


The mystery of sight has been my lifelong obsession. 
What exists between remembering and expecting?  
A fleeting approximation of reality, or a continuous 
revision of shapes, colours, and movement?

What frame can reveal the world as it truly is?
Or am I only protecting the version already formed 
inside my mind?

In urban life, endless versions of reality take root In urban life, endless versions of reality take root 
each day, fragmenting what my senses once trusted.
 
So, for one week, I chose to live alone on a small So, for one week, I chose to live alone on a small 
island I had known from years of paddling. Its size 
shifted with the lake's water level, and soon it too 
would be absorbed into the noise of expanding 
cellular network coverage.

It felt like a last chance for undisturbed thought 
before my first grandchild entered our world.

Just me, and a scatter of rocks with a few Just me, and a scatter of rocks with a few 
wind-beaten bushes and trees barely rising above 
the water. Exposed to wind, water, silence, and 
whatever life might reveal in seclusion.
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