
home: home-sick, home-scapes, home-less....
sciSKEW
Art, architecture and design collective (New York/Shanghai/Hong Kong/Singapore)
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“It was the winter of 1997. I had just 
reached a eureka moment: homesickness 
is part of a cyclical motion; sick-homeness 
is the counterpoint! For all of us, our daily 
lives consist of thoughts and actions aimed 
at keeping the two poles in check; if the bal-
ance is tipped towards either end, the feeling 
of dread kicks in. To manifest this pathology 
in physical form, Koon, I-Shin and I spent 
weeks in the basement of the architecture 
school at Princeton to figure out how to 
construct, at least momentarily, the cyclical 
motion of homesickness. In the spring of 
1999, we watched Eric Khoo’s Twelve Stories 
over and over. I collected the movements of 
the four lead characters within the block that 
was their home up till the point when one of 
them threw himself down over the parapet 
and their daily routines began to unravel. 
Koon rebuilt the block in three ways. I-Shin 
inserted new vignettes into the existing 
block and collected the sounds, which he 
later performed at a public event. That sum-
mer, we moved from Princeton to New York 
via the interstate highway 95. We co-wrote 
an essay, ‘A Moving Day’, to capture this 
mode of home-moving. Compared to mov-
ing from Southeast Asia across the Atlantic 
to the East Coast of America by plane, this 
was a much more unmediated movement of 
things (entire home moved from door-to-
door in a mini-van), and much less abstract 
(home-things were not once out of sight). 
Later, we began living in two cities. In the 
shoebox-sized apartments in New York and 
Shanghai, we re-thought and re-made home. 
In New York, we collected countless photo-
graphs of homeless boxes and their owners 
in the streets and subways, and newspaper 

reports of these homeless individuals. In 
Shanghai, we collected numerous parti-
tions from apartments cramped with more 
people than they were intended for due 
to post-Cultural Revolution mass migra-
tion and densification. In each city, we 
were confronted with people driven by the 
need to make a home within their given 
circumstances and resources. Through 
their stories, we amassed the archive of the  
‘New York homeless box’ and the ‘Shanghai 
partition’. These stories and things are the 
artefacts that feed our work. We have been 
collaborating for a decade, collecting, tell-
ing, participating in, and designing stories 
of the cities we live in. But we prefer not 
to discuss the root of our compulsion so as 
not to tip the balance that we have been so 
preoccupied with maintaining.” 

Eunice Seng, on behalf of sciSKEW 



War Game
Kacey Wong
Visual artist and war-game trainer; assistant Professor, School of Design, Hong Kong Polytechnic University (Hong Kong)
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One of the most important preoccupations 
in my life besides art is war game, or survival 
game. Every Sunday morning I put on my 
camouflage military uniform and train with 
my teammates at game sites located in the 
countryside. It is a hobby I started 14 years 
ago. I was interested in various types of mar-
tial arts such as Karate, Jujitsu, Judo, Kendo 
and Filipino stick fighting, until I came 
across war game, for which my fascination 
remains until now. 
 War game is the modern equivalent of 
ancient martial arts. Just as Kendo swords-
men practise their swordsmanship with 
wooden or bamboo swords, modern soldiers 
go into simulated battles with their mock 
rifles. I organise and run a war-game team 
of about 20 people and serve as the captain 
and coach. As the captain I get to practise 
my leadership skills and as the coach I am 
responsible for training the players. We prac-
tise various types of military simulation exer-
cises during the winter when the weather is 
cool. During the summer we move indoors 
and hire various training facilities located 
in industrial areas to train in close-quarter 
battle techniques, for example.
 Many people often mistaken war-game 
players to be lovers of violence. I disagree. 
Because of this common misunderstanding, 
I tend to keep my preoccupation a secret. 
Simply compare: In traditional martial 
arts such as Kendo, the practitioner may 
receive a strike by a large bamboo sword 
in the head or stomach, but a war-game 
player may merely get hit by a 6mm plastic 
ball bearing. Now, tell me, which is more 
violent? I suppose it is the symbolism of 
war that frightens people. Real war is a 

scary thing and people don’t equate it with 
a sport.
 In the past 14 years of practising war 
games I must have died more than 2,000 
simulated deaths. That is why I call war 
game the ‘game of death’. Like other great 
martial arts, war game teaches one to be 
disciplined, patient, respectful, courageous, 
honourable, self-confident, team-spirited 
and more. The entire code of the Way 
of the Warrior is written so it helps one 
to build character. War game is not too 
different from art practice. Both require 
creativity, an aesthetic sense, technique, 
planning and 100% concentration. The 
main difference is whatever happens in 
war games happens so quickly it demands 
urgent reaction and speed, whereas in fine 
arts one gets the time and space to think. 
 Every Sunday after a war game I return 
home with a smile and become a peace-lov-
ing citizen, finding everything in society 
wonderful since I know nobody is trying to 
kill me, and life is just simply great.

For more information, please go to: www.force5.hk



Typing Fingers
Samantha Culp
Writer and visual artist; Co-founder, Embassy projects (hong Kong/new haven)
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My preoccupation is typing. Not typing on 
a computer, though I do that all the time. 
I mean my hands just typing on their own. 
On the side of my purse, on the bed sheets at 
night, on the surface of a table, on the inside 
of my closed fist. Sometimes on sheer air. 
 I’ve been typing for a long time. I 
grew up playing with my Dad’s mint-green 
Hermes 3000 manual typewriters, but that 
was mostly keyboard pecking. In middle 
school, we had to take a touch-typing class 
to pass our computer requirement. I was re-
ally good. I’m still a pretty fast typist, on real 
or imaginary keyboards. I think that class 
permanently attached an invisible keyboard 
to the undersides of my hands. But I don’t 
know when they started typing on my knees, 
on the car steering wheel, on empty space. 
 It’s mostly subconscious; throughout 
the day I periodically become aware that my 
hands are subtly repeating some pattern, and 
then try to ‘feel out’ which invisible keys 
my fingers are targeting. Usually it clicks 
into place quite easily, as I’m repeating some 
words or phrases that I’ve recently heard or 
said. It could be quite random; a snatch of 
overheard conversation (“Turn left here.”) 
or items that have been bouncing around 
my mental to-do list (“Printer ink”). Often 
when watching a movie, I end up typing a 
line of dialogue or plot-related term: “She’s 
gone,” “Look out!”, “astronaut”. Sometimes 
it’s a bit stranger – a rhyme or word without 
a clear source. “Never sever.” “So sorry 
safari.” “Oblique.” Sometimes it seems like 
my fingers have just chosen words that have 
a pleasing arrangement of letters, and the 
words/phrases are usually short, probably to 
better allow fast repetition and simple mus-

cle memory. I am probably typing much 
more than I actually realise. Usually when 
I’m sitting next to my boyfriend on a couch 
or theatre seat or plane, my hand in his or 
resting on his leg, he’ll ask what I’m typing, 
and I’m surprised to find I’ve been doing it 
at all. 
 The big question is: why? For me, 
someone on the ocd spectrum, is it just a 
nervous muscular reflex that somehow got 
wedded to a motor-linguistic framework? 
Considering my frustrated relationship with 
‘writing’ (i.e., I hate it, but I have to do it 
anyway), is this an anxiety that my fingers 
are working out for me, in the only blind, 
primitive way they know how? Is it an 
impulse, even on the corporeal level, to grab 
meanings from the world and freeze them 
in static form? Or is it something different 
entirely? Maybe my body is trying to tell 
me something, and one day I will finally 
understand what it has to say.



Love: Sacred/Profane
Joash Moo
Visual artist and writer (singapore)
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We know that the whole creation has been 
groaning as in the pains of childbirth right 
up to the present time. Not only so, but we 
ourselves, who have the firstfruits of the Spirit, 
groan inwardly as we wait eagerly for our 
adoption as sons, the redemption of our bodies. 
For in this hope we were saved.

– Romans 8:22-23



The Drawaholic
Akinori oishi
Graphic artist; Lecturer, Department of information Design, kyoto University of Art and Design (osaka)
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I love to draw over my small people again 
and again. It’s like the Copy-and-Paste func-
tion in word processors. I take my time. No 
two figures are exactly the same. I am happy 
only when I fill the big white canvas.
 I am a drawaholic.



The Dustmaker
NiNa LuNdström
Visual artist; Lecturer, Faculty of art and design, Bauhaus-university Weimar (Weimar)
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I take my time,  
pull the threads  
out from under my feet 
fall through the net 
spiraling backwards 
twist and turn  
in oldest times 

rearview, frontview 
sightless looking forward  
looking back 

stop and stare 
at the messy underwoods of my life 
tangled in unrecognizable knots 
moss covered roots 
outgrowths touching one another 

dusty shade of memory  
me oh memory 

pulling at loose ends  
until my hands go numb 
yarn slipping through my fingers 
scratching my hands 
holding true 

startling dust, stardust 
light long lost 

I make dust 



The DVD Boxed Set
MIKE NIcholsoN
Graphic artist, writer and publisher; senior lecturer, University college for the creative Arts (london) 
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A child of the televisual 1960’s – when we 
followed our American cousins down the 
rabbit-hole of the cathode ray tube – I have 
long held a delight for and fascination with 
the ‘little box in the corner’. The goggle-box 
– the idiot’s lantern – Television – TV.
 The strangely intimate relationship one 
can have with the domestic TV screen and 
the worlds inside it has sustained me through 
life’s hardest, bleakest times, unemployment 
and broken relationships – as well as the cold 
winter nights and summer baked-meat city 
days when the blinds can be pulled shut and 
escape sought. 
 The writer Harlan Ellison termed it “the 
glass teat” – and nurture it does, in a particu-
larly undemanding way. 
 The squeeze of a button and I am trans-
ported.
 Strangely, in recent years, I have actually 
worked on the other side of the lens – story-
boarding for commercials, TV and film. And, 
unlike many of the jaded professionals around 
me, whiling their way through yet another 
arse-numbing day’s filming – progressing at a 
positively glacial pace – I was thrilled by every 
faltering minute of the process. Every fluffed 
line and lost temper and stale afternoon 
doughnut off the trolley.
 And then Mama Technology offered 
me the sweetest gift with the inven-
tion of the digital versatile disk – dvd. 
My shelves swell with splendid chubby 
containers of the same – that new leisure 
phenomenon – boxed sets. Friends of fan-
obsessive and busy urbanites alike. Missed 
an episode last night? A hole in your col-
lection? The silvery discs are there to cure 
those viewing problems, allowing you to 

watch, rewatch and pause in a flawless 
pin-sharp moment. 
 Gone are the days of the dreary video 
tape cassette – its tangled unreliability, 
its crummy quality and pitted pictures. 
Welcome through the crisp dvd window, a 
window onto newly restored old favourites 
and, most intriguing of all, a resurfaced 
prehistory of TV shows, movies and other 
delights unseen during the early decades of 
video-led ‘home entertainment’. The most 
obscure characters and shows are resurrected. 
 So, blessed be the telly ghosts of 
old – rising to the top of the bubbling 
zeitgoo… Shimmering bubbles of frivolous 
popped culture from long ago – or at least 
from last year. The compact nature and 
expansive content of this format has me 
entranced – and its influence trickles into 
my own work, whether written or visual, in 
themes of nostalgia, childhood inspiration 
and cultural crossover.  
 I am the pop cultural ambassador for 
Stoke Newington, London N16 after all. 
How could it not? 



A Favourite Corner
CHAN KAI YIN
Illustrator and visual artist; Chairman, Hong Kong Society of Illustrators (Hong Kong)
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I have long been fond of looking at animals, 
and looking after them.
 From nature documentaries on National 
Geographic and Animal Planet, we know 
animals are powerful beings living in a world 
of their own: Sometimes, they feed. Other 
times, they breed. At times, they kill.
 I enjoy being an outsider, observing 
animals in their environments. I have kept 
tanks of fishes and turtles. I also had a Budg-
ett’s Frog, whom I named Big Mouth Dude.
 When he first arrived at my home, Big 
Mouth Dude was the size of a hkd5 coin 
(about 2.5cm). He looked cute, like a piece 
of pudding with legs and a big mouth. Big 
Mouth Dude’s daily routine involved re-
maining still in one corner of an 8 x 8-inch 
glass tank – until I introduced three or four 
live fishes into the tank. Whenever I did 
that, he immediately tensed up and grabbed 
the fishes with his arms into his mouth. 
With his large mouth, he had no problem 
taking in everything at one go – including, 
once, my fingers. Fortunately, he was small 
then, or I might have died from bleeding.  
 At his largest, he was the length of a hu-
man palm (about 13cm). Whether in a small 
or big tank, Big Mouth preferred to remain 
in one corner. 

Two winters ago, he stopped eating. When 
he left, he was also in his favourite corner.

Translated from Chinese by Michael Lee Hong Hwee



The Love of Many
Brendan Goh
Visual artist, designer, writer and curator (Singapore)
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As an activity that has accompanied the de-
velopment of human civilisation and the rise 
and fall of eras, gossiping probably precedes 
the earliest written texts. Gossiping appears 
immoral, and its partakers are likened to 
liars, murderers and so on. Many proverbs 
and adages that exist throughout the world 
attest to its harm. Yet this seemingly idle 
activity requires further analysis. What 
makes it a preferred way of communication 
is its mobility and secrecy. One can exchange 
a multitude of data – surveillance, analy-
sis, opinions, thoughts, research, studies, 
explorations, interpretations, dissections… 
on subjects that often could not be openly 
disclosed without possible serious repercus-
sions for the purveyor and at considerable 
costs for the consumer.
 Gossip tends to be distributed within 
informal, cellular, loosely defined networks, 
which lend themselves well as windows onto 
relationships. Gossipers manage expecta-
tions within these networks by having an 
acute awareness of individual preferences 
and desires – in short, knowing what makes 
people tick. Thus, gossiping is the acme of 
the marriage of a host of disciplines from 
economics and psychology to sociology and 
anthropology.
 There exists a difference between gossip-
ing and gossiping well. Owing to its nature, 
the partaking of this act can be therapeutic, 
like that between the analyst and the ana-
lysand. Catharsis is often the sign of a very 
rewarding session, especially when certain 
suspicions that one harbours are confirmed. 
Due to the intimate nature of the gossiping 
exercise, it is extremely important to be se-
lective of whom are involved and how much 

information is disclosed or exchanged at 
any one session, failing which one runs the 
risk of committing an embarrassing faux 
pas, or more seriously, appearing unprofes-
sional and risking the condemnation of 
the masses.
 In order to further underscore the 
practicalities of this mundane activity, I will 
highlight a true case study from my very 
own files that illuminates the relationships 
between some artists that you will find 
within the pages of this book. May this 
spur you, dear reader, to find the delicate 
nuances that tint your understanding of the 
human condition, as, in the words of Phillis 
McGinley, “Gossip isn’t scandal and it’s not 
merely malicious. It’s chatter about the hu-
man race by lovers of the same.” 

Disclaimer:
The presence of names in this diagram does not constitute the named persons’ shar-
ing of information in this case study. Names have either been changed or withheld 
to protect the implicated. This example and the accompanying diagram are listed 
for educational purposes only and no responsibility will be borne for any events that 
may directly or indirectly arise from any readers participating in this activity or us-
ing the information from this diagram. Readers are advised to exercise due caution; 
use of the information or participation in this activity is AT YOUR OWN RISK.



Loss of Irony
Dutton & SwinDellS
Art collaborators (Sheffield)
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We mean our sentiments, we are no longer 
ironic. We are finally at one with shallow-
ness and can flit across and through spaces 
like dappled shadows beneath the trembling 
branches of a tree in spring. There, you 
see? Our sentiments, our amateurishness, 
these are our mawkish but faint index in the 
world. We remember seeing an elderly lady 
eating at a street market in Taipei; it was a 
moment of pure self-contained pleasure and 
we wanted to say something, to thank her 
and to show her the tears of joy welling up 
in our eyes. Our sentiments re-establish-
ing the wide-eyed innocence we hoped and 
believed to be universal.
 Despite this surface world of mir-
rors, polished chrome and walnut there is 
something basic here, something which feels 
true to us. It is a transcendence to a flatter 
terrain. We are living a post-pure emotion 
life where sentiment is not the reduction 
or levelling of feeling but its summoning. 
Sentiment is deeply felt, a memory of an 
approximation of feeling, a sense of an emo-
tional life which probably never was. Senti-
ment is productive. It is a form of hope.
 Every time we travel we feel the same 
gap opening up inside us and over the 
weeks; the world, instead of becoming 
a deeper richer place as one might have 
expected, becomes shallower. In this world 
where we find ourselves there are plenty 
of new sensations but they rarely seem to 
grow into anything more, they just hang in 
the air being new. There is a violence about 
the way people speak around us; a sense of 
seriousness about their knowledge of a place 
in the world and their easy entitlement to it. 
Business confers a kind of glow on people. 

Not the warm sheen of money but the oily 
aura of smooth transactions hiding ruthless 
events. 
 Our everyday activities create an 
avalanche of mundane and nebulous preoc-
cupations. We write of an unforgiving para-
dox of life, a disinterested consciousness 
in perpetual transit, feelings of immense 
solitude and a debilitating numbness that 
equates to death. Watching lightning flashes 
across the city below, we feel the familiar 
stab of envy up in the air with the bats hit-
ting the windows in the club class lounge of 
the Bangkok Intercontinental. There is the 
sound of a cork being pulled from a bottle 
some way off in a bar, carrying a muffled 
velvet echo and in unison we think the 
thought that we will find ourselves encoun-
tering over and over again, “I wish I could 
be here.” We envy ourselves.
 We reveal a profound alteration of 
awareness; slowly drowning in a taxonomy 
of empty practices founded on Western 
liberalism. We spend weeks sitting in traffic 
jams. Days evaporate through the continu-
ous and excessive demands of supermarket 
shopping. We are snared by insurance forms 
that seemingly have no purpose. Academic 
work is reduced to fears of litigation and 
never-ending domestic chores suffocate 
the mind through ceaseless nullification. 
This is a territory that is likened to a desert; 
there is only a bitter oasis, a wasteland now 
flattened by universality and the oppressive 
visions of corporate progress.

Oh Woe! How will our art practice survive 
in such a senseless environment that is 
underpinned by latent menace?



Buildings into Books
Pamela Voigt
architect; Co-founder, Kunststoffbauten (leipzig)
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It is common for architectural students 
and architects to take pictures of buildings 
or cities they visit. These pictures serve as 
reminders, examples and archetypes for 
projects. So far my own collection of photos 
does not seem exceptionally special. But 
because I photographed Weimar, the city I 
studied in, and its surroundings, it became a 
particularly special project.
 It started during a seminar in urban 
development, in the 5th semester. I used 
photos of Weimar as examples of  ‘images of 
the city’ in my book-making projects. Here 
I took photos from distinctive points, streets 
and visual axes of the city, and of outstand-
ing buildings. These didn’t necessarily have 
to be historical ones but could also be those 
that helped me orientate within the city. 
 One year later I noticed that I still 
took photos of buildings or places I spe-
cially liked. Then I started to document the 
changes within Weimar, as well as the places 
that I discovered or could newly relate to.
 In 1999 a flatmate of mine went to 
Japan for one year. I compiled a small col-
lection of such impressions of Weimar as a 
collection of memories for her and to show 
to her new friends.
 At the end of my study I made a small 
book for friends who were planning to leave 
Weimar. I stayed in Weimar for another 
six years. Whenever good friends left, I 
made them such small memory books, each 
wrapped in linen and in different colours. 
At the end of the books I composed photos 
of shared places such as our flats or trips we 
went on together. Barbecue sessions were a 
common subject in the photos.
 Four of such books exist until now. 

Through the years I took more and more 
photos of Weimar. Even on my last day in 
Weimar I took a picture from the window 
of a friend’s flat.
 I have been living in Leipzig for eight 
months now. These books are the size of 
a postcard, made with hard covers and 
printed only on one side of the sheets. 
This allowed my friends to write their own 
memories in the books. But I think no one 
ever did.
 I took hundreds of imaginary pictures. 
Of my new flat and the view out of the 
windows. But what has prevented me 
from taking photos of Leipzig? Maybe it is 
because I haven’t made a book of Weimar 
for myself.



Looking for an Island
Map Office
Design and research platform (Hong Kong)
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An island (IPA: /ˈaɪlənd/) or isle (/ˈaɪl/) is any 
piece of land that is completely surrounded 
by water in two dimensions, above high tide, 
and isolated from other significant land-
masses. Very small islands such as emergent 
land features on atolls are called islets. A key 
or cay is another name for a small island 
or islet. An island in a river or lake may be 
called an eyot, /ˈaɪət/. There are two main 
types of islands: continental islands and oce-
anic islands. There are also artificial islands. 
A grouping of geographically and/or geologi-
cally related islands is called an archipelago.
 The word island comes from Old 
English ī(e)gland. It means literally, “watery 
land”. However, the spelling of the word was 
modified in the 15th century by associa-
tion with the etymologically unrelated Old 
French loanword isle.

Adapted from Wikipedia (en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Island)



Failure Aesthetics
AlfiAn SA’At
Playwright and poet; Artistic Director, teater Ekamatra (Singapore)
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I like to drag. 
 I don’t know why, really, because I have 
no transgender aspirations. But I like to put 
on women’s clothes and cosmetics and a wig.
And I like visible seams in the illusion.
 My sideburns, my stubble, the hair on 
my shins. The lining of my bra pads, runs in 
my stockings, a twisted spaghetti strap.
 I like to look seedy, trashy and incom-
plete. I like my transformation to be flawed, 
careless and ruinous.
 I feel triumphant walking around like 
a ridiculous failure. If you live in a city like 
mine, you’ll understand why.


