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It is not enough for an artist to simply produce. In order to occupy or populate a region of the
cosmos, they must also mark out their territory. Such marks, be they on the canvas, the stave,
or the digital recordings, are the activity of composition. Composition names techniques,
strategies, or processes of consistency, and consistency is always the consistency of an
opening which maintains a meta-stable pattern amongst, within, and through the way in which
this opening is both a creation of and a resistance to the fundamental openness, the rampant
energetics, of the cosmos itself— chaos. Composition and consistency are a response to the
question of how an entity maintains itself in the face of chaos, of change. It sets itself against
the theories of classical Platonism and enlightenment Kantianism alike, which both hold that
worldly object or creature can only endure as what it is in time by virtue of a form or condition
which is not itself within time. For them what holds us together as what we are is only
intelligible within a transcendent eternity, or the transcendental realm of possibility.
Composition places consistency not before, but amongst, the presentation of experiences in
time, in media res. Enclosed within the walls of the gallery, with the music already playing, we
always encounter art within the middle of things. Such art arrests us, it tempts us to slow the
speed of our movements through a life and a system determined by total economy, it traces a
little line of flight around its presentations.

In order to mark their territory, one who wishes to abide by the practice of consistency must
make use of what the philosophers Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari call the refrain, a pattern
or movement which consolidates forces and materials into a rhythm, a pattern, a signature
‘riff’, in order to express a certain quality through their ordering of chaos. Through an
assemblage of colours and forms of regional flora, the painter composes their intensities—the
luxuria of their expressions — into the quality which marks a home amongst the unceasing
movement our times. We too, move through the space they have enclosed within their
refrains, and the compositions will move as time moves the exhibition from milieu to milieu,
but it is their consistency which grants them the endurance of a proper name. It is the refrains
of the bird song in flight which harmonizes their becoming in such a way that we can name
them, and that they can name themselves. Here, we only have their songs, their earworms of
self-designation.

Yet whilst birds may be composers, as composers they are also great synthesizers. They bring
together elements of their environment into a territory, in which their flight and their rest can
maintain a consistency of expression. They do so even as the flight into new milieus brings with
it the danger of exile, of decomposition, of exceeding their resistance to forces of the cosmos
in which they are composed. The birds within this composition are themselves off-canvas, off
screen. Hulusi’s birds are unseen, occluded by enclosure, invisible amongst clear skies, clouds,



and the foliage of Cypriot refrains. What we are hearing is a composition of synthesizers, of
birds and machines. To borrow a phrase from Deleuze and Guattari “the synthesizer makes
audible the sound process itself, the production of that process, and puts us in contact with
still other elements beyond sound matter.” Here is the danger of the excess, the threat of
decomposition, beyond sound matter. There are no birds, only machines which play bird song
and machines which respond in their frequencies. There is no conversation, only the
simultaneous conversion of their synthesis from one into another. These sounds accompany a
subaltern abundance, the fruits of a native land, placed next to a diagrammatic sunburst of
gilded intensity. It is not absurd to imagine that these birds may be gazing upon the flora too,
that they may seek nutrition from them, or twigs for nests. Neither should we forget that these
sounds express the presence of an airborne agency that is invisible, yet undeniably present,
and that it speaks with the sonority of an aerial synthesis, of a territorial machine. As | write
this, winged territorial machines are making the journey of approximately 266 miles from RAF
Akrotiri in Cyprus to the extermination zone of Gaza. There, British forces will join the chorus of
drones, bombers, quadcopters, each marking their territory with a consistent, murderous
bombardment. For those who live in fear of aerial annihilation, from Guernica to Gaza, clear
skies and bright fruits are a relief as well as a refrain. Yet unseen aerial forces, announcing
themselves with sonic chatter, infuse this aesthetic succour with an anxious, stifled scream—
they are invisible, and you are not. The song you hear is a copy, a synthesis, a simulacrum, and
can be recomposed to the point of indifference between bird and bomber in the absence of
visual confirmation. Without seeing the birds themselves, their chirps resonate on the plane of
concealment, camouflage. Their reality is unverifiable. Israeli drones play the sounds of children
to lure their prey, and with this, the certainty of sound is abolished in the age of airborne
genocide.

With this in mind, Hulusi presents us with the experience of an anxious paradox. One which
visualizes ecstasy in order to choreograph the flight of the unseen. Within the angst of
precarious life, artistic composition assembles all of its creative powers in order to—as Mark
Fisher and Kodwo Eshun have articulated it in relation to rave culture and jungle music—to
libdinalize the anxiety of life in pursuit for the sake of the pursuit of an other life—a new order
and a new chaos, a new Earth.



