
Map(ping) texts - to be broken 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
How do I start thinking around/past  a ‘map’? 
Thinking of map(ping) lets me re-drift around the notion in a more freeform manner, 
looking in through multiple incisions.  What can this be – an object (a material 
inscription of some kind),  a process (a production  of some sort of relationships in my 
mind) or an index (a function, a tool that corresponds with something in the world)? 
 
 
 
 
A ‘map(ping)’ as a thing or and object could ( easily) be  any representation of a 
set that starts to show up as a number  related entities that share some kind of function, 
even if I do not know how big this set is, or what that function might be. So it can be 
ephemeral, but it’s interesting just when something starts to make a set.1 In this 
way, the set can be really of almost anything, but the relationship of this set to its 
function is another interesting area –there is some sense of enabling, meaning its more 
than just a cataloque – it is a ‘map’ that contains in itself some inscriptions of 
possibilities. 
 
I might, and routinely do produce lists of things and structures in my mind just as a 
fulfilment of some kind of urge to (de)(mix)order.2 But some of these are more clearly 
cliffhangers, have about them a kind of adjacent empty space, an invitation not to just 
contain its information but to put it to some (esoteric) use.3 So now, am I dealing with a 
map(ping)?  Is it merely a question of function? 
 
Is any list /structure/image  a map? 
 
 
 
                                                
1  FOOTNOTE 3: this only happens when (and for the period during which) anxiety disappears and 
although it is an external object, it becomes internalised.  
2  FOOTNOTE 1: there is a certain feeling of nausea when i become aware of the infinite number 
of possible orderings, it becomes an unbearable universe flickering in high speed and i can try to pause it 
and see snapshots of it, some of the possible orderings/mappings. There is an anxiety in the awareness of 
the temporary provisional character of these arrangements, in relation to which i should adapt. I need to see 
them both as static and dynamic, in their uniqueness and inter-relatedness. So mapping as an object is an 
object that deals with arrangement. 
3  FOOTNOTE 2: there is a difference, for me these arrangements are infinite possibilities that 
exist outside myself 
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What is the smallest amount of information that is needed for something to be called a 
map? 
 
Maps/paintings/lists etc show us what people have already seen and done/intended to do. 
They are 'snapshots of what certain journeys will entail' or have entailed. The finished 
painting is a map of someones creative journey. In order to create our own maps we need 
to record our journey using whatever means we feel appropriate. 
 
 
 
(Map as a game, map as a strategy) 
That means that there are winners and losers? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I sit at work making a map, a mind map about a book I am reading. (Some of it is about 
the situation of being in work itself). I am not following the book from the beginning but 
opening it up anywhere, looking for something interesting that catches my eye, reading it 
and reading backwards to find out what led to this part.  I reckon most of the book can be 
discarded, which bits?  When do I know when to leave the book? Books can be so 
encumbered with things, and it is not easy to read at work, having only fragments of time 
between customers . How can I sustain some kind of momentum? My map has now all 
the bits that I’ve collected. I read it and make another one, hopeful that this one will 
contain less information but more understanding - understanding to act.  
 
For this is what my maps are all about: acting. About processing, and then arriving at the 
present. When making these maps at work, there comes a point when I realise the 
boundaries of my present situation. The map reaches the limits of what can be done 



presently and leads me to the edge where I would have to break the prevailing conditions 
somehow. At times this is simply getting up. There and then. I must leave my current job  
in order to take the map to the next stage and allow it to grow. I make the map as I act, 
and in this way I think each map exists in the wreckage of the prior mapping.  
 
 each map is wreak . full of holes  
 
It’s so much to leave physically the position I am in . >But my view point< . Of which is 
the map . It should find escape routes within what surrounds it . For example the grain of 
the marble floor leads to the colour of someones shirt . A conversation . It’s hard to 
believe I have exhausted all the lines  . 
 
as someone in the same position remarked ,  you are always in the future in this job .  I 
asked why . He replied . You are planning what you are going to do when you leave .  He 
was right we don’t do much else .  But I was trying to find the present of the time with 
my map .  
 
 but if you stick to one medium you get stuck and feel the need to leave I guess anywhere 
.  you will find the problem unchanged . And you will start again  
 
 
 
 
‘Map(ping)’ as a process then might have to do with the perpetual work of sorting 
out these relationships that enable something to happen. How does something show up 
through a process?4 Walking, thinking, looking, everything generates a certain 
(unrestrained) rhythm and pattern that cumulatively creates a texture for the world that I 
can sense.  
 
If I am forced  (by the fact of being alive) to move in time, then I am forced to participate 
in the world in some way or form, as any activity, or inactivity is already an action. That 
is simply a utilitarian aspect of being, and also includes a possibility to reflect on past 
action, and predict future ones.  How do I go about this? So, are map(pings) generated 
out of necessity (as an aid to anticipated action), or are they also spun from the sheer 
excess of the ability to do so? Is any map(ping) simply utilitarian, or/and is any 
map(ping) redressing the notion of ‘utility’?  (And, is the process more interesting/more 
important than the outcome?)5 
 
 
 
                                                
4  FOOTNOTE 4: the process perhaps produces a state of focus and immersion, if one uses it 
productively it eliminates anxiety and allows to see possibilities, even as fantasies.  It is important to 
fantasise as one is in process, to be able to continue to act until a structure or a set emerges 
5  FOOTNOTE 5: mapping as an object is terrible when its provisional character  manages to 
destabilise the  manifestations of order it is meant to provide, mapping as a process involves the user in a 
process which might reconcile  
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Map(ping) as an index would perhaps have to do with the  grounding of  both the 
object/representation/list/structure-thing that emerged, and the process of continually 
re/producing and redrafting such a thing through utilizing it,  onto a some kind of 
(empirical) material.  
 
This relationship can be geographical, but not only, as a movement away from and 
towards can be conceived of in many ways. So, as a navigative tool, a kind of landscape 
of opportunity it can be grafted onto, or teased out of any universe. But it has an indexical 
relationship to its universe, it depends on it for legibility ( or does it? What is an illegible 
map?), and and it does open its universe in some way. Perhaps, it really creates its 
universe? Perhaps there is nothing without a map(ping)?  
 
 
 
 
 
+++ 
 
 
 
 
 
(direction as a property of thought) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



+++ 
 
 
 
 
 
The task is to hear the basic hum: the percolation of my living cells over 
cells dying, popping onto the skin surface, streaming the same cellular 
information, pulsating with the rhythm of the city. Protruding metal, 
sometimes sharp as blades, sometimes compacted, shifting chunks of mass, 
clicking, turning away at the corner, rubber, tyres, sections of machinery 
moving amongst the particles of flesh. Grids and patterns entered into 
momentarily, movements ground to halt and other pathways forming 
instantly, or intermittently, with the presence of time in the erratic projectiles 
of the movement. From here to where I end up it is just  a short distance, a 
matter of life and non-life, a parallel space-vector.  
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