortwiththesituation

absence of attention
capacity to notice

distress 
near the TV 

perhaps she didn’t understand?

TV is repetitive
hard to follow – speech too fast 

‘you don’t expect it at such a young age’

a visitor
her pale face lights up

signs of life 

sadness passesthroughbriefly

‘I need a higher chair!’he positions the walking frame

a while before her legs begin to take her slowly towards the gym

…one, two, three, four…’
I wait until the end to say something about the chair

who is a nuisance?
superior observer?

confusing
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not as cold

resonant

as if I’m singing to something

take the curtain down

am I dressing something?
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VII

7 March 2017

A Shift In The Atmosphere

82
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guilt
myattentionhasbeen elsewhere

I lose last week’s recording?!

has a connection been broken? 

need a break
time to digest

as if  something takes over my insides              

how to be affected but not consumed by it?

some female spiders sacrifice themselves for their babies

eaten by them

object use?
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air of contentment and peace
‘only joking…just tormenting her!’

warmth in the atmosphere 

isthiswhatI ampickingup?

‘ I’ll miss all of you, I know that’ 

a shift in the atmosphere
unsettling

sadness?
a vague sense that seems at odds

distress?

he catches my eye 
his words prompt the nurse to look

a self-conscious, embarrassed smile in return

lively
jovial

discussion at the nursing station
a TV programme

‘The Replacement’ 

easy
warm 

close patients and staff
sharing memories and experiences

‘one, two, three, four…’ 
‘big strides…’

he encourages as she shuffles forward

calm
quiet

‘Can I have some magazines? 
…I don’t want to be any trouble’

‘They don’t want me!
…I don’t want to stop coming’

amissing cup of tea

cruel

noise from outside impinges

‘it’s the company… 
…trouble with balance’ 

she cries

‘is it better to have a body that doesn’t function properly or to lose your marbles?’ 
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changes in the space between last week and this

reveals itself again

undressing 

spider’s web

I want to keep wrapping
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VIII

14 March 2017

I feel like a Spell has been Broken

88

88



a part of me has closed down 

another recording lost – the unconscious at work?
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‘What are you doing?
You come here each week and sit not doing anything except watching the telly!’

the room empties
quiet

I drift off
as if a conversation is happening around me but is one I don’t understand

relief when she is included in the conversation again

what direction will I go in? 

the ladies is ‘out of order’
a ‘leak’

I walk the other way back
anticlockwise

familiar self-consciousness
caught in his gaze

‘good luck with her!’ 
I imagine a difficulty of some sort?

a man walks unsteadily 
speech slurred

a smile returned
the room fills 

chatter
tea, coffee and biscuits

‘salmon and broccoli bake or shepherd’s pie?’

shadows
slippers and shoes

items of sale
mirror

a conversation happens around the patient
with her outside it

silent

my gaze turns to the chairs and machines 
objects waiting to be sat in or used

screens take on facial characteristics 
shadows on the floor become reflections

my anxiety rises 
as the patient deviates from his usual path to approach 

as I leave the room someone calls out 
I turn and wave but it’s not for me

embarrassment

I watch from across the room as the cheery young man gently clothes his left arm which is unable to help in the endeavour

moved by the kindness and self-compassion

acknowledging the strangeness of the situation 
I explain
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self-conscious

thoughts of emptying everything out onto the floor

everything that isn’t seen

91



92



93



as

as

IX

21 March 2017

It is Theatre now – The Staging of  Something –A Performance – Enactment
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as

dressing, undressing, unwrapping 

wrapping, covering, uncovering

becoming faceless 

a depersonalisation 

distancing 
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dressing, undressing, unwrapping 
wrapping, covering uncovering

mind keeps wandering off          
back feels uncomfortable

I want to fidget

sleepy

not sure what I’m responding to
is my attention distracted from the task?

becoming faceless 
a depersonalisation 

distancing 

work           
labour

production 

‘Oh, I could almost drop off’

noise
TV is intrusive                                

too loud      
an imposition! 

who is picking up what from who? 

resisting an institutional pressure to conform
which institution?

my gaze drifts to the objects for sale 
shoes and slippers on a trolley

not really noticing what is going on
too familiar?

ringing in the ears
feeling ill

sick earlier
‘jam sandwich?’

divide between men and women

we all face in the same direction
toward the TV

some kind of mind control?

is it the chair making my back uncomfortable?

picture cards to help understanding 
‘yes’ or ‘no’?

‘sickness?
do you need the toilet?’
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as

X

28 March 2017

I Feel Like An Object – An Item of  Something

100



as

parked in a different place looking in a different direction

distracted

an idea of taking the object into the organisation 

reassembling 

repositioning

a different perspective

negotiation
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a part of  me hopes for some human contact but there is none

like an object 
an item of something

labels
value

quiet

exchanges of greeting

a switch of chairs 
caught up in something?

items for sale 

DANGER                                         CAUTION 

‘something to eat?
are you cold?’

a blanket for the shoulders

everyone disappears
only one remains

I feel at a distance today

a nonsense
to imagine installing the object

such a change of culture
and yet it had felt possible from a different position ‘would you like to do some colouring?

…just do what you can’

I imagine the picture on the wall
a hand with a finger pointing, as if to touch a central hole 

whispered conversation
briefly caught in each other’s gaze

something sensitive
turn away

established routine
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as

106

XI

4 April 2017

Time Passing – Presence and Absence
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an underwater investigation

navigating

a feeling passing through

time

what we do with our time

slow things down
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‘Why do you need to do that? You worked here for two years,               

you know what it’s like!’

emptiness 
empty spaces where people had been and were no longer

time passing                    

presence and absence

tidying

getting things in order

my leaflet is absorbed into the pile 

an anticipatory silence

self-conscious

quiet

‘It’s very quiet today’
‘I can’t hear!’

a rush of activity 
people arriving

visible or invisible?

arm in a sling
body slumped over to one side 

‘Leave them out!’
I shout silentlysmall changes

bustling with activity 
‘I’m not a patient…

…it’s my wife
…not here for me’ 
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can you see me? 
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XII

11 April 2017

Residue
Something That Remains After The Main Part Has Gone 

as
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as

the end of something 

a death
something happened in that room and it’s coming to an end

post mortem?

lives ending

anticipation of something about to happen

I feel in a different world

relief

shifted into another place again now

tangling up
suffocation

dark
light
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have I already left? 

as if  watching a film I am also in

part of a drama?

‘I saw you last week 

no-one seemed to know what you are doing’

disappointment

sadness    

life goes on

as if I have never been there
occupied the space

the incidental marks that are seemingly of no significance
but, none-the-less, are there

who determines when the life of a sick body should be ended

time passes 
the absence of those who were present a moment ago

impulse to move the chair
create more distance between

loitering with intent?

view is obscured slightly 
different position
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I am exhausted.
A part of me wants to put it behind me, forget, go to sleep, 

but the work is not yet finished
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Notes:

1. Rag'n'Bone Man, 'Human', Sony Music and Columbia Records, 2016, Digital Download, 21 July 2016.

2. The model is described more fully in Hinshelwood, R. D., and Wilhelm Skogstad, Observing Organisations: Anxiety, Defence and 
Culture in Health Care, London: Routledge, 2000.
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