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“Thus,	little	by	little,	in	the	course	of	ever	more	profound	contemplation,	

water	becomes	an	element	of	materializing	imagination”	

Gaston	Bachelard,	Water	and	Dreams.	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	



	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	
	



	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

Whitecaps		

	

There	are	whitecaps	on	the	river	and	the	river	is	wide	and	grey.	In	curves	

and	turns,	it	holds	the	city	apart,	giving	two	sides,	one	to	the	other,	giving	

its	shape,	at	once,	to	both.	We	are	on	the	bridge	and	it	is	late	in	the	day.	

I	am	home	bound	on	the	bus	and	 I	wonder	 if	 it	would	be	the	thing	to	

write	and	tell	you	about	the	whitecaps.	

	

Because	of	these	whitecaps	I	have	noticed	the	river	anew,	though	I	often	

travel	this	way;	I’ve	seen	a	mood	I’d	not	known	before.	ln	noticing	the	

river,	I	am	reminded	of	the	sea,	because	of	its	unusual	temperament,	its	

gnarly	texture.	And	from	up	above,	on	the	high	bridge,	the	view	is	of	a	

wide	and	turbulent,	rather	than	a	long	and	flowing	body	of	water.	I	get	

the	feeling,	riverbend,	that	your	heart	is	with	a	certain	destination,	and	

that	it	is	some	time	since	you	last	gave	any	thought	to	your	source	three	



hundred	kilometres	 inland,	up	in	the	forested	hills,	where	you	used	to	

sparkle	in	shallow	reaches	over	wide	pebbled	beds.		

	

I	think	and	wonder	what	a	river	could	be	mulling	over.	It	is	not	flowing	

along,	this	river,	whose	strong	tidal	current	is	usually	visible,	with	debris	

floating	 lightly	 along	 and	 scant	 pieces	 of	 it	 caught	 momentarily	 in	 a	

smooth	 and	playful	 eddy.	 I	 should	 say,	 rather,	 that	 the	 current	 is	 not	

apparent	 on	 the	 surface,	which	 is	 churning	 and	 knotting	 and	messing	

about.	I	feel	a	rebellion	on	hand.	Because	it	is	tidal	this	river	already	has	

one	 foot	 in	 the	bay,	already	has	a	mind	 for	wider	waters,	but	not	 the	

room,	between	these	banks	and	curves,	to	express	these	grand	notions.	

So	perhaps	that	 is	what	causes	this	rebellious	spirit.	Every	day	the	sea	

comes	into	the	river,	but	its	temper	is	usually	smoothed	over	by	the	time	

it	makes	it	to	the	wide	bends	where	its	great	mass	winds	between	the	

south	and	north	banks	and	quays	of	the	city.		

	

Where	moments	earlier	I	had	felt	the	settling	of	the	day,	and	looked	out	

on	 streets	 of	 people	 making	 for	 home	 –	 all	 the	 homebound	 traffic	

coursing	easily	 to	 thousands	of	 tranquil	 rock	pools	–	 I	 am	now	 tossed	

about	on	this	image	of	an	ocean	river.	It	has	awakened	the	senses	and	

the	 imagination	 that	 follows.	 This	 event	 of	 the	 water	 is	 beyond	 my	

powers	of	description.	

	

As	I	think	of	writing	to	tell	you,	I	am	faced	with	another	uncertainty	which	

is	the	question	of	my	reason	for	doing	so.	Am	I	wanting	to	tell	you	about	

the	whitecaps	on	the	river,	or	about	this	fascination	they	are	stirring	in	

me?	 I	 would	 not	 want	 to	 highlight	 the	 whitecaps	 when	 really	 what	 I	

wanted	to	mention	was	the	state	of	my	soul.	Likewise,	 I	don’t	want	to	

bother	you	with	my	soul,	when	the	whitecaps	and	deep	wide	river	are	the	

event	worth	telling,	quite	apart	 from	the	effect	this	water	 is	having	on	

me.	The	more	I	dwell	upon	it,	in	this	brief	hiatus	between	embankments,	

the	less	I	am	clear	about	which	words,	which	account	would	tell	of	the	

one	or	the	other.	A	river	and	a	soul	merge	on	the	bridge.	I	do	not	write.	

	

The	bus	has	passed	across	and	I	will	not	see	the	river’s	progress	until	next	

week.		

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	



	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

Dream	water	

	

In	San	Sebastian	the	River	Urumea	meets	the	tidal	flow	from	the	sea	of	

Cantabria	on	the	Bay	of	Biscay	and,	crossing	the	Zurriola	bridge	you	can	

look	down	on	waves	rushing	forth	beneath,	and	breaking	into	the	town.		

	

We	were	there	in	1989	and	we	met	a	local	resident	who	asked,	have	you	

seen	our	Urumea?	It	has	waves,	big	waves	that	come	right	into	the	city	

down	the	narrow	river.	We	went	to	look,	walked	over	the	Zurriola	bridge,	

and	were	not	disappointed.		

	

San	Sebastian,	that	Basque	city	on	the	sea,	sits	in	my	mind	quite	isolated	

from	any	memory	of	getting	there.	I	do	not	recall	arriving,	nor	am	I	sure	

about	 our	 departure,	 except	 that	 it	 must	 have	 happened.	 I	 seem	 to	

recollect	 being	 turned	away	 from	a	pensione.	We	were	with	 a	 group,	

maybe	six	of	us,	not	drunk,	but	joking	and	too	loud,	and	the	small	solid	

woman	at	the	doorway	blocked	it	like	armoury	and	said	no	rooms.		I	do	

not	 recall	much	 else	 about	 San	 Sebastian.	 If	 there	were	 anything	 less	

than	 the	 river	 itself,	 perhaps	 it	 would	 have	 faded	 from	 memory	

altogether.		

	

This	is	not	to	be	seen	as	a	slight	on	that	fine	city,	but	an	indictment	on	

my	 memory,	 that	 may	 require	 moving	 or	 still	 water	 to	 be	 properly	

aroused.	 The	 thing	 that	 secured	 San	 Sebastian	 as	 a	 city	 not	 only	 of	

images,	 but	 of	 deep	 affective	 value,	was	 that	 as	 the	 years	 passed,	 its	

Urumea	took	up	occupancy	in	the	topology	of	my	dreams,	and	may	well	

have	been	the	trigger	for	big	water	events	that	recurred	periodically	in	

my	unconscious	 landscape.	Watching	the	waves	breaking	 in	under	the	

bridge	 had	 all	 the	 incongruity	 of	 a	 dream,	 where	 in	 recounting	 its	

sequences,	you	might	say:	it	was,	but	it	was	not.	Or,	suddenly	we	were	

there,	but	we	had	not	really	gone	anywhere.		

	

Big	water	dreams	have	always	come	with	a	sense	of	fullness	and	wonder,	

finding	waves	rolling	in	where	they	should	not	be,	riding	on	them	with	

ease	and	being	dumped	without	harm	onto	grass	or	sand	way	beyond	

the	usual	 line	of	 the	tide.	Some	of	 the	settings	 for	 these	dreams	have	

been	 in	 small	 bays	 in	 familiar	 locations,	 places	 that	 I	 had	 somehow	



missed	seeing	before.	Others	occurred	on	the	tranquil	beach	of	home,	

so	that	the	big	water	was	all	the	more	extraordinary	for	arising	in	a	place	

that	naturally	had	no	waves	or	exceptional	tides	at	all.			

	

Here	I	would	be	witness	to	the	fulfilment	of	a	place,	a	place	rising	up	and	

revealing	 all	 that	 lay	 hidden	 beneath	 its	 sensible	 exterior,	 as	 if	 it	 had	

reached	 some	 kind	 of	 awareness;	 freed	 from	 all	 earthly	 constraints,	

these	 earthly	 places	 become,	 instead,	 events	 that	 drive	 themselves	

forward,	and	in	the	dream	I	am	carried	aloft	this	heaving	expression	of	

the	earth’s	unleashed	awareness	of	its	own	ecstatic	substance.		

	

*	

	

In	a	more	enigmatic	way,	the	sea	was	once	the	occasion	for	dreams	of	a	

different	 kind.	 I	 will	 say	 it	 how	 it	 seemed	 to	 be.	 Many	 years	 ago,	

swimming	in	a	small	bay	tucked	down	below	a	steep	slope	off	a	winding	

road,	I	was	snatched,	momentarily,	by	the	dreaming	of	a	distant	place.	I	

mean	that	I	became	the	image	in	a	dream,	a	peculiar	event	occasioned	

by	 immersion	 in	the	sea.	The	waves	 in	this	cove	were	big	enough,	but	

regular	and	even	and	they	rose	from	beneath	like	prana.	It	was	natural	

to	feel	safe	in	them	at	the	same	time	as	knowing	their	enormous	weight	

and	power,	for	their	breaking	was	not	violent	and	messy,	but	more	like	

the	folding	around	of	plush	fabric,	and	they	submerged	me	generously	

in	 their	 lucid,	 turquoise	 glassiness.	 They	were	 strong,	 but	 understood	

human	limits.	

	

As	I	said,	the	sea	was	the	occasion,	or	I	might	say,	the	catalyst	or	medium	

by	which	 I	was	made	available	to	the	dream	or	the	remembering	of	a	

distant	place.	Here	is	how	it	happened.	I	rose	and	fell	on	the	moving	tide	

between	 land	 and	 horizon,	 watching	 outward	 for	 the	 next	 big	 wave.		

When	 it	 came,	 as	 it	 collapsed	 down	 over	 me…I	 vanished.	 For	 an	

incalculable	instant,	an	instant	so	complete	in	its	dislocating	effect	that	

it	fell	outside	time,	I	was	transported	to	and	perhaps	by,	another	place.	

To	be	precise,	it	was	the	home	of	my	youth,	that	sanctified	and	happy	

abode	that	was	my	childhood	fortress.	There	I	was	in	the	living	room,	its	

soft,	dim	light,	its	calm	air	and	deep	foundations.	Then	time	regained	its	

footing	and	I	was	back	in	the	moving	water,	in	the	open,	under	the	sun,	

the	room	completely	vanished,	though	my	memory	of	it	clear,	and	my	

limbs	stretching	to	find	some	ground.	I	hung	there	in	the	sea,	wondering	

at	this	moment	just	passed.	My	wondering	mind,	however,	was	a	poor	

companion	to	a	body	that	was	not	at	liberty	to	take	charge,	for	liquid	has	

its	 own	way	with	 bodies.	 I	 had	 been	 reduced	 to	 a	 thought	 a	 faraway	

place,	 that	enjoined	 the	waves	 to	deliver	me,	 an	object	 as	 light	 as	 an	

image.		

	



Suspended	 there,	my	 feet	 just	 scraping,	 now	 and	 then,	 the	 soft	 sand	

below,	 I	was	 lifted	 again,	 and	 again	 transported	 to	 that	 room,	where	

nothing	of	the	sea	or	sun	or	warm	breezes	penetrated	the	senses.	And	

then,	as	before,	I	awakened	to	the	crystal	deepness	of	my	sheltered	bay,	

facing	outward	to	the	uninterrupted	horizon.		

	

Why	would	I	insist	that	the	dream	belonged	to	a	place	in	time,	and	not	

be	my	 own	 dream?	Why	 complicate	 things	 already	 strange?	 Because	

unlike	an	act	of	 imagining	where	 there	 remains	an	attachment	 to	 the	

body	that	is	doing	the	imagining,	or	in	dreams,	where,	upon	waking,	their	

substance	is	understood	to	have	formed	over	a	period	of	hours,	from	an	

interior	inventory,	here	was	to	be	found	no	such	attachment	to	sleep	or	

reverie,	and	none	of	the	voluntary	abandon	or	weariness	that	precedes	

a	familiar	excursion	into	the	unconscious	part	of	being.		

	

I	prepared	myself	for	the	third	occurrence.	I	would	watch	it	happening	

this	time.	I	would	be	ready	to	observe	and	to	catch	the	water	in	the	act	

of	its	treachery.	But	the	chance	was	lost,	for	there	was	the	wave	again,	

and	again	I	was	gone.	This	bizarre	game	continued	as	long	as	I	remained	

in	the	waves.	It	was	impossible	to	apprehend	the	moment	in	the	moment	

of	its	occurrence;	impossible	to	intercept	a	transitionary	instant	or	a	sign.			

	

*	

Just	when	we	are	reminded	most	acutely	that	we	belong	to	the	realm	of	

matter,	as	when	water	moves	against	the	skin	and	tests	the	weight	of	

the	body,	we	might	just	as	likely	be	thrust	through	a	wave	into	the	oneiric	

realm	of	another	place	or	someone,	to	reveal	the	very	evanescence	of	

being.			

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	



	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

Double	Portraits	

	

Places,	 specifically	 places	 of	 water,	 open	 themselves	 to	 the	 affective	

realm	 precisely	 because	 of	 their	 tendency	 to	move,	 and	 then	 to	 find	

repose	in	the	same	substance,	and	for	the	most	part,	in	the	same	order	

and	 shape.	Movement,	 even	 outrageous	movement	 is	 a	 condition	 of	

being,	 but	 so	 is	 the	 desire	 for	 equilibrium	 and	 constancy.	 Water	

manifests	 both	 in	 extremes.	 Movements	 of	 the	 hard	 ground	 find	

resolution	in	a	much	changed	land.	When	the	hard	earth	moves,	things	

get	 broken,	 including	 trust	 in	 the	 reliability	 of	 the	 ground;	 hills	 and	

crevices	are	levered	from	the	inside	out	and	stay	there	once	the	rage	has	

passed.	Water	reshapes	itself	whatever	turbulence	may	take	possession	

momentarily.	 As	 Herman	 Melville	 observed	 in	 Moby	 Dick,	 the	 sea	

“admits	no	record”.	It	is	with	difficulty	one	accepts	that	the	calm	sea	and	

the	one	ripped	by	tempest	to	be	one	and	the	same	water.		

	

The	will	to	understand	and	describe	the	earth	substance,	has	us	building	

firmly	into	its	deep	substance.	Description	never	really	is	complete	until	

words	 and	 theories	 and	 models	 turn	 outward	 and	 become	 the	 very	

image	 and	 proof	 of	 the	 nature	 of	 things.	 Buildings	 and	 substructures	

describe,	by	showing,	the	firmness	of	the	earth.	Time	and	weather	get	to	

be	known	through	their	changes	and	failings.	I	once	saw	an	aged	wooden	

house	whose	rigid	horizontals	had	slumped	into	a	shallow	curve,	so	that	

the	house	was	beginning	to	assume	the	shape	of	a	boat.	It	may	be	that	

the	 land,	 in	the	 long	course	of	that	transition,	was	hinting	at	a	hidden	

fraternity	with	water.	

	

A	boat,	particularly	a	sailing	boat,	describes	the	shape	and	behaviour	of	

the	moving	sea	and	air,	in	so	far	as	it	is	an	inverse	image	of	the	sea	with	

the	one	condition	that	it	contain	a	human,	and	therefore,	it	is	also	the	

inverse	image	of	a	person,	one	or	more.	The	perfect	boat	has	perfected	

the	mediation	of	these	two	inverse	images,	the	sea	and	the	man,	though	

consideration	of	one	will	always	be	a	constraint	for	the	other.	This	can	

be	 seen	 in	 racing	 sail	 boats,	where	human	 comforts	 are	 reduced	 to	 a	

minimum,	to	furnish	the	boat	with	descriptions	closer	to	the	sea	than	to	

the	 man.	 On	 the	 other	 hand,	 large	 cruising	 ships	 are	 equipped	 with	

human	comforts	to	the	extent	that,	although	they	may	tolerate	the	sea	

with	impunity,	are	manifestly	designed	around	the	image	of	people.		



The	 image,	 or	 portrait,	 of	 the	 sea	 can	 be	 seen	 in	 a	 boat’s	 particular	

curves,	which	 represent	 an	 understanding	 of	 both	 the	 resistance	 and	

support	 that	 water	 is	 to	 movement,	 and	 a	 reduction	 of	 matter	 and	

movement	to	a	precise	line.	Add	to	this	the	liquid	mass	of	deep	water,	

imagined	in	a	weighted	keel,	and	a	deep	and	wide,	proportionate	belly	

and	 you	 will	 have	 a	 concise,	 finite	 image	 of	 the	 infinite	 qualities	

awakened	in	the	meeting	of	sea	and	human.	Beyond	this,	the	movement	

of	air	is	represented	in	the	sail,	which	is,	 in	effect,	an	inverse	image	of	

the	wind,	or	the	wind	in	potential,	across	the	water.	It	makes	this	image	

through	resisting	the	wind,	not	by	concession.	When	there	is	no	wind,	

sails	luff	and	ropes	slacken,	but	when	it	is	blowing	and	the	sails	are	set	

to	 meet	 an	 agreement	 between	 wind	 direction	 and	 its	 force,	 and	

navigational	course,	they	fully	express	this	meeting	in	a	taut	sheet	with	

a	perfect	curve.	The	sealed	hull	 is	the	 inverse	of	the	human	occupant,	

watertight,	 and	 of	 just	 proportions	 and	 of	 basic	 needs.	 The	 boat	 is	 a	

double	portrait,	never	perfect,	of	sea	and	human,	so	that	in	the	sea	itself,	

and	 in	 the	human	 soul,	before	a	boat	was	ever	made,	 lay	hidden	 this	

distant,	dormant	coupled	form.		

	

*	

	

My	body	will	no	longer	tolerate	being	put	on	board	a	sailing	vessel.	It	has	

made	 itself	 unavailable	 to	 the	 ingenuity	 of	 the	 sea,	 which	 makes	

concessions	of	the	most	wondrous	kind	to	mariners	who	agree	to	give	

themselves	to	the	sea’s	imagination.	I	have	no	inverse	image	in	the	boat	

in	which	 I	 can	 easily	 recognise	myself.	 Put	 simply,	 I	 am	 awkward	 and	

clumsy	and	fretting,	on	board	a	sailing	boat.		

	

	
	

Sailing	boats	have	to	lean.	It	is	the	only	way	they	get	to	move	along	unless	

the	wind	is	behind	the	boat	and	it	is	square	rigged,	or	is	equipped	with	

that	massive	billow,	ten	times	the	size	of	the	boat,	known	as	a	spinnaker.	

But	after	years	of	living	on	solid	ground,	leaning	has	assimilated	into	the	

primitive	reasoning	of	my	senses	as	a	prelude	to	falling.	The	shift	from	

earth	 to	 water	 does	 not,	 as	 far	 as	 the	 body	 is	 concerned,	 provide	

adequate	 grounds	 for	 composure	 in	 the	event	of	 a	 sudden	and	acute	

listing	one	way	or	the	other.	Already	inscribed	within	the	listing	body	is	



a	falling	one	and	there	is	no	way	to	convince	this	deep	internal	structure	

otherwise.		

	

When	the	boat	begins	to	lean,	I	cling	to	the	leaning	boat,	as	if	this	will	

steady	me,	but	immediately	recognise	the	complicity	of	my	weight	in	the	

horrifying	inevitability	of	things.	If	I	cling	to	the	lower	side,	I	will	add	to	

the	weight	of	existing	bias	and	precipitate	the	very	thing	I	fear.	If	I	rush	

to	 the	high	 side,	 I	 am	 faced	with	 the	horrifying	distance	between	 the	

edge	of	the	boat	and	the	water,	and	risk	falling	with	gravity	across	the	

vessel	 into	 the	 low	side,	or,	worse,	 into	 the	sea.	So	 I	disappear	below	

deck	 and	 assume	 a	 horizontal	 posture	 because	 in	 this	 position,	 it	 is	

impossible	to	fall.	A	reclining	body	cannot	list.		

	

Ask	me	to	explain	this	fear	and	I	will	say,	leaning	without	a	support	makes	

no	sense.	But	anyone	who	knows	and	understands	the	portrait	of	water	

that	 is	 to	 be	 found	 in	 the	 sailing	 boat	 will	 say	 that	 this	 lean	 is	 not	

unsupported,	 for	 the	 lean	above	 the	water	 is	 countered	by	 the	 forces	

pulling	against	it	below,	thanks	to	the	deep	and	ponderous	keel	and	the	

weight	of	water.	For	these	mariners,	the	problem	is	so	easily	solved	as	to	

not	be	 a	problem	at	 all.	 But	 they	do	not	 recognise	 that	problems	are	

problems	 precisely	 because,	 even	 in	 the	 face	 of	 reason,	 they	 fail	 to	

produce	 a	 complementary	 image	 of	 resolution	 in	 the	 affective	 body,	

which	is,	it	cannot	be	ignored,	also	a	thinking	body.	Therein	lies	the	sense	

of	contradiction	that	we	would	like	to	believe	is	easily	dispensed	with	at	

the	stroke	of	a	sound	explanation.	While	the	mariner	is	able	to	explain	

why	 the	 boat	 does	 not	 tip	 over,	 how	 can	 they	 explain	 how	 this	 good	

sense	is	so	easily	conveyed	to	the	body	that	knows,	at	a	primitive	level,	

the	language	of	equilibrium?	The	boat	may	have	a	deep	keel	but	I	do	not.	

So	it	is	not	that	the	boat	is	unreliable,	but	that	there	is	a	break	in	the	link,	

a	smudge	 in	 the	portrait,	 that	 inhibits	any	empathy	between	the	boat	

and	me.		

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	



	

	

	

	

	

	

	

Leaning	/	Falling	

	

Bas	 Jan	Ader	was	 an	 artist	whose	work	 revealed	 a	 fascination	 for	 the	

limits	of	equilibrium,	explored	through	an	uncomplicated	but	strangely	

compelling	series	of	filmed	performances.	There	was	always	humour	and	

pathos	together	in	these	displays	of	unspectacular	bravado,	whose	effect	

was	both	lost	and	found	in	their	inevitable	outcomes,	usually	some	kind	

of	fall	or	collapse.	One	wonders	if	the	inevitability	by	which	his	excursions	

into	the	limits	of	equilibrium	played	out,	was	also	there	in	advance,	when	

it	came	to	his	final	project	involving	an	enormous	ocean	and	a	tiny	boat,	

though	on	this	occasion,	the	mystery	of	disappearance	outlasted	the	the	

trajectory	of	a	fall.	

	

Many,	perhaps	most	of	Bas	Jan	Ader’s	performances	are	connected	by	

the	 weighting	 of	 a	 body	 outside	 a	 gravitational	 axis,	 or	 suspended	

inadequately	in	temporary	defiance	of	gravity.	Ader	hanging	from	a	thin	

branch,	Ader	cycling	into	a	canal,	Ader	leaning	too	far.	Watching	the	old	

black	and	white	film	of	this	leaning	performance	made	in	the	1970s,	you	

can	see	him	resisting	gravity	as	he	teeters	in	a	self-made	lean.	He	wants	

to	lean	further	but	he	does	not	want	to	fall.	But	fall	he	must	if	he	is	to	

find	the	 limits	of	equilibrium.	In	this	performance,	Ader	places	himself	

between	 the	 volition	 of	 the	 body,	 and	 the	 force	 of	 gravity,	 with	 an	

inevitable	outcome.	What	does	he	show	by	this?	He	leans,	tries	not	to	

fall,	knows	he	must	fall.	When,	finally,	he	collapses	to	the	side,	there	is	

relief,	and	you	are	impressed	by	the	sudden	realisation	of	the	banality	of	

this	brief	drama.	It	seemed	so	important,	so	vital,	then	it	is	gone.	Bas	Jan	

Ader	said	that	when	he	fell,	gravity	made	itself	master	over	him.		

	

When	he	set	sail	 in	1975,	from	Los	Angeles	to	cross	the	Atlantic	in	the	

smallest	vessel	ever	 to	have	set	 this	course,	he	was,	 if	 the	title	of	 this	

project	is	to	be	understood,	In	search	of	the	miraculous.	But	Ader	never	

made	it	to	England.	In	April	of	the	following	year	his	tiny	boat	washed	up	

on	 a	 shore	 on	 the	 Irish	 coast	 and	 Bas	 Jan	 Ader	 was	 never	 found.	 A	

disequilibrium	emerges,	a	teetering	between	two	states	in	the	memory	

–	that	the	mystery	of	these	last	months,	days,	or	weeks	outweighs	his	

short	 lifetime	 and	 his	 strange	 work;	 that	 the	 mystery,	 a	 dark	 and	

subterranean	 or	 subaquatic	 thing,	 is	 a	 kind	 of	 ballast	 that	 keeps	 the	

memory	of	his	life	afloat.





	


