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SCREEN TIME
— A photography special
It plays a bigger role in our lives than ever before. It’s a
tool for work and learning – and a portal to virtual worlds of
entertainment, intimacy and play. In this issue, introduced by
John Gapper, we explore our changing relationship to the screen
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‘Forensic science has
had a tough ride over
manyyears. I’d like to
keephelpingwith that’

I NVENTORY ANGELA GALLOP, FORENS IC SC I ENT I ST

AngelaGallop, 70, startedher
career in1974working for the
HomeOfficeForensicScience
Service.Nowoneof theworld’s
mosteminent forensic scientists,
shewasappointedCBE in2015
forher services to thefield.
Cases inwhichshehasbeen
involved include themurders
of StephenLawrence,Damilola
Taylor,RachelNickell and the
bankerRobertoCalvi, and the
exonerationof theCardiffThree.

Whatwasyour childhoodor
earliest ambition?
To own a horse.
Private school or state school?
University or straight intowork?
Headington School inOxford.
I was very lucky: private school
was paid for by a great aunt but I
never learnt anything, I never did
myhomework. I only just got into
the sixth form. Then, in the nick
of time, Imet themostmarvellous

botany teacher. I discovered how
wonderful it was to know things.
She completely rescuedme. I did
botany at Sheffield and could have
stayed on to do a PhD but I decided
it would bemuchmore fun to
getmarried. I got a job at Oxford
University as a research assistant.
I was able to convert that into a
research degree.
Whowasor still is yourmentor?
Mybrothers – I had five. Professor
Sir David Smith,myDPhil
supervisor, was awonderful
man. And people I’veworked
with: Russell Stockdale, who I
wasmarried to at the time, also a
forensic scientist; TomPalmer on
the financial side; and Chris Gregg,
a very talented police investigator
and fantastic business partner.
Howphysicallyfit are you?
Not very. I get exercise because
I’mhabitually late – I findmyself
running for trains orwalking
very fast.

Ambitionor talent:which
mattersmore to success?
Both. But what you needmost of all
is passion. Being passionate about
what I do carriesme a longway.
Howpolitically committed
are you?
I’m always looking for the party or
the personwhomakesmost sense
at the time. It switches about.
Whatwouldyou like toown that
youdon’t currentlypossess?
ABentley. I’m very keen on cars.
I don’t knowmuch aboutwhat goes
on under the bonnet but I know
what I like driving.
What is yourbiggest
extravagance?
Definitely opera. Chocolate comes
fairly close behind.
Inwhatplace are youhappiest?
Withmy family at the opera.
What ambitionsdoyou still have?
To stopworking full-time. Though
I still feel as passionate as ever – not
just about individual laboratories

or cases but what’s happening to
forensic science. It’s had a tough
ride overmany years. I would like
to keep helpingwith that.
Whatdrives youon?
Apassion for fairness and justice,
and theway that science can help
achieve those things.
What is the greatest achievement
of your life so far?
Setting up and running forensic
science laboratories and using them
to solve some very difficult cases.
It’s been quite a journey.
Whatdoyoufindmost
irritating inotherpeople?
Negativity. I have this probably
very irritating habit ofmy own of
saying: “Don’t tellmewhywe can’t,
tellme howwe can.”
If your 20-year-old self could see
younow,whatwould she think?
Shewouldn’t believe it.When Iwas
20, I had only justmanaged to get
into university.
Whichobject that you’ve lost
doyouwishyou still had?
I don’t think there’s anything.
What is the greatest
challengeof our time?
Socialmedia. It’s brilliant for
connecting people but it’s dreadful
when it’s usedmaliciously. It can
destroy people’s lives.
Doyoubelieve in anafterlife?
To the extent that you remain in the
memories of peoplewho’ve known
you – so it’s quite time limited.
If youhad to rate your satisfaction
withyour life so far, out of 10,
whatwouldyou score?
Eight. I amvery satisfied
professionally. I wish I’d done
better in the area of life partners.
I’ve had two husbands, and loved
themdearly but, for one reason or
another, we didn’t last the journey.
I’mnowwithmy third partner and
very happy but I wish there had
been one soulmate for all ofmy
adult life.

Interview by Hester Lacey. “When the
Dogs Don’t Bark: A Forensic Scientist’s
Search for the Truth” by Angela Gallop
is published by Hodder on January 9
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Joshua Chaffin is the FT’s NewYork correspondent.
joshua.chaffin@ft.com @JoshuaChaffin
Simon Kuper is away Q
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otherwise. One day she unfurled a collection of
frillywomen’sunderpantson thedining tableand
suggestedImightliketobuysomefromherasgifts
formysisters. I toldher Iwould thinkabout it.
Without access to phone or email, I wrote long

lettersbyhandandrejoicedwhentheywereocca-
sionally answered. Without internet, I made do
with a single channel on a tiny television that
broadcast, almost around the clock, the same
bouncy variety show. I readNeruda and learnt to
like theChilean rockbandLaLey.
Just about tolerable, my relationship with the

host familyfinally brokedownone eveningwhen
they invited their uncle – the family intellectual
– to dinner to “explain” his theories about my
people, the Jews, tome.

M
ynextfamilywasasdelightfulas
the first one was disagreeable.
They had taken me in not for
extra cash but because they
thought I might provide some
cultural exposure for their
children. There are too many
nice things to recount about
them. My enduring memory
is of sitting down to dinner
each night as a family, and
the extended discussions that

gradually unlocked my Spanish. I treasured
thoseeveningsandhaveendeavouredtorecreate
some semblance of themwithmy own children,
so farwithmixed success.
I’m sure today’s university students also enjoy

rich study-abroadexperiences. But I suspect they
are missing something in the age of iPhones and
social media and streaming video. Can they ever
experiencethedespair–andimmersion–thatcan
arisefrombeingtrulycutofffromhome?Canthey
ever commit themselves to the people and places
where they are living without distraction from
Facebook orNetflix? Can they come to know and
love theirhosts and, in turn,beknownby them?
One day I was practising the novel sport of

jogging in smog-covered Santiago while my
Chilean mother pedalled along beside me. I had
beenagonisingaboutwhat Iwoulddowithmylife
– something I did notmuch discuss withmy own
parents.We stopped for a cigarette break. “What
aboutjournalism?”myChileanmothersuggested.
Thankyou,Gloria.

I
t was the scent of tear gas that brought
me back to Santiago – or rather, the sight
of it on recent news reports chronicling
the upheaval in the Chilean capital. The
protests there are another flashpoint in
our age of discontent. Yet for me they are
also a reminder of the semester I spent
at the University of Chile in Santiago 27
years ago. It turned out to be a formative
experience inmy life.
I had not planned on Chile for my

semester abroad. Like so many other
students, I was drawn to Italy and the fuzzy
notion of returning to university knowing a few
things about churches and paintings and wine.
As it happened, my school, Rice University, had
a relationshipwith theUniversity of Chile and so
itwas easier – andmoreaffordable – to go there.
What a fascinating place to end up. Chile had

just completed the handover to civilian rule,
although Augusto Pinochet still controlled the
military and everyone understood where power
resided. The feelings of anxiety and hope were
visceral – especially for a child of 1980sAmerica,
accustomed to the belief that people were
generallygoodandthatbeingAmericanconveyed
anextra layer of protectionwherever youwent.
Part of the genius of the trip was that our

professor, the late Chilean poet Ricardo Yamal,
sent us to study at a predominantly leftwing
campus while lodging us with families from an
emerging middle class, many of whom were
sympathetic to Pinochet. By day, we would sit in
literature class with Chilean students who had
relatives who had “disappeared”. I can still see
them smoking cigarettes dreamily, ashing in neat
piles on their desks as the teacher recited poetry.
In anticipation of protests, which were frequent,
they would pack bandanas and lemons in their
backpacks to counteract thedreaded lacrimógeno,
or teargas.We learnt todothesame.
By night, we would eat dinner with fami-

lies who – even if they did not support Pinochet
– could at least explain the yearning for “order”
they believed he had satisfied and the fruits of a
growingeconomyhisgovernmentwasnowdeliv-
ering. They tended to live in newly built houses
and, if they were lucky, had just received their
first telephoneline. Itwasfascinatingandconfus-
ing andnot alwayspleasant.
The first family I stayed with lived just above

whatwasthenregardedasanall-important lineof
social respectability – andwere desperate to cling
on. On Saturdays, the father, a slaughterhouse
inspector, would wash the family car as if it were
a newborn baby.MyChilean “sister”was dating a
soldierwhowas a rabidPinochetista. I remember
accompanying her to visit him and his friends at
the dusty staging grounds for the annualmilitary
parade,andtheglintofthePrussiangorgethanging
from his neck. (He used to ask my assistance in
persuadinghertosleepwithhim;Icouldnothelp.)
Themother,meanwhile,was convinced I secretly
understood Spanish and was merely pretending

‘I’m sure today’s students enjoy
rich study-abroad experiences.
But I suspect they aremissing
something in the age of iPhones’

JOSHUA
CHAFFIN
OPEN ING SHOT

Memories,
despair, knickers:
howstudying
abroadshapedme
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The 2010swill be
remembered as the decade
that screens invaded every
part of our lives. In the next

10 years,wewill see every part of
our lives recreated inside the screen.
Virtual – and augmented – reality,

poweredby ever-more sophisticated
smartphone cameras andultra-
realistic computer graphics,means
thatwewill soon be able to step into
a digitalworld that replicates
ourselves and our offline
environment in remarkable detail.
Those already fretting about

smartphone addictionwill find
that prospect unnerving. But
millions of us have already started
on this journey. Anyonewho has
designed their own cartoon
avatar in Snapchat’s Bitmoji or
Apple’sMemoji has set foot in a
new virtual reality.

Digital puppetswere once the
preserve ofHollywood.When the
Lord of theRings trilogywas released
in the early 2000s, a sizeable chunk
of its $281mbudgetwent towards
turning actorAndy Serkis into
Gollum– a breakthroughmoment
formotion-capture technology.
Now, every smartphone’s selfie
camera canbecome amotion-
capture rig,mapping the subtlest
changes in our facial expressions
onto our digital doppelgängers.
In the twodecades sinceLOTR,

NewZealand-basedWeta, the
visual-effects studio behindGollum,
has progressed frommonsters to
creating disarmingly realistic digital
people, such asWill Smith’s younger
clone inGeminiMan. Using the same
technology, film-makers are
re-animating JamesDean,whodied
60 years ago. ACGI version ofDean
has been cast in a newmovie,
Finding Jack, due out later this year.
Despite the backing ofDean’s

estate,Hollywood stars such as
Chris Evans andElijahWoodhave

baulked at bringing actors back
from the dead. But thisBlackMirror
plotline is quickly coming to life.
“Somepeople find a lot of this
creepy.When I started investing in
this space, people thought Iwas
insane,” CyanBanister, a venture
capitalist at Founders Fund, told the
Virtual Beings Summit in San
Francisco last year. “But I think this
is the futurewe are going to live in
– and it’s not so far off.”
It is not just ourselves but our

surroundings that are being digitally
cloned.Apps such asUbiquity6’s
Display.land allow real-world
objects to be scanned into the
virtualworld in photo-realistic 3D,
simply bywalking around them
with a smartphone camera. Epic
Games, the companybehind
Fortnite, has invested in a series of
technologies thatwillmake it easy
for other developers to incorporate
lifelike people andplaces into their
apps and games. At the sameVirtual
Beings Summit, Epic’s chief
technology officerKimLibreri

ThenewVR: stepping
inside the screen

predicted: “In the next 10 years, the
virtualworld and the realworldwill
merge into one. Youwon’t really be
able to tell the difference.”
VRheadsets havewon few fans so

far but by the end of the decade,
newwearable devices, including
smart glasses,maymake immersive
technologiesmorewidely
accessible. In themeantime,
headsets such asOculusQuest give
us a peek into the “mirrorworld”.
The latest Quest app from

VRdeveloper Tender Claws is
called TheUnder Presents. Part
multiplayer video game, part
immersive theatre, it is inspired
by productions where actors and
audiencemingle together, such as
Punchdrunk’s SleepNoMore or a
Secret Cinema performance. For
a limited time period, instead of
the wooden “AIs” that typically
inhabit video games, several of

the characters lurking around
TheUnder, an otherworldly
cabaret bar, are being played
by real actors. Improv artists,
puppeteers and dancers were
recruited by the developer.
The concept has never been tried

before – in part because setting up
and running amotion-capture
studio for each character formonths
on endwould be too expensive. In
TheUnderPresents, each actor uses
anOculusQuest just like the
players. Itsmotion-sensing headset
and controllers capturemannerisms
and gestures to bring itsmysterious
masked characters to life. “With
just hands andheads tracked, you
can be pretty expressive,” says
DannyCannizzaro, co-founder of
Tender Claws.
If the experts are right, over the

next fewyears “virtual reality”will
come tomeanmore than just a pair
of unwieldy goggles. Instead of
askingwhetherwe are using our
screens toomuch, in another decade
the big questionmight be –which
version of reality doweprefer?

TECH WORLD
NOTES FROM A DIGITAL BUNKER
BY TIM BRADSHAW IN LONDON

The Black Mirror plotline
of bringing people
‘back from the dead’ is
quickly coming to life

Tim Bradshaw is the FT’s
global tech correspondent
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With cinema, TV, phones and games
all vying for our attention, the
screen has become an integral part
of 21st-century life. How did we get
here – and do screens augment our
reality or diminish it? John Gapper
introduces a photography special issue

“I donotknowwhether a
philosopher has ever dreamed of
a company engaged in the home
delivery of sensory reality,” wrote
the French poet and essayist Paul
Valéry in 1928. Hewas intrigued
by the idea: “It will bewonderfully
pleasant to be able to transform at
will an empty hour, an interminable
evening, an endless Sunday, into
an enchantment, an expression of
tenderness, a flight of the spirit.”
Home delivery of sensory reality

is now engagingmany companies,
fromWalt Disney toNetflix and
ByteDance, the Chinese parent
of the 15-second video platform
TikTok.High-definition images
will soon appear as holograms
or pictures on virtual-reality
spectacles. For now,most are
displayed on flat screens large
and small – cinemas, televisions,
tablets and phones.
Twomoments stick inmymind

fromadecade of the human love
affairwith screens.One is Steve Jobs’
2010 appearance at anApple event
in California to launch the iPad, his
follow-up to themost influential
gadget since the television, the
iPhone. The setwas almost bare
apart froma leather sofa that Jobs
sat onhalfway throughhis talk,
theatrically holding the device.
Thememorable aspect of his

posewas that Jobswas notmerely

10

Villa Mazzacorati, Bologna, 2015. Photograph by Hiroshi Sugimoto

showing off a newproduct; he
was portraying a newway of
life. The primary formof home
entertainmentwould transform
from the family gathered round one
television to eachmember holding
a tablet. As they reached out to
touch their ownflickering panes of
glass, the imageswould obey them.
A tablet revolution did not

happen: 10 years later, the
television still holds pride of
place inmost living rooms, with
more pixels packed into bigger
screens. For thosemillennials who
have ditched the TV altogether,
themultipurpose laptop seems
to be the viewingmechanism
of choice. Aircraft passengers
will sometimes prop iPads on
tray tables, preferring their own
downloads to the films on the
screens in front of them. Instead of
conquering, tablets have added to
the plethora of devices.
The secondmomentwas in

August this year, watching on
my iPhone a live streamof Tyler
“Ninja” Blevins, a champion
Fortnite player,making amove
from the games-streaming platform
Twitch toMicrosoft’sMixer.
Microsoft was harnessing Blevins’
celebrity by getting him to play the
game, with its quirky celebration
dances, in front of devoted
admirers onMixer.

Screen time
I N T R O D U C T I O N
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A live crowd gathered in a
studio to cheer him in person
as he fluently navigated the
game’s challenges. On my phone,
I watched these people watching
him as he fought distant rivals on a
computer screen, with the stream
of comments bubbling to the side
of the action. A hall of mirrors
reflected the celebrity whose
job description would have been
inexplicable until now.

WaltDisneyfirst captured
the emotional power of figures
projected on to a big screen at
more than 12 frames per second.
At the premiere of SnowWhite in
Los Angeles in 1937, the audience
wept audibly at the scene where
the Seven Dwarfs discover the
poisoned princess. Getting
attached to a Fortnite player may
be eccentric, but Snow White
did not even exist in real life.

Musing on the growth of celebrity
in his 2016 bookWonderland, Steven
Johnsonwrites of the technology’s
“ability to distort reality,making it
impossible for us not to see things
that are empirically not there.
At 12 frames per second,with
synchronised sound and close-ups,
it is almost impossible for human
beings not to formemotional
connectionswith people on screen.”

The big screen is uniquely
powerful. Eve Arnold’s portraits
of Marilyn Monroe on the set of
TheMisfits in 1960 (p18) show her
glamour but cannot convey the full
impact of seeing her walk and talk
on screen. Hiroshi Sugimoto’s film-
length exposures of the screens in
classic cinemas (see left, also p16),
radiating their otherworldly light,
express the way the audience is
transfixed and transported.

As screens have multiplied, so
have the famous. “Any man today
can lay claim to being filmed,”
wrote the German philosopher
Walter Benjamin in his 1935 essay
“The Work of Art in the Age of
Mechanical Reproduction”. “Thus
the distinction between author
and public is about to lose its
basic character.” The smartphone
camera has turned his prediction
into reality.

‘Please, please don’t look at it
on a phone,’ Martin Scorsese
implored viewers of The Irishman,
starring a de-aged Robert De Niro

11

What would Benjamin have
made of TikTok, the app on which
teenagers lip-sync and dance to
the same tunes, often competing to
make mini-dramas that fit the rules
of the latest viral meme? One study
calls the TikTok form “intensified
play [in which] videos are squeezed
to the 15-second timeline, moving
faster and more theatrically” than
other user-generated videos.

“Please, please don’t look at it on
a phone,” Martin Scorsese implored
viewers of The Irishman, his recent
film starring an artificially de-aged
Robert De Niro, as if streaming on
Netflix were an auteur’s gamble
with an irresponsible audience. But
most teenagers spend more time
playing around in portrait mode,
Instagramming or sending emojis
than sitting spellbound in cinemas.

Playing on screens can be
addictive. One study of US
adolescents found that those
spending the least amount of time
on devices such as phones were
happiest, while intense users were
sadder, less satisfied with their lives
and suffered lower self-esteem.
“Sometimes, I think that I am no
good at all,” was one test statement
with which too many agreed.

That is the opposite of Valéry’s
predicted enchantment or
Benjamin’s view of cinema that
“burst this vision-world asunder
by the dynamite of the tenth of a
second so that now, in the midst
of its far-flung ruins and debris,
we calmly and adventurously
go travelling. With the close-up,
space expands; with slow-motion,
movement is extended.” He
believed screens liberated us.

What went wrong? Perhaps
nothing did and every aspect
of lives, good and bad, has
been digitised. From Monroe’s
glamour and the intimate texting
captured by Jeff Mermelstein on
the streets of New York (p28), to
Twitter trolling and the jealousy
of watching others lead happier
lives on Instagram, all experiences
are on display. Like Narcissus by
the pool, we cannot help staring at
our reflection.

JohnGapper is an FT columnist
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Hooray for
Sandalwood
Sameer Raichur documents
the movie-going madness that
greets the release of Kannada
films in south-west India

The pomp and fanfare accompanying the first
showing of a Kannadamovie release can rival a
festival. Coconuts and pumpkins lie broken at the
bottomof the screen, as if to appease the gods of
film. Promotion teams distribute confetti, flowers
and sweets among the audience.

The predominantlymale viewers’ devotion to the
stars of these “Sandalwood”movies – produced in
theKannada languagewidely spoken inKarnataka,
south-west India – is hysterical and performative.
They dance in front of the screen, whistling in approval
as their superheroes deliver hackneyed dialogue and
inflict righteous violence on armies of adversaries
with their bare hands. Young and old are united in
celebrating an event that they have anticipated for
months.Women,meanwhile, are “encouraged” to
seat themselves in the “family” section in the balcony.

The first shows are inevitably full: remarkable
for a space that can seat up to 1,000 people.
Traditionally, themale lead visits important
theatres before the screening, sometimes as early
as 6.30am.Huge garlanded effigies of the stars
– often larger than the theatres – are erected.
Security guards are hired and police often kept
on standby. The spectacle seems surreal to those
who haven’t experienced it but, after their acting
careers, thesemovie idols often go on to become
wildly successful politicians and have been
known to change the destinies of entire states.
And it all begins here – on the silver screen.▶

SameerRaichur is a photographer based in Bangalore

C I N E M A
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Previous page: ecstatic fans
celebrating a new release.
This page, clockwise from top
right: a woman in the stalls,
where male fans traditionally
sit; a poster (left) of the late
Kannada actor Raj Kumar, in
the kitchen of the Santosh
Theatre, Bangalore; watching
a key scene in the 2019 film
‘Geetha’; a promotional effigy
of actor Shiva Rajkumar, a
member of the ‘first family’
of Kannada cinema; an initial
glimpse of a star on screen,
just before celebrations begin
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Fascinated by the relationship
between time and photography,
Hiroshi Sugimoto smuggled a
large-format camera into
an old cinema to capture an
entire film in a single frame

Film fantasy
C I N E M A

Paramount Theatre, Newark, 2015

I beganmy Theaters series in 1976.
It never crossedmymind that I’d
still beworking on it 40 years later.
I was thinking a great deal about
the invention of photography at
the time. A photograph fixes dead
reality in the formof an afterimage.
Butwhen you are shown a series
of those same afterimages, dead
reality seems to come back to life –
that’s what amovie is. Towatch a
two-hourmovie is simply to look at
172,800 photographic afterimages.
Since the birth of civilisation, the
human race has been fascinated by
the idea of resurrection. I wanted
to photograph amovie, with all its
appearance of life andmotion, in
order to stop it again.
Themovie theatre I first

selectedwas StMarks Cinema in
Manhattan’s East Village. It was a
run-down place that cost a dollar to
get into and had a far-from-vigilant

staff. I successfully smuggled in a
large-format camera and stealthily
set it up. The lenswas a Schneider
165mm. The exposure timewas the
full length of the film. The subject
was roughly 170,000 photographs.
I have no recollection of what

themoviewas but, when I turned
on the darkroom light, I realised
thatmy inner vision had been
externalised on to film exactly
as I had imagined it. The image
was something that neither
existed in the real world norwas
it anything that I had seen. Sowho
had seen it, then?My answer:
it waswhat the camera saw.
It was the afterimage of a great
accumulation of afterimages. The
excess of light was illuminating
the darkness of ignorance.

Hiroshi Sugimoto is a photographer
based inNewYork andTokyo
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Desert hearts

Adeep vein of sadness runs through EveArnold’s
photographs from the set of TheMisfits, JohnHuston’s
1961movie set in thewide-open spaces of theNevada
desert. The film is a story of expectations, broken
dreams and failed relationships – and it echoeswhat
was happening to its key players off screen.

Within 18months of shooting, two of its stars,
Clark Gable andMarilynMonroe – both symbols of
Hollywood’s GoldenAge –would be dead.Monroe
struggledwith addiction and depression throughout
filming, checking herself into rehabmidway through
production. Hermarriage to the film’s screenwriter,
ArthurMiller, was falling apart. Hustonwas often
drunk on set, reportedly falling asleep during filming,
andwas as interested in spending time in▶

Magnum photographer Eve Arnold’s
behind-the-scenes shots of John
Huston’s 1961 Western The Misfits
capture the emotional fragility
of its troubled stars. Josh Lustig
on an ill-fated shoot

C I N E M A
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Above: Marilyn Monroe with co-star Montgomery Clift
on the set of The Misfits. Like Monroe, Clift had addiction
problems; she later described him as ‘the only person
I know who is in even worse shape than I am’. He would
die of a heart attack in 1966
Facing page: Monroe and co-star Eli Wallach.
Eve Arnold observed that she was very tactile during
the shoot: ‘When you look back, it seems like a cry
for help… just a need for human, physical contact’
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Left: Monroe being given a
neck massage by her husband,
Arthur Miller, who wrote the
screenplay of The Misfits.
Eve Arnold said: ‘This was
Miller’s Valentine to Marilyn […]
The marriage was already over
but what he had wanted to do
with it was give her a gift. And
he did, I think’
Below: the only non-studio
portrait Monroe allowed Arnold
to take of her
Bottom: Clark Gable on set.
Monroe was devastated by his
death, 10 days after filming
wrapped. She told Arnold
how, while growing up in an
orphanage, she would
imagine Gable bringing her
and the other children
crayons and colouring books.
Arnold said: ‘She adored him’

◀Nevada’s casinos as hewas in shooting the
movie. Suchwas the backdrop toArnold’s
tender, intimate on-set photographs.

Arnoldwas the first femalemember ofMagnum
Photos, joining the agency in 1951. A year later,
shemet and photographedMonroe for the first
time. Unlikemany photographers who spent
timewithMonroe, Arnoldwas rooted firmly in
documentary and photojournalism.Her pared-
down shootwithMarleneDietrich for Esquirewas
what initially drew the attention ofMonroe.

In a 1987 interview, Arnold recalled that when
the two firstmet (at a party held coincidentally
forHuston),Monroe said to her: “If you did that
well withMarlene, can you imaginewhat you
could dowithme?” Itmarked the beginning
of a friendship andworking relationship that
lasted 10 years, culminating in the twomonths
Arnold spent with her on set for TheMisfits.

Arnold’s photographs are striking for theway
she captures these legends of the silver screen as
lonely, troubled individuals. She strips away their
movie stardomand reveals them as fragile, vulnerable.
Evenwhen photographed together, everyone seems
to inhabit their ownworld, disconnected fromone
another, lost in the desert.

Josh Lustig is deputy photography editor
of FTWeekendMagazine ©
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T oddHaynes’ newfilm
DarkWaters is based on
the true story of an attorney
persuaded to take up the

legal cudgels on behalf of a farmer
inWest Virginiawhose herd has
been depleted bymysterious
illnesses and deaths. As Robert
Bilott immerses himself in the
case, he learns that the chemical
giant DuPont has been exposing
its workers to deadly levels of
contamination, resulting in cancer
and birth defects in their children.
It’s even poisoning thewater supply.

DarkWaters is a serious filmwith
an importantmessage. Part of this
is a refusal to treat us to one of
those redemptive, raise-the-flag-
on-Iwomessages that enable us to
leave the cinema in the comforting
knowledge that any dents in the
American chassis have been so
thoroughly beaten out that it
looks as good as new.
Haynes emphasised this in a

Q&A inwhich he spoke about his
“body of work” and referred fondly
to parts of that body in the third-
person (“a ToddHaynes film”).
This kind of affable self-regard is
at oddswith thewrenching conflicts
endured by Bilott, a partner in a
law firm that normallymakes
itsmoney defending chemical
companies. Haynes is anOKfilm-
maker forwhom style routinely

covers up a lack of substance.
That style tends to be borrowed
or recycled. Carol, his earlier film,
was so saturated in the lyrical
colour photography of Saul Leiter
it seemed, at times, like amoving
retrospective that succeeded in
leaving one entirely unmoved.
Recognisingwhere the

borrowing comes from in
DarkWaters is a shaping part of the
audience experience. It begins with
a re-framing of the opening of Jaws:
carefree youngsters swimming
at night, unaware of themenace
lurking beneath the surface. After
that, everything unfolds in amore
muted visual key, drawing on the
architecture of paranoia deployed
to influential effect in the 1970s
in films such as Alan J Pakula’s
All the President’sMen.
Was there a timewhen

multistorey car parkswere just
places to park?Was it possible,
pre-Pakula/Watergate, to park in
one of these places without feeling
either that youwere about tomeet
Deep Throat or to hand over a case
of cash for a kilo of blow?
The low clearance plays a part,

enhancing the stretch of wide-angle
perspective. To paraphrasewhat
DonDeLillo wrote of the desert: the
parking garage fits the screen, the
parking garage is the screen. Since
nothing in theworld ismore boring

than parking, it’s sort of fun to have
routine anxiety –where did I leave
my car?What did I dowithmy
ticket? – inflected by the existential
dread of gettingwhacked. Ditto the
way that the tyres of American cars
squeal guiltily as you exit safely
with nothingmore incriminating
than a plastic bottle of Fiji water
on the back seat.
Sowe can all identify with Bilott

as he hesitates to turn the ignition
key, fearing that hemight get
blown to bits. Themoment is, as
it were, set-designed to ignite
further tension in the audience.
To paraphrase that old line about
paranoia: just because a scene

‘“Paranoid style” now
connotes a set of
visual conventions
that have seeped into
the filmic water table’

CINEMA
– Geoff Dyer

is integral doesn’tmean it’s not
gratuitous too.
Coined byRichardHofstadter

in 1964, the phrase “paranoid style”
referred to “a force in politics”.
It now connotes a set of visual
conventions that have seeped
into the filmicwater table itself.
The same austerely dank aesthetic
underwrites Scott Z Burns’ 2019
film TheReport, detailing the
attempts of investigator Daniel
Jones to allow the light of public
scrutiny into the dark edifice of
the CIA’s programme of enhanced
interrogation (aka torture).
Both films feature terrific

performances, byAdamDriver
(as Jones) andMarkRuffalo (as
Bilott), but how often do you see a
moviewhere the acting is less than
amazing?While Driver –mainly
seenwalking and typing – looks
prettymuch the same as he does
inNoah Baumbach’s latest film
Marriage Story, Ruffalo undergoes
a physical transformation that
renders himunrecognisable: a
quasi-necessary ordeal for any
actor seeking ultimate recognition.
But subtler changes are also at

work on the cast, one of which is at
oddswith the totalising aesthetic of
muddy brooding. The years Bilott
spendswading through reservoirs
of evidence place a huge burden on
hismarriage. Either due to this
strain or, by implication, the toxic
water, his wife (AnneHathaway)
looked, to this viewer, as if shewas
changing intoMichael Jackson –
themid-life Jacko, that is, who had
himself induced physical changes
to his complexion, nose and hair.
Photos from the recent

documentary LeavingNeverland
showed Jackson enjoying quite
ordinary visits to the suburban
homes of the kids hewas allegedly
abusing. InDarkWaters, the sight
of him fully transitioning into
domestic life in Cincinnati assumes
the character of what Roland
Barthes called the punctum: an
accidental detail that transforms
an entire picture. Once noted,
thismetamorphosis becomes the
compelling and tacit subject of the
film. There’s an unintended and
seriousmessage here. Try aswe
might, do everythingwe can to
cover it up, comedywill out.

GeoffDyer’s book “Zona”, about
Andrei Tarkovsky’s film “Stalker”,
is published by Canongate

ILLUSTRATION BY MATTHIAS SEIFARTH
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Viewing
power
Christopher Nunn was in
Ukraine when Russian
troops took control
of Crimea in 2O14.
The photographer explains
how TVs became ‘weapons of
information warfare’ in
people’s living rooms

I photographed these television sets between
2014-18 in easternUkraine, in friends’ homes,
hospitals, schools,military bases, hotels, shops
and cafés. From the start of the conflict in
February 2014, whenRussian troops took control
of Ukraine’s Crimean region, it was clear, as with
anymodern crisis, that propaganda played a
major role in fuelling division among citizens.
In Ukraine-controlled villages, Russian state
televisionwas often themain (or only) source
of information formany, particularly the poor
and elderly. These little boxeswereweapons of
informationwarfare in people’s living rooms.
I was interested in the spaces where people

received news and the conflict caused from a
domestic level. I shot them vertically so there
was less peripheral information. Small details
around the frame sometimes reveal onwhich
side of the conflict the image was taken, or hint
at the owners’ political, religious and social
standing. The surroundings were often dated,
a relic of old Ukraine, and the picture on the
screenwas sometimes the only thing that
rooted it to our time. But a lot of the time, the
TVswere off. The relentless, numbing stream
of information was toomuch. After a while,
nothing seemed to change.

ChristopherNunn is a photographer based
inHuddersfield

T E L E V I S I O N
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Tuned in

Paul Graham on why he turned away
from television’s ‘charmless
hypnotism’ to focus instead on
the ‘living, breathing, sentient’
people beside him

It’s hard to remember the time beforemobile phones took over
our lives.We are now so addicted to the little screen that we
forget howwewere once equally transfixed by the glow from
a cathode ray tube. These images were taken haphazardly over
a period of a few years in the 1990s, wherever I foundmyself
sitting with friends and family, watching television together.
I’m notmuch of a one for strategically organising “shoots”, so
everything was natural, just as andwhere. Theywere taken
as far afield as Japan (Yuko and Ryo) and as near asmy own
living room (Cathy).

Being a photographerwho prefers towork directly with
life, I loved the notion of refusing to look at the programming
wewere proffered through the airwaves but instead to decline
its charmless hypnotism and look at the living, breathing,
sentient being right next to you. To refuse the supposed
“entertainment” and choose life, nomatter howplacid and
quiet on the surface, is clearly a deliberate act. It’s one I hope
will not go unnoticed, as our attention is evermore splintered
in thismedia-saturated age.▶

Paul Graham is a photographer based inNewYork City

‘Ryo, Tokyo’ (1994)‘Yuko, Kyoto’ (1992)

T E L E V I S I O N
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‘Yuki, London’ (1994)
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‘Jack, Bradford’ (1989)
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Igotmyfirst television at the ageof 41. It lives in a cupboard, like a
dangerous animal, not because
I’m snobby about its pleasures but
because I’m still weirdly fearful
of its power. I grew up in an
anti-TV household, subject to
endless prohibitions (Neighbours
was permissible,Home andAway
beyond the pale). One ofmy
strongestmemories ofmy
grandfather is of himwatching
Countdown frombehind a crisply
upheld Telegraph,mutteringwhen
challenged that he admired Carol
Vorderman’smathematicalmind.
A bookish family, we regarded
television as sinister and possibly
contaminating.My sister was the
only apostate, finding ingenious
ways to sneak nocturnal viewings
despitemymother confiscating the
fuse (she’s now aTV agent).
The trouble back thenwas that

televisionwas nothing like as
enjoyable as a book.With a book,
the reader is active andall-powerful,
animating their own imaginative
universe, choosingwhen to enter
or leave. The page is something
you dive through and vanish into
another place. By contrast,
television felt overbearing and
invasive, flooding atme through
ears and eyes. By the time I hitmy

dialogue and incidental detail.
Over the past two years, I’veworked
myway for the second or third
time throughBridesheadRevisited
andTinkerTailor Soldier Spy, the
original nicotine-stained 1979
version,with a cardiganedAlec
Guinness as the chilly George
Smiley andpiercing thememusic by
GeoffreyBurgon. I put a screenshot
of Smiley onTwitter, and for a day
mymessageswere full of friends
asking the pervasive, undermining
question of the show: “How’sAnn?”
After that, I ran again through the
entirety of InspectorMorse andLewis
(more perfect thememusic),
followedbyGameof Thrones and
culminating in all nine seasons of
Seinfeld, themost soothing antidote
to Brexit turmoil and election
anxiety yet invented.
Watched like this, in

concentrated bouts, the small
screen has anunmatched capacity
for infiltrating the subconscious.
I feasted onGameof Thrones over a
fewdense Januaryweeks,while
Iwas strugglingwith a book.During
that time, I dreamed entirely inside
the show, darkmedieval dreams of
fighting and swift travel over snow.
Itwas a relief to step so conclusively
outside ofmyownhead, to let the
bookuntangle itself while Iwas
occupiedwith bears and swords.
Years before, I had to stopwatching
The Sopranos after a prostitutewas
beaten to death in real-time, blow
by agonising blow. I started being
frightened towalk up the stairs of
myflat, theworld inside the screen
infusing anddarkeningmyown.
Now, pushing the television back
into its cupboard eachnight is
away of acknowledging this eerie,
insinuating power.
In the 1970s, thewriter John

Cheever used to run around his
house inOssining yelling “Poldark!
Poldark!” before every episode,
which is exactly how I feel about
the shows I love. The older I get, the
more pathetically reassuring I find
it towatchGeorge and Jerry in their
booth at the coffee shop, kvetching
about girls.Morsewill never not
playWagner, Sebastian is always
doomed. Seinfeld! Seinfeld! I used
to hate this totalitarian aspect of
television, but in this unstable
century, I find itmore soothing than
any book.

Olivia Laing’s collected essays, “Funny
Weather”, will be published inApril

twenties, I was truly a Luddite, a
dropout environmentalist at odds
with the late 20th century, living
on road protests, in caravans and
squats, where the pinnacle of
technologymight be a battery-
powered radio. Television, we
thought in our Orwellianway, was
designed to subdue andmisinform,
perpetuatingwhat we hadn’t yet
started to call fake news.
But even in childhood therewere

momentswhen television thrilled
or steadiedme.My parents were
divorced, and the ritual of watching
TheA-Team andBlindDate, later
Bergerac, atmy dad’s flat in Bethnal
Green on Saturday nights gave
a stability towhat was otherwise a
disorientating, shipwrecked time.
As teenagers,my sister and
I watched hungrily for glimpses
of the bandswe loved, rejoicing
whenDarlene inRoseannewent,
as we did, to see Daisy Chainsaw,
and losing ourmindswith joy
when the riot grrrl bandHuggy
Bear appeared on the late-night
chat show TheWord, bellowing,
“This is happeningwithout your
permission!” and protesting at a
sexist interview before being
thrown bodily from the studio.
So something real could happen:
the same gleeful, anarchic feeling as

when lesbians invaded The Six
O’ClockNews in 1988 to protest
against the homophobic Section 28.
The internet has fundamentally

disrupted the old economies of
attention. Settling down towatch
television now feels like an oasis of
concentration after a day spent
buzzing rapaciously through email
and socialmedia. I still hate the
feeling of being at themercy of a
narrative, gratification delayed for
months or years at a time, so I
mostlywatch old shows, their arcs
long since resolved. Liberated from
the tyranny of plot, I canwallow in

In concentrated bouts,
the small screen has
an unmatched capacity
for infiltrating
the subconscious

TELEVISION
– Olivia Laing
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Every

text

tells

a story

His subjects remain anonymous but
Jeff Mermelstein’s photographs of
their text messages tell us a great
deal about the human condition

Myphotographs of textmessages are a kind of street photography
that pulls away from the tradition of rendering faces, gestures and
incident. Instead of standing in front, I stand behind andmake
pictures of ourwords.My camera is an iPhone and that helpsme
blend into it all. People remain anonymous as I open up a door to
our inner thoughts and feelings. Themessages on these screens
touch upon the range of our current human condition, from the
mundane to the absurd and all the surprising and sometimes
vulnerable layers in between.

JeffMermelstein is a photographer based in Brooklyn. These photographs
are fromhis new book to be published inAugust 2020 (MACKbooks)

M O B I L E P H O N E S
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17th May 2014

Who am I now?

Through a series of fictionalised
makeovers, Amalia Ulman created
a powerful Instagram performance
that shows how women are
fetishised online

“Excellences&Perfections”was a scripted performance I did
on Instagram fromApril to September 2014. It showed the
evolution of a youngwoman living in LosAngeles. I adopted
three personas in turn: first, cute Tumblr-loving ingénue;
next, a basic sugar babywho’s into streetwear; andfinally, a
post-rehabwellness freak. Because itwas an experimental
format, I stuck to clichés that the audiencewould recognise.
I decided to keep the story simple.

I had been online formany yearswhen I started the
artwork.As a youngwoman, Iwas very aware that the
internetwas not a fun, beautiful playground. I knewhow
easy itwas to get attention through objectification alone.
So aftermany years of havingworked onbeing genderless
and invisible, I decided to use thewaywomen are fetishised
online as away of telling a story.

At the time Iwas doing a lot ofwork online, and years
before that I had posed inmyownphotographs. So I just
combined the two. But I hated theworld of performance art:
I was an autistic girl hiding behind a screen, not an extrovert
dying to get on stage. It was a very scary thing forme to do,
but I felt compelled to do it.

I’mproud of how reckless I am inmywork.As a teenager I
was interested inmovements likeDada, punk, cyberpunk,▶

M O B I L E P H O N E S

8th July 2014, (#itsjustdifferent)
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◀Arte Povera and the anti-fascist artmovements. These
influences are there if you look closely.

I was born awoman: that’s the life I’ve experienced so far,
and I try to talk aboutwhat I know. But I feel that femininity
has never comenaturally tome. For years I’ve felt that I had to
“perform” a role inmy everyday life just to fit in. So this project
was an extension of that in away.

By the conclusion of the performance in September 2014,
I had gained thousands of new followers on Instagram. I didn’t
find that thrilling – I never really cared about the numbers. I was
only satisfied that the experimentwas going according to plan.

I think Instagrampopularity,when it comes to images of
women, depends onwhere you are in theworld. It seemed that
in theUS the formula, for awhile, was to have a huge asswith
surreal Brazilian butt-lift proportions. Ultimately, though, I
don’t think socialmedia has changedmuch since 2014. People
still like being lied to.

When I revealed thatmy Instagramcharacterwas a creation,
someofmy followerswere angry.A lot had left sexist comments
onmyprofile. Theworkwas holding up amirror and theydidn’t
likewhat they saw. But thatwas the point:media is deceptive.
When things become images, they becomefiction.

AmaliaUlman isanArgentine/Spanishartist. She ismakingherfirst
featurefilm,“ElPlaneta”,adarkcomedyabouteviction

I gained thousands of new
Instagram followers. But

I never cared about numbers –
I was only satisfied that the
experiment was going to plan

27th August 2014

10th September 2014
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This summer, I bought a new
phone. It arrived just before
I went on holiday. One
beautiful Greekmorning,

the phone’s alarm,which I had
optimistically set the night before,
wokeme up. I silenced its electronic
trills andwent back to sleep.
When Iwoke again, I went to grab
the phone, certain I had shoved
it undermy pillow, but it wasn’t
there. I seized the pillow, sure it
would appear underneath like some
conjuror’s trick – onemoment not
under the cup, the next there –
only for the phone to soar out of
the pillowcase and bellyflop on to
the tiled floor.
The delay after dropping it,

before I faced the damage,was
vertiginous. Like the pause before
giving a speech, I leant into it,
extending it, as if it could go on
for ever. Then, taking a breath,
I pickedmyphoneup.
It had smashed, inevitably.

iPhone screens are impossibly,
pointlessly delicate. Its newness
andutility vanished on impact.
It was no longer a device, it was an
object. I felt foolish to be bothered
by something suddenly so slight.
I amof a generationwhose digital

psyche grew early. Aged 11, I would

It’s awistful idea – something
he gets awaywith by being an
acclaimedwriterwhowas born in
1951. I was bornmore than40years
later. But hiswriting, whichwinds
sentences across pages, dancing like
themind fromone thing to the next
until you forgetwhere youbegan,
remindsmeof a digitalmindset.
I foundmyself onmyphone

recentlywith a tremor of dread
that came from something I’d read
20 seconds earlier, without being
able to remember its source. In
order to locate it, I had to retracemy
steps, flipping back between apps
until I worked it out. AMaríasian
moment, yet one hewill never have
experienced. I think of that now
whenphones are criticised,when
younger generations are dismissed
for being too absorbed in their
internetworlds.We are criticising
old behaviours seen in newguises,
not the tools themselves. Data
didn’t exploit itself on Facebook,
people did.
I often think ofmyphone

flippantly. It’s notmyphone, but
mybloody phone.Mybloody
phone that runs out of battery too
quickly, that remindsmeof people’s
birthdayswho I haven’t seen in
years, howevermany times I
change the settings. At timeswhen
I’manxious, I feelmyphone like
aweight. It’s a portal to infinite
misreadings. But the anxiety
remains, with orwithout a phone.
It fills the nearest cracks. The
connection a phone givesme:
the particular online humour,
the ability to talk to friends and
makenewones, thewriterly
whimsy of curating a socialmedia
profile, of being in control of small
worlds that you candisappear
fromentirely at the click of a lock
button – all that far outweighs
what it can antagonise.
Therewas a strange relief that

came a little after I had sentmy
phone tumbling. The gashes on its
screenmade it difficult to read, so it
sat at the bottomofmybag. That
had always been the plan – Iwas on
holiday after all – but suddenly it
was enforced. I didn’t have to push
myphone away; it had done it itself.
Butwhen I got it fixed onmy return,
relief arrived then too. I hadmy
bloody phone back.

RebeccaWatson is assistant arts editor
at the FT.Her novel ‘little scratch’ is
published in July

go homeafter school and bagmy
spot at the family computer, waiting
for the internet to dial up so I could
chat onMSNmessenger to the same
friends I had said goodbye to hours
earlier. By 13, I had Facebook. Those
times at the computer after school
had a check-in, check-out process.
I was either online, or offline.Once,
after amisdeed Iwon’twrite about
here,myparents bannedme from
Facebook for severalmonths. Then,
Iwas unerringly offline.Now, I am
offFacebook out of choice.
But that sense of being timed

out seems impossible to recreate.
It’s harder to control screen time
now.Rather than sharing one
computerwithmyallocated hour of
use, now I have different, unlimited
relationshipswith varying screens.
Having a smartphone is a constant
online: a constant assumption that
Iwill be nearby, that Iwill respond
to notifications, that urgent – or
considered to be urgent –matters
will receive a replywithin hours.
I play the game, because I toomake
the same assumption of others.
I’mnot dependent. I can step

away. Yet the little pull atmy
stomachwhen I sawmybroken
screenwasn’t justmonetary grief at
the unknownprice itwould take to

MOBILE PHONES
– Rebecca Watson

fix it. A sense of immediacy, of
connectedness had been taken.
The Spanish novelist Javier

Maríaswrites on a typewriter.
He doesn’t use the internet and
communicates by letter. InDark
Back of Time, which I read on the
sameholiday, glass splinters from
my iPhonemixingwith sand inmy
bag,Maríaswrites about lacking
the “journalistic inclination” to
scavenge online in order to find out
more about something or someone.
He is satisfied that he needn’t know.

‘I’m not dependent.
I can step away. Yet
the little pull at my
stomach when I saw my
broken screen wasn’t
just monetary grief’
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Playing
around

From documenting arcade gatherings
in the 1980s to creating political
avatars today, gaming has long
fired the imagination of artists.
Marco De Mutiis reports on the
evolution of video games and what
it tells us about culture

G A M I N G
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Thevideo-game screen is a special kindof
screen. It acts like a mirror in a hall of mirrors,
distorting and transforming us. But it’s also a
portal. On the other side of the screen, we become
avatars: we can explore digital landscapes, stare
at pixel-perfect computer-generated sunsets and
take selfies of our in-game selves. The screen is
both a window and door between the two worlds
in which the gamer lives.

Video games became a dominant cultural
force in the late 1970s, with Space Invaders
and later Pac-Manpopulating the screens of
arcade parlours. These arcades, with their
coin-operated machines, created new spaces for
people to gather, laying the foundations for a
gaming subculture with its own terms and norms.
The documentary photographer Ira Nowinski
captured these spaces and their inhabitants
in the San Francisco Bay Area in his series
BayAreaVideoArcades from 1981-82. It was a
time when multiplayer games were still played
in a shared physical space, before they became
virtual and networked.

The 1990s saw the rise of so-called LAN
parties, where hundreds of enthusiasts set up
local networks of computers in order to spend
days gaming together. In 2005, the German
photographer Sibylle Fendt documented one
party in Berlin over the course of two nights
in her seriesNoSleepBefore I Die. It shows an
alternative social space at a time when internet
accessibility was not what it is now, and when
today’s competitive and co-operative multiplayer
games were beginning to emerge.

Since then, the game screen has become
ubiquitous,mutating in dimension and resolution
and taking over the intimate space of our pockets
as well as the public space of the street. In his
projectKinshasa vs Akihabara (2011), Giovanni
Fredi photographed video-game players in the
Democratic Republic of the Congo and Japan,
juxtaposing two very different gaming cultures.
In Kinshasa, he found well-established gaming
communities in poor settlements, despite erratic
electricity. “Someone had found a way to power
a console with a home-made generator or by
connecting to a lamppost in the street (hacking
the system, so to speak),” he writes. “[These▶

Ira Nowinski, ‘Casino Arcade
Santa Cruz, California’, 1982

From top: Claire Hentschker, ‘Avatar
Above The Sea’ and ‘Driver On The Highway’
from GTA Image Average Series, 2017

Facing page: Sibylle Fendt, young
gamer at a 48-hour LAN party in Berlin,
from No Sleep Before I Die, 2005
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Robbie Cooper, Alter Ego, 2003-06

Name: Choi Seang Rak
Born: 1971
Occupation: Academic
Location: Seoul, South Korea
Average hours per week
in-game: 8
Avatar name: Uroo Ahs
Avatar created: 2004
Game played: Lineage II
Server name: Fehyshar
Game style: Dwarf warsmith
Character level: 59
Special abilities: craft weapons,
whirlwind in battle

Angela Washko, a still from The Council on Gender Sensitivity
and Behavioral Awareness in World of Warcraft, 2012
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◀ kids] invented their own arcades: improvised,
built with wood and truck tarpaulins scattered
among the labyrinthine alleys.”

In Tokyo, Fredi photographed players with
handheld consoles. Gathered around WiFi
hotspots they are, in his words, “alone together”,
networked yet isolated. In this way, the game
screen divides and unites us, negotiating
separation and intimacy. It shapes new forms
of togetherness – and of isolation.

Gamers have multiple identities. With the
rise of photorealistic computer graphics, they are
increasingly able to control and adapt the digital
versions of themselves. Robbie Cooper’sAlter Ego
series (2003-06) shows screenshots of 3D avatars
and photographs of their human counterparts
side by side. The distance between the two
suggests the emotional possibilities opened up by
games, which allow people to redefine themselves
and live out their aspirations in a virtual realm.

In order to portray the world of a game from
the inside, some artists and photographers are
abandoning their cameras altogether in favour of
screenshotting. In The Council on Gender Sensitivity
andBehavioral Awareness inWorld ofWarcraft
(2012), Angela Washko explores issues of sexism,
inclusion and diversity in the online communities
ofWorld ofWarcraft, the multiplayer role-playing
game that has millions of active participants
around the world. Instead of following the
objectives of the game, the artist engaged other
players in discussions about how their virtual
communities address women and how they
respond to the word “feminism”.

Aided by today’s photorealistic game graphics,
artists have also started documenting their
in-game avatars making political statements, with
results that are increasingly indistinguishable
from photographs of the “real” physical world.
Playing the gameGrandTheft AutoV, Roc Herms
re-enacts Ai Weiwei’s photography series Study
of Perspective (1995-2003), in which the Chinese
artist gave the middle finger to landmarks
including the Eiffel Tower, St Mark’s Cathedral
and Tiananmen Square, all shot from his▶

Roc Herms, ‘Mission Row Police Station, Los Santos’,
from Study of Perspective, GTA V (2015)

Kent Sheely, ‘#1: Capa’, World War II Redux, 2009
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◀point of view so that his armdominates the
foreground.Herms’ images do the same, seen
from the point of view of hisGrandTheft Auto
avatar. Using this universal sign of political
rebellion, the artist takes aim at symbols of
power such as theAmerican flag in the
LosAngeles-inspired city of the game.
Some artists have evenmodified video games,

opening up the files and changing the code to
shape their visual elements and restage iconic
photographs, as inKent Sheely’sWorldWar II
Redux (2009), which uses elements from the
gameDay of Defeat 2. Sheely carefully recreates
iconic images from the secondworldwar,
including Robert Capa’s photograph of the
Omaha beach landing onD-Day.
The uncanny similarity between the two

not only reveals the high quality of the graphics
being developed by the games industry but
also reminds us of its close connection to the
military. Early video gameswere created by
moonlighting developers in labs focused onUS
military projects. Conflict-simulation games are
used to train soldiers, andmilitary drones are
operated remotely, through a distance that
becomes scarily close to the simulated killing
of fictional game characters.
Today, as in the arcades of the 1970s, gaming

is both an active and a spectator sport. Live
streaming andYouTube videos document
players’ progress andmillions of people watch
others gaming on online platforms such as
Twitch. In ClaireHentschker’sGTA ImageAverage
Series (2017), she aggregates and combines hours
of footage of gameplay taken fromYouTube,
turning it into romantic, layered portraits.
We havemoved fromone side of the screen

to the other, and seen communities of gamers
separated and brought closer together. It’s hard
to predict where gameswill take us next but
it’s already becoming difficult to draw the line
between the two sides of the screen.

MarcoDeMutiis is digital curator at Fotomuseum
Winterthur, Switzerland; fotomuseum.ch

‘The game screen divides
and unites us, negotiating
separation and intimacy.
It shapes new forms of
togetherness – and isolation’

Giovanni Fredi, stills from Kinshasa Vs Akihabara, 2011



ILLUSTRATION BY MATTHIAS SEIFARTH

Iwas eightwhen I first tried tomakemyself in a video game.
I was playingThe Sims and, despite
contendingwith blocky hairstyles
and painful 1990s fashions, was
thrilled bymyfirst creation:myself
as a young adult, a digital projection
12 years into the future.
My adult life turned out to be

rather boring. The Sims tends to
funnel players into a generic
suburban existence – I got an office
job, a partner and a couple of
friendswhowere soon avoidingme.
At eight, I was role playing an Ikea
catalogue version of an adult life.
But when I got bored, I’d start again,
trying on possible futures like
outfits. Twenty years later, I have
long outgrown The Sims but I still
find that in every game I play,
Imake some version ofmyself.
While television and films offer

passive narrative experiences, in
games your actions change the
story –making you both storyteller
and spectator. This offers a unique
depth of immersion, further
enhanced in gameswhere you
customise your character.
The digital proxy is knownas an

avatar, aword drawn from the
Hindu term for the physical
incarnation of a god in themortal

myself. Evenwhen voyages takeme
towastelands decimated by nuclear
winter or the furthest reaches of the
galaxy,my digital self is unable to
leavemy real self behind.
This becomes particularly

apparentwhen I’mpresentedwith
amoral choice: I find it impossible
to be the bad guy. I refuse to cut off
the power supply to a remote
settlement for personal gain.
Though I know the collection of
pixels won’t truly suffer, I feel
painfully responsible for the
hardscrabble populations of those
frontier towns. Sometimes I wonder
if I could learn from the scrupulous
morality ofmy gaming selves.
Perhaps this would be easier if
in real life, as in games, youwere
always rewarded for doing the
right thing.
Today, opportunities to create

your own character abound: in
countless new video games, via
Nintendo’sMii avatars and even
iPhone’sMemojis.We can use these
to experiment on our real selves,
to rewrite our scripts. Disabled
players of online simulation
Second Life created virtual ability
groups to play sports they never
could in reality. Young gamers
who are questioning their gender
identity experiment on their
bodies in the safety of a fantasy
world, where their choices aren’t
judged by society and can be
reversed at the press of a button.
Most curiously, a report on
PlayStation players in Baghdad’s
gaming cafés found they favoured
war gameswith levels set in Iraq,
where they could suspend reality
and play as US soldiers “liberating”
their hometown.
Of course, games aren’t all about

self-knowledge. Primarily, they
offer fun and escape.Many players
log in every day just to solve a few
puzzles or shoot baddies. But in
every game you alsomake choices
that tell you about yourself.
Creating and controlling a

character is a continuous act of
self-expression, and nowhere is
the border between the self and
screenmore porous thanwhen
playing a game.When you finish
playing for the day and turn off the
console, in the depthless dark of
the screen you only ever see a
reflection of yourself.

TomFaber writes a gaming column
for the FT

realm. This derivation hints at the
power virtualworlds offer; here,
anyone canbe omnipotent.
At 14, when I boughtWorld of

Warcraft, I was at themost
confusing point inmy life; unhappy
with theway I looked and unsure
why I didn’t fit in at school. I fell
deeply into this online role-playing
game, which, at its prime, had
12million subscribers.Withmy
first character, Ptolemy the gnome
mage, I was no longer trying to
depictmyself accurately, as in
The Sims. Instead, I projected a
version ofmyself that was free of
adolescent burdens. Ptolemywas
powerful, self-assured and,most
importantly, had an expansive
social groupwho appreciated him
for his wit and kindness. I started
a guild of heroes that numbered
300members, who I (mostly)
treatedwith benevolence.When
somethingmajor happened inmy
real life,my guild-mates would be
the first to hear about it.
Inmy later teens, I was feeling

a little better aboutmyself and
switched frommy clumsy gnome
to an elegant elven priestess (male
gamers have a historic fascination
with role-playing female
characters).Whenmy social life

GAMING
– Tom Faber

finally kicked into gear, I left the
game behind. But I brought from
it a new-found confidence and
perhaps other transferable skills:
multitasking, conflict resolution,
potionmaking…
As I grew up, games grewwith

me. Sprawling, open-world
adventures unfurled as technology
allowed, revelling in dense lore and
questions ofmorality. Today, the
characters I create don’t always
resembleme but I recognise that
each embodies some aspect of

‘When my social life
finally kicked into
gear, I left World
of Warcraft behind.
But I brought from it
a new-found confidence’
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Drinkmorewine.
Since I tastemany thousands of
wines each year, youmight think
this an impossibility but there is a
massive difference between tasting
(work) and drinking (pleasure).
Likemany proud owners of a
cellarful of finewine, I amnot
emptying it nearly fast enough.
Weneed to ask ourselveswhich
special occasion arewe saving it for?
When could be better than now?
The bottles can always be replaced.
Dowe reallywant to go to our
cremation leaving somuch libation?

Trymorenaturalwines,
withanopenmind.
As Iwrote in June, the natural-wine
phenomenon is horribly polarising.
And far toomany of thosewho
criticisewine calling itself “natural”
have tasted hardly any examples.
Or tasted a handful and been put
off by their perceived faults. I’m
a bitmore open-minded than
this and always delightedwhen
I learn that a “conventional”wine
producer is experimentingwith
new techniques. BravoGuillaume
d’Angerville of Volnay, for instance,
who hasmade his first orange
wine at Domaine du Pélican in the
Jura. Still, I am guilty of shying
away from the off-piste section
of a restaurantwine list. I hereby
resolve to bemore adventurous.

Try to stampout the
term“naturalwine”.
Themost unfortunate thing about
the natural-winemovement is the
name, because it suggests that any
otherwinemust be unnatural.
I rather like the term I came
across recently inAustralia: “lo-fi
winemaking”. In fact, all but the
most industrial producers – those
that cluster on the bottom shelves
of supermarkets – have been
continually reducing their use of
agrochemicals in the vineyard and
additions in thewinery, including
the sulphur thatmanynaturalistas
abhor. I hope that the two extremes
ofwine productionwill continue

an exaggeration butwater shortages
inmany keywine-producing
regionsmust be a concern. And,
likemost agricultural workers,
vineyard labourers are often
itinerant and almost always poorly
paid, a fact thatwewine lovers tend
to skimover.Wehave towonder
how long “hand-picked”will be
regarded as a positive attribute.

Rapknucklesoverheavybottles.
Talking of sustainability, it was
rather shockingwhen Jackson
Family Estates, a particularly
green international wine producer,
conducted a thorough audit of
its activities, and found that a
good third of its carbon footprint
came from the production and

transportation of glass bottles. The
heavier they are, themorewasteful
they are. I started a campaign
against bodybuilder bottles as
long ago as 2006 but they persist,
especially inArgentina and parts
of southern Europe. Somewine
producers even go to the trouble
of importing empty bottles that
weigh almost a kilo from the other
side of theworld. Shame on them.

Weprobably need to face
the fact that bottles are an
unnecessary luxury for inexpensive
wines designed to be drunk
young and bemore tolerant
of alternative packaging.

Beevenmore sanctimoniousover
packagingof samples sent tome.
On the same theme, I always prefer
those submittingwine samples not
to use non-recyclable, annoying,
sticky polystyrene packaging. But
some shippers go to the trouble
of unpacking bottles, which have
been carefully packed in one of▶

‘I am guilty of shying away
from the off-piste section of
a wine list. I hereby resolve
to bemore adventurous’

Some resolutions for 2020

Jancis
Robinson
Wine

As imagined by Leon Edler

tomove closer together so that
an even greater proportion of
wine iswellmade (it’s already
very high). And I pray that all
wine producers become aware
of their effects on the planet.

Bemore aware of
true sustainability.
Sustainability is today’s buzzword.
Inwine, we tend to focus on
transitions to organic and

biodynamic viticulture butwe
need to bemuch,muchmore
holistic. Not just awareness of
howmuch energy is used in
vineyards and cellars but also
capturing the carbon dioxide
given off by all fermentations,
recycling andminimisingwater
use.Waterfootprint.org claims
that 109 litres ofwater are used to
produce and deliver a single glass of
wine into your hand. Thismay be
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◀ themany safe cardboardpackages
available forwine bottles today,
and putting them into polystyrene-
lined boxes. Downwith them too.

Explore easternEurope.
Somuchmoney has been
invested in eastern Europe over
the past few years, I reallywant
to catch upwith the results.

Askevenmorequestions.
MyFTpredecessor Edmund
Penning-Rowsell taught
menever to be ashamed of
ignorance.What sound advice.

Write slightlymore
enthusiastic tastingnotes.
My tasting notes tend to be a
streamof consciousness aimed
atwine drinkers rather than nice
quotes that could be of use to
thosewhomake and sell wine.
But I do realise that a littlemore
gushmight not go amiss.

Smilemoreoften.
At tastings, I feel so impelled
to taste asmanywines as
possible that I can look horribly
grim. Speaking ofwhich…

Lesswork,moreperk.
Avery personal resolution this,
but as someonewho has declined

many an alluring invitation during
my44 years writing about wine on
the basis that I was too busywriting
aboutwine, I think the time has
come to depend a bitmore on the
wonderful teamwe have amassed
at JancisRobinson.com so that I can
take advantage of opportunities
to travel, taste, dine and enjoy the
company of the generally extremely
congenial and interesting people
who populate theworld of wine.

Indeed, I have taken this adviceto heart to such an extent that
my diary for the first half of this
year is already chock-a-block.

This is partly because during the
two years it took to update the
World Atlas ofWine for its latest,
eighth edition, I wasn’t able to
leavemy desk nearly as often as I
would have liked. One “problem”
is that the website has such great
specialists in Italy, Spain and
Germany that I don’t have too
many excuses to voyage there. But
while I am healthy enough to travel
at will, I intend to takemaximum
advantage, while not, of course,
ignoring England’s wines.
The only fly in this ointment

ismy carbon footprint. Living
on an island – and being short of
time – limits the extent towhich
one is encouraged to explore
wine regions by rail, but it would
help enormously if rail fares
were not almost routinelymore
expensive than airfares. Can’t
something be done about this?

More columns at ft.com/
jancis-robinson

I spent two-and-a-half years as executive chef at the Sandy Lane Hotel in
Barbados. Here are my favourite local jaunts on the island:

—Surfers’Café by Oistin Bay is a delightful spot for breakfast. Grab one of
the tables that hang over the beach and order the grilled mahi-mahi
seasoned with blackened spices. At night, there’s live music.

— Head to Fire Brick Oven near the Warrens shopping complex for the
best pizza (above right) on the island. There’s usually a long queue but
you can text your order ahead of time.

— For traditional Bajan food, try The Village Bar in Lemon Arbour, which
only serves local dishes. Think pudding and souse – a popular Saturday
lunch on the island. The “pudding” is steamed sweet potato served
alongside pickled pork. The macaroni pie and fried flying fish are also
popular – but be careful with the hot sauce.

— Every time I’m in Barbados, I go to Ju Ju’s in Holetown. It’s a shack-style
bar with just enough room for 20-25 people. Find a table on the beach
and feel the water by your feet. Try a fish cutte (a fried fillet on a salt-
bread bun) accompanied by a Banks beer for the perfect lazy afternoon.

— If you’re in Bridgetown, go to Lobster Alive (above left). Scuba divers
catch massive lobsters in the Grenadines and these are flown to Barbados
in a small private plane. Live lobsters are served with chips and garlic
butter. The Sunday lunch, accompanied by live jazz, is super-popular.

Stuart Ralston is chef-patron at Aizle and Noto in Edinburgh;
notoedinburgh.co.uk, aizle.co.uk

MY ADDRESSES
— BARBADOS
STUART RALSTON, CHEF-PATRON

‘Somuchmoney has been
invested in eastern Europe
recently, I reallywant to
catch upwith the results’
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Restaurants
Tim Hayward

‘I’ve had John Dory
comprehensively buggered
up by fine restaurants
all over the world. Here
though it was… brilliant
is too weak a word’

THE SIMONE SEAFOOD PLATTER; THE ROOFTOP RESTAURANT OFFERS MAGICAL VIEWS OF THE CITY

Many years ago, in a
previous life, I used to
wear a suit andwork
at a strange and venal

corporation. Therewas little
glamour in the life of a drone but
I found one secret retreat. At the
end of a day of awfulness I would
go to a particularly unfashionable
hotel, hop in the lift and emerge
into aworld of smoked glass, fake
gold and sweeping views over the
city. The placewas revoltingly
lugubriouswith a grand piano sunk
into the floor, playing elevator
hits to a clientele of dead-eyed
international losers but, for the
price of a poorlymademartini,
I could feel like amaster of the
universe. It was a kind ofmagic.
I still love a rooftop

restaurant with unreasonable
zeal so it is fortunate that
Seabird, which I am about to
recommend highly, is worthy.
TheHoxtonHotel (confusingly,

in Southwark) is a new building
that seems, from the outside,
to have taken the architectural
details of amodest dockside
warehouse and stretched them
upwards. On the top floor they’ve
placed a roomwith ridiculously

body containing substantial
slabs ofmeat, which I’ve had
comprehensively buggered by fine
restaurants all over theworld. A
second too long on the grill bars
and it’s like chewing yourway
through your nan’s slipper. Here
though, it was… brilliant is too
weak aword. There are rare dishes
in this business thatmake one
stop, take pause and genuinely
question one’s life choices. I’m
getting older. I cannot live for ever.
Do I really want to spend a single
one ofmy remainingmeals not
eating a perfectly grilled JohnDory,
dressedwith a piquantmojo
verde, drinking in the gloriously
bedizened night-scape of London?
Therewas a side dish of

particular note, of papas
arrugadas. These are very small
potatoes boiled in seawater until
everything but a rime of salt has
evaporated. They comewith a
spicy little dipping number but,
to be honest, it’s superfluous…
they need nomore than the
diamond dusting for perfection.
I think I was ready to call

it a day after the fish but then
thewaiter sidled over, wiggled
hismoustache and offered a
kind of Sophie’s choice between
Manchego cheesecake and Bola
de Berlim…doughnut things
pumped full of salted caramel,
crema catalana and some kind of
chocolate-and-hazelnut balm.
I was compelled to order both,
only regretting that I had to turn
down a very pleasant and virtuous
sounding lemon granita due to
a personal dietary restriction
associatedwith healthy things.
Seabird is so fresh out of its

packing that it still smells new.
It’s obvious that it’s been planned,
designed and conceptualised down
to the last flower arrangement
and teaspoon. They have chosen
– theywould doubtless say
“curated” – a greatmenu and
have obviously got all the skills to
deliver it well…which really helps
but, far, farmore important to
me, they have somehowmanaged
to achieve proper, old-school
rooftop-restaurantmagic,
straight out of the traps.

beautiful views, a smartly
ironicmodern version of fake
gold bling and an astonishingly
good seafood restaurant.
It ismy eternal curse that I

can’t handle oysters but I can spot
a top-notch raw barwhen I see
one so I ordered a few razor clams
which arrived spanking fresh,
sliced into chunks and lightly
dressed in something citrussy.
Theymay havewriggled.
This felt like a promising start to

ameal, so I followed rapidlywith a
plate of clams, steamed and served
in their own broth. It is common
to use coriander as a sprinkled
seasoning but, in this case, it was
added in sufficient quantity to
qualify as a vegetable. This was
an education, I freely admit.
Who knew that the strangely soapy
and overused herb could be so
shockingly fresh, so fragrant and
fulfillingwhen appliedwith even
more enthusiasm than usual?
It was clear by this point that

the kitchen could not just be
trustedwith good fish but could
performwonderfully, so I ordered
awhole JohnDory, quite simply
seasoned and grilled. It doesn’t
sound likemuch but, trustme,
it’s a test of fiendish difficulty.
JohnDory is a big, reassuringly
expensive fishwith a broad, flat

Seabird
The Rooftop,
The Hoxton, Southwark,
40 Blackfriars Road,
London SE1 8PB
020 7903 3050
seabirdlondon.com
Starters £5-£18
Main courses £16-£26

Seabird, London

TimHayward is winner of the
Restaurant Writing Award at the
Guild of FoodWriters Awards 2019.
tim.hayward@ft.com;

@TimHayward



44 FT.COM/MAGAZINE JANUARY 4/5 2020

Everymorningwhen
Iwake up, I crave oats.
Itmight just be habit, but
I suspect it hasmore to
dowith the nostalgia that
they evoke.

I grew up in a big family and
themain objective at breakfast
was to get us all fed – and fed
well. Into the pan the oats would
go, with twice asmuchwater
and a good pinch of sea salt.
The porridge would simmer over
amediumheat until it reached
the right consistency.Whoever
was upwould be served, while late
arrivals could add a littlemore
water and stir it through over the
heat. It was amoment of collective
pause before we all headed off
in our separate directions.
Over the years, I neglected

oats and porridge in favour of
pastries, and it wasn’t until Imoved
to Copenhagen for a year that

I’D BE LOST WITHOUT...

Oats
Chef and authorAlexHely-Hutchinson
loves themsomuch sheopened a
restaurant dedicated toporridge –but,
shewrites, oats are glorious in any
guise. IllustrationbyAnnaBuKliewer

I rediscovered them. Beginning
my daywith a bowl of warmoats
became vital because, nomatter
how cold or dark it was, the only
way to travel was by bicycle. Here,
I began to realise how comforting
and sustaining they could be. As
before, I often sharedmymorning
sustenancewithmyhousemate –
after all, when have you evermade
a single portion of porridge?
TheDanes understand porridge

properly. They use ancient grains,
such as spelt and barley, as well
as oats, and they tend to top it
offwith fresh fruit and fragrant
Nordic spices. A bowl of grains

might seem like simple fare but the
Danes never underestimate it.
Therewas something slightly

different about the oats in
Copenhagen – theywere coarsely
milled, with little done to them in
the production process. So I bought
myself an oat flaker, proceeded to
source oat groats and startedmilling
my own. Thesewere particularly
lovely – sweet, nutty and extra-
creamy – butmyflakerwould often
pack in, so I had to find oats that
I was happy to have pre-flaked.
When I opened 26Grains, I never

anticipated the kind of reaction
wewould get. Therewere lovers
and haters of porridge, but there
were also stories: couples inNew
Yorkwho lived solely off porridge
so as to be able to pay their rent;
oldmemories of grandparents
eating salty porridgewith a good
helping of cream; young siblings
making plum jams and apple
compotes to accompany their oats.
Oatsmeanmore than just

porridge, of course. They can
make delicious pastry for tarts
and pies. In the guise of oatcakes,
theymake good friendswith cheese
and black pepper; and they can be
wonderfully enjoyable as a crust for
fish. They are certainly awonder
food in terms of their nutritional
properties and, best of all, they are
quick, simple and perfectly
delightful as a bowl of porridge.

Alex Hely-Hutchinson is founder
of 26 Grains and Stoney Street in
London; 26grains.com

‘There were couples
in NewYork who lived
solely off porridge
so as to be able to
pay their rent’
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All the answers here
are linked in some
way. Once you’ve
spotted the link, any
you didn’t know the
first time around
should become easier.

1. Themedical
condition adhesive
capsulitis is more
commonly known as
what – because of
the joint it affects?

2. What long-standing
nickname did the
Labour MP Stanley
Clinton-Davis give to
the then Tory minister
for aerospace in
the early 1970s?

3. In his last solo race,
who won bronze in
the men’s 100m at the
2017 athletics world
championships?

4. In a Walter Scott
poem, what line
precedes, “When
first we practise
to deceive”?

5. Which David Bowie
(above) studio album
contains “The Jean
Genie” and “Drive-
In Saturday”?

6. In 2011, which
French fashion
designer – and creator
of the little black
dress – was revealed
to have been a Nazi
spy during the war?

7. Bernard Marx is
the main character
in which Aldous
Huxley novel?

8. Which Ralph
VaughanWilliams
work was first
performed in

Gloucester
cathedral in 1910?

9. What are described
as “veteran” if
they were made
before 1914, and
“vintage” if they
were made between
1918 and 1930?

10. In the Ancient
World, what name
was given to the
promontories on
either side of the
straits of Gibraltar?
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The Across clues are straightforward, while the Down clues are cryptic.

Who or what do these pictures add up to?

The Crossword
No 469. Set by Aldhelm

A Round on the Links
by JamesWalton

The Picture Round
by JamesWalton

Answers page 6

ACROSS
1Senior officers (3, 5)
6 Sieve (6)
9Home for swine (6)
10 Recuperation (8)
11 Dissipate
in liquid (8)
12 Stupor (6)
13Weak spot (8, 4)
16 Backed,
guaranteed (12)
19 Tension (6)
21 Private (8)
23 Article’s title (8)
24 Bear witness (6)
25 Justly (6)
26 Job with
little work (8)

DOWN
2 Source of gear
that’s popular (6)
3 Footing bill, initially,
for a little relative (5)
4 It’s handy
having wool spun
haphazardly (3, 3, 3)
5 It’s bizarre for
the French to go
off course when
climbing with us
up ahead (7)
6 Side takes
energy, in fact (5)
7Horribly evil one
in comparison to
monster (9)
8 Improved herd with
nice changes (8)
13Great leader’s
strangely relaxed
around one (9)
14Consider internet
faulty without first
character (9)

15 Violently hate a
man as something
detested (8)
17 Journalist self
identifies in order to
have a good effect (7)
18 Emperor and
king – one is with
the Queen (6)
20 Vocal is only edited
when left out (5)
22 Choose ice,
mostly, for drinks
dispenser (5)

Solution to Crossword No 468
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the participation rate, they might be able to
create a healthier climate. “With high participa-
tion, it changes incentives for all politicians to be
focused on serving the public and not just a slice
ofvoters…and it isharder tohavedisinformation
campaignswork…or change the outcomeby just
putting in a lot ofmoney.”
Moreover, Democracy Works has already

signed up sevenmillion voters who can now use
a free online tool called TurboVote to find out

where their nearest polling station is, when they
needtovoteandhowtousepostalvotingsystems.
Flaxman hopes to raise this total to 10 million
nextyear.Agroupof techcompanies are likely to
addtheirmuscletothecause; indeed,groupssuch
asSnapandFacebookhavealreadybeeninvolved
in campaigns.
Now, a cynicmight point out that 10million is

still a fraction of the 153million or so Americans
who were registered to vote in 2018. Moreover,
thepeopleusing the site tend to skew towards the
youngandeducated.Theyarenotnecessarilypart
of the poor and minority groups who tend to be
most excluded from thedemocratic process. And
it isyet tobeshownwhether,asFlaxmanbelieves,
higher participation rates can truly guard against
manipulationandextremism.
However,evenifFlaxman’sproject isaworkin

progress, the bigger point is that it is not enough
to simply moan about the state of democracy in
thewesternworld;webadlyneedtangibleactions
and innovations tomeet the challenges too. One
option is touse technology(asDemocracyWorks
is doing) but there are also more old-fashioned
ways toboost civic fabric.
Two years ago, manufacturer Levi Strauss

joined forces with fellow clothing company
Patagoniaandhundredsofothergroupstolaunch
a“timetovote”campaign,whichgivesemployees
time off on big polling days to cast their ballots.
ChipBergh,CEOofLevi, toldtheAspenInstitute’s
Ideas Festival last summer that he considered
this a core “part of corporate responsibility”, and
other CEOs, including Dan Schulman of PayPal,
have agreed. More educational establishments
are jumping aboard too: about 150 colleges have
alreadyembracedDemocracyWorks.
By itself, this will not change the world. But it

isonesmall step in therightdirection;andachal-
lenge to all of us to make a resolution this new
year to step up and find practical steps to defend
democracy – rather than take it for granted or
wail about its demise.

T
en years ago Seth Flaxman, then a
student at the Harvard Kennedy
School of Government, became
seriouslyworried about the state of
American democracy. At the time,
hewas in aminority.
The US had just elected its first

African-American president and
Washingtonwas abuzzwith Barack
Obama’s promises of hope and
change. The country seemed to be
overcoming its racist past. The first

decadeof the 21st centuryhadbeen imbuedwith
political optimism.
“It was a lonely time to be telling people that

our democracy wasn’t working,” says Flaxman,
who had become alarmed by low turnout in a
number of polls in this period. So much so that
when he co-founded a digital platform to make
it easier for people to vote, it struggled to gain
attention from would-be funders. “I would go
to these social enterprise business competi-
tions and lose them all – a lot of people during
the Obama era thought that democracywas this
thing on autopilot.”
No longer. These days, Flaxman, 34, is one of

the darlings of the political funding scene, rais-
ing some $17m – and rising –whileworking from
an achingly trendywarehouse in Brooklyn, filled
with other start-ups. His project, Democracy
Works, has also become an inadvertent symbol
of what is both terrifying and hopeful about
America’spoliticalworldas itheadsforthisyear’s
crucial election – and into thenextdecade.
On the depressing side of the equation,

the fact that the platform was launched at all
demonstrates someof thechallengesdogging the
US system. Most notably, because the country
is based on a federal structure that gives states
the responsibility to organise votes, its electoral
processes tend tobedesperately fragmented.
This makes it harder to ensure that everyone

has an easy, and fair, chance to vote, not least
because voting records are often kept on old-
fashioned paper rather than digitally. “Our
systems are 18th-century systems and the
states are notoriously underfunded, so there
is no organisation in this country which has an
incentive to help all voters vote in all elections,”
explains Flaxman, who says the inspiration to
create DemocracyWorks came in 2010, when he
was“walkingdownthestreetandsawasandwich
boardshowing itwas timefor[localBoston-area]
elections –but itwas too late to vote”.
Flaxman argues that “low turnout under-

mines democracy – it creates a power vacuum
and a weak [political] immune system”. As a
consequence, it has become easier for extremist
groups such as the alt-right to have a loud voice
– and for them to dominate election campaigns,
either by using social-media manipulation or a
lot ofmoney (or both).
However, on the optimistic side of the ledger,

Flaxmanbelieves that if he, and others, can raise

‘We badly need tangible
actions and innovations to
meet the challenges facing
democracy in the west’GILLIAN

TETT
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Democracy still
works – but only
ifwework at it






