Simon Starling Blind Crossing
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Saswlerie Sungrtand MUMA - the syncopated chatter of horns—a staccato commentary, neither applause nor re-
proach— he finally takes the plunge. Stepping forward, bespectacled-eyes now tightly
shut, it’s as if he’s operating, momentarily at least, in a mutually negotiated bubble,

a protective zone, built on a solid but none-the-less exhilarating fundament of instinct,
habit, self-interest and sociability. He’s engulfed, sucked forward in the slipstream,
wing-like, elated. The only hazard, he speculates, might come from the inanimate
flotsam that’s carried along on this swell —a ladder, a bamboo pole, some wildly over-
sized cargo—the inevitable out-rigging of this two-wheeled-world. His head goes
down a little. He loses his sense of time. He imagines the scene captured by a long-ex-
posure photograph, all pre-cinematic paddling against the tide, then he imagines
everything from above, all ripple tank refractions. The traffic’s cacophony gives way
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fim il Courteny: the i to moments of clarity, pinpricks of sound puncturing the bubble, orientating his
movement, guiding him on. And then suddenly it’s done. This heady cocktail of reck-
lessly selfish experimentation and something approximating collaboration, abruptly
ends as one foot hits the high curb on the opposite side. The river releases him, gasp-
ing, ecstatic, on to its bank —his manic half-smile breaking into a broad euphoric
grin, his eyes back in the light.
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