
Walking in the Plane of Disappearance explores the materiality of images and the space where 
they appear. The project consists of a daily journal combining photographs and written text, 
and a short film. Both pieces focus on the element of water and how its physical transformation 
engages with the gaze, perception, and image-making. 

The events recalled in the journal and the film document my month-long fellowship at the British 
Pavilion during the 16th Venice Biennale of Architecture in 2018, whose theme that year was 
FREESPACE. The British Pavilion was curated by Caruso St John Architects in collaboration with 
the artist Marcus Taylor. The architects and artist left the British Pavilion empty and created a 
platform on the roof to offer new perspectives on the sea and the Giardini. My month in Venice, 
from late October to the end of November, was marked by historic flooding, followed by days 
in thick fog that left perception in suspension. Even when the fog faded away, small low clouds 
kept coming back. The blurring of the limit between the sea and the sky became a reminder that 
water and air belong together, like our moving bodies are part of the atmosphere. Following the 
atmospheric pressure and the effect of the variation of water density in air, the journal records 
the experience of that month in Venice. The routine of invigilating an empty pavilion, moving 
across the banality of the work at the pavilion and the breath-taking view on the sea, gave place 
for a reflection on the intangible and the atmosphere of a place. All this emptiness refused to be 
grasped until the day the air became visible.

When water in the air reaches a specific density, our atmosphere becomes perceptible. Using 
literal play with the meteorological understanding of atmosphere, this project attempts to grasp 
what atmosphere could mean in architecture. When asked about what moves him in architec-
ture, architect Peter Zumthor answers, “atmosphere”: “something we all know about, like the 
first impression of a person. Which we perceive through our emotional sensibility.”[1] How do we 
create an “atmosphere” in architecture? What kind of impression or emotion does a “watery” 
atmosphere leave? What happens when, momentarily, a meteorological phenomenon makes 
this invisible element visible?

The philosopher Gernot Böhme distinguishes the shift in the signification of the term atmo-
sphere from its meteorological origins to something sensed: “The term atmosphere has its ori-
gins in the meteorological field and refers to earth’s envelope of air which carries the weather. It 
is only since the eighteenth century that it has been used metaphorically, for moods which are ‘in 
the air,’ for the emotional tinge of a space.”[2] Atmosphere become an element connecting space 
and emotion.[3] In his work, Böhme demonstrates how the aesthetics of atmosphere constitute 
a theory of perception that “shifts attention away from the ‘what’ something represents, to the 
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‘how’ something is present….Aesthetics thus becomes the study of the relations between ambi-
ent qualities and states of mind, and its particular objects consists in spaces and spatiality.”[4] If, 
through fog, water is the material of atmosphere, then can it also be the material of emotion?  

The experience of fog allows us to perceive the meteorological atmosphere. The attention to 
“how” something is present also reveals how other things disappear. What do we lose when 
something invisible become visible? In a treatise on painting, Leonardo da Vinci introduces the 
idea of the perspective of disappearance to explain how perception dissolves with distance. The 
notion of the plane of disappearance describes what we lose as we are further away from an 
opaque object. First, we lose the edges, then the lustre, and what remains last after the shadow 
is only dull and blurred obscurity.[5] The idea of plane of disappearance follows a section on the 
idea that the blue of air rises. For Leonardo da Vinci, those two phenomena of dissolution of 
perception relate to the density and quality of air between the observer and the perceived. 

In an essay on James Turrell, Georges Didi-Huberman, discusses how a space devoid of a per-
ceptual plane opens towards the experience of the depth of perception and its temporality. 
The disappearance of the plane of perception allows us to reflect on the gesture of looking into 
something, rather than at something.[6] In a space where seeing takes place, what can we see 
when everything disappears, when the plane of perception dissolves into the air? Professor of 
architecture Alberto Pérez-Gómez explores the origins of the word atmosphere in Attunement, 
his book on the connections of architecture with place and people. Atmosphere in Greek, he 
explains, describes vapor and steam as well as breath.[7] The reference to breath draws attention 
to the continuity we have with the space we occupy. Moreover, Pérez-Gómez notes that “accord-
ing to Plutarch, the atmós of moving water or foggy air is capable of carrying fleeting images – like 
the imagination of the inner self; it can bear words like human breath.”[8] Atmosphere connects 
us to our surroundings. Water in suspension in the air – fog – opens the depth of the plane of 
perception, where perception inside the body matter as much as outside.

Part written text, part photographic text, this work explores the limits of vision and the move-
ment of adjustment of the gaze in a blurred environment. The journal entries tell a narrative of 
an amorphous encounter with fog. The images create a promenade for the gaze. Through the 
texture, colour, and reflection, they suggest a visual continuity that invites the reader to evolve 
alongside the change of water density in the air. The images and the written text develop in par-
allel. Together, the written text and the photographs evoke the image of a place in suspension, 
an in-between. Like air, the traces of the images are invisible, but, for a moment, they could be 
carried by fog. The journal collects meteorological data, daily thoughts, images, and borrowed 
words in passage from novels, stories, and poems that kept me company during my fellowship 
in Venice. 

The film uses footage taken during the stay to construct the space opened by the fog. Where, for 
Böhme, atmosphere can connect space to emotion, for Giuliana Bruno, scholar of visual art and 
media, the movement embedded in the cinematic can link space to emotion. In her work The At-
las of Emotion, Bruno writes, “Cinematic space moves not only through time and space or narra-
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tive development but through inner space. Film moves, and fundamentally ‘moves’ us, with this 
ability to render affect and, in turn, to affect.”[9] The film pursues the questioning about the ex-
perience of images and perception initiated with the journal with the footages taken during the 
stay. While the journal searches for a place across the movement between images and text, the 
film and filmmaking extend that gesture in time. The interplay between written text and images 
in the journal is replaced by the layering of images in the film. While filming fog, the camera’s 
electronic lens could not find focus, as if the camera eye could not decide on where to settle. In 
all this homogenous white environment, there was no background or foreground, no scale, no 
depth, and no closeness or distances. The image on the camera screen kept coming into and out 
of focus, disintegrating and then reappearing. The film aims to enact that experience of vague-
ness. Composed of layered images in transparencies, the scenes oscillate between near and 
far, and move from one place to another. On the importance of vagueness, architect and pro-
fessor of architecture Juhani Pallasmaa argues that unfocused vision allows us to comprehend 
the world with its multiplicity of perceptions, dreams, observations, and desires.[10] This state of 
uncertainty – when vision isn’t clearly defined – invites heighten attention and opens towards a 
broader territory of space, time, and memory.

The use of different research mediums here aims to lead the gaze back into the experience of 
fog in a city floating between water and air. The research process is part of a material practice 
that questions the place where images appear and how they can make space present again. The 
experience of water is an intimate experience. The temporary blindness in fog made possible 
the co-existence of invisible and visible. Both pieces – the journal with its written text and imag-
es, and the film with the layering of moving images – attempt to return to the state of suspension 
of perception. Walking in the Plane of Disappearance is about being with the image, rather than 
looking at an image, in a space where the felt and perceived, distance and closeness fold into 
each other.  
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On air, water, atmospheric pressure and
the effect of the variation of water density in the air

1. On the need to “change air” and emotions
2. On the different position and how the gaze is absorbed by the view

3. Invigilating emptiness
4. The warm wind and the yellow sky

5. On the difference between fog and mist 
6. Longing for fog, longing nothingness ?

7. On the sky and the water touching
8. The sound of water rising and resonance 

9. On blue
10. On attraction and separation

11. The inversion of the Pala d’Oro
12. On the eye and the body

13. An island
14. The mist condition

15. On weather and the body
16. Where we feel air and dream

17. On moving between water and air
18. The continuity between inside and outside

19. The last day of fog
20. We are water, we are weather

21. On the atmosphere, the breath, and the soul
22. Fog as a bearer of bodies 
23. Focus and unfocus vision 
24. Where reflections happen

25. On the need to close our eyes
26. The thinness of sensation

27. On the imprint of intimacy
28. On slowness and the amorphous

29. The impaired vision
30. Air and the impossibility to conclude

31. On condensation on the surface of the eye
32…

16°C Passing clouds. 
Wind 7km/h NE, 83% humidity,101.45 kPa

Friday. October 26, 2018
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What was I looking for when I applied for the month-long fel-
lowship in Venice? When Thomas Mann’s protagonist in Death in 
Venice, Aschenbach, decided to go to Venice, he was looking for 
“a breather, a change of air, some spontaneity, idleness.”1 When 
the urge comes to change a mood, when we need to change air 
or to change our mind, there is often a desire to move from 
one place to another one. Accordingly, a physical shift in posi-
tion corresponds to a change in the mind. An emotion can also 
provoke a movement in the mind. From its Latin roots, e- (a 
variation of ex-) “out” and movere “move,” an emotion sets the 
mind in motion. Rising when something touches us, an emotion 
possesses a reality outside as well as inside of the body, or is it a 
reality inside that moves us out of our body?

14°C – 20°C Passing clouds.
Wind 15km/h SSE, 80% humidity, 100.25 kPa

Saturday. October 27, 2018

At the pavilion, we rotate between eight invigilating positions, 
each offering different views. My eyes can’t stop moving, scan-
ning the calm, open space of the Giardini. On the platform, we 
can witness the immensity of the Laguna. Its vastness absorbs 
my gaze, as if the eyes wanted to capture every change or see 
how far they can project. If knowing is about bringing things 
closer to us, what is happening now is just the opposite, like an 
operation of distancing, where everything seems to slip away 
and fall out of reach. I don’t know yet what I will find, I just feel 
surrounded by distance.
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18°C Light rain. Partly sunny.
Wind 35km/h SE, 87% humidity, 99.99 kPa

Sunday. October 28, 2018

Invigilating emptiness, scanning the expanse of the white space. 
I am waiting for something to happen, or to be sure nothing 
happens – no dog, no food, no dripping umbrellas, no ciga-
rettes, and no high heels in the staircase. Sitting in the main 
gallery is almost like being in one of James Turrell’s Skyspace in-
stallations. Even with your eyes closed, you can feel the change 
in colour of the sky, the sounds of birds, the wind, and the rain. 
On the wall, there are the remnants of a text from a previous 
exhibition half peeled away, and an emergency exit plan stuck 
askew. Obsessed with the search of meaning, visitors keep look-
ing at them, looking for a sense beyond their simple presence. 
I didn’t expect that all the emptiness could disturb or shock so 
much. The entire gallery was left white; there are only a few 
traces on the wall of a former occupancy. In the main room, 
the transition between the wall and the ceiling is seamless. The 
gaze glides over the smooth curved surface, not knowing where 
to rest. Perhaps on the emergency exit plan? Can the gaze just 
float in the air or it must have a plane to stop? This afternoon, 
some visitors gathered in the centre to discuss the meaning of 
the pavilion. They hesitated and argued in Italian, but exasper-
ated they turned to me for an explanation. I repeated my usual 
speech, and they seem happy with it. 
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19°C Rain showers. Broken clouds.
Wind 35 km/h ESE, 94% humidity, 99.61 kPa

Monday. October 29, 2018

This morning I woke up to the sound of four crescendo notes, 
repeated three times, more similar to the sound from an organ 
than of a bell. The tone filled the air with an eerie feeling. I am 
learning from D that it is a tide alarm, four notes indicating the 
strongest rise. From the bedroom window, I could feel the wind 
blowing from the sea. It was unexpectedly warm for this time of 
the year. D told me that it is precisely that high temperature that 
characterized the Sirocco current. It travelled from the deserts 
in Africa and across the Mediterranean Sea to form a stormy 
yellow sky. It is now blowing strongly, bringing the water from 
the Mediterranean into the Adriatic. With the low pressure and 
the high tides, the water grows out its bed. Today, with the rain, 
the water kept rising, and doesn’t seem to be lowering any time 
soon. The wind is pushing the water in the small streets of Ven-
ice. There are no streets anymore, just canals. I am staying inside 
the whole day and learning more about meteorology and how 
to read the astronomical tide graphs to know when I can go out 
again. 
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14°C Partly sunny. 
Wind 16 km/h S, 75% humidity, 100.57 kPa

Tuesday. October 30, 2018

Both fog and mist are tiny droplets of water in suspension in 
the air. So small that they aren’t affected by gravity but by air 
pressure, temperature, and wind. If too big, the water drop-
lets will fall in a drizzle. The two phenomena happen when a 
cloud reaches the ground level or when there is an inversion 
in temperature in the atmosphere. The encounter of two op-
posite invisible occurrences condense water vapour into little 
droplets visible to the eye. If one disappears at 1000 metres, 
the phenomenon changes name from mist to fog. And at less 
than 70% of water in the air, mist becomes a haze. However, 
haze can be anything, smoke, dust, sand, or water. Either way, 
all of those terms are classified under horizontal obscuration or 
atmospheric phenomenon impairing visibility, according to the 
World Meteorological Organization.

-5-

17°C Passing clouds, visibility average 16km.
Wind 12km/h NE, 64% humidity, 102.20 kPa, 

Wednesday. October 31, 2018

The water level lowered a little, it’s a beautiful day. There is no 
fog on the horizon. Today, I heard a visitor say, “The idea of emp-
tiness is empty.” What am I expecting to find with this project 
on fog? Is fog like this empty pavilion, when there is nothing to 
see? In the evening, the colour of the sky and the sea are almost 
the same. On the horizon, I don’t know if it is clouds or faraway 
mountains that separate them. When Aschenbach looks at the 
sea, he wonders about nothingness: 

And folding his hands in his lap, he started at the vast-
ness of the sea, his eye gliding, blurring, glassy in the 
monotonous mist of that endless wilderness. His love 
of the sea had profound roots: the hardworking art-
ist’s desire to rest, his longing to get away from the 
demanding diversity of phenomena and take shelter 
in the bosom of simplicity and immensity; a forbidden 
penchant that was entirely antithetical to his mission 
and, for that very reason, seductive – a proclivity for 
the unorganised, the immeasurable, the eternal: for 
nothingness. To rest in perfection: that is what the 
striver for excellence yearns for; and is not nothing-
ness a form of perfection?2
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15°C Sprinkles. Mostly cloudy. 
Wind 21 km/h NNE, 100% humidity, 101.75 kPa

Thursday. November 1, 2018

9:45, on my way to the Giardini, the water drops, affected by 
the earth’s gravity, slowly reach the sea, my glasses, and my 
face, while an opposite attraction was pulling the sea over the 
embankment, pushing waves over the footpath. The islands afar 
seem to be lifting from the sea. Scooped by the sky, they are 
floating like castles in the air. I like this image in English about 
building castles in the air to describe dreams that are impossible 
to fulfil. Describing stories about relationships, Rebecca Solnit 
compares chance encounters to “a castle in the clouds made out 
of the moist air exhaled by dreamers.”3

 Today was so wet, but at dawn, the rain stopped. All 
the water in the air made the blue of the sea indistinguishable 
from the blue of the sky as if they were not meeting on the ho-
rizon anymore but somewhere, everywhere in the atmosphere. 
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15°C Rain. Broken clouds.
Wind 11 km/h NNE, 100% humidity, 102.00 kPa

Friday. November 2, 2018

I think we reached 100% of water in the air, it is pouring rain. 
Today, walking along Riva degli Schiavoni there is almost no 
difference between the colour of the sea and the colour of the 
atmosphere, a sort of light blue-grey. It made me feel sad, but I 
had time to film on my way to the Giardini. Somehow, filming 
made me happier in a way I can’t explain, maybe because it does 
something the eye can’t. At the pavilion, the sound of the rain 
resonates on the roof. While sitting in the pavilion main space, 
the presence of sound gives a direction to the symmetrical 
space. From this position, you can hear people passing by. The 
rhythm of their steps and chatter around the rooms gives you 
the sense of the space of the gallery. Some visitors are testing 
the echo of the space with their voices. I don’t know if, with-
out knowing the architecture of the building, I could imagine it 
only through the movement of sounds. Today, the students from 
the Kunstakademie of Düsseldorf are rehearsing for their sonic 
installation Île Flottante. As the sound installation fills the space, 
they are carefully tuning building to become their sound vessel 
for the following days.
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19°C Sunny.
Wind 6km/h NE, 79% humidity, 102.09 kPa

Saturday. November 3, 2018

I have never worked outside or been outside for such long pe-
riods. On the platform, between the sky and the sea, I wonder 
about all this blue atmosphere and its different shades. Could 
being in contact with so much blue affect me in ways I don’t 
know yet? In this passage, I like how Solnit describes the differ-
ent types of blues. She makes a distinction between the blue that 
is absorbed and the blue that is scattered. And between the light 
that can reach us and the one that gets lost. In this immensity, 
what kind of blue is reaching me?

The world is blue at its edges and in its depths. This 
blue is the light that got lost. Light at the blue end 
of the spectrum does not travel the whole distance 
from the sun to us. It disperses among the molecules 
of the air, it scatters in water. Water is colorless, shal-
low water appears to be the color of whatever lies 
underneath it, but deep water is full of this scattered 
light, the purer the water the deeper the blue. The sky 
is blue for the same reason, but the blue at the hori-
zon, the blue of the land that seems to be dissolving 
into the sky, is a deeper, dreamier, melancholy blue, 
the blue at the farthest reaches the places where you 
see for miles, the blue of distance. This light that does 
not touch us, does not travel the whole distance, the 
light that gets lost, gives us the beauty of the world, so 
much of which is in the color blue.4
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20/17°C Scattered clouds.
Wind 10 km/h E, 83% humidity, 101.64 kPa

Sunday. November 4, 2018

With acqua alta I am organizing my movement in the city 
around the moon and its tide cycle to walk when the water is 
low. Besides the moon and the earth’s gravitational forces, the 
body in Venice is subjected to a horizontal attraction: the calli. 
Those narrow streets carry you into the depth of the city and 
pull you back against its walls. When Sophie Calle evokes the 
feeling of submission to this city and to her search for Henri 
B,5  she uses the image of the maze to describe the city streets, 
as if once engaged in the streets, you are drawn forward and 
couldn’t glance back. Complying with this force brings you into 
the city’s entrails. When walking in this maze, the eyes move 
along the surface of the walls, searching for an opening, for a 
sign, or something familiar to orient. Joseph Brodsky would 
suggest that, after a few days in Venice, the eye acquires its au-
tonomy from the body, as if the eyes are searching for something 
the body isn’t aware of yet. 

The eye in this city acquires an autonomy similar to 
that of a tear. The only difference is that it doesn’t sev-
er itself from the body but subordinates it totally. After 
a while – on the third or fourth day here – the body 
starts to regards itself as merely the eye’s carrier.6 
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20/17°C Scattered cloudswind 10 km/h E, 83% humidity, 101.64 kPa

Sunday. November 4, 2018

Until now, I recorded two types of attraction in Venice. The gravitational attraction of the moon that makes the water rais-ing up and down and the attraction of the Venice calli that car-ries you into the depth of the city and pulls you back against its walls. When Sophie Calle describes the city streets like a maze, she evokes the feeling of submission to this city, and to her search for Henri B.7 Once inside you are pushed forward as if you couldn’t glance back. Complying to this force, it brings you into its entrails. The calli are narrow. When walking in this maze, the eyes are moving along the surface of the walls led by the search for an opening, for a sign, or something familiar to orient. Alexander Brodsky would suggest that after a few days in Venice, the eye acquires its autonomy from the body. As if the eyes were searching for something the body wasn’t aware of yet.   ‘The eye in this city acquires an autonomy similar to that of a tear. The only difference is that it doesn’t sever itself from the body but subordinates it totally. After a while – on the third or fourth day here – the body starts to regards itself as merely the eye’s carrier […]’8 
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18/15°C Broken clouds.
Wind 9 km/h N, 97% humidity, 101.66 kPa

Tuesday. November 6, 2018

While looking at Tintoretto’s paintings in Scuola Grande di San 
Rocco today, I felt my eye left my body for a moment. There 
is a room in the upper hall where paintings occupy the whole 
surface of the walls and ceiling. With their imposing size and 
layout, they take part in the building’s architecture. Set along 
the periphery of a single room as a storyboard, the paintings 
recount different biblical moments. In one corner, there is the 
Last Supper, in which perspective is so strong it broke with the 
imposing monolithic rectangular volume of the exhibition hall 
and opened towards another reality of the room. In the paint-
ing, the Supper’s table was not placed frontally, but recessing 
towards the vanishing point – almost inviting us to the table. I 
like the term vanishing point because it describes a sort of disap-
pearance. When the eye left to explore the pictorial, I felt the 
body remained of this opulent golden room. After Brodsky, I 
knew that the eye could acquire its own autonomy in Venice (see 
journal entry on November 4, 2018), but I wasn’t expecting it 
would happen like this. 
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19/16°C Passing clouds.
Wind 6km/h E, 88% humidity, 101.72 kPa

Wednesday. November 7, 2018

Someone told me the monticule where the British Pavilion sits 
was formed by all the bricks from the collapse of San Marco 
Campanile in 1902. In this city on water, this rise and the build-
ing are the highest point, perhaps one of the last things that will 
remain of the city with the rise of water. 

 At four, we served tea on the platform. The sky is 
showcasing the widest array of colours I ever seen. With the 
mist, the colour spreads through all the water particles. Are the 
colours in or carried by the droplets? It’s humid, and I am ex-
hausted. I am going to bed with this feeling of vertigo. I must lift 
my head to sleep because I am falling backwards.
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15/13°C Fog.
Wind 7km/h SSE, 98% humidity, 102.03 kPa

Thursday. November 8, 2018

I woke up with the same sensation – the weather forecast mist. 
Walking on Riva degli Schiavoni to work, I felt sick. I’ve never 
felt like this before. The mist is beautiful and eerie. I stopped 
to catch my breath and film. The air inhaled is unsettling. I can 
see it, but I can’t recognize its texture nor its moisture. It looks 
thick, but it feels thin in my throat. By noon, the mist grew 
thicker. The gaze remained suspended in mid-air; like the water 
particles without gravity, it can’t rest anywhere. My breath is 
short, and I am anxious, uncertain of what I am inhaling. The 
air pressure makes everything float; maybe that’s why I feel my 
stomach so high in the oesophagus.
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13/11°C Fog.
Wind 5 km/h N, 100% humidity, 101.97 kPa

Friday. November 9, 2018

There are physical effects of the Sirocco air current on the body. 
It is coming from so far, brushing past so many landscapes. How 
long does it take to travel from the middle of African deserts to 
Venice? It has gathered so many sensations, and seems to have 
the potential to affect people with its atmosphere. In this pas-
sage, Mann describes how smell and air can transform some-
one’s mood:

And it was this walk that triggered a completely re-
versal of his mood, his decisions. The narrow streets 
were sweltering repulsively; the air was so thick that 
the smells surging from homes, stores, chophouses, 
the oily billows, the haze of perfumes, the different 
vapors, hovered in clouds instead of dissipating. Cig-
arette smoke lingered in the air, drifting very slug-
gishly….The farther he went, the more tortured he 
was by the dreadful alliance of sirocco and sea air – a 
condition that both agitates and enervates. He sweated 
painfully. His eyes blurred, his chest tightened, he was 
feverish, the blood pounded in his temples….There 
he was pestered by beggars, and the horrible effluvia 
from the canals made it hard to breathe….For the sec-
ond time, and now definitively, this city had proved 
that it could be extremely harmful to him in such a 
weather.8  
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12°C Drizzle. Fog.
Wind 6 km/h N, 94% humidity, 101.66 kPa

Saturday. November 10, 2018

For the third day, I still can’t eat, and I am breathless. I keep 
wondering about the distinctive air quality coming into my 
lungs. All this white air, it feels so intimate, yet infinite. In Gestes 
d’air et de pierre, Didi-Huberman locates the place where we feel 
the air we breathe at one or two centimetres from the orifice, 
nose or mouth. But if we breathe through the mouth a little 
stronger, we can feel it in the vault of the palate, but also at the 
back of the mouth until the sternum area.9 In another piece, 
he points out possible places where dreams emerge. He identi-
fies three locations: from behind our eyes, from the interstice 
between a veil and the skin, and the back of our mouth.10  The 
place where we feel the air we breathe is so close to the place 
where we feel dreams.
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18/15°C Scattered clouds.
Wind 14 km/h NNE, 91% humidity, 101.54 kPa

Monday. November 5, 2018

Today I saw the Pala d’Oro in San Marco’s Basilica. I’ve wanted 
to see it since I read The Man Who Walked in Color by Didi-Huber-
man. In the book, he describes the shimmer of the Pala d’Oro 
as an encounter that happens while the viewer walks across the 
nave towards the altar. Its brilliance transforms the panel into a 
golden cloth. “The object is over there, surely, but the radiant 
brilliance encounters me, it is an event by way of my gaze and 
my body, the result of the most minimal – and intimate – of 
my movements.”7 Entering the basilica, I thought the Pala d’Oro 
would be facing the nave, but access was only possible by the 
side. Tucked in the back, there was no depth to apprehend the 
work. In this part of the church, the only light is the reflection 
of the artificial beams, which creates a unifying brilliance. The 
instability of the shimmer is lost. Almost pushed against its sur-
face, one can almost touch it if it wasn’t for the protective glass. 
It is only afterwards that I learn that the high altar retable could 
rotate for celebrations, which makes it more spectacular. Today 
I saw the Pala d’Oro, but couldn’t encounter its shimmers.  
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17°C Light rain. Fog.
Wind 11 km/h N, humidity 88%, 101.92 kPa

Sunday. November 11, 2018

The fog thickens. It is like walking inside a cloud. It is difficult to 
see far ahead while on Riva degli Schiavoni. There is no depth, 
no near or far. The water on the embankment’s edge moves as a 
mass, slowly raising up and down, as if the seafront was a boat. 
Are the islands of Venice just floating above the water? I had 
to stop walking. There was this sense of vertigo invading my 
body. What if all this discomfort was motion sickness? I finally 
decided to reach the Giardini by vaporetto. Surprisingly, unlike 
its appearance, navigating on the sea was calmer than on land. 
There is a disquiet feeling when moving seamlessly between air 
and water. The ethereal substance erases any transition between 
both. Later, I read that motion sickness happens when there is a 
sensory conflict between the movement perceived visually and 
the movement perceived by the body, by our sense of balance 
and spatial orientation. People can have the same symptoms 
when adapting to weightlessness in space or high altitudes.
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16/10°C Fog.
Wind 6 km/h N, humidity 92%, 102.57 kPa

Monday. November 12, 2018

For days now what used to be invisible has become visible. I un-
derstand now what Empedocles thought when he imagined the 
world, the air, as emanations, full of what he called aporrhoai. In 
Eros the Bittersweet, Anne Carson recalls that, for Empedocles, “all 
sensations are caused by those emanations as they are breathed 
in and out through the whole skin surface of living being. They 
are the mediators of perception which allow everything in the 
universe to be potentially ‘in-touch’ with everything else.”11 In 
the same passage about the physical link we possess with the 
invisible, Carson keeps describing how the nature of breath and 
its organs, the lungs, act as receptors: “the chest is regarded by 
the Greeks as a receptacle of sense impressions and a vehicle for 
each of the five senses; even vision for, in seeing, something may 
be breathed from the object seen and received through the eye 
of the seer.”12
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15/14°C Fog. 
Wind 15 km/h SSW, 93% humidity, 102.71 kPa

Tuesday. November 13, 2018

According to the forecast, today will probably be one of the last 
days of fog. They predict only sun and cold weather until I leave. 
Will that feeling fade away too? I was starting to like it. 
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18/15°C Sunny. 
Wind 5 km/h N, 69% humidity, 102.73 kPa

Tuesday. November 14, 2018

If I am 60%, does it mean that at 60% humidity in the air, we 
are the same? In Another Water: The River Thames, for Example, Roni 
Horn connects water, the weather, and oneself. As the book un-
folds, 832 footnotes, like insights, observations, or questions, 
on the changing quality of water, sometimes repeating akin to 
an echo or waves continuously pulling away and coming back. I 
took notes of some of my favourite entries:

n°25 When you say water, are you talking about the 
weather or yourself?

n°40 Water receives you, affirms you, shows you who 
you are. And all the near-imperceptible qualities that 
are water tease you with their ambiguity. Tease you 
and extend you, out into the world.

n°56 What do you know about water? When you talk 
about water aren’t you really talking about yourself? 
Isn’t water like the weather that way?

n°83 Water is always a mysterious presence. (When 
you look at water you never know what you’re actu-
ally looking at.)
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15/9°C Sunny.
Wind 16 km/h NE, 74% humidity, 102.62 kPa

Wednesday. November 15, 2018

Often when people reach the terrace, they say that the view is 
“breath-taking.” I like that saying, implying that things can be so 
beautiful that their beauty takes your breath away. In this case, 
it might also be because of the number of stairs to climb up 
the scaffoldings. In Attunement, Alberto Pérez-Gómez points out 
the double origin of the word atmosphere. First, atmós in Greek 
means vapour and steam and is associated with breathing. And 
the second, atman, in Sanskrit, which involves the inner soul. 
Moreover, he also reminds us of the Latin roots spriritus, which 
means both air and spirits.13 Breathing is this continuous ex-
change between the visceral and the world we inhabit – in con-
stant movement between my inside and the outside. What does 
it mean when our breath is taken away in awe?
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13/10°C Sunny.
Wind 22 km/h ENE, 57% humidity, 102.73 

Thursday. November 16, 2018

This project started when reading Didi-Huberman’s The Man 
Who Walked in Color. He drew my attention to an idea in Leon-
ardo da Vinci’s treatise On Painting: that fog could be a bearer 
of bodies.14 I was intrigued by the idea that when water in the 
air reaches a certain density, it can carry bodies. When it’s even 
denser, Joseph Brodsky recounts an episode where he could 
walk into the fog. The air would be so thick it retained its im-
pression, forming a tunnel of his shape, even allowing him to 
come back through that same route. Coming back to atmós (see 
previous entry): “according to Plutarch, the atmós of moving 
water or foggy air is capable of carrying fleeting images – like 
the imagination of the inner self; it can bear words like human 
breath.”15 Fog opened the depth of the plane of perception, 
where perception inside the body matter as much as outside. 

 On Painting also explains how the blue of air rises and 
how perception dissolves with distance. Da Vinci named this 
dissolving the perspective of disappearance, which occurs first 
on the edges of opaque bodies. The perspective of disappear-
ance also determines what we lose with distance; first is the 
lustre, and what remain last after the shadow is only dull, and 
blurred obscurity.16
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12/8°C Sunny.
Wind 24 km/h ENE, 51% humidity, 102.42 kPa 

Friday. November 17, 2018

Looking at the fog footage. The camera could not find the focus. 
It’s like the camera eye could not decide on where to settle. 
In all this homogenous white environment, there was no back-
ground or foreground, no scale, no close or far, no depth. It os-
cillates between the indistinct and the indeterminate. Through 
the electronic lens, the image was coming into and out of fo-
cus, disintegrating and then reappearing. On the importance of 
vagueness, Juhani Pallasmaa maintains that unfocused vision is 
how we perceive the world with its multiplicity of perceptions, 
dreams, observations, and desires.17 This state of uncertainty – 
when vision isn’t clearly defined – heightens our attention and 
opens towards a broader territory of space, time, and memory. 
The French word vague refers to a wave; I like that vagueness 
and vague come together in this perpetual oscillation between 
near and far, making and remaking.
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10/6°C Sunny.
Wind 16 km/h ENE, 56% humidity, 101.86 kPa

Saturday. November 18, 2018

The sun came back for the last few days. The clouds opened 
up to let it play on the surface of the water. Only for a few 
moments, sometimes closer, sometime towards faraway islands. 
The light transmitted by the drop of water in the air makes it 
almost tangible. The reflection is palpable but impossible to lo-
cate. It refuses our grasp but comes to reach us. 

The reflection is neither the reflecting object nor 
whatever may be reflected in it. Instead, it lies some-
where in between those things, a spectre without 
substance. For this reason – because a reflection has 
neither its own form nor that of anything else – we are 
unable to arrange our perception of it, and we often 
end up rather dazzled and bewildered.18

Lost somewhere between the substrate and the reflected.
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8/6°C Broken clouds.
Wind 26 km/h, 63% humidity, 101.04 kPa

Sunday. November 19, 2018

After almost a month, I don’t think I will ever get tired of this 
view. On the terrace, the morning sun is so strong that it for-
bids us to look at the view of the water for too long. As if light, 
as much as fog, also blinds us. By making things visible, other 
things become invisible. When Aschenbach closes his eyes in 
front of the sun he recovers lost feelings: 

Long-lost feelings, early and precious sufferings of 
his heart, all of them having died in the severe servi-
tude of his life, now returns, strangely transformed 
– he recognized them with a confused and astonished 
smile….Where did it start, from where did it come – 
the breath, suddenly so soft and significant, that, like a 
whispering from the loftier realms, played around his 
ears and temples?19

Again, lost feelings come back by the breath. 
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6/4°C Broken clouds.
Wind 37 km/h NNE, 86% humidity, 100.6 kPa

Monday. November 20, 2018

Everything in Venice seems to be so thin. Even the marble 
cladding is like fabric – from the white and pink patterned fa-
cade of Palazzo Ducale to the pink glass of the street lamps, 
or the facade of Scuola Grande di San Marco. In Santa Maria 
dei Miracoli, the unfolding of the stone intertwines the picto-
rial quality of its texture with the light. The pieces are carefully 
framed, like paintings. I read that the marble’s veins represent 
the water – the water from which its glory was built. There is 
careful balance to keep the fragile equilibrium of Venice. It feels 
that nothing too heavy can be added; otherwise, the city might 
sink. To preserve this sensation of floating over the sea, there 
is a play with extreme thinness that leads to the ethereal, the 
airy. That’s maybe why Venetians have developed this amazing 
capacity to play with the effect of light and reflection to clad 
the building with nothing but this element. There is a fragility 
of sensation, maybe because of its precarious position. Later, 
I learn that when describing the light in Carlo Scarpa’s work, 
Marco Frascari used the compound lume materiale “to point out 
the palpable presence of light – something born in the materials 
of construction and imprisoned in the body of an edifice as the 
mind is imprisoned in the body of a man.”20
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9/5°C Passing clouds.
Wind 4 km/h N, 88% humidity, 101.34 kPa

Tuesday. November 21, 2018

In Palazzo Ducale there a room whose walls are entirely cov-
ered with leather, dozens of skins, smoothed and stitched to-
gether, and finished with embossed gold leaf patterns. The room 
is dark, but the shimmer emanating from the wall makes you 
forget it is made of dead animal skin. The faint quivering light 
reaches you through the viscera in this intimate space. The sen-
sation reminded me of the origins of the word intimate. In Latin, 
-intimare means impress and made familiar, but intima also re-
fers to the innermost membrane of our organs – a thin surface 
hidden in the most remote place of your body. The sensations 
are layered from the skin to the intima. They are pressing from 
one surface to another; the sensation morphs from repulsion to 
recognition. From the desire to come closer and to withdraw, 
the sensation traverses the membranes. Sometimes with force, 
or with softness, it reaches the place where secrets are kept. 
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13°C Light rain. Cloudy.
Wind 5 km/h NW, 90% humidity, 101.91 kPa

Wednesday. November 22, 2018

I didn’t bring my camera today. Every day is so different and 
beautiful; I don’t know what to do with all the footage I take 
from Riva degli Schiavoni or the terrace. I always feel that I 
need more or that some shot missing. They are all slightly dif-
ferent but so similar. About looking at the water and air, the 
photographer Hiroshi Sugimoto says, “I feel a calming sense of 
security, as if visiting my ancestral home; I embark on a voyage 
of seeing.”21 In his photographic series Seascapes, he invites us to 
intense perception. His long exposure brings us outside the idea 
of a singular moment. For him, the sea is something primordial 
from a timeless future.22 The experience of water is an intimate 
experience. Perhaps the collection of footage recording the 
slow change in the landscape, where I was exposed, is leaving an 
amorphous trace on my intima (see previous entry). 

 This evening, I went to the Basilica Santa Maria della 
Salute for the Festa della Salute with J. It is a celebration for the 
end of the plague dating from 1631. We crossed Canale Grande 
toward the basilica on a temporary bridge built on boats. Then 
we followed the procession inside the church. It was busy but 
slow, like something happening outside of the clock time. Peo-
ple bought and lit candles for a prayer. We spend a moment just 
looking at the ritual and the candles burning. 
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11/10°C Rain. Passing clouds.
Wind 10 km/h NE, 88% humidity, 102.2 kPa

Friday. November 23, 2018

10:00am. There is a light haze over the Laguna, like a small 
cloud above the water. I always wonder if it the sky embracing 
the sea or the water desiring to be lifted up? An encounter be-
tween air and water. Air, this invisible element that surrounds us 
and touches us, became visible by an atmospheric phenomenon 
filling it with water. What we usually look through to look at 
something suddenly becomes visible. Enveloped in this mete-
orological event, I feel my inside outside and looking at me. 
Neither inside nor outside, it doesn’t matter anymore; things 
possess the same importance. Images are just flowing in and out 
(see entry November 16). At this moment, I realized what Mer-
leau-Ponty meant in his explanation of the enigma of the body: 

The enigma is that my body simultaneously sees and 
is seen. That which looks at all things can also look at 
itself and recognize, in what in what it sees, the “other 
side” of its power of looking. It sees itself seeing; it 
touches itself touching; it is visible and sensitive for 
itself….vision happens among, or is caught in, things 
– in that place where something visible undertakes to 
see, becomes visible for itself by virtue of the sight 
of things; in that place where there persists, like the 
mother water in crystal the undividedness [l’indivi-
sion] of the sensing and the sensed.23
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13/11°C Light rain. Broken clouds.
Wind 9 km/h N, 97% humidity, 101.42 kPa

Saturday. November 24, 2018

I like how the water embraces the embankment, the steps, and 
the ramps when it is high. The water slowly comes onto the is/
land by the canals’ intricate embankments. Their design creates 
a procession from the land to the sea. I feel apprehensive when 
the water slowly comes closer and closer to the edge. Over-
flowing, the water disperses itself first in the street and then in 
the air. Even if there is no meteorological surge due to atmos-
pheric conditions, there is still acqua alta due to the high tidal 
fluctuation. With the full moon, the astronomical tide is at its 
strongest. Maybe fog could also happen when the gravitational 
attraction on the body of water is so intense that it vaporizes 
the water of the sea in the air, pulling it upward. Reflecting 
on a project about air and atmosphere is being in suspension, 
in this position of the interval, always changing. The temporary 
inversion of the invisible and the visible provoke an embodied 
intangible experience. Didi-Huberman would say that in the 
position of that in-between state, continuously oscillating, it is 
impossible to conclude.24 The sky wants the water back, you 
feel weightless, losing ground, evaporation, vaporization – it’s 
too light, there is no gravity anymore.
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12/11°C Rain. Mostly cloudy. 
Wind 10 km/h N, 100% humidity, 100.5 kPa

Sunday. November 25, 2018

The word condensation derives from condensare: press close to-
gether. It happens when there is a change in density of water in 
the air. When the air reaches its water saturation capacity and 
becomes thicker, condensation forms with the contact of a sur-
face. It can happen on any surface, even on the eye as a tear. 

A tear is an acknowledgement of the retina’s, as well 
as the tear’s, failure to retain beauty.…Because one is 
finite, a departure from this place always feels final; 
leaving it behind is leaving it forever. For leaving is a 
banishment of the eye to the provinces of the other 
senses….For the eye identifies itself not with the body 
it belongs to but with the object of its attention. And 
to the eye, for purely optical reasons, departure is not 
the body leaving the city but the city abandoning the 
pupil.25  

The tear is an attempt to remain, to stay behind, to 
merge with the city. But that’s against the rules. The 
tear is a throwback, a tribute of the future to the past.26  
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11/10°C Broken clouds. 
Wind 5 km/h SSW, 94% humidity, 100.03 kPa

Monday. November 26, 2018

I am leaving Venice for Rome today. Before my departure, I 
embark on a vaporetto towards the Lido to look at the Laguna 
wrapped in the mist one more time.
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Walking in the Plane of Disappearance 
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Images: All the photographs by the author, except November 
26, taken by Josephine Ketelsen. 
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