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By Charlie Fox
Among the new astonishments collected 
at the Hayward Gallery’s Mirrorcity show 
this winter was Lindsay Seers’s 25-minute 
film Nowhere Less Now, by then in its fourth 
incarnation. The exhibition’s slick rubric, 
about bringing together contemporary 
artists responding to the Ballardian funhouse 
of modern London, led to a hallucinatory 
assortment of enigmatic assemblages, often 
found in the middle of some convulsive 
malfunction. Looming at the edge of this magical 
junkyard was the huge upturned silver ship 
in which Seers’s latest film was screened. 

Seers’s films are difficult to see, made with a 
particular location in mind – so that, for example, 
the version of Monocular (2012) she prepared for 
a gallery in Finland differs from the version at 
Margate – and shown only inside site-specific 
sculptural environments that reconstruct some 
potent symbol from the film, such as a church 
or a circus tent. Watching their wild associative 
spirals unfurl can make you feel as if you’ve 
fallen into an especially rich kind of fever.  

In the course of nearly a decade’s compulsive 
filmmaking, Seers has created a mammoth 
project that juxtaposes bewildering personal 
mythology with reveries on the sinister recesses 
of the past. In Extramission 6 (Black Maria) (2009)
the story is frequently repeated of how Seers 
didn’t speak until she was eight years old: she was 
jolted into speech by discovering a photograph of 
herself, asking her mother, “Is that me?” Her films 
are also haunted by unfamiliar selves. As a child 
she had an eidetic memory, recalling images with 
photographic clarity, plus noises and textures; 
but this faculty began to fade as soon as she 
started to speak. In mourning for her previously 
flawless memory, she transformed herself into a 
human camera, stowing photographic paper in 
her mouth and using her mouth as an aperture, 
making a collection of Gothic snapshots soaked 
with her blood and the imprints of her teeth. 
Nothing else quite matches the spectral thrill of 
watching Seers reconstruct these experiments in 
Extramission 6, stalking through a field at night 
with her head in a black sack and her mouth 
aglow. Fuzzily caught on videotape, this looks 
like hoax footage of a magical creature, which 
perhaps is what she was. But there’s no telling 
what’s real and what isn’t. Watching these films 
in pursuit of a flesh-and-blood figure is like 
attempting to find factual verification for a ghost 
story. Doubles abound; psychiatrists speculate 
on Seers’s disconcerting talents and speak of her 
as if she recently vanished. She reappears as a 
vampire, a vaudevillian, or alone on stage like 
a boyish mannequin in Entangled2 (2012) – but 
perhaps that was an actor? – or else she’s nowhere 
to be found, transforming what seemed to be self-
portraits into a collection of ominous case studies.  
What might have been a toxic proposition, 
awkwardly attempting a spooky fracturing of 

the self, complete with the ghoulish mannequin 
understudies once favoured by Cindy Sherman, 
becomes the stuff of creepily fascinating art. 
This is not a career in any commonsensical 
form at all, but a daring performance in 
which she assumes the roles of occultist, 
psychogeographer, ventriloquist and historian.  

When I meet Seers at her studio in North 
London, she draws a parallel between her works 
and novels such as Robinson Crusoe, which purport 
to be factual recollections but spring from an 
utterly imaginary figure. As another formal 
ancestor, she invokes the deranged monologue 
of the solitary walker in Georg Büchner’s literary 
fragment Lenz, which is often read as an early 
evocation of schizophrenia. Even at its most 
diaristic, her work demands a huge quantity of 
research. Occult signals are collected and peculiar 
regional histories are studied. Interviews are 
conducted – sometimes under hypnosis – with 
carefully chosen participants whose speech 
is recorded and fed back into the soundtrack 
of the films. Then Seers trawls her enormous 
archive of footage in hope of catching stray or 
suddenly arresting material that might provide 
another skein of suggestions for this new work. 
She insists that she isn’t a filmmaker but an 
artist: indeed, her recent works don’t often 
lapse into familiar territories of filmmaking 
but take a recondite personal form that 
remains gamely resistant to anything like full 
comprehension, even after multiple viewings.

The audience for Nowhere Less Now is led 
into the dark and required to block the sounds 
of the outside world with headphones, become 
enveloped in the dense mesh of its score and 

submit to the flood of images transmitted upon 
two spherical screens. The film is a fantastical 
survey of Heligoland (a pair of islands in the 
North Sea which were long the object of imperial 
skirmishes before being formally ceded by Britain 
to Germany in 1890), its contents thoroughly 
shattered into kaleidoscopic fragments. The 
footage seems to have been artfully decayed or 
carefully unearthed. Examination of the main 
island is interleaved with a bewitching history 
of Circassian beauties, the mythic native women 
of the Northern Caucasus, famed for their 
luminous complexions and in the 19th century 
the inspiration for a peculiar sideshow in P.T. 
Barnum’s circus. This leads to contemplation of 
Seers’s father, a sailor. A wild-eyed figure stares 
out from a maritime photograph turned gold 
with age. The narrator claims that’s him, but 
Seers tells me later that he’s hidden among the 
crew in the rest of the photograph. Lulls and 
shifts in the film’s texture suggest tidal logic at 
work – the Thames, which rumbles past the 
gallery, also traces a glittering route through 
the film. Ghosting through it is footage of a 
dancer on the rocks at Heligoland shot by Leni 
Riefenstahl, official film-maker of the Third 
Reich. All the cryptic associations between the 
images, Seers told me, come slowly; everything 
in this film is “spun out of the dance”. Its 
melancholy coda jettisons all this manic energy, 
sending the audience down into a darkness 
suggestive all at once of sleep, the womb or the 
seabed to a haunting lull of ecstatic voices. 

Seers unravelled the film for me frame by 
frame with remarkable lucidity, showing 
that what sometimes appears to be a stream-
of-consciousness flow is in fact meticulously 
ordered and almost opaque with private meaning. 
With its associative swoops, sudden drifts and 
refractions, Seers’s work approximates the 
unaccountable experience of thinking itself: she 
has abandoned the familiar world of filmmaking 
in order to capture the wild terrain of the mind. 
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Lindsay Seers’s recent works 
remain gamely resistant to 
anything like full comprehension, 
even after multiple viewings
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Hello sailor: Nowhere Less Now as seen in 2012
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