
As if ears were hands. 
	
I do not distinguish 
between ears and 
hands. First I listen for 
cause and effect: What 
made the air take that 
shape? And then I 
drift. I drift from room 
to room and I listen for 
cause and effect.
	 And when I drift 
from listening for cause 
and effect to listening 
for the wave itself, the 
sound could be voices 
or stones it doesn’t 
matter. A grain, a tex-
ture, a quality moves 
to the front. One form 
of information domi-
nates another and sup-
presses another. The 
sound is a carrier wave. 
The wave that carries. 
I have to ask it a ques-
tion to get a response. 
What forms of listen-
ing might lie dormant 
between listening for 
cause and effect, and 
listening for the wave 
that carries? 
	 As signals mix the 

	
Follow

ing and draw
-

ing: I can’t distinguish 
betw

een 
ears 

and 
hands. First I listen for 
causes and then I lis-
ten for effects: W

hat 
m

akes the air take this 
or 

that 
shape? 

And 
w

hen I drift, I drift 
from

 room
 to room

, 
betw

een interior and 
exterior,  betw

een pub-
lic and private. And I 
listen for causes and I 
listen for effects.
	

Signals m
ix in the 

ear and the ear m
ulti-

plies itself. O
ne thing 

follow
s another, and I 

becom
e a m

oon, orbit-
ing a sound, absorb-
ing 

and 
reflecting. 

Each sound that I pro-
duce 

extends 
from

 
m

e like a long thin 
w

ire. Each sound that 
I produce can easily 
be traced back to m

e.  
If I bounce a sound 
off of the m

oon, I’ve 
draw

n a line that ties 
m

e to the m
oon. T

o 
cut the line I w

ould 
have to pass the sound 

ear multiplies itself. 
As one thing follows 
another, I become 
a moon orbiting a 
sound. Absorbing and 
reflecting. When I 
produce a sound, the 
sound extends from me 
attached by a thin wire. 
With this wire the 
sound can be reeled 
back in—inhaled—or 
captured by someone 
else, and then easily 
traced back to me.  If 
I bounce a sound off 
the moon, I’ve drawn 
a wire that tethers me 
to the moon. To dis-
engage myself I would 
have to pass the sound 
to another listener or 
be trapped forever 
between the sound 
and the moon, held by 
wire.
	 I don’t own any 
sound, although 
I’ve tried. Because 
I’m always trying to 
increase my property. 
And my ears are very 
active. But released 
into common air space 

to another listener or 
I’d be trapped forever 
betw

een the sound and 
the m

oon.	
	

I 
don’t 

ow
n 

any 
sounds, although I’ve 
tried. I’m

 alw
ays try-

ing 
to 

increase 
m

y 
property. And m

y ears 
are 

very 
active. 

B
ut 

released 
into 

com
-

m
on 

air, 
a 

sound 
doesn’t belong to any-
one. It can’t be veri-
fied, because it travels 
so fast. It can’t ever be 
held and it can’t ever 
be exchanged. T

he ear 
really can’t hold repe-
tition, really. T

he lis-
tener 

adds 
em

phasis 
every tim

e. T
o listen 

is to insist. Sound is a 
change in air pressure, 
trace it as it m

oves, 
w

ith 
touch, 

w
ith 

pressure.
	

Inside 
the 

ear 
are 

a series of high-pres-
sure 

tubes. 
For 

this 
piece I w

anted to m
ake 

a kind of tube w
here 

sounds 
could 

travel 
from

 distant past to 

a sound belongs to 
no one. When it trav-
els fast, it can never be 
verified. It can never 
be held. It can never 
be exchanged. The ear 
can’t hold repetition, 
really. The listener 
adds emphasis: to lis-
ten is to insist. Sound 
is only a change in air 
pressure, trace the way 
it moves with touch,  
with pressure.
	 Inside the ear 
there exist a series of 
high-pressure cham-
bers. For this piece I 
had wanted to propose 
a tube where sounds 
could travel from dis-
tant past to distant 
future—but I couldn’t 
figure out how to con-
struct the tube nor 
could I remember 
the fact that it already 
exists, that I carried 
this tube around inside 
my ear every moment 
whether I made use of 
it or not. 
	 In order to use 
sound effectively it’s 

distant 
future—

but 
I couldn’t figure out 
how

 to m
ake this tube 

and I com
pletely for-

got that these kinds of 
tubes already exist any-
w

ays and that I carry 
them

 
around 

inside 
m

y ear every m
om

ent, 
w

hether I am
 using 

them
 or not. 

	
Sound deceives con-

tinually. O
r, one sound 

evokes 
m

any 
read-

ings: If 50 people are 
listening, then a sin-
gle sound has becom

e 
50 

sounds. 
And 

for 
each of these 50 listen-
ers there are 50 sounds 
in each of their m

inds, 
and I can be sure that 
each of these sounds 
w

ill be different.  
	

And 
w

hen 
I 

drift 
from

 
listening 

for 
causes and effects to 
listening for the w

ave 
itself, the sound could 
be 

voices 
or 

stones 
or people or things it 
doesn’t m

atter. A grain, 
a 

texture, 
a 

quality 
takes over. O

ne form
 

necessary to recognize 
that sound deceives 
continually. One 
sound evokes innu-
merable readings. 
when it comes to lis-
tening there are no 
laws or rules. The aim 
is develop—through 
experience, trial and 
error—hands for sound 
so that the ear can 
be free. An earful is a 
handful. What counts 
here—first and last—is 
not so called facts but 
listening. Listening 
insists on fantasy and 
imagination, a place 
for a mind to balance.
	 This way of search-
ing leads to aware-
ness of the interdepen-
dencies within sound, 
between form and 
place, with quantity, 
repetition, recurrence, 
quality, intensity, and 
pronouncement, by 
separating and con-
necting boundaries. 
	 If 50 people are lis-
tening then a single 
sound has become 

of inform
ation dom

i-
nates another and sup-
presses another. T

his 
sound is a carrier w

ave. 
T

he w
ave that carries. 

I ask it questions and 
I get responses. W

hat 
shapes of listening lie 
dorm

ant betw
een lis-

tening for causes and 
listening 

for 
effects, 

and listening for the 
w

ave that carries? 
	

W
hen it com

es to 
listening there is no 
fram

ew
ork, 

no 
rule 

of 
law

. 
T

he 
aim

 
is 

develop—
through 

experience, 
trial 

and 
error—

hands, 
gently 

w
aving 

their 
various 

arm
s at m

e in the air: 
hands for listening, so 
the ears can be free. 
W

hat 
counts 

now
—

and alw
ays—

is not the 
form

ing of facts but the 
form

ing 
of 

listeners. 
T

o listen is to insist on 
fantasy 

and 
im

agina-
tion, a place for a m

ind 
to balance.	

50
 s

ou
nd

s. 
it 

ca
n 

be
 

ex
pe

ct
ed

 
th

at
 

th
er

e 
ar

e 
50

 s
ou

nd
s 

in
 t

he
ir 

m
in

ds
 a

nd
 o

ne
 c

an
 b

e 
su

re
 th

at
 e

ac
h 

of
 th

es
e 

so
un

ds
 

w
ill

 
be

 
ve

ry
 

di
ffe

re
nt

.
	

A 
do

g 
or

bi
ts 

he
r 

fam
ili

ar
 l

ik
e 

a 
m

oo
n.

 
A 

do
g 

ha
s 

ve
lve

t 
ea

rs
 

th
at

 
so

un
ds

 
lo

ve
 

to
 

to
uc

h.
 

T
he

 
hu

m
an

 
ea

r 
is 

a 
w

in
dy

 r
oa

d 
to

 
tra

ve
l, 

th
e 

fle
sh

 is
 ru

b -
be

ry
. 

N
ot

 a
ll 

so
un

ds
 

ar
e 

w
ill

in
g 

to
 u

nd
er

-
ta

ke
 su

ch
 a

n 
od

d 
jo

ur
-

ne
y. 

W
e 

lo
se

 
so

m
e 

hi
gh

 fr
eq

ue
nc

ies
 a

lo
ng

 
th

e 
w

ay
, 

as
 w

e 
tro

ll 
th

e 
air

 w
ith

 e
ar

s l
ik

e 
a 

ne
t, 

ca
tc

hi
ng

 
so

un
ds

 
to

 
fea

st 
on

, 
lik

e 
a 

fis
he

rw
om

an
.

	
O

nc
e, 

du
e 

to
 il

ln
es

s, 
m

y 
ea

r 
sh

ut
 o

ff 
bo

th
 

ch
an

ne
ls 

to
 t

he
 o

ut
-

sid
e 

w
or

ld
. I

n 
tim

es
 o

f 
ex

tre
m

e 
au

ste
rit

y 
or

 
de

pr
iva

tio
n 

on
e 

m
ak

es
 

od
d 

fac
sim

ile
s 

of
 w

ha
t 

on
e d

es
ire

s o
ut

 o
f a

va
il -

ab
le 

m
at

er
ial

s. 
T

he
 ea

r 
m

ak
es

 it
s o

w
n 

so
un

ds
, 

(o
r 

to
 e

xp
re

ss
) 

on
e’s

 
se

lf 
(o

r 
an

yt
hi

ng
 e

lse
). 

T
he

se
 s

ou
nd

s 
ca

n’t
 b

e 
m

isr
ea

d,
 

m
isu

nd
er

-
sto

od
, 

or
 

di
sp

ro
ve

n.
 

T
he

y 
ca

n 
on

ly 
un

de
r -

sta
nd

 th
e 

pr
in

cip
les

 a
t 

w
or

k 
in

 t
he

 m
at

er
ial

s 
to

 b
e 

m
an

ip
ul

at
ed

 b
y 

th
e e

ar
s a

s h
an

ds
.

	
I’m

 s
ur

pr
ise

d 
to

 s
ee

 
th

e 
sc

ul
pt

ur
es

 a
t 

re
st,

 
be

ca
us

e 
fo

r 
th

e 
sc

ul
p -

tu
re

 t
o 

be
 a

t 
re

st,
 t

he
 

air
 m

us
t b

e a
t r

es
t, 

an
d 

th
e a

ir 
sh

ou
ld

 n
ev

er
 b

e 
at

 r
es

t. 
If 

th
e 

air
 is

 a
t 

re
st 

th
en

 t
he

 m
es

sa
ge

 
ca

n’t
 tr

av
el.

 A
ir 

at
 re

st 
lac

ks
 la

ng
ua

ge
. A

ir 
at

 
re

st 
lea

ds
 to

 s
ile

nc
e 

or
 

it 
lea

ds
 to

 fo
rg

et
tin

g.
	

W
ho

 
ow

ns
 

no
n-

sp
ac

e?
 

D
ra

w
in

g 
a 

fra
m

e 
ar

ou
nd

 w
ha

t 
is 

un
ce

rta
in

, i
na

cc
es

sib
le,

 
un

kn
ow

ab
le

—
ho

ld
-

in
g 

w
ha

t c
an

’t 
be

 h
eld

.
So

un
d 

ca
n 

fil
l a

 s
pa

ce
 

w
ith

ou
t 

oc
cu

py
in

g 
it.

 
So

un
d 

ca
n 

be
 a

 g
ue

st 
bu

t n
ot

 a
 h

os
t. 

So
un

d 
do

es
n’t

 
cla

im
 

te
rri

-
to

ry
—

th
ou

gh
 

it 
m

ay
 

to
ne

s 
lik

e 
sin

e 
w

av
es

 
alt

er
na

tin
g 

w
ith

 t
ra

n -
sie

nt
 n

oi
se

 in
 ti

nt
s a

nd
 

sh
ad

es
. I

t h
ur

ts 
to

 h
ea

r 
th

es
e 

so
un

ds
, 

iss
ue

d 
fro

m
 

th
e 

ea
r 

its
elf

; 
so

un
ds

 f
ro

m
 t

he
 o

ut
-

sid
e 

w
or

ld
 a

re
 m

uc
h 

m
or

e 
ge

nt
le.

 T
o 

lis
te

n 
to

 th
e 

ea
r i

n 
its

elf
 is

 to
 

be
 ca

ug
ht

 in
 a 

lab
yr

in
th

 
th

at
 c

an
 c

au
se

 o
ne

 t
o 

lo
se

 b
ala

nc
e 

an
d 

fal
l 

do
w

n,
 

do
w

n,
 

do
w

n,
 

in
to

 a
 h

ol
e 

ca
rv

ed
 i

n 
w

ax
. A

 fr
ien

d 
m

ov
ed

 to
 

a 
qu

iet
 t

ow
n 

ne
ar

 t
he

 
oc

ea
n 

w
he

re
 th

e 
co

as
t -

lin
e 

is 
pr

ist
in

e 
un

de
-

ve
lo

pe
d 

an
d 

w
ild

. T
he

 
m

ain
 st

re
et

 o
f t

he
 to

w
n 

ha
s 

ju
st 

a 
few

 b
us

i -
ne

ss
es

. 
T

he
re

’s 
go

od
 

fo
od

 a
nd

 c
lea

n 
air

. 
I 

as
ke

d 
hi

m
 i

f 
it 

w
as

 
qu

iet
 u

p 
th

er
e, 

he
 sa

id
 

ye
s b

ut
 th

e n
oi

se
 in

 h
is 

he
ad

 w
as

 ju
st 

as
 lo

ud
; 

no
w

 I 
un

de
rs

ta
nd

.
	

B
ec

au
se

 o
f t

he
 c

ha
r -

ac
te

r 
of

 
th

es
e 

stu
d-

ies
, t

he
re

 is
 n

o 
op

po
r-

tu
ni

ty
 t

o 
de

co
ra

te
 o

r 
ill

us
tra

te
, 

to
 r

ep
re

se
nt

 

de
fin

e 
it.

 S
ou

nd
 i

sn
’t 

fix
ed

. 
So

un
d 

flo
w

s 
at

 
th

e 
ce

nt
er

 a
nd

 r
efl

ec
ts 

at
 th

e 
ed

ge
s. 

Yo
u 

m
ay

 
ch

oo
se

 to
 h

ea
r a

 so
un

d 
di

re
ct

ly,
 

bu
t 

yo
u’l

l 
ha

ve
 t

o 
ap

pr
oa

ch
 m

e 
an

d 
sta

nd
 c

lo
se

 to
 m

e, 
be

ca
us

e 
th

e 
so

un
d 

fo
l -

lo
w

s 
m

y 
bo

dy
 a

ro
un

d,
 

I 
ca

n’t
 h

elp
 it

. L
ist

en
-

in
g 

ex
te

nd
s 

be
yo

nd
 

w
ha

t i
s p

re
se

nt
, i

t f
ol

ds
 

in
 t

he
 i

m
ag

in
ar

y. 
Li

s -
te

ni
ng

 
ex

te
nd

s 
w

ha
t 

ca
n 

be
 

ex
pe

rie
nc

ed
 

di
re

ct
ly.

 S
ou

nd
 is

 p
hy

s -
ica

l a
nd

 c
on

cr
et

e, 
bu

t 
lis

te
ni

ng
 is

 fa
nt

as
y. 

	
C

ol
lap

se
 fo

re
gr

ou
nd

 
an

d 
ba

ck
gr

ou
nd

, 
co

l -
lap

se
 in

te
rio

r a
nd

 e
xt

e-
rio

r, 
co

lla
ps

e 
pu

bl
ic 

an
d 

pr
iva

te
.

	
Fo

llo
w

in
g 

an
d 

dr
aw

in
g:

 w
he

n 
I 

dr
ift

 
aw

ay
 fr

om
 li

ste
ni

ng
 to

 
ca

us
es

 a
nd

 e
ffe

ct
s, 

th
e 

so
un

ds
 c

ou
ld

 b
e 

an
y -

th
in

g.
 

Vo
ice

s 
sp

ea
k-

in
g,

 
sto

ne
s 

fal
lin

g,
 

pa
pe

r 
ru

stl
in

g,
 s

tic
ks

 
sn

ap
pi

ng
, g

las
s 

to
uc

h -
in

g,
 l

ea
ve

s 
fal

lin
g,

 a
ir 

conditioning, it doesn’t 
matter. A grain, a tex-
ture, a quality moves 
to the front, one form 
of information domi-
nates another and sup-
presses another. The 
sound is a carrier wave, 
I have to ask it a ques-
tion to get a response. 
	Wherever sound 
moves into the room 
there is a new source, 
a new event. Listen-
ing along walls and 
doors to find sources 
and events. I stepped 
back into the doorway 
for a moment to clear 
my mind, and then I 
began to really listen. 
To decompose the typ-
ical mixture of sounds 
that we encounter in 
everyday life, allowing 
our brains to form sep-
arate mental descrip-
tions of the individual 
sounds in the mixture.
	I might not be there; 
if I pushed my hand 
between elements, or 
through a hole, the 
hand would disappear. 

An echo has already 
anticipated it, and 
described the expe-
rience as if nothing 
were taking place in 
this space before. The 
future was finally fall-
ing in on me. Two of 
the walls are the cliff 
it was built against. In 
the moonlight it could 
have been part of a 
hill—both itself and 
something more. How 
objective can I be?
	After a while my ears 
are so dazzled and con-
centrated that I cease 
even to listen anymore, 
and it is as though 
my ears literally and 
actually reach out feel 
things, as if ears were 
hands.
	Is silence like a gar-
bled noise, or a still-
ness, hanging out into 
space? Either way, an 
interruption. Hands 
gently waving their 
various arms at me in 
the air. A jumbled con-
fusion of color and line. 
	Do I need access 

to a quiet space 
to read, meditate, 
regroup thoughts? 
What are some differ-
ences between ears 
and hands? What 
caused the air to take 
this shape? Could the 
sound be voices or 
stones? Does it mat-
ter? What does “lying 
dormant” mean? When 
signals mix, does the 
ear multiply itself? 
Does the moon orbit a 
sound? What absorbs 
and what reflects? 
Would I produce a 
sound? Would I trace 
it back to me?
	When I bounce 
sound off of the moon, 
I draw a metaphorical 
wire that connects me 
to the moon. To dis-
connect myself, I need 
to pass this sound to 
another listener, or 
I’ll be trapped forever 
between sound and the 
moon.
	I can’t help it. Lis-
teners are particular 
and concrete. Physical, 

symbolic, textural, 
temporal, spectral. 
They describe instan-
taneous events, tem-
porary states, and 
processes that evolve 
over time, comparing 
new to remembered. 
A changeable frame 
of reference, a win-
dow with an unusual 
and unstable shape. 
Empowering con-
straints. To listen is to 
insist. 
	Can I expect any-
one to have 50 sounds 
in their mind?  Can 
I be sure that each 
of these sounds will 
be very different? Is 
a dog like the moon? 
Why do sounds love 
to touch a dog’s velvet 
ears? What sounds do 
I catch with ears like 
a net? Am I surprised 
to see the sculptures at 
rest? Is sound a guest 
or a host? Which is 
foreground and which 
is background? Can I 
make a drawing with 
sound?


