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Before I embark on my reasons for undertaking this project, I wish to acknowledge those who have felt as pas-
sionately as I have about the refugee crisis in Syria, and who have contributed meaningfully to this project. 

Firstly, my sincere thanks to Clare Patrick, the curator of the Eclectica Galleries. She has been an integral part of 
conceptualising this project, from start to finish. Many thanks to Fouz Abrahams of FA Print, for her willingness 
to become involved and assist with this publication. To Mike Ormrod, of ORMS – I thank you for your generous 
contribution to the project by making the collectable edition of prints possible. 

In particular, I would like to acknowledge and thank Anthony Lane, the exceptionally talented and compassion-
ate artist, whose vision, and art installation is used as the creative metaphor and reflective visual realization of 
this human tragedy. 

Lastly, many many thanks to the contributors to this book. I would like to thank Ashraf Jamal for his insightful 
intellectual contribution, Richard Kilpert for his emotive and in depth consideration of the themes and contextual 
place of this project. 

As gallerists we are granted, and I believe entrusted, with a huge opportunity and responsibility of using art as a 
visual language. I do not use the word “responsibility” lightly because the messages we bequeath through art, 
especially through contemporary art with a social or political context, is a powerful vehicle in questioning 
society’s beliefs and biases of “other”, or re-enforcing the status quo. 

“Are we not all Lost Souls?”
“How do we reconnect with that which is lost?”

While language is a powerful medium to interrogate reality, it is ultimately limited in capturing much of what is 
going on, no matter how beautiful, poignant and sharp the arguments are. Serious world issues such as: displace-
ment, identity, racism, violence, poverty, inequality, and gender biases, have become “trendy” in the art world 
because they are current, real and complex. Art in all its manifestations and forms offers us a way of seeing, 
feeling, thinking and creating alternative narratives to these issues, which words cannot capture adequately. 
    
“How do we fulfil this role as gallerists, curators in interrogating realities”
“How do we create platforms for such discourse to change and influence outcomes?”

I have been following the refugee crisis for a while and was disturbed by the world’s lack of empathy and action. 
It would seem that refugees are viewed, thought of as the “other’” less than ourselves, less than human. 
                  
“Why is this occurring?”
“How have we lost our ability to connect with our souls and the souls of others?”

When Anthony Lane approached me with this proposal I was overwhelmed. It offered an opportunity to make a 
contribution to this complex, and unfolding human crisis. Viewing the shoes which he brought into the gallery 
conjures images of its inhabitants and their stories. We are emotionally touched as we imagine the trauma of 
these “Lost Souls”.

It is widely held that we cannot change human nature. Our histories, furthermore, are littered with the brutality 
of the “other”. Empathy and compassion are reserved for those whom we regard as equal, from “our tribe”. Are 
we doomed to repeat our collective nature in this cycle of violence and displacement. A cycle of “other” and 
“Lost Souls”.  I am, however, hopeful that this exhibition in our small way can contribute to the awareness of 
this human tragedy which is on a scale not witnessed since world war II and is happening in an era of supposed 
“enlightenment” in so many other spheres of human endeavor. 

Shamiela Tyer

Refugee of Hope

A nation without a home, broken, standing
before injustice;

Torture, hunger, cold, fear and despair.

To run or to fight?
They decide to leave to other countries,

Far from a war that has taken away
Everything, even emotions

But they left their homes to face another
Kind of war

It’s the war of survival,
war of

Struggle, a war of existence.

P r e f a c e





In the autumn of 2015, at the height of the Syrian migrant 
crisis I received a call from Maria, a Greek friend on the 
Island of Skopelos where we have a home, asking me to 
meet her for a coffee. I was unaware that she had been 
volunteering at the Idomeni informal refugee camp on the 
Macedonian border, a consequence of Europe starting to 
close it borders to refugees. Visibly distressed she recounted 
what she had witnessed, not only the conditions in which the 
refugees were living in, but that the people she met could 
so easily be her. Doctors, teachers, artisans – all ordinary 
people like you and I. 

With the start of the winter rains and freezing weather, the 
conditions were increasingly getting worse for the displaced 
families. Maria, a solicitor from Thessaloniki, along with 
many other caring citizens had made the regular journeys 
to the frontier with home cooked meals, clothing and any 
other items that would help. She was asking all her friends to 
contribute in any way, no matter how small the gesture. 

The daily looped television images documenting the 
migrant’s journey had become almost mind numbing and 
somehow desensitised the personal trauma and massive hu-
manitarian crisis. Having had such a direct personal recount-
ing of the crises, I became far more aware of  the plight of 
these refugees. Seeing the harrowing image of Alan Kurdi, 
the three year old Kurdish Syrian child, whose body was 
washed ashore in Turkey in the September of 2015 became 
etched into my mind.

On one of my walks along the beautiful beaches on Skopelos 
I came across a child’s shoe that had been washed ashore. 
This started an internal dialogue, which was the catalyst for 
what has become “The Lost Souls Project”.

Where was this child now? Where did this child come from? 
Was this child still alive? 

I continued collecting shoes from the beaches on Skopelos 
over the next two years. Some shoes were relatively intact, 
but most were left with only the sole remaining. Some were 
merely fragments, some twisted beyond recognition, some 
baked and cracked by the sun, some battered and beaten by 
the sea. Each shoe had its own personality and identity. That 
there was always only one shoe spoke so powerfully of dis-
placement and separation. These became visual metaphors 
for me, seeing each as a portrait of the person that had once 
worn them. A remaining scrap of their identity.  

The thought of having to leave your home and your life with 
the only the clothes on your back and all you could carry is 
inconceivable. 

The sense of displacement and loss, unfathomable.

In a world driven by media and breaking news stories, the 
migrant crisis has become old news.  It has become a politi-
cal football of responsibility being played out in the corri-
dors of governments and humanitarian agencies. Statistics 
turning people into numbers. 

It is human nature to forget. As we are bombarded with so 
much new information on a daily basis, it is my wish for The 
Lost Souls Project to keep the dialogue alive. The plight of 
refugees the world over is ongoing. They are faced with the 
daunting challenge of building new lives in unfamiliar en-
vironments, carrying their memories of lost homes, families 
and countries with them. The possibility of returning to the 
lives they once had, a dream that may never be realised.

With the world in which we live increasingly divided by reli-
gious, cultural, ethnic, ideological, and political beliefs, it is 
my hope that we can all in our own way respect our shared 
sense of humanity and embrace what makes us different, as 
ultimately we are all the same.

Anthony Lane

              ....

Addendums:

Concurrent with the migrant crisis, Greece was suffering from one 
of the worst financial and social crises in its history with many peo-
ple losing jobs and becoming destitute. What struck me was despite 
their own challenges, Greeks from all walks of life found what little 
they had to share with the migrants, if not food or clothing, they 
volunteered to help in practical ways. 

Having lived for part of our lives in Greece, we have on so many 
occasions experienced Greek hospitality, their Philoxenia, which 
loosely translated means kindness to strangers. This in essence is 
part of the philosophy embraced in The Lost Souls Project 

The joint effort of this project has been between the Eclectica 
Galleries and myself. All the expenses have been covered by the 
gallery and myself and any proceeds will be donated to entities that 
promote or support the poignant and urgent issues reflected on with 
this project. 

T h e  L o s t  S o u l s  s t o r y





His new production “Sanctuary” is follows the same mode – an 
extensive installation featuring silent live performers confronting 
the viewer, but this time it is actual refugees who sit in simulated 
camp tableaux, challenging the casual visitor to normalise their 
lives.

Bailey and his company Third World Bunfight has been accused 
of fetishizing and aestheticising the subjects as spectacle, but in 
a world bombarded by mediated crisis these living scenes reach 
out in real time. His performers all understand the power of being 
“seen”.
It adds another dimension to the tale, when we consider the peo-
ple who make up the displaced masses.  The World Wars saw 
many influential people having to give up their lives and settle 
elsewhere.  In the visual art world alone there are big names such 
as Lucien Freud, Mona Hatoum, Camille Pisarro, Piet Mondrian 
and Kurt Schwitters.  In South Africa we are no strangers to the 
creatives who spent decades in exile from Apartheid. The paint-
ers Gerard Sekoto and Breyten Breytenbach are two of the most 
well known.

Who are the artists currently adrift in another country? Platforma 
the British arts and refugee network exists with the specific task 
of enabling the voices of those at risk.  It is a complex situation 
that will produce the same cycle of misery until alternative solu-
tions are found. 

In our hyper-networked society social media bristles with the 
sounds and images of the dispossessed.  The realm of science 
fiction has provided metaphors for modern paradoxes by placing 
people in the extremes of psychological and physical experience.  
The 2004 remake of Battlestar Galactica portrayed 50 000 hu-
man refugees fleeing an attack on their home planets, and the 
series followed them on their journey of survival and became 
an allegory for forms of governance and the fight for self- de-
termination and integration. Closer to home the film District 9 
(Year) highlighted the xenophobic meltdown that was happening 
in South Africa by placing an alien race into the role of “prob-
lematic outsiders” who have been forced to coexist with reluctant 
locals.  Its huge global reception speaks to a communal nerve 
being hit.  It seems that today’s borders are not between nations, 
but between those who have land, and those that don’t.

Say now the king
Should so much come too short of your great trespass
As but to banish you, whither would you go?
What country, by the nature of your error,
Should give you harbour?

The Greek islands in question are an international tourist destina-
tion. While working on this project I took a break with my family 
to an isolated coastal getaway in rural Transkei.  After a lot of 
effort we had finally got everything to the river where we could 
load a boat and travel to the mouth where the cottages were. 
I found myself squashed on board with eight members of my 
family overloaded with the supplies we would need for ten days 
away from any shops, electricity and cellphone network.  At this 
awkward moment I thought of those refugees who no longer had 
the option to go on holiday and whose journeys were towards the 
arms of another city, unlike us who were actively seeking respite 

Imagine that you see the wretched strangers,
Their babies at their backs and their poor luggage,
Plodding to the ports and coasts for transportation,
And that you sit as kings in your desires,
Authority quite silent by your brawl,
And you in ruff of your opinions clothed; 
What had you got?   

There is a sense of helplessness that is unavoidable when con-
fronted with tragedy.  Especially when it is large scale – numbers 
that mean nothing on their own but when attached to lives they 
become a burden of conscience, an indictment of our complic-
ity in the subtle systems that keep the war machine in motion.  
The rubberneck effect is quickly followed by an effort to move 
away from the impact zone towards something more tangible and 
hopefully, manageable.  

The “Lost Souls” project exists because Anthony Lane could not 
turn away from the facts that kept washing up on his Grecian 
doorstep and in the gathering piles he saw the possibility of giv-
ing voice to those who had become victims of a global crisis.  He 
collected these markers that ended up on Skopelos, one of the 
many Greek islands where the flotsam of many refugee journeys 
ends up. He then used his platform as an artist to highlight the 
grim reality of those who lost their shoes, their homes and most 
probably their lives. These sad traces of the footwear of people 
lost in a political storm, are markers of the individual cost of civil 
war.  Framed together as art they provoke a semantic conflict 
where meaning can be made in exchange for lives. They bear 
silent witnesses to our struggle to place them in relation to our 
normality.  This collaboration between artist and gallery has al-
lowed me, and by virtue of the public project, ‘us’, some agency 
in this crisis –which only seems to be escalating and fuelling a 
new strain of fascism.

The objects sit silently in the gallery, these fragments of footwear 
are placed in careful view for us to consider in a space where 
our thoughts can echo.  But how loud the maelstrom surround-
ing these pitiful objects? From the final shock that provoked the 
flight, to the last cry of the drowning man, woman or child. 
Mirrored in box frames, the photographs let the shoes become 
portraits, and possible gravestones.  They have been taken in a 
studio with forensic sharpness, allowing the viewer to be drawn 
in by the pathetic material remains of the original form.  The 
viewer can take a pathologist’s view and make critical assump-
tions about the wearer and the worn.  We can group them in ages 
and genders and price range.  

Here is a size five ladies formal pump, brown leather with an or-
namental bow, but only the left half of the pair, and only the front 
half of the shoe. This article has been simultaneously damaged 
and cleaned by the salt water and now asks us to consider the 
woman who lost it as if is some holy relic, and we the unwitting 
pilgrims give pause to honour her life.

S T R A N D L I N E :   T h e  S t r a n g e r s ’  C a s e

The worst is the small sizes.  Nobody wants to take on the pain 
associated with the suffering and loss of children.  Perhaps the 
shoes fell off when their parents were carrying them? Press 
photographs of their suffering and bodies have caused an inter-
national outrage and these ice-cream coloured rubber sandals 
made in China are pretty grim reminders of the core violence at 
play.

Global crisis is not a new subject for the art world.  Neither is 
the found object. Important artists have been working with both 
in search of a new voice.

Christian Boltanski is renowned for his work with the artifacts 
of political cruelty and for his awesome installations document-
ing the fate of individual when processed by the machine of 
state. His medium is the object, the personal items placed en 
masse which both serve as an archive of the victims’ stories and 
as a monument to the cause of their sacrifice. The works “No 
Mans’ Land” and “Personne” both involve enormous piles of 
second-hand clothes, laid out in grids for the viewer to interact 
with.  In one of the shows they are asked to “rescue” items and 
take them back into the world. 

Brazilian Vik Muniz created his “Wasteland” series with rub-
bish-pickers on the giant dump in Rio de Janeiro.  He started 
by gathering warehouses of waste and selecting objects to place 
into collage portraits of the collectors who he then documented 
as large photographs.  The profit of these works went back to 
the original collectors and so turned some lives around, their 
sense of dignity restored.

Ai Weiwei is probably the most famous artist who works with 
humanity and scale.  At the end of 2017 he directed the docu-
mentary “Human Flow” which digs deep into the painful reality 
of refugees while travelling with them on their painful exodus. 
“We are artists, we are part of the whole situation. This problem 
has such a long history, a human history. We are all refugees 
somehow, somewhere and at some moment.”  
He and Anish Kapoor have both dealt with political dislocation, 
with Kapoor donating his million-dollar Genesis Prize to refu-
gee organisations.  He said “The people who come… making 
a very difficult, dangerous journey – they know the danger of 
getting on a boat, walking across hundreds of miles of Europe 
without a future – what they’re doing is hugely creative. I mean, 
what does it take to bring your family, and move them across? 
That’s talent that we’re wasting! Bring them in - let them add 
to our pool of talent! Let them bring in solutions to our prob-
lems. What more could you ask?” South African theatre director 
Brett Bailey has worked for many years in performance art and 
chooses taboo subjects and works with real people in his shows.  
He took his controversial “Exhibit B” on tour through Europe in 
2016 and provoked loud reactions to his diatribe on race.  

from the stress of urban life.  Teetering above the water I 
imagined what I would have to jettison to live the reality of this 
subject and travel the distance to the fear I had only experienced 
in nightmares.

Over the next few days I collected flotsam from the high-tide 
mark with my son.  We chose sticks and stones to decorate the 
sandcastles he built, but I was more fascinated by the desiccated 
shoes that dotted this strandline. I collected 15 individual shoes 
of various sizes, some probably discarded by local fishermen 
and others washed down by the river. Looking at the context 
of this project allowed me to play detective, and create stories 
around their imagined owners’ lives.

When researching this project and tracing the movements of 
displaced people in the Mediterranean I googled Syria where 
the majority of the recent refugees have fled the conflict with 
Islamic State. There are 360-degree photographs on the Goo-
gle Map Streetview that places one in panoramas of destroyed 
buildings in deserted cities.  These ghost towns exist where 
there were once bustling markets and schools and it conjured 
up stark images of what happened that forced people to choose 
to run rather than staying to face their fate.  In 2015 over ten 
thousand people per day were arriving in Greece via Turkey 
over the sea.  

Doctors Without Borders (MSF) report that those who make it 
to the islands are often incarcerated for years as they are pro-
cessed. It is ironic then that it is the refugees’ footwear that has 
been rescued and has found harbour in the safety of this project 
in distant country.  These hundreds of objects stand in place of 
millions of people and give an authentic testimony of the end-
less procession of the dispossessed. 

If we are all connected – then these shoes are ours, and our 
family’s shoes. Our stories even, or perhaps just that flicker of 
recognition of those times when we feel we don’t belong and 
when we are at the mercy of others. Look hard at these shoes. 
Walk in them in your mind. Maybe this tiny gesture can be 
butterfly stamp in another direction. It is your responses that can 
cause a change for those affected and perhaps make a place for 
the others in your city and in our country.

Richard Kilpert

1 From “Sir Thomas More”, Act 2 Scene 4, attributed to Shakespeare c1590.  
Over 200 years about 64,000 Europeans had gone to England in search of better 
lives and the locals blamed them for taking their jobs and threatening their 
culture. Tensions in London reached breaking point on May Day 1517 and an 
angry mob attacked the immigrants and looted their homes. The little known 
play was written by several writers around 1590 and concerns Sir Thomas 
More’s role as councilor to Henry VIII.  The International Rescue Committee 
used this speech for World Refugee Day 2018.  See the video here:   https://bit.
ly/2KtLdZK

2 https://www.theguardian.com/uk-news/2015/sep/17/ai-weiwei-anish-ka-
poor-london-walk-refugees

 3https://www.telegraph.co.uk/art/artists/ai-weiwei-anish-kapoor-refugee-walk/



Why, you must needs be strangers: would you be pleased
To find a nation of such barbarous temper,
That, breaking out in hideous violence,
Would not afford you an abode on earth,
Whet their detested knives against your throats,
Spurn you like dogs, and like as if that God
Owed not nor made not you, nor that the claimants
Were not all appropriate to your comforts,
But chartered unto them, what would you think
To be thus used? This is the strangers case;
And this your mountainish inhumanity



Again, I make this point not to diminish the plight of the poor, 
unhoused, and damned – the tragic fate of the refugee which is 
central to this exhibition – but, rather, to amplify the complexity 
of the dilemma presented to us. For if ‘Lost Souls’ represents ‘no 
confined truth’, and if ‘there is no completeness to the project’, 
this, I believe, is because we can ‘only pause’ and rethink the 
question of belonging and non-belonging, and, in the recogni-
tion of a global aggravated displacement, start by assuming an 
empathic recognition of the greater human problem.  
This I will attempt to do by examining particular sets of shoes, 
those painted and photographed by Vincent van Gogh, Andy 
Warhol, Walker Evans, and Rene Magritte. This is because I am 
interested in the specific nature of what shoes might mean or 
signify as metaphors or tropes for the human condition. More-
over, I am particularly interested in how these representations 
of shoes operate as distinctive markers or clues for the age in 
which they were created. 

In other words, there is nothing neutral about shoes, and what 
they might have meant, and what they mean today. Thus, when 
Patrick speaks of two technical and aesthetic decisions – pho-
tographing single shoes from a bird’s eye view or in a landscape 
format – she is also noting the specific cultural context and 
optic which informs these decisions. The bird’s eye view sup-
poses portraiture, she says. It signals ‘individuality’, ‘identity’, 
and transforms an object – a shoe – into ‘a face’ and a point of 
interaction. The landscape format, on the other hand, ‘echoes 
the pattern of walking’, the sensation of being ‘a part of linear 
narrative’. 

These aesthetic decisions are of course a part of an established 
tradition in painting and photography. My deeper question, 
however, is whether Patrick is merely echoing these traditions 
or asking us to ponder upon their continued veracity. Is an ob-
ject photographed truly a ‘face’, or is it its evacuation, its absence 
and refusal? Does a shoe arraigned horizontally automatically 
suggest the act of walking or does it not, rather, suppose an ar-
rest? To what extent do we, the viewers, dream intimacy or mo-
tion? To what extent do we remain umbilically connected to a 
preordained culture and tradition of looking and feeling? 

My point is that we are not intrinsically and inviolably con-
nected to a pre-existent system of seeing and feeling. Rather, 
today, we find ourselves unable, satisfactorily, to embrace any 
ordained optic. This, I argue, has everything to do which the 
psychic-moral-emotional crisis in which we find ourselves. 

Cast adrift, bankrupted, ours is a time in which the act of look-
ing, of feeling – in this case at an exhibition of nameless shoes 
– possesses ‘no finality’ and represents ‘no confined truth’ – pre-
cisely because, as Patrick justly points out, ‘there is no complete-
ness’. 

How did this catastrophic moment come about? 

Yo u r  H e a r t  U n d e r  Yo u r  F e e t

I
Twenty-one grams, the legend goes, is the sum subtracted from 
the body when it dies, a number so strange in its precision that it 
cannot but prove mythic. It is the quantity of the soul, we’re told, 
its infinitesimal weight and density, a thing so fine, so mysteri-
ous, which those raised on faith hold dear. What is a life without 
a soul, and what a lost soul? A creature vanquished, abandoned, 
consigned to oblivion? And who, one might ask, has the right to 
ascribe this loss? Those who imagine themselves found? Those, 
a-throb with life, those with a sense of purpose and place, em-
boldened by a consecrated belief? These are some of the ques-
tions that cling to me as I consider the exhibition entitled ‘Lost 
Souls’. 

An installation and a photographic record of an array of shoes, 
whole, mangled, fractured, which were collected on the shores 
of a Greek island by the artist, Anthony Lane, and subsequently 
photographed by Clare Patrick. ‘Lost Souls’ is not so much the 
proven record of the dead, distinguished by a motley crew of 
shoes, but, as Patrick and Lane remind us, it is as much an ‘in-
trospection and presumption’ of this hypothetical likelihood as 
it is ‘about questioning and explicitly confronting the reality of 
the crisis of global mass migration’. 

The beach, a barren sliver of rock or sand between sea and ar-
able land, between drift and settlement, is the poignant terrain 
upon which the shoes were found. As to whether they truly be-
longed to Syrian refugees consigned to a watery death is un-
knowable. They are not, therefore, implacably the shoes of the 
dead, which for Patrick makes the exhibition all the more ‘poi-
gnant’. ‘There is always the lingering question, the possibility for 
hope or catastrophic heartbreak’, she says. The split is telling, in-
deed it proves the crux of our human condition today, because, 
increasingly, we cannot parse hope from dread. 

If ‘The shoes have no finality and represent no confined truth’, as 
Patrick and Lane aver, then what could they be said to embody 
and harbour? According to the artist and photographer these 
shoes ‘represent the unending questions that surround the crisis 
of migration and displacement. They are the metaphor for the 
limbo of existence that so many have been subjected to’. 

And yet, without diminishing the very real plight of those dis-
placed, I think that Patrick and Lane speak more precisely and 
more generally of the plight that afflicts all of us, because today 
each and every human being, every soul, finds itself adrift, mis-
carried, devoid of a sextant or compass that can guide them. 
This is because today we live in a time of aggravated uncertainty, 
a time which has forsaken the grail of resolved hope, the sancti-
ty of well-being, the calm and grace that comes with the surety 
of a sense of belonging. 

Ours, then, is an age ravaged by dread, an age in which those 
deemed unwanted, unloved, and uncared for are but the symp-
tomatic sum of the entire earth’s self-disgust and fear. 



Why is it that we, today, cannot satisfactorily bind ourselves, 
sanctify our insight? An answer, in part, can be found by look-
ing at a series of representations of shoes, and, in so doing, per-
haps better reflect upon the complexity of what the exhibition, 
‘Lost Souls’, may or may not signify.    

II
For the cover of his book, Postmodernisn, or, The Cultural Log-
ic of Late Capitalism, Fredric Jameson chose an image of Andy 
Warhol’s Diamond Dust Shoes. A paradoxically luminous yet 
de-saturated image of pointed women’s shoes in varying tones, 
their arrangement, to me at least, also suggest a musical score.  
Denatured, abstracted, fetishized and commodified, Diamond 
Dust Shoes is by no means misplaced, because Warhol’s image 
is the perfect illustration for the chilling vapidity and ‘depthless-
ness’ which, for Jameson, sums up what, in retrospect, we call 
‘Postmodernism’. 

In declaring Postmodernism as a defining-yet-past condition, I 
am assuming that we are no longer wholly, or consciously, de-
fined by it. How so? Because at this moment in time we find 
ourselves at once remorseful and nostalgic, fearful and con-
fused, nonplussed and horrified, by the historical-political-cul-
tural condition in which we find ourselves – a condition which, 
implicitly, I have registered in Patrick and Lane’s reflection upon 
the ‘Lost Souls’ project. 
The resurgence of populism, nativism, essentialism, or, more 
bluntly, absolutism, emerges now as a symptom of a disavow-
al of a relativistic and coolly detached understanding of what 
life once meant. Today’s world is agonistic, fraught, desperate 
and hyperbolically excessive. Reason – the judicious folly borne 
from the Enlightenment – has given way to drastically divisive 
passions in which it is Truth which we long for most in this era 
of ‘Post-Truth’. 
What, you might reasonably wonder, does this embattled and 
grievously divisive current moment have to do with shoes. Well 
– Everything. 

Let’s return to Jameson’s chapter, ‘The Cultural Logic of Late 
Capitalism’. Therein the American Marxist critic considers four 
sets of shoes – Vincent van Gogh’s ‘peasant shoes’; Rene Mag-
ritte’s surreal shoes in which we find ‘the carnal reality of the 
human member itself, now more phantasmic than the leather 
it is painted on’; Andy Warhol’s Diamond Dust Shoes; Walker 
Evans’ worker’s shoes from the depression era. Each set of shoes 
tells a very different story. Indeed, the differences between these 
sets of shoes can be said to define the evolution of humankind. 
How so? Jameson sets up a striking contrast between Van Gogh 
and Warhol’s shoes, declaring that the difference between them 
marks a shift from ‘high modernist’ to ‘postmodernist’. To un-
derstand this shift Jameson turns to Heidegger for whom Van 
Gogh’s shoes ‘vibrates the silent call of the earth’. Emblematic 
of a natural world, the very raw and expressive nature of Van 
Gogh’s rendition amounts to the very revelation of Being. In 
brief, Van Gogh’s shoes speak the very abject truth of Being. 
Warhol’s shoes, by way of a stark contrast, belongs to anything 
but the earth. Unused, sealed off behind a window dresser’s glass 
window, they insist upon disconnection rather than connection. 

As Jameson notes, ‘Andy Warhol’s Diamond Dust Shoes evi-
dently no longer speaks to us with any immediacy of Van Gogh’s 
footgear, indeed, I am tempted to say that it does not really 
speak to us at all’.  

If the Dutchman’s gnarled and blistered lived-in shoes amounts 
to what Heidegger terms ‘the unconcealment … of being’, then 
the American’s sterile and detached representation reminds us 
of an all-consuming and numbing void – ‘a new kind of flatness 
or depthlessness, a new kind of superficiality in the most literal 
sense’.  On further reflection, Jameson notes that a ‘glaced X-ray 
elegance mortifies the reified eye of the viewer in a way that 
would seem to have nothing to do with death’. And yet, Warhol’s 
shoes have nothing to do with life either. Rather, they hover be-
tween the realms of the living and the dead, they seem to occupy 
a strange limbo-world – ‘the world of appearance’. This ‘limbo’, 
however, is by no means the same as that expressed by Patrick, 
because while we may have inherited Warhol’s cool dispassion, 
ours is an acutely aggrieved and perplexed time that straddles 
the human and inhuman.  

Doubtless, we have inherited this world of appearances, a world 
which Jean Baudrillard and the Warchowski’s dubbed the ‘desert 
of the real’. And it is this very desert, in which one can no longer 
disinter truth from falsity, life from mortification, pleasure from 
its denatured surrogate, which explains the perplexity of the 
current moment. We no longer know who and what we are. We 
cannot with any degree of certainty stake a claim on behalf of 
Truth. Which is why we have become increasingly excessive and 
hysterical, and why we avidly seek to manufacture a composure 
which we no longer possess. 
What then are we to make of Walker Evans’ shoes, entitled 
‘Floyd Burroughs’ Work Shoes’. Photographed in the 1920s, a 
clear sign for abjection, they are not so much displayed as they 
are splayed, split, removed from the ghost of their subject, Floyd 
Burroughs. We know this ghost of a man – a man grown thin 
through hunger, despair, and desperation – through this crude-
ly blunt and worn vestige. Unlike Van Gogh’s painted peasant 
shoes, which enshrine hunger’s grace, Evans’ shoes express a 
certain futility. In them we see all the hopeless yearning which 
consumes humankind, a yearning existential, devoid of essence 
– remaindered. As to which set of shoes is the more tragic – Van 
Gogh’s? Warhol’s? Evans’? – is the riddle which confronts us. 
For the decision we make will reveal everything about what we 
value, how we understand our place in the world, and how we 
confront and understand a very different representational sche-
ma, and historical moment, which informs ‘Lost Souls’.  

III
For Fredric Jameson there is also a fourth pair of shoes which 
deserve consideration, shoes which are not emblematic of a way 
of seeing this world, but a way of living inside it. For Jameson 
these shoes – part shoe, part human foot – are carnally real. 
For if Evans’ pair of shoes reinforce the ghost of their absent 
occupant, if Van Gogh’s shoes are a strangely ventriloquistic an-
them to their remembered and honoured peasant occupant, if 
Warhol’s shoes defy any access to a dimension one might term 
human, then Magritte’s surreal spectre – part leather, part flesh 
– is perhaps the most viscerally human 

of all, precisely because it confounds the ability to distinguish 
the manufactured object from its human occupant. 

The genius of the best surrealists lies precisely in this uncannily 
fused yet dissonant relation between the inanimate and the liv-
ing. For many who regard themselves as discerning, surrealism 
errs on the side of kitsch, it overstates its point, overreaches its 
crux, and dissipates the complexity of lived experience. And yet, 
from my point of view, Surrealism could be said to best define 
our conflicted and unresolved current moment in which it has 
become terribly difficult to distinguish value from the valueless, 
truth from falsity, the heart from its vainglorious clang. With 
this realisation in mind, perhaps it is Magritte’s shoes which toll 
the greater truth. How so? Because their very ‘carnal reality’ is a 
testimony to the raw, abraded, and confused lives we currently 
live – lives rendered increasingly absurd, not because they are 
weird or strange, but because they are remorseless in their irrec-
oncilable difficulty. 

For Pankaj Mishra the prognosis is even more stark, for we are 
not only being torn apart by an irreconcilable conflict, we are 
‘doomed’ because of it. Which is why this moment, our mo-
ment, needs to be reflected upon all the more earnestly. Not for 
us, the raw access to truth which Heidegger discovered in Van 
Gogh’s peasant shoes. Not for us, the insouciant and debased 
emptiness of Warhol’s vacant lot of ‘appearance’. Not for us, the 
tragic ghost world of ‘Floyd Burroughs’ Work Shoes’. No. We 
have a far more exacting realm which we occupy against our 
will and without reprieve. 

And here, in this particularly exacting regard, I was remind-
ed by my lover of quite another pair of shoes, or rather, not so 
much a pair of shoes but a particular sentence tattooed to the 
sole of a foot. The sentence reads: put your heart under your feet 
… and walk!  
The artist who carries this imprinted lore is Steven Cohen. The 
inspiration for these words comes from Cohen’s 96-year-old 
‘surrogate mother’, Nomsa, who, when asked by Cohen just how 
he could continue living after his life-partner, Elu, had died, 
repeated the mantra which she, surely, for well-nigh a century, 
had held dear – put your heart under your feet and walk! Ex-
clamatory and declarative, it is a statement which I think is of 
profound relevance to us today. For if we are all grieving, if we 
are all experiencing a profound loss and confusion, then how 
else must we wrestle with and overcome our demons, if not by 
internalising them, the way one internalises a poison in order to 
live on? For we are doubtless poisoned creatures. Which is why 
we cannot make sense of the world with any clarity, and why the 
majority is consumed by bitterness and rage, vengefulness and 
arrogance, and the minority, like Cohen, seek a more humane 
and caring path. 

IV
It is this more empathic path which Anthony Lane and Clare 
Patrick have asked us to reconsider. For them it is not enough 
to imagine some point of neutrality between the act of seen and 
the object seen. This is because we can no longer easily immerse 
ourselves in the world or coolly detach ourselves from it. Our 
‘limbo’ is a limbo of the damned. 
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However, given the doomed nature of our current state, Patrick 
and Lane compel us to embrace the open-ended and uncertain 
nature of our lives, and, subsequently, our apprehension of the 
lives of others. It is the very poignant ambivalence of the ‘Lost 
Souls’ exhibition which must be broached. For as artist and pho-
tographer remind us, we must at no point absolutely presume 
that what we are witnessing are the shoes of the dead. Rather, 
what we are seeing are shoes which have been salvaged from a 
Mediterranean shore, shoes which, implicitly, evoke a burning 
unsettlement at the heart of Europe, shoes which, as a ‘meta-
phor’, belong to those in search of sanctuary from an otherwise 
forsaken world. It is therefore poignancy and pathos which lies 
at the heart of this exhibit, the tautly thin line between ‘the pos-
sibility of hope or catastrophic heartbreak’. 

Is it the isolated and hapless objects, photographed perhaps fo-
rensically, which we must take in and imbibe like a poison? Or 
is it the ghosts of the nameless dead, or alive, which linger, like 
an absent presence, at the heart of a strangely emptied image 
that matters?  We know the story of doomed migration. We have 
watched and listened to the unremitting ‘breaking news’ of hu-
man beings without documents seeking asylum on the shores 
and hinterland of Europe. We know the fracture which has oc-
curred within Europe and the bitter truth which founds it – the 
truth that Europe is not for everyone, that ‘Universal Man’ is a 
hoax, as is Paul Gilroy’s capacious and empathic call for a ‘Plan-
etary Humanism’. For the earth is a beleaguered and balkanised 
place, a place increasingly shaped by walls that are exclusionary 
both physically and psychically. 



Walls which precisely define not only those who must be kept 
out but also those who must be kept in.  

Long before the current haemorrhaging of Europe, Susan Son-
tag anticipated this catastrophe. In ‘The Idea of Europe’, pub-
lished in 1988, Sontag noted that ‘The unremitting influxes of 
foreigners into the rich European countries have the possibility 
of turning the slogan “Europe” nasty once more’. This is because 
the very ‘ideal of Europe’ is precisely that, an ideal ‘rendered 
obsolete by … prosperity … liberty … selfishness’. Europe, then, 
as an idea, and ideal, ‘spoiled beyond repair’. For what Sontag 
staggeringly anticipated was not merely the crisis which await-
ed Europe, but its intrinsic heartlessness – ‘a new cultural and 
political geography’ reduced to ‘nation-sized theme parks’, in 
which Europe is reduced to ‘an instant playback, which natives 
… consume as avidly as tourists’, because, of course, it is only the 
tourist who can and must be admitted. 

As for the rest? Those unhomed through violence and pover-
ty, those under siege, those bereft of hope? For those for whom 
Europe remains as a misplaced and tragic ideal there is only si-
lence, nullity, death. 

The matter is of course far more complex, but for the purpos-
es of this essay it is the neurotic return to an exclusionary and 
divisive culture which assumes dominance, a culture which at 
its darkest root has accepted that nastiness is the only solution, 
a nastiness which isolates, hurts, destroys and irredeemably 
others. And it is this dark heart which, I think, most disturb-
ingly informs the exhibition, ‘Lost Souls’. For it is not sufficient 
to merely mourn the dead, those who drowned in their bid to 
reach an imagined democracy, one must also mourn Europe’s 
moral bankruptcy.

V
I must conclude this reflection by turning to its origin, a con-
versation with the director of Eclectica, Shamiela Tyer. We were 
meeting for the first time. For my part it was an occasion to 
write on art, but I could not have anticipated the difficulty of 
the challenge. 

Having familiarised ourselves with each other – the writer and 
the dealer – my attention was drawn to a black crate full of or-
phaned shoes. What initially struck me was the haphazard and 
garbled language the crate emitted – the shoes of men, women, 
children … a high heel, a child’s plastic slipper, a loafer. It was 
then Tyer informed me that the shoes were collected by a South 
African artist, Anthony Lane, on an island beach in Greece. 
The shoes belonged to Syrian refugees, she said, but, for the life 
of me, I couldn’t give a human face, let alone a nationally dis-
tinguished one, to this jumble of synthetic matter. Because, of 
course, as Patrick rightly reminded me, the crate possessed no 
sure proof of this nationally specific tragedy.

Nevertheless, my impassive engagement with the 
crate of shoes could not be ignored. Was my initial re-
sponse not heartless? Surely any feeling being would 
have absorbed the loss and pain which inhabited that 
black crate? 

Where, I wondered, did my failing lie? Was my heart a vacant 
lot? My mind exhausted by and cauterised to a truth of loss and 
pain and death? After all, the catastrophic plight of refugees flee-
ing from Syria and Africa have become a daily reminder. And as 
Alain de Botton has reminded us, the news is remorseless in its 
capacity to deaden feeling and ensure a paralysing depression. 
But then, surely so is art? Are we not trained to see and contain 
both beauty and horror, and in the act of containment learn to 
value it? As for a crate of shoes, what did it mean? 

Non-committal, cold, confused, I shifted my gaze away from a 
crate of remains remaindered, tokens which for me lacked a life-
line; a lack, as I’ve stated at the outset, which stems from imag-
ining ourselves inured, immune. We fail to care because we no 
longer know how to. We buttress and isolate ourselves because 
little matters other than our chosen echo chamber.

This conclusion persisted until the critical point when Tyer 
slipped a sheet of photocopied images towards me, a contact 
sheet in which a series of rectangles each contained an individ-
ual shoe. It was then, in that moment in which a haphazard clut-
ter of things, now individualised, now framed, now constructed 
to be seen, consumed me. However, it was not the identifiably 
individual shoes which now spurred me but the desire to know 
who had shot them. For these to my mind were not merely im-
passive and detached photographic records, not merely skilfully 
reproduced artefacts, rather, they were instances of acute inti-
macy between the one who sees and that which is seen. 

There in that contact sheet I sensed no morbid fetishism, no 
cool neutrality, but a human being at once vexed and graced by 
a challenge to overcome the product seen as an impediment, a 
stain, a horror or futility. The light which the images emitted was 
sufficient, no more, for these were not auratic tokens but works 
which resulted from a difficult circumspection. The photogra-
pher, as you know, is Clare Patrick, and what most compelled 
her was ‘ritual’ – the ritual of seeing, the ritual of touching, the 
ritual of ‘looking at every aspect in taking a photograph’. 

‘One sits still before this object that comes from who knows 
where’, Patrick assented. The remark was not only sobering but 
stringent in its precision – this object that comes from who 
knows where. Where indeed? And what is this thing? Does it 
truly possess a story beyond the one which we ascribe to it? 
What happens when one plucks a single shoe from a mound of 
mismatched familiars? And how, in the plucking, in the fram-
ing, in the taking, does one consecrate the act? 
‘One sits still’. In these brief words I recognised the enormity 
of the difficulty – the difficulty of sitting still, the difficulty that 
comes with truly seeing, and ‘the responsibility that entails’. This 
act of seeing, this act of taking is a ‘technical and moral’ one, for 
the truth lay not in the shoe but its sighting. Because of course 
the photographer is correct when she states that in the seeing 
and in the taking one must ‘acknowledge what’s going to be rep-
resented’. 

As a student at the Michaelis School of Fine Art, Patrick com-
piled a dictionary of all too familiar photographic words – 
capturing, shooting, taking, the most commonplace.

I have used two of these appropriative and violent terms, but what of 
creating, what of making, she asked? What of ‘reclaiming photogra-
phy as a performative art’? 

Better known for her interest in abstraction – line, colour, form, di-
vorced from its integral and objectified being – Patrick found the 
task of photographing shoes – things integral, constitutive, definably 
whole, or displaced in their fragmented but discernible parts – to be 
both compelling and estranging. But what mattered far more was the 
principle, the ethical crux, which would give the project its meaning 
for her. ‘Why is it important?’, she asked as I listened, ‘Because it 
offers the opportunity for photography to work in an empathic way’.   
          
Whether most will recognise the workings of empathy in Patrick’s 
images is unanswerable. A writer, a photographer, can never truly 
know, in advance, the emotional outcome of their work. And the 
very same can be said for Lane’s installation. Moreover, the era of its 
making does play a crucial role, for it creates the particular climate 
and culture for a particular feeling and understanding. 

After all, ours is not Van Gogh’s time, it is not a time of the heart, 
it is not the time of compassion. But neither is it the chilling time 
of Warhol, a renegade time which refused the heart. No, ours is a 
time complex, layered, shattered and confused, a time of acute pain, 
a time of hopelessness, a time unremitting in its cruelty. And yet, and 
yet, it is also a time in which, after Roman Krznaric, empathy can 
create ‘a revolution of human relationships’. 
Ours, then, is a time in which we can overcome our cauterised exis-
tences and begin, once again, to feel, for it is also a time, desperate 
and mortified, in which we must put our heart under our feet … and 
walk! 

Ashraf Jamal
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“...what would you think
To be thus used? This is the strangers case;
And this your mountainish inhumanity”











In a world that is increasingly divided by religious, 
cultural, ideological, and political beliefs my hope 

is that we can all in our own small way build on our 
shared sense of humanity. Embrace what makes us 

all different as ultimately we are all the same.















  

A nation without a home, broken,
standing 

                      before injustice;
                             Torture, hunger, cold, fear and despair.















“There in that contact sheet I sensed no morbid fetishism, 
no cool neutrality, but a human being at once vexed and 
graced by a challenge to overcome the product seen as an 
impediment, a stain, a horror or futility. The light which 
the images emitted was sufficient, no more, for these were 
not auratic tokens but works which resulted from a difficult 
circumspection.”
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