
No man is an island,  
Entire of itself,  
Every man is a piece of the continent,  
A part of the main.  
If a clod be washed away by the sea,  
Europe is the less.  
As well as if a promontory were. 
As well as if a manor of thy friend’s  
Or of thine own were:  
Any man’s death diminishes me,  
Because I am involved in mankind,  
And therefore never send to know  
For whom the bell tolls;  
It tolls for thee.  
John Donne (1572-1631) 
 
 

I. 
In the bright February sunshine, Fiona Tan and I turn into the car park of a small 
industrial estate in Den Bosch. A hand moves aside the blinds in front of a window; a 
middle-aged man wearing a broad grin waves heartily. A little later, another fit-looking 
man in his sixties opens the front door of the building, a former office, which is 
temporarily home to the Netherlands Association of Model Railway Builders. 
The four specialists who are receiving us today are magicians of the very smallest scale. 
Paul, Hans, William and Martin build worlds-to-scale in which miniature trains travel past 
villages with pastel-coloured houses according to a strict timetable. In the little gardens 
behind those houses, tiny lettuces poke from the soil, regardless of the season. Forests, 
mountains, water and, naturally, complex sections of track made to scale: everything is 
possible for these men and there is a solution for everything. For the past month, they 
have been working on a large and complicated landscape devised by Fiona Tan. 
 
Hans is holding a brand-new train in his hands, still in its packaging. He puts his hand on 
his heart and sighs dramatically. ‘You understand that this is going to cause us the most 
pain.’ In a moment, he will set about the locomotive with a soldering iron and a 
screwdriver. Not just the train but also the ambulance—the length of a little finger—will be 
deliberately scratched, stabbed and dented. Even accidents are ‘finished’ in painstaking 
detail in the model-building world, as Martin explains. Tan is appreciative of the progress 
made. She takes photos of ‘her’ drive-in cinema, the village square, the mountains and 
the track and I follow her, amazed. I would never have imagined that I would find myself 
in a model railway construction studio with this artist. 
 
Fiona Tan (born in Pekan Baru, Indonesia in 1966) has garnered worldwide renown over 
the past fifteen years with her photography and films. She is one of the Netherlands’ 
most productive and best-known artists, but the greater part of her work can only be 
viewed abroad. It is continually on show in major museums worldwide, particularly in Asia 
and in the United states. Her solo exhibition in the Rabo Art Zone, with existing and new 
works, will be a start towards filling the blank space on her Dutch canvas. But it will also 
do something else: for the Options & Futures exhibition, Fiona Tan is building a large new 
installation which is in many respects a new step in her oeuvre. 
 



Around her filmed image material, which she collected in various places over the course 
of 2013 and 2014, an enormous installation has now grown up for the first time. Within 
this mix of architectural construction, film set and eclectic store cupboard, the visitor can 
wander around and will feel like an intruder – because it is also the temporary home of 
an individual who apparently inhabits these spaces as a reclusive living eccentric. ‘A 
tramp’, Tan calls him one time; another time, she refers to him as ‘a bookworm’. 
 
We will see where he sleeps, his writing desk, we can almost smell him – but he is not at 
home. And within this intimate yet still cold space also stands that atypical miniature 
landscape made in Den Bosch. In it, not everything will run according to the timetable; 
the idyll will regularly be disturbed by fire, insurrection and decay. And there will be 
dancing and fighting. The spotless houses stand close to a burned-out factory and a 
rubbish dump. Brand-new wind turbines generate the electricity here, but their pylons 
stand amid a charred forest. 
 
This disordered world, in which every accident has been carefully stage-managed, 
reflects an inciting incident entirely beyond our control: the economic crisis. For Options 
& Futures, Fiona Tan filmed and took photos of the impact of crisis on various world 
cities, but she also shows the opposite of that phenomenon: attempts to turn from or 
escape from the crisis – for example in the detailed illusion of the model landscape. A 
historical, Biblical view of ‘crisis’ also has its place, in the form of a depiction of the 
Apocalypse. 
 
The work astonishes and surprises me. The concentrated film set makes way for spaces, 
lots and lots of things, an enormously rambling, global subject that embraces multiple 
eras and dimensions. It is as if Fiona Tan has thrown a fragmentation bomb into her own 
studio. And there is something else that is strange, unsettling. It is the first time in her 
work that ‘the human being’ is so overwhelmingly... absent. 
 
Whereas the human being has always been her focus. Likenesses of human beings – 
their memories, their development but above all their portraits – form the raw materials 
for Tan’s work. Thanks to her, in recent years we have been able to view the filmed and 
photographed faces of a cross-section of Berlin’s working population (in Countenance, 
2002), Swedish twins (Diptych, 2011), the reincarnation of Rembrandt’s ‘secret’ 
daughter (Nele/Nellie, 2013), Japanese schoolgirls (The Changeling, 2006), and Tan’s 
Turkish greengrocer from the east side of Amsterdam with her children, sleeping or 
dressed up as knights (Provenance, 2008). At times we have been afforded a very 
intimate vantage point, such as in the five-part series Vox Populi,1 in which we were able 
to view, up-close, total strangers’ dining tables, birthdays and naps on the sofa thanks to 
private photo albums. 
 
Those works, composed from pictures and sound with the greatest care, touch you at a 
deep, human level that can barely be put into words. Tan seeks out the space between 
the immediately obvious classification (this is a married couple, this is a prisoner, this is 
a schoolgirl) and what the image slowly reveals (loneliness, pride, individuality). 
 
Even the hopeful and elegant works, such as the ones showing the twins growing up on 
the Swedish island of Gotland where Tan returned regularly over five years, are at the 
same time neutral records and deeply melancholic. This is what we are. We live, we grow. 
This is where we belong, or not. Look at us and try to see it. This is who we are, we can’t 
be anything else. 



 
How did the artist of these concentrated viewing operations into ‘the human being’ end 
up in the large and wide-ranging subject of ‘crisis’? And what has happened to the 
human beings, why have their faces been lost? That is what I am trying to find out. 
 
 
 

II. 
It is December 2013 and the Dutch winter temperature does not rise above a dismal 
eight degrees. Fiona Tan opens the door to her studio, which lies concealed on a large 
courtyard close to the Amstel river in Amsterdam. She is a small, slender woman who 
moves—or rather glides—calmly and precisely through the large, open space. It feels 
strange to have to describe her; I have known her for more than twenty years, both 
personally and professionally. Her Asian build and her thick black hair, combined with 
lots of freckles you would sooner expect on an English schoolgirl, always surprise me – 
as does the loud laugh which now and then breaks through the controlled tone of her 
voice. She will find it uncomfortable to see me taking notes, I know. We decide to keep 
things separate, as in the immaculate folders in which her projects are stored, arranged 
by subject and separated by tabs. Tabs can also be verbal, as when she says assertively: 
‘You are not to write this down.’ 
 
Work is work and the rest is... the rest. Today is a working day for both of us. She is in the 
middle of the study and working process for Options & Futures. ‘I am collecting my 
ingredients’, is how she puts it. She has been travelling to Japan, Barcelona and Angers 
in France; she will shortly be departing for Detroit and Ireland. Soon she will have to start 
cooking with those ingredients: I arrive during the in-between stage when she doesn’t 
really want anyone nosing around her kitchen. 
 
Sacha Bronwasser: ‘Where do the origins of this collection of works, which are set in 
diverse eras and places, lie?’  
Fiona Tan: ‘A number of years ago, I was asked by a producer whether I would consider 
doing a movie. I thought: I’d like that, but only when I feel the need. The producer, who 
was smart, said: we are in no hurry, we’ll see if something develops. A few years later, I 
was thinking about the economic crisis and its effects – actually more about the feelings 
caused by the crisis than about the crisis itself. I thought: if I ever make a movie, I’d like 
it to be about this’.  
 
‘But this is not a movie.’ 
‘No, but the theme is so big and complex that it has taken over myself and my work 
completely. When I started working on a concept for this exhibition, it was only logical to 
put these questions and feelings centre-stage. The movie, that is another story. I am 
working on it, but it’s such a narrow field, a different arena altogether... it’s a kind of 
hobby, one which I am working very seriously on, but the most natural way for me to tell a 
story is to make a work about it. Ultimately, a lot will come out of this theme over the 
coming years: texts, these works of art, perhaps a film.’  
 
‘Whether film or artwork: I suddenly see topical issues featuring in your work. This is the 
first time, it seems to me.’  
Tan considers this, frowning. ‘I would question whether my other work does not deal with 
current issues. But this does indeed have its origins in fairly recent events. Which is 
something I have always avoided.’  



 
‘Why?’  
‘It is often too obvious. And also short-sighted.’ she casts around briefly, hesitating to cite 
the example. Then: ‘one year after 9/11, i was asked to work on a theatre project about 
it. I didn’t want to. It would have had too short a shelf-life. Besides, I was also angry at 
that time: the nearly three thousand people who died on 
9/11 kept on generating attention, whereas at that very moment tens of thousands of 
Iraqis were dying who were getting no screen time at all, to put it that way.’ 
 
‘And now something very contemporary, after all: the economic crisis’  
‘I don’t seek to understand the causes or the mechanisms behind the crisis. What I do is 
to investigate the feelings it brings about; the doom-mongering, the persistent insecurity. 
The feeling of: is this the end of an era?’ ‘There is something strange going on. Right 
now, in the Netherlands, it appears that the crisis is lessening. At the risk of upsetting 
anyone who has just lost their job; it is not like it was a few years ago when we thought 
the euro was about to collapse. We are being told: the worst is over. And if you look 
around you, in the prosperous Netherlands, the crisis does indeed seem far away.’ 
‘What i ask myself is: so why doesn’t it feel like that? Why is there no relief? There is 
wealth and prosperity, and yet we are pessimistic. The idea that a new era is dawning 
and that the end of one period brings with it new opportunities and possibilities is 
completely absent. That is what I want to talk about.’ 
 
‘You are titling the work ‘Options & Futures’. Those are not just fine words about the 
future, they are also, not coincidentally, the bank products which contributed to the 
crisis.’ 
‘I love images but I also love language. I thought they were such crazy terms and I am 
sensitive to words that contain poetry. Naturally I tried to establish for myself exactly 
what ‘options’ and ‘futures’ are – in both cases it comes down to speculating and 
gambling on events in the future. And right now, that future is even more intangible than 
ever.’ 
The Rabobank2 agreed to the title at once, she notes.  
 
Fiona Tan later sends me a text by the sociologist Zygmunt Bauman, who describes the 
time we are now living in as ‘liquid’. As long ago as 2007, Bauman wrote that social 
structures and power relationships have become totally unclear. Where politics stops 
and the market begins is invisible; long-term thinking is impossible or is no longer even 
considered desirable. And so-called ‘freedom of choice’ means that, increasingly, fate 
feels like our own fault.3 A black scenario, a turbid pool into which the crisis splashed a 
year later and across which its ripples moved with ease. 
 
Although the background to these works is a large, worldwide problem, Fiona Tan 
contests the notion that the ‘human’ has disappeared from her work. 
 
‘We are going to see desolate areas, empty or demolished cities, miniature landscapes. 
My impression is that the human beings here are only playthings of circumstance, dolls 
on the playing field.’ 
Tan: ‘An interesting observation. I think there is some truth in it too. Perhaps it is 
because I have decided to tackle a bigger subject; it was certainly not a conscious 
choice.’  
‘But you shouldn’t discount what you cannot yet see at this stage, when the work is not 
yet complete. ‘Man-made’ heritage, traces of humanity and literally of a human being will 



be present everywhere in this presentation. There will be rooms furnished in which a 
person is living, absent only for a moment. This element will be strongly present. These 
details may perhaps indicate that private and human quality. I am trying to build a bridge 
between that personal universe and those big subjects.’ 
 
‘Who is that person?’ 
‘He doesn’t have a name. He is an unseen guest – he also features in the movie 
screenplay. He has travelled a lot, seen a lot, but at the same time stands outside, or 
above, society. He tries to get a grip on this moment in time through everything he 
collects. And the visitor will temporarily walk in his shoes when moving through the 
exhibition. He is a kind of flying Dutchman, a wandering Jew – at home everywhere and 
nowhere.’  
 
‘Is he you?’  
‘Yes, i talk about I/he. He is a part, a piece of me.’ 
It surprises me to hear Fiona Tan say this herself. She has said often enough that she is 
sick of interpretations of her work based on her biography – a kind of river delta in which 
Indonesia, China, Germany and the Netherlands flow together. She gets peevish about 
the fact that her work is again and again reduced to that of ‘the migrant’, an 
interpretation which she also considers ‘very Dutch’. But in this case it does seem 
relevant to me. 
 
Tan sees that differently: ‘This work is not about cultural or individual identity. It also has 
nothing to do with my mixed background or biography as a migrant. Options & Futures is 
about the relationship between the individual and the world. About a personal attempt to 
get more grip on that.’  
 
‘But you do call that person I/he. Which bit of you is he? The world traveller? The drifter?’ 
Fiona: ‘It is almost impossible for me to talk about that myself. There is apparently 
something fairly deep in my persona which surfaces at times in my work. But that is not 
to say that it is me. Let me compare it to a novelist; readers often think – or perhaps 
would like to believe – that the author of a novel is actually the protagonist he/she is 
describing. But that is very rarely the case, and never completely.’  
‘From working on that movie, i learned that ‘a character’ is something very different to ‘a 
person’. In contrast to the complete person, a character is a believable construct created 
from a few characteristics.’ 
 
She tells me about the short film A Lapse of Memory, in which the actor Johan Leysen 
plays a man suffering from memory loss, who finds traces of both an Eastern and a 
Western background in himself. 
 
‘In effect, that character returns here in a different form. No longer east-West but still a 
little bit homeless, a little out of time, a little amnesia... it is a part of me, yes. But – and 
that’s why I handle it with care – that is not everything. I have a stable life here in 
Amsterdam, with a husband and children. But just like an actor or a writer, I sometimes 
draw on something else that is also inside me.’ She describes the fact that journalists—
particularly in the Netherlands, emphasises Tan—often don’t want to look beyond the 
identity question as ‘laziness’ or ‘ignorance’. 
 
We return to her work. A work begins, always, with study. ‘My un-academic and 
associative research method’, as Tan herself once called it;4 she mocks the current 



fashion to term every artist a ‘researcher’. ‘Come off it. I read books, yes, and I see 
connections. I stumble from one thing to another, and that’s great. But art is not 
science.’ 
 
Her pottering research method brought her in touch with ‘The Aftermath Network’;5 an 
international think tank of scientists (historians, sociologists) who have come together 
every two years since 2011 to discuss the consequences of what began as the ‘sub-
prime crisis’ of 2008. The word ‘aftermath’ became important. Sensitive to language as 
Fiona Tan is (her Dutch, embellished with a light accent, is more careful than that of 
many), she wants to define exactly the original meaning of ‘aftermath’: the grass and 
young shoots which grow back on the fields following the harvest. it is a better term than 
the Dutch translation, ‘nasleep’, which evokes something dragging along behind with no 
will of its own, whereas ‘aftermath’ is richer and more active. A consequence and a new 
possibility. 
 
According to the American history professor Rosalind Williams6 of the ‘Aftermath’ think 
tank, there is a bitter reality concealed in the aftermath of crises. ‘What disasters reveal 
above all, is how things really work’, she says. In her essay ‘The Rolling catastrophes’7 
she asserts that we no longer, as was so long the case, live in a model of history in which 
an up-and-down movement of crisis and recovery ultimately takes us a step further. No, 
we have ended up in a kind of ‘crisis surf’. One wave of crisis rolls over the last, merging 
and forming a continuum from which we can no longer surface. Why is that? 
 
Williams was looking for an easy-to-understand, revealing case: the consequences of the 
crisis on education. A sector which, like culture, was in no way responsible for the crisis 
yet suffered severely in its aftermath. Within a few years, drastic cuts meant that 
universities had become so expensive that a large group of students were excluded. 
Through a complex series of protest campaigns, a simple principle floated back to the 
surface: ‘the sorting out of Americans into ‘winners and losers.’’8 Out with solidarity, out 
with the idea that education and development can serve a goal other than an economic 
one. As the philosopher Martha Nussbaum observed: the consequence of the economic 
crisis was that the humanities – art, literature, cultural studies – were quickly elbowed 
aside as non-profitable, and hence superfluous.9 
 
In short: back to might is right or, in modern terms, wealth is right. The middle class, 
once the engine of democracy and progressive thinking, has disappeared or is reduced 
to apathetic silence in this ‘liquid’ era, in which it had already lost its place and its voice. 
 
That idea and the studies remain rather abstract. And ‘aftermath’ is visually not very 
interesting. Art history is replete with human suffering, from Christian iconography right 
through to war reporting, and the depiction of suffering requires action. In 1817, the 
painter Theodore Géricault spent months searching for the right moment at which to 
portray the shipwreck and the fateful ‘Raft of the Medusa’ in his later world-famous 
painting. Should he choose the moment when the ship beached on the fatal sandbank? 
Should he depict the cannibalism among the crew on the raft? Eventually, Géricault 
chose the moment when a ship appears on the horizon that might – because, please 
note, there is suspense in the picture – be their salvation. 
 
Aftermath is boring; the drama is over. but more importantly, aftermath can also be off-
putting, because it raises an accusing finger as if to say: no, that is not over yet. 
 



One area very much in ‘aftermath’ lies in Japan. In 2011, the region around Fukushima 
was hit by a three-fold disaster: earthquake, tsunami 
and nuclear disaster.10 Actually four-fold, if we count the ensuing political machinations 
and lies of the Japanese government and the company Tepco. 
 
Two-and-a-half years on, Fiona Tan filmed and photographed images there which are 
confusing. This is what we see, for example: the front of a home has been smashed away 
and the lean-to hangs down like a dishcloth. A car stands in the middle of a devastated 
living room. A brand-new, ultra-expensive telescope is left beside a mountain of garbage. 
A small altar remains upright in a room full of rubble. Curtains wave slowly in front of 
windows with no glass in them. 
 
A war against an invisible enemy, that is what this aftermath looks like. And the strange 
thing is: as fresh as Fiona Tan’s photographic and film images look, ‘Fukushima’ is 
already old. The weeds are already shooting up between its cracks. 

 
 
 

III. 
A month later, in January 2014, we see each other again. Fiona Tan is just back from 
Detroit, where she has been filming the city. From her e-mail, I conclude that she was 
genuinely shocked by what she saw again. I visit her studio. 
 
‘You went to Detroit and you seem to have been affected by what you found there.’  
Fiona Tan: ‘it was worse, and more broken, and deader than I had imagined. I had 
expected that there would be tumbledown houses, that there would be bad 
neighbourhoods, yes. But that the decay would be so...ubiquitous, so all-embracing, no. 
In every neighbourhood, entire streets are broken, in every street, houses are broken. 
Whole areas have disappeared, they now have grass growing on them again.’ She 
considers for a moment, then formulates precisely. ‘You often feel like you are in the 
countryside. There’ll be a house, and then a whole lot of vegetation, and then another 
house. That’s because entire blocks have been demolished, with nothing between them 
for ten blocks. And this was actually in the middle of the city.’ 
 
‘The first day I was still thinking: there is something to be said for that peace and 
emptiness. The houses are dirt cheap, you could have a massive studio there, you’d 
never get stuck in traffic jams again... but the next day, all the negativity hit me. I couldn’t 
wait to leave. I saw that this city is truly condemned to death. No, it simply is dead. 
Broken. It is very, very sad for the people who have to stay.’  
 
‘Were you disappointed?’ 
‘No, not as such... it was an adjustment to my expectations. It is what it is. That’s a good 
thing, you learn from it’. The last time, she told me she had wanted to also film the 
hopeful ‘aftermath’ – something she has previously done in Barcelona, where residents 
got organised to fight for housing. In Detroit, she had expected to see the start of the 
revival that can follow a crisis: the allotments, the gentrification that would by now have 
been instigated by artists, attracted as they are by low rents and space. 
 
‘Is there no hope in Detroit?’ 



‘I saw too little, and what I saw was too local. I had hoped that, as in New York’s soho in 
the early nineties, a revival would be underway. I had heard about that and I wanted to 
capture it.’  
 
‘What is going on in Detroit has its roots so much further back. The city has been going 
downhill since the seventies. And you can tell by looking at it. It is a kind of old...’ (She 
searches for a word, and then invents her own) ‘brokenness.’  
 
Then, suddenly observing herself from the outside again: ‘I am becoming an expert in 
forms of ‘brokenness’. In Fukushima, it is much more drastic and much fresher. There, 
everything was levelled in one go and the people are dead or were evacuated in a hurry. 
In Detroit, all of this has been going on much longer, insidiously. It is a fresh wound 
versus an old sore; in Detroit, the decay has acquired 
a patina through age.’  
 
She notes the fact that decay is also beautiful several times, almost guiltily. Decay is 
attractive, for those who are not directly affected by it. La beauté convulsive,11 a term 
that Westerners in particular love, is everywhere in places like these. 
 
‘And in Ireland, where I am still scheduled to go filming, there is a different kind of 
damage again. There I will be visiting construction projects that were suddenly halted by 
the onset of the crisis. Not demolished, not destroyed, but brought to a halt. When I think 
of the ‘rolling catastrophes’ of Rosalind Williams, this is one of the many.’ 
 
Even when the human being is invisible, he is prominently there. In a piece of film from 
Detroit, a truck stands under a streetlight at night with its engine throbbing. The driver 
lives in his truck. He has pulled the curtains across the front windscreen and sleeps; the 
engine stays on in order to resist the biting cold. The driver’s cab as the smallest entity 
into which you can withdraw. A tiny, warm capsule in 
an ice-cold wilderness. 
 
The image recalls another of Fiona Tan’s works in which the human being is also not 
visible but we nevertheless get a sharp perspective on him. In the audio work Brendan’s 
Isle,12 Tan talks about the sixth-century Irish monk Brendan who sailed the world’s seas 
on a long voyage in search of heaven on earth. Eventually, after seven years, he and the 
fellow monks who travelled with him found it: an island where all tiredness and pain 
dropped away from them and ‘everything is sweet’. 
 
But, how curious: after a short stay, he returns home. Why does the monk Brendan not 
stay in the paradise when he has finally found it? Is the island an illusion, a phantom 
island that could not be found? 
 
It is no accident that ‘the island’ recurs in Tan’s work. ‘No man is an island’13 was written 
by the sixteenth-century poet John Donne—but if you look at the faces that Fiona Tan 
films, you see that while every human being may not be an island, each one does contain 
an island—visible but unreachable, like a self-contained system, a great yearning and a 
final place of refuge. 
 
Even when she travels with a historical figure like Marco Polo (as she did for the large 
work Disorient in the Dutch pavilion at the Venice Biennale in 2009), she succeeds in 
reaching that ‘island’. By showing the objects he could have encountered, and by reading 



us his diary notes in an almost hypnotic tone, she brings the thirteenth-century 
adventurer very close. And ultimately ‘the island’ is also the metaphor through which we 
will encounter the human being in the work Options & Futures. 
 
This human being, this tramp or bookworm, who possesses traits of Fiona Tan and of 
you, the visitor following his tracks, has no face, no status and hardly any clothes. He has 
ended up here in this warehouse, that has become his refuge, inside a bank building. We 
read his character from his paltry possessions just as we would stand enquiringly in front 
of the bookcase in another person’s home. At least we can see what he is researching, 
what he is trying to understand, how he is shaping his own position in a rushing, rolling 
world. 
 
He, and therefore also the visitor to Options & Futures, can view the desolate ‘aftermath’ 
of the crisis, draw hope from the control that pertains in the miniature landscape, or 
immerse himself in a very different representation of crisis: the Apocalypse from the New 
Testament, chronicled in the Revelations of John (Fiona Tan filmed the depiction of the 
Apocalypse on a famous Medieval tapestry in Angers, France). 
 
In order to get close to a human being without portraying him, Fiona Tan this time has 
removed the screen. We can no longer look into the eyes of a person and guess at their 
character or thoughts from their gaze, the colour of their hair, a glance or uncomfortable 
fidgeting. We step through the representation and step onto the inner island, where the 
sun does not always shine and where the trains sometimes, very often, in fact, derail. In 
this way, in Options & Futures Fiona Tan may be making her most human and intimate 
work to date. 
 
Sacha Bronwasser  
February 2014 
 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1 Three parts of the series Vox Populi (2004-2012) are included in this Options & Futures exhibition 
and are described in the text above. 
2 While Options & Futures was under development in the autumn of 2013, Rabobank was fined for 
historic manipulation of the euribor and libor rates. 
3 Liquid Times, Living in an Age of Uncertainty – Zygmunt Bauman, Polity Press, 2007 
4 In the publication Provenance, published by Nieuw Amsterdam Uitgevers, which accompanied the 
work of the same name (2008) 
5 The Aftermath Network, www.aftermathproject.com 
6 Rosalind Williams is professor of the History of science and Technology at the massachusetts 
institute of Technology (miT) 7  
7 Aftermath – The Cultures of the Economic Crisis, Edited by Manuel Castells, João Caraça, and 
Gustavo Cardoso, Oxford Press 2012 
8 idem 
9 Not for Profit: Why Democracy Needs the Humanities, martha nussbaum, princeton University 
press, 2010. 
10  On 11 March 2011, Japan was hit by a severe tsunami caused by an undersea seismic event off 
Sendai. The nuclear reactor at Fukushima, situated beside the sea, was seriously damaged. a wide 
area around the power station suffered radioactive contamination and access is still restricted (as of 
January 2014). In total, the disaster claimed over 19,000 lives. 
11 ‘La beauté sera convulsive, ou ne sera pas’ (Beauty will be repulsive or will not be) according to 
André Breton (1896-1966), leader of the Surrealists. 
12 Brendan’s Isle (2010), audio work. Also included in Options & Futures. 
13 John Donne (1572-1632), English poet, lawyer, satirist and priest. See ‘No man is an island / Entire 
of itself / Every man is a piece of the continent /A part of the main...’ 


