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As	the	camera	pans	across	the	landscape

I	stop	in	an	area	away	from	the	main

terminal,	just	to	the	right	of	the

control	tower.		The	landscape	here	is

littered	with	a	pale	yellow	scattering

of	what	appears	to	be	long	skeletal

vehicles,	ready	for	loading	and

transporting.		To	either	side	are	two

airplanes	sat	quietly	opposite	each

other.		

As	I	move	over	and	above	the	control

tower	the	colour	of	this	structure

changes,	indicating	more	information	is

available.		I	click	the	tower	and	have

immediate	access	to	an	uploaded

photograph	and	3dmodel.		

		





The	photograph	was	uploaded	to	the

location	on	August	30,	2008.		25404

views.	No	comments,	favourites	or	likes.

93	total	views	in	the	last	30	days.		The

image	shows	the	sky	sitting	heavily	over

the	runway	as	a	virgin	aircraft	has

either	just	landed	or	is	about	to	take

off.		The	control	tower	has	shifted	to

the	right	of	the	screen.	The	bottom	half

of	the	image	shows	the	reflection	of	the

window	in	which	the	camera	must	be

pointing	from.	In	comparison	with	this

image,	the	uploaded	3d	model	of	the

tower	is	presented	on	a	flat	green

background,	isolated	and	removed	from

its	surrounding	landscape.		I	am	given

permission	to	download	the	model	and

take	it	away	from	its	original	context.

A	number	of	camera	angles	are	available

to	view	the	model.		The	isonometric

option	allows	the	model	and	the	original

landscape	in	which	it	belongs	to	be

reunited.	The	contrasting	visualities	of

the	computer	generated	model	and	the

photorealist	landscape	are	placed

alongside	each	other	allowing	them	to	be

viewed	simultaneously.	



‘From	the	air,	context	and	broad	relationships	are

more	apparent	than	the	particulars	of	any	single

object:	details	are	sacrificed	in	favour	of	a	more

extensive	panorama.’		

Margret	Dreikausen	(Aerial	perception,	1985)











PART	MAP	-	PART	LANDSCAPE











In	‘Aeronautica’,	1838,	Balloonist	Monck	Mason,	observed	that
with	increasing	vertical	distance,	the	scene	below	took	on	first	the
aspect	of	a	model,	then	that	of	a	plan,	until	finally,	at	very	high
elevations,	it	seemed	to	have	been	transformed	into	a	‘scene	of
universal	disfiguration’.		Mason:	“The	high	altitude	aerial	view
offered	an	aesthetic	impression	of	‘general	effect’,	but	only	at
lower	altitudes	did	the	details,	and	the	‘charms	of	particular
interest’	become	appreciable.”	













Directly	in-front	of	me	is	a	set	of	stairs	and	an

escalator.		I	try	to	move	forward	to	see	what	is	on	the

higher	level.		

As	I	creep	forwards	a	group	of	people	appear	from

nowhere.	Distorted	signage	flashes	across	the	screen

breaking	up	as	I	readjust	my	position.	I	try	and	move

again	and	the	people	have	disappeared,	double-click

and	they	are	back	again.		It	seems	I	am	not	allowed

to	go	up	to	that	higher	level.	

I	continue	to	move	slowly	without	purposefully

changing	direction.		









Dreamy	Donuts.		

Four	orange	stools	sit	on	a	white	tiled

floor	.	A	man	in	uniform	looks	down	at

the	glass	counter	of	lined	up	donuts,	of

all	varieties.	Opposite	is	a	waiting

area,	by	the	windows	of	glass.		

Dreamy	Hot	Dogs.	





		

As	I	look	from	inside	towards	the	exit

three	bicycles	sit	evenly	spaced	out	in-

front	of	a	line	of	cars	behind.		It	is

dark	outside.		The	yellow	interior	door

frame	of	the	exit	is	illuminated	against

the	black	backdrop.		I	double	click	onto

the	red	bicycle	and	suddenly	it	is

daylight.	The	black	sky	is	now	blue.	I

am	in	the	car-park,	where	in-front	of	me

appears	the	shadow	of	a	Google	Street

View	Camera.	

		

I	turn	around	to	get	back	into	the

terminal	but	I	am	shifted	to	the	right.

There	is	no	way	of	getting	back	in	from

this	position,	only	from	above,	so	I	go

back	to	the	start.		The	terminal	is	much

smaller	than	Tokyo	International	where	I

was	a	short	while	ago.	
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The	sky	is	a	pale	blue	over	and	around

the	pale	terracotta	terminal	building.	I

move	along	the	yellow	line	to	an	area

where	white	taxis	line	up	in	a	dark

green	space.	I	keep	panning	across	the

outside	area	where	people	and	vehicles

wait.		The	sky	is	now	reflected	in	the

grid	of	glass	in-front.		I	move	forwards

but	I	am	refused	access	into	the

building.	Exit	Street	View.	

		

I	position	myself	high	above	the

airport,	looking	for	where	the	blue	line

indicates	the	part	of	the	terminal	I	can

enter.	I	keep	landing	outside,	there

seems	no	way	in.	Exit	Street	view	and

try	again.	Upper	Crust.	Grab	and	Go.	I

am	inside.	

 	

 





The	space	is	silver	grey,	with	lime

green	gate	signs	in	rectangles	above.	

I	am	stopped	just	before	the	moving

walkway	so	turn	right	around	and	move	in

the	opposite	direction.		Three	figures

in	black	t-shirts	and	white	trousers

chat	to	each	other	outside	the	Ferrari

store.		I	notice	a	Christmas	tree

standing	on	the	opposite	side	at	the

entrance	to	Starbucks.	Further	on	a

mannequin	in	a	red	floral	dress	looks

out	towards	the	sports-bar	and	grill.		I

cannot	move	any	further	so	I	go	back	to

the	Ferrari		store,	which	after	1	click

becomes	an	empty	bookstore	with	a	wooden

floor. 
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Click	to	move	around.	

Drag	to	enter	street	view.	

		

A	wall	divided	into	a	grid	of	panels

faces	me.	As	I	move	forward	the	space

opens	out,	where	the	terminal	seems

relatively	deserted.	

A	row	of	empty	check-out	desks	reflect	a

group	of	yellow	squares	onto	the	floor.

I	move	around	to	the	left,	where	a	long

line	of	people	are	waiting	at	gate	53

and	54.		They	look	out	towards	the	huge

wall	of	glass	windows	as	they	wait.	

Max	1	bag.	If	it	fits.	

 	

	















I	head	towards	to	the	exit.		Stripes	of

blue	and	green	wrap	around	the	revolving

door.	I	cannot	get	any	further.		I	move

towards	the	escalator	where	I	can	see

people	on	the	level	below.	I	click

number	1	on	the	right	of	the	screen	to

move	down	to	Level	1,	missing	out	the

escalator.	I	am	stuck	again,	by	another

escalator	so	I	turn	and	a	clock	faces

me.	2.08.	It	must	be	the	afternoon.	

		

I	move	towards	to	the	lifts	but	as	I	get

closer	I	arrive	in	a	different	area	of

the	terminal,	where	rows	of	orange	tape

divide	the	floor.	



Checked	in	online?	

Speedy	Boarding	Plus!	

The	check-in	desks	are	empty.		I	realize

I	am	back	to	where	I	started,	but	as	I

move	around	to	the	left	the	long	line	of

people	waiting	at	gate	53	and	54	have

gone.

2	terminals	&	links	by	bus	or	rail.	

Imagery	date:	3/28/2015.	

Journey	date:	7/3/2016.	
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Start:	41	17’43.93”	N	

		

Lime	green	and	cerulean	blue	cylindrical

shapes	create	a	pattern	on	the	surface

of	the	landscape.		I	Pan	across	to	the

terminal	which	as	the	white	hand	symbol

touches	the	surface,	illuminates	to	a

lilac	tone,	indicated	the	3D	building.

A	pop	up	information	box	appears,	with

photos	of	nearby	places.		Beneath	the

lilac	triangular	forms	of	the	terminal

roof	I	enter	street	view.			



A	man	in	a	green	uniform	cleans	the

already	polished	floor	whilst	sat	on	a

red	and	blue	vehicle	with	various

attachments.		The	yellow	sign	of	Alseasa

lines	up	next	to	the	more	familiar	sign

of	Duty	Free.

I	move	forward	and	the	man	in	the	green

uniform	has	gone,	replaced	by	the

ghostly	figure	of	a	man	in	a	high-vis

jacket.		2	women	in	black	look	into	the

shop	window	of	Duty	free.	I	turn

approximately	90	degrees	to	the	left	and

the	man	in	the	green	uniform	re-appears,

this	time	he	seems	to	be	chatting	to	a

man	in	a	black	jacket	with	a	red	collar,

who	stands	static	with	authority.		I

press	the	forward	arrow	but	cannot	seem

to	move	forward.	I	am	sent	back	around

to	the	right	and	positioned	again	in

front	of	Duty	free.	



I	suddenly	swing	around	quickly	facing

the	opposite	direction.		A	white	wall

appears	in	front	of	me	but	quickly	turns

into	another	part	of	the	terminal,	where

the	wall	is	now	glass,	allowing	light	to

illuminate	the	polished	floor.		A	man

sits	nearest	he	can	to	the	window,	legs

crossed	with	a	bag	beside	him,	looking

down	at	a	book	on	his	lap.		There	are

two	figures	in	the	foreground	on	red

leather	seats,	one	appears	to	be

sleeping.	











Gate	30.	MS.	

I	try	to	get	close	to	the	gate,	to	see

the	destination	but	I	am	pushed

backwards.		Two	seated	figures	with

blurred	faces	seem	to	be	looking

directly	at	me.	

I	move	to	gate	31,	where	people	are

forming	a	queue	to		Copenhagen.		I

cannot	move	any	further,	only	sideways,

so	I	press	escape	and	am	back	on	the

lilac	triangular	roof	of	the	model	of

the	terminal.	



C	D	E	F	G.	I	start	at	C.		The	area	is

empty.		Lines	of	red	criss-cross	in-

front	of	the	blue	screens.		Lines	of

white	divide	the	floor	space.		I	move

towards	G.		As	I	arrive	a	Coca	Cola	sign

on	the	right	sits	above	a	long	walkway,

which	I	cannot	access.		I	keep	walking,

looking	right	and	left,	but	still	nobody

appears.	The	clock	reads	16	minutes	to	4

above	the	shop	guide,	a	grid	of

photographic	images	of	plates	of	food.

As	I	pan	across	I	arrive	at	a	glass

cabinet.		Inside	there	are	4	objects,

but	I	cannot	tell	what	they	are.	I	can

read	the	text	‘Good	design	award’.	

		

	











As	I	walk	towards	the	large	glass

windows	at	the	end	of	the	space	I	reach

the	letter	P.		

People	gather.		

The	airport	is	no	longer	empty.		One

step	back	and	the	people	have	gone.	

Japan	Airlines.		

Sky	Check	in.		

Empty	desks.















APRON	SPACE



		

		



I	climb	on	board	the	airport	bus	and

find	a	seat	by	the	window	towards	the

back.	It	is	hot	outside,	and	the	sky	is

a	deep	clear	blue	with	the	interior	of

the	bus	a	cool	and	dark	contrast.	The

bus	begins	to	fill	rapidly,	with	people

moving	around	awkwardly	to	find	a	small

space	in	which	to	stand,	before	we

eventually	begin	to	move	away	from	the

terminal.	As	I	look	out	of	the	bus

window	the	vast	open	landscape	opens	out

in	front	of	the	camera.	

The	Apron	markings	split	and	divide	the

surface,	creating	a	rhythm	of	movement,

a	dancing	of	lines	and	coloured	shapes

as	we	pass	workers	and	various

sculptural	functional	objects.		

I	can	hear	the	overlapping	conversations

of	the	people	around	me,	with	only

singular	words	becoming	clear	amongst

the	overall	collective	sound	of	human

voices	and	apron	traffic	outside.		I

place	the	camera	phone	onto	the	window

and	attempt	to	keep	the	camera	steady	as

the	bus	moves	across	the	Apron,	picking

up	speed,	and	swaying	the	passengers

gently	into	each	other.		I	take	a

continuous	shot,	holding	tight	to	the

camera,	whilst	at	the	same	time

attempting	to	keep	my	body	still.	
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A	no	smoking	sign	is	distorted	into	a

fragmented	shape	on	the	wall	above,	but

it	is	still	recognizable.		Behind

appears	an	advertisement	for	clothing,

where	a	photograph	of	a	man	and	woman	is

repeated	5	times.		I	move	towards	them

and	see	a	line	of	empty	seats	against	a

green	tiled	wall.		I	cannot	move	any

further,	so	turn	around	and	the	space

widens	into	a	large	area	of	yellow

ochre.		

A	pink	neon	digital	clock	reads	0:51.

The	sign	of	the	Fly	Café	to	the	left	is

a	similar	neon	pink.	I	move	towards	it

and	see	two	black	and	white	photographs

of	airplanes	on	the	Café	wall	above	the

chequered	patterned	floor.	The	café,	and

the	terminal	are	empty.	









Enter	Street	view	

	

Passengers	at	gate	4	sit	waiting	for

flight	HV	5961	to	Copenhagen.		

A	man	in	a	blue	hooded	sweatshirt	holds

his	phone	in-front	of	him.	People	look

at	their	mobile	devices	for	something	to

do.	There	seems	very	little

conversation.		

Nobody	waits	at	gate	5.	
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Track	the	slider	or	click	the	buttons	to

zoom	in	our	out.>	

I	click	the	plus	button	and	zoom	in	past

the	cafe	towards	a	man	wearing	blue

shorts	holding	a	red	bag.	I	double	click

and	he	is	gone.	Double-click	again	and

there	are	no	figures	at	all	left	in	the

space.	

The	white	light	from	the	stretch	of

windows	creates	a	pattern	of	silver

shadows	on	the	terminal	floor.	A	line	of

red	rectangles	divides	the	indoor	and

outdoor	space.		

		

I	carry	on	walking	but	reach	a	wall	I

cannot	seem	to	get	past.	Staff	only.	I

turn	right	and	move	towards	the	light

again.		A	new	space	opens	out	in-front

of	me	where	rows	of	green	boxes

containing	personal	possessions	move

towards	their	owners.		I	turn	back	and

attempt	to	move	quickly.		The	space

breaks	up	into	flashes	of	broken	images.

I	settle	by	a	grid	display	of	sunglasses

in	the	Duty	Free	shop.	



I	arrive	at	a	sign	for	Gates	01	to	24.

Rows	of	dark	red	leather	seats	divide

the	grey	interior.	I	move	towards	a

woman	with	grey	hair	wearing	lime	green.

Her	wheelchair	is	positioned	on	the	end

of	a	row	of	red	seats.		As	I	get	closer

both	her	face	and	feet	are	blurred.	The

back	of	the	woman	stood	in	front	of	her

is	much	clearer.	

I	move	past	and	the	space	becomes	busy

with	people.		A	man	and	woman	face	the

opposite	direction	to	most,	looking	up

at	something,	which	I	imagine	is	a

departures	screen.		I	continue	following

the	arrow	to	Gates	01	to	20.	A	clock

appears	above,	it	is	10.39	in	the

morning.	

The	light	from	outside	reflects	on	the

surfaces	of	floors	and	pillars.	Magical

Prices.	Save	40%.	











As	the	airport	bus	moves	to	and	from	the

terminal,	light	flickers	and	dances

across	the	apron	surface,	and	flashes

onto	the	glass	of	the	bus	window	as	I

record	the	footage.		It	is	difficult	to

focus.	Vehicles	move	in	unexpected

directions,	until	eventually	the	bus

slows	down	and	arrives	at	its

destination.		

The	experience	is	disorientating,	and

lasts	only	a	short	time.		I	think	of	the

short	experimental	films	of	Stan

Brackage,	in	particular	Mothlight

(1963),	where	the	intense	flickering	of

light,	multiple	exposures	and	multi-

layering	of	broken	images	and	forms

creates	an	anxiety	and	disruption	to	the

viewing	and	experience	of	space.	

Juxtaposed	against	the	activity	of	the

moving	apron	vehicles	and	the	transient

light	stands	the	control	tower.	It	is	a

constant	presence.	Its	balanced	solid

sculptural	form	seems	to	hold	the	space

together,	acting	as	a	structure,	which

is	central	to	the	activity	around	it,

directing	and	monitoring	the	movement	of

aircrafts	and	the	interconnected	apron

traffic.		We	look	at	it,	and	it	looks	at

us.



		

Whilst	travelling	to	the	airport,	or

located	within	the	airport	space,	the

airport	tower	often	acts	as	a	marker	in

the	landscape,	signifying	your	proximity

to	or	within	the	airport.		The	tower

represents	and	functions	as	a	structure

of	surveillance	and	control,	whilst	at

the	same	time	an	anchor	point	in	which

to	orientate	us.	

Light,	vehicles,	and	figures	move	around

and	through	the	tower,	as	the	inside	of

the	bus,	and	the	outside	space	become

inseparable.	







I	arrived	at	the	gate	early	so	opted	to

sit	by	the	window	whilst	I	waited	for

the	announcement	to	board.		The	window

looked	out	directly	onto	a	road	by	the

apron,	where	the	apron	traffic	seemed	to

come	and	go.		

The	view	from	the	window	was	interrupted

by	a	scattering	of	black	graphic	symbols

stuck	to	the	glass	from	the	outside,	the

back	of	pictograms,	of	sunshine,

flowers,	and	historical	buildings,	no

doubt	aimed	at	the	tourists	about	to

arrive.	This	juxtaposition	of	graphic

symbols	against	the	actual	space	created

a	layer	of	distance	between	myself	and

the	view	out	of	the	window.	

		

		









I	began	to	film	the	movements	through

the	window,	using	my	mobile	device.		The

ambient	noise	of	the	bustling	activity

around	me	inside	the	terminal	seemed	a

strange	contrast	to	the	silent,	serene

scene,	which	I	was	filming	through	the

window.		The	sound	from	the	outside

could	not	be	heard.		Yellow	vehicles	of

different	shapes	and	sizes	moved	across

the	screen	/	window,	with	a	certain

rhythm	and	purpose,	coming	into	view

from	different	directions	and	angles.

The	movement	seems	relatively

consistent,	with	some	periods	of	less

activity.		

Airport	workers,	communicating	with	each

other	over	something,	moved	around	the

vehicles	and	machinery,	as	slow	moving

aircrafts	came	into	view	in	the

distance.			Other	aircrafts	appeared,

moving	slowly	as	smaller	vehicles	sped

past.	











As	I	scan	the	airport	landscape	for	an

area	to	land,	the	blue	line	suggests

there	is	no	access	into	the	terminal.		I

place	the	orange	man	onto	the	roof	to

see	what	happens,	but	as	the	outside

turns	into	the	inside	the	space	has	the

look	of	a	video	game	interior.		I	am

inside	a	model,	built	by	‘hong’.		I

click	hong	but	the	page	is	not	found,	so

I	search	the	3D	warehouse	and	find	the

virtual	Kagoshima	terminal.		It	appears

that	Hong	has	designed	many	other

airport	terminals	in	Japan.		

The	interior	is	empty,	a	dark	grey

space,	only	meant	to	be	viewed	from	the

outside.	





I	leave	the	model	and	return	to	Google

Earth,	where	I	exit	ground	level.		I	am

back	on	top	of	the	terminal	roof.	

Despite	this	airport	being	listed	as	one

of	the	Street	view	airports,	there	seems

no	access	from	above,	so	I	move	around

outside	to	find	another	possible	way	in.

	

Traffic	comes	towards	me	as	I	move	along

the	yellow	line.		To	my	right	is	the

bright	white	terminal	building	set

against	a	consistent	blue	sky.		

The	Airport	Shuttle	bus	waits,	with

empty	seats,	outside	the	entrance.		I

move	forwards	to	try	and	get	past	the

bus.		I	notice	one	of	the	bus	windows

has	been	blurred	out,	suggesting	someone

may	have	got	on	board.	As	I	attempt	to

move	closer	to	the	entrance	I	am	pushed

to	the	side,	the	image	breaking	up	as	I

move.		I	can	only	pan	across	the	surface

of	the	terminal.		There	is	no	way	in.	



















Cylindrical	discs	guide	our	path	across

the	glossy	terminal	floor.		Pink	and

green	neon	divides	the	space	between	the

yellow	columns.		Click	to	go.	

A	man	in	a	red	jacket	comes	into	view

but	as	I	walk	towards	him	he	disappears

and	is	replaced	by	a	man	in	a	white

shirt	and	black	tie.		I	approach	the

exit,	quickening	my	movement	towards	the

glass	doors.		As	I	creep	forwards	the

camera	jumps	to	another	space,

unrecognizable	from	where	I	was.		It	is

unclear	as	to	whether	I	have	just	turned

around	or	whether	this	is	a	completely

different	part	of	the	terminal.		

The	cylindrical	lights	above	remain

constant	whichever	way	I	turn.		I	double

click	and	an	uploaded	photograph

appears.		T4.	‘Misplaced’		The	image

bears	no	resemblance	to	my	current

location.		I	follow	the	sign	for	the

gates.		M33	to	M39.		I	get	pushed

backwards	with	nowhere	to	go.	



Exit	Street	view.		

I	arrive	back	outside	looking	down	on

the	terminal.		I	zoom	out	to	find	a	new

street	view	area	to	access.			I	land

back	inside,	close	by	to	an	information

desk	with	a	baggage	and	way	out	sign

overhead.		I	pass	the	yellow	duty	free

shop	getting	close	enough	to	view	the

Dior	and	Paco-	Rabanne	perfume	counters.

As	I	move	forwards	shutters	appear	in-

front	of	the	shop	entrance.		

Small	square	cubes	of	white	and	blue

light	fall	in	a	grid	light	pattern	on

the	floor.		Rows	of	joined	up	empty

seats	fill	the	space	by	the	long	stretch

of	windows.	







A	Euro	wings	aircraft	is	positioned	at

the	top	of	both	screens.	Klagenfurt,	on

the	eastern	shore	of	Lake	Wörthersee.	A

small	white	van	appears	in	the	left	hand

screen.	

		

Nearby,	frescoes	and	reliefs	adorn	the

opulent	1500s	cathedral.	

From	the	right	a	vehicle	with	2	trailers

moves	from	right	to	left.	

Edinburgh	is	Scotland's	compact,	hilly

capital.	The	car	moves	around	anti

clockwise	and	soon	stops.	Baroque	and

Renaissance	buildings	line	the	narrow

streets	around	Alter	Platz.	



In	the	top	left	an	airport	bus	appears,

whist	2	men	in	yellow	jackets	also

appear,	pulling	something	along	the

floor.		It	has	a	medieval	Old	Town	and

elegant	Georgian	New	Town	with	gardens

and	neoclassical	buildings.	One	starts

to	push	the	object,	whilst	the	other

stops	and	appears	to	turn	some	kind	of

lever.	

		

Faro	is	the	capital	of	southern

Portugal’s	Algarve	region.		An	airport

bus	re-appears,	maybe	the	same	one,

moving	in	the	opposite	direction.	The

city’s	neoclassical	Arco	da	Vila	is	on

the	site	of	a	gate	that	was	part	of	the

original	Moorish	wall.		The	two	men	in

yellow	jackets	remain	busy.		One	raises

his	arm,	and	walks	briskly	across	the

screen,	turning	and	gesturing	to

something,	or	someone	







































The	apron	is	a	multi	layered	space	which	exists	as	a

place	in	itself,	but	it	is	the	‘other’	places	it	is

connected	to	(the	terminal,	the	global	destinations	of

the	aircrafts),	which	gives	it	its	meaning,	shape	and

form.		



Everything	is	here,	as	a	site	in	which	to	explore	the

big	topics	of	simultaneity,	time,	mobilities,	global

interconnectivity,	place	and	space.	There	is	no	need

to	go	inside	the	terminal.	





MODEL	FICTION







As	I	scan	across	the	landscape,	the	light	blue	of	a

swimming	pool	appears	close	by,	amongst	the	area

of	trees.		To	the	left	a	tennis	court	sits	on	a	diagonal

to	the	runway,	with	very	little	space	between	them.	

		

I	click	on	the	orange	man	to	view	the	blue	line,	and

see	it	drawn	freely	over	2	white	triangles.	Enter	the

terminal.		A	bubble	gum	machine	and	a	number	of

white	pillars	appear	on	the	screen	in-front	of	me.	The

gridded	ceiling	is	close	overhead.	The	silvery	blue

surfaces	of	the	floor,	ceiling	and	window	flatten	the

space,	which	is	empty	of	people.		I	decide	to	move

backwards	but	do	not	get	very	far.		I	move	to	the	left

and	suddenly	I	am	outside	the	terminal	looking	at	a

3D	virtual	model	of	an	airport	tower.		Torre	de	control

Son	Sant	Joan.	Four	photographs	of	the	tower	taken

close	by	are	available	to	view.	











The	interior	is	revealed	through	a	sequence	of

photographs	which	have	been	apparently	stitched

together	to	create	the	illusion	of	a	‘real’	three

dimensional	space.	

As	I	pass	by,	the	photographs	become	fragmented

and	detached	from	each	other.		The	images	separate

themselves	from	their	adjoining	image	and

temporarily	appear	as	though	they	are	floating	in

space,	not	attached	to	any	kind	of	formal	structure,

searching	for	a	place	to	settle.



Spains	3rd-largest.		379	reviews.	

Starting	Location:	39	33’03.68”	

		

The	image	below	is	clear.	The	bright	white	tarmac	is

divided	by	small	green	squares,	which	are	scattered

across	the	surface.		5	airplanes	appear	on	screen.		3

waiting	by	the	terminal,	1	heading	towards	the

terminal,	1	waiting	to	depart	and	1	on	the	runway,

presumably	about	to	take	off.		The	shadows	around

each	white	airplane	are	crisp	and	undisturbed.	

























Back	to	Google	Earth	>.		

I	drag	the	orange	street	view	man	across

the	landscape	to	the	main	terminal.	Here

I	hover	over	the	top	of	the	buildings

where	the	blue	street	view	indicator	is

visible	and	where	we	(myself	and	the

orange	man)	think	it	might	reveal	an

interesting	space.		Where	exactly	I	land

is	a	process	of	chance,	an	approximate

location.		I	zoom	out	to	gain	a	clearer

look	at	the	whole	landscape	and

reposition	myself	near	to	the	main

terminals.		The	ground	here	is	much

busier,	densely	filled	with	rows	of

white	blocks	and	coloured	rectangles,

representing	the	airport	buildings	and

cars	parked	around	and	in-between	the

spaces.		

The	main	terminal	fits	neatly	into	the

grey	brown	geometry	of	the	landscape.

From	above	the	building	appears	as	an

inflatable	silver	cushion	or	airbed,

inviting	us	for	a	soft	landing.		As	I

get	closer	to	the	surface	the	camera

suddenly	shifts	direction	with	no

warning,	and	I	enter	the	terminal

building. 

  















The	Toyota	car	sits	on	an	orange	stand.

I	move	towards	it	but	I	am	now	looking

at	a	white	door,	with	a	CCTV	camera

above.		As	I	move	to	the	left	I	realize

I	am	outside,	looking	out	towards	the

airport	tower.		The	sky	is	a	heavy	grey.

I	am	looking	from	behind	a	gridded	panel

of	steel.		

As	I	move	to	the	right	the	space	opens

up	and	I	arrive	at	a	viewing	area,	where

people	sit	and	stand,	looking	out	across

the	apron	area	at	the	airplanes	below.

There	are	benches	and	information	boards

placed	in-front	of	the	view.		

A	boy	stands	close	to	the	steel

framework	to	take	a	photograph.		A	small

child	stands	on	a	circular	step	at	the

end	of	the	viewing	area	and	is	being

helped	down	by	an	adult.		I	can	now	see

both	the	tower	and	the	image	of	the

tower	on	the	information	board	next	to

me.	



I	move	quickly	forwards	past	more	rows

of	empty	seats.	The	Houses	of	Parliament

appear	on	the	left	wall,	alongside	four

purple	pay	phones.		I	move	towards	the

window.		

It	is	dark	outside.	I	cannot	see

anybody.	I	turn	and	three	men	stand	with

their	back	to	me.	Two	have	the	same

uniform,	white	shirts	and	black

trousers.		The	other	stands	in	all

black,	his	boots	high	above	his	ankles.

Double	click	and	I	am	faced	with	a

board	of	images.	Rows	of	food,	a

factory,	a	female	doctor	and	a	tree.		

Tomorrow	starts	here.	













The	outline	of	a	person’s	legs	appears

in	the	foreground	of	the	screen,	with

two	other	blurred	figures	behind.		As	I

look	closer	I	realize	it	is	the	same

person.		I	can	tell	by	the	bag	he	is

holding.		I	have	no	idea	what	part	of

the	airport	I	am	in.		I	look	around	for

clues	and	see	a	sign	for	the	Check-in

lobby,	straight	ahead.	I	move	forwards

and	arrive	at	the	exit,	before	I	have

even	seen	anything	inside.		So	I	turn

around	and	I	am	faced	with	Gate	number

7.		A	few	people	gather	at	a	nearby

desk.		As	I	look	to	the	left	an	image	of

a	landscape	appears	on	the	wall	ahead	so

I	move	over	to	take	a	closer	look.		The

drinks	advertisement	shows	a	waterfall

in	luscious	green	surroundings.		Below

is	the	sign	for	the	South	Terminal.	



























Departures.	(South	Wing).	

The	sign	indicates	I	am	at	the	Security

Check	desks.	A	blurred	rectangle

stretches	out	to	the	right,	until	the

space	clears	again	and	I	enter	the

Market	Place	by	the	escalator.		The	sign

for	Departures	(North	Wing)	is	overhead.

A	symbol	of	a	green	man	with	a	green

case	on	wheels	stands	below	the	arrow

indicating	the	direction	to	take.		I

move	forward	into	what	seems	to	have

become	a	large	department	store,

although	a	path	and	signs	above	still

keep	directing	me	through	the	centre	of

the	space.	

		

The	sign	above	now	shows	the	green	man

has	become	a	yellow	man,	now	with	a

briefcase,	shaking	the	hand	of	another

man.	Next	to	them	there	is	a	symbol	of	a

plane	landing.		The	arrow	points	right

towards	arrivals.		I	move	to	the	right

following	the	sign,	but	get	pushed	back

to	face	a	shop	selling	sweets,	where	a

man	in	a	black	bowler	hat	stands	behind

the	counter.	I	double	click	on	his	hat

to	get	closer,	but	I	enter	a	new	space.

Still	in	the	Market	Place	I	attempt	to

get	back	to	Star	Sweets,	but	have	lost

my	way.	















Major	Airport	with	on-site	lodging.	

		

Puerta	5.	People	move	towards	the	doors,

past	the	fire	extinguisher	and	the

currency	exchange	desk.		Back	inside	the

curved	ceiling	reflects	light	onto	the

floor	below.	A	man	has	reached	the	top

of	the	escalator.	

Metro	Bus.		Terminal	2.		Café	Select.	7

eleven.	OXXO.	

		

Puerta	6.	A	group	of	people	stand	around

a	large	suitcase.	As	I	move	forward	past

the	escalator	the	group	have	begum

walking	towards	me.		Another	group

appear,	this	time	5	men	in	a	circle,

stand,	with	no	luggage.		Behind	them,	to

the	right,	in	the	distance	I	see	a

figure	sat	by	a	pillar	looking	towards

the	group.	I	keep	walking	forwards,

people	come	and	go	and	re-appear	as	I

move.	



















From	above	the	airport	fits	neatly	into

the	quiet	landscape.		The	light	seems	to

have	reduced	all	colour	to	a	warm	grey

and	white	space.		As	the	orange	man

moves	across	the	landscape	the	blue

street	view	indicators	form	a	semi

circle,	which	is	framed	by	the	evenly

spaced	aircrafts.		As	I	zoom	in,	all

visual	information	becomes	monochrome,

with	the	exception	of	the	blue	photo	and

layer	symbols,	which	form	a	cluster

around	the	main	terminal	building.	

		

The	central	airport	hub	seems	contained

within	a	D-	shape	form.		I	move	over	the

D,	and	pick	a	spot	to	enter	street	view.

We	arrive	in	a	café	area.		A	man	wearing

khaki	green	sits	on	a	khaki	green	stool

at	the	bar,	his	head	blurring	into	the

space	in	which	he	sits.		As	I	readjust

my	position	I	realize	the	man	is	talking

to	the	figure	behind	the	bar.	

























Click	to	go	>.		

Shapes	of	red	and	pink	puncture	the

predominant	ochre	interior.	Points	of

sale	appear	on	each	click	and	movement.

Rows	of	products	and	signs	come	in	and

out	of	focus	as	a	woman	wearing	pink	and

khaki	green	stands	by	the	entrance	of	a

retail	unit,	one	arm	holding	the	other.

The	space	feels	warm.		The	low	ceiling

and	indoor	plants	create	the	atmosphere

of	a	hotel	foyer.		A	couple	share	a

newspaper	on	a	nearby	sofa.	



















Spains	3rd-largest.		379	reviews.	

Starting	Location:	39	33’03.68”	

		

The	image	below	is	clear.	The	bright

white	tarmac	is	divided	by	small	green

squares,	which	are	scattered	across	the

surface.		5	airplanes	appear	on	screen.

3	waiting	by	the	terminal,	1	heading

towards	the	terminal,	1	waiting	to

depart	and	1	on	the	runway,	presumably

about	to	take	off.		The	shadows	around

each	white	airplane	are	crisp	and

undisturbed.	

































The	Toyota	car	sits	on	an	orange	stand.

I	move	towards	it	but	I	am	now	looking

at	a	white	door,	with	a	CCTV	camera

above.		As	I	move	to	the	left	I	realize

I	am	outside,	looking	out	towards	the

airport	tower.		The	sky	is	a	heavy	grey.

I	am	looking	from	behind	a	gridded	panel

of	steel.		

As	I	move	to	the	right	the	space	opens

up	and	I	arrive	at	a	viewing	area,	where

people	sit	and	stand,	looking	out	across

the	apron	area	at	the	airplanes	below.

There	are	benches	and	information	boards

placed	in-front	of	the	view.		

A	boy	stands	close	to	the	steel

framework	to	take	a	photograph.		A	small

child	stands	on	a	circular	step	at	the

end	of	the	viewing	area	and	is	being

helped	down	by	an	adult.		I	can	now	see

both	the	tower	and	the	image	of	the

tower	on	the	information	board	next	to

me.	



The	Toyota	car	sits	on	an	orange	stand.

I	move	towards	it	but	I	am	now	looking

at	a	white	door,	with	a	CCTV	camera

above.		As	I	move	to	the	left	I	realize

I	am	outside,	looking	out	towards	the

airport	tower.		The	sky	is	a	heavy	grey.

I	am	looking	from	behind	a	gridded	panel

of	steel.		

As	I	move	to	the	right	the	space	opens

up	and	I	arrive	at	a	viewing	area,	where

people	sit	and	stand,	looking	out	across

the	apron	area	at	the	airplanes	below.

There	are	benches	and	information	boards

placed	in-front	of	the	view.		

A	boy	stands	close	to	the	steel

framework	to	take	a	photograph.		A	small

child	stands	on	a	circular	step	at	the

end	of	the	viewing	area	and	is	being

helped	down	by	an	adult.		I	can	now	see

both	the	tower	and	the	image	of	the

tower	on	the	information	board	next	to

me.	

















I	turn	back,	hoping	to	re-enter	the

terminal.		

I	retrace	my	steps	and	arrive	back

inside,	where	a	row	of	market	stalls

appear,	selling	food	and	other	things	I

cannot	recognize.		I	move	towards	the

exit,	where	a	sign	for	a	bus	appears	in-

front	of	a	zebra	crossing.		As	I	try	to

cross	I	am	pushed	back	into	a	different

space,	looking	down	onto	a	turquoise

walkway.	A	painted	yellow	stripe	runs

down	the	middle	of	the	space.		A	man	in

a	black	jacket	and	brown	trousers	is	in

the	distance	and	looks	like	he	is	about

to	go	out	of	view.	I	try	and	catch	him

up	but	I	cannot	reach	the	end.		All	I

can	seem	to	do	is	move	backwards	or

sideways.		I	decide	to	turn	back	and	I

arrive	at	ANA	airlines	check-in	desks

where	much	of	the	space	has	been	blurred

out.	Towards	the	left	Shopping	Avenue	is

clear.	







































C	D	E	F	G.	I	start	at	C.		The	area	is

empty.		Lines	of	red	criss-cross	in-

front	of	the	blue	screens.		Lines	of

white	divide	the	floor	space.		I	move

towards	G.		As	I	arrive	a	Coca	Cola	sign

on	the	right	sits	above	a	long	walkway,

which	I	cannot	access.		I	keep	walking,

looking	right	and	left,	but	still	nobody

appears.	The	clock	reads	16	minutes	to	4

above	the	shop	guide,	a	grid	of

photographic	images	of	plates	of	food.

As	I	pan	across	I	arrive	at	a	glass

cabinet.		Inside	there	are	4	objects,

but	I	cannot	tell	what	they	are.	I	can

read	the	text	‘Good	design	award’.	

		

	













I	change	direction,	speeding	up	until	I

reach	a	terminal	map	which	is

visualising	the	3rd	floor	emergency

route.		‘The	exit	is	on	the	1st	floor.

During	an	emergency,	please	follow	the

route	shown	on	the	drawing	above.		There

are	emergency	stairs	you	must	use	for

evacuation’.		I	pan	across	from	the

drawing	to	a	set	of	cerulean	blue

departure	screens.		Before	I	get	chance

to	scan	the	flight	information	the

camera	shifts	and	I	arrive	in	a	shop

selling	handbags	and	wallets.		The

display	unit	and	goods	seem	to	mirror

the	pattern	of	the	outside	aerial	view.

The	wallets	and	cars,	dwarfed	by	the

surrounding	bags	and	buildings.	

		

I	stop	outside	a	green	shop	named	Daiso.

‘All	goods	100	yen	shop’.		I	try	to	zoom

in	and	view	the	products	but	again	I	am

abruptly	redirected.		I	approach	the

sign	‘Smile	Road’,	which	is	in-front	of

two	escalators.		A	pattern	of	figures

hover,	transparently	overlapping	each

other.		There	is	no	access	beyond	this

point.	



































I	am	inside	the	terminal.		

The	space	is	relatively	empty	with	just

a	cluster	of	people	seemingly	in	a

group,	packed	closely	together	holding

and	guarding	their	luggage	in-front	of

the	lines	of	check	in	desks.	

The	reflections	of	luggage	and	the

yellow	street	view	lines	interrupt	the

silver	gloss	of	the	terminal	floor.	

I	follow	the	yellow	line	to	see	where	it

leads	me.	Ghostly	figures	come	in	and

out	the	space.	They	are	almost

transparent,	followed	by	their	repeated

shape,	which	suggests	their	previous

position	and	movement	in	the	space.

Objects	such	as	furniture	and	signage

move	in	and	out	of	the	shot,	framing	the

blurred	faces	of	the	figures	who	have	no

identity.
















