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PREFACE

This book was inspired by the video installation titled INTO BEING - THE RIVER, made in 2002 for the Museum 

of Art and History, Santa Cruz, California. The installation was a collaboration by visual artist Diana Hobson 

and composer Susan Alexjander, whose soundtrack completed the work.

Diana’s poetry at the beginning of the book created the blueprint for the ilm. Journal entries written as the 

artist sat beside the river in meditation, listening and observing, prepared her for the work.

The images in this book are a mixture of original video stills and new photographs taken when revisiting the 

river. Short sequences from the original video can be seen on the artists’ websites at http://dianhobson.org 

and https://oursounduniverse.com
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INTRODUCTION

“With this work our intention is to trigger/awaken elementary/ Elemental Memory/ Mind...

... Life began to gestate in the ancient waters of our iery planet, at a pinpoint in time when falling debris of stars and 

earth’s atmosphere was poised to support it.

A certain consciousness, a thought, an electrical cognition, triggered the beginning of humankind. First memory of 

elemental mind ignited.

Now, after millennia of the constant turning of mankind’s restless aggression and ignorance, it is time to retrieve this 

moment in our consciousness; to turn about with an interdependent awareness, to the kernel at the center of our being, 

returning to that memory within us, whose code resides within water, the ancient ancestor common to all living form.

In a video installation of the element of water (the river), poetry with sounds and frequencies of elemental and subtle 

form, we hope to trigger and awaken in our ancient consciousness, a cellular memory as old as ‘irst thought’, a strand of 

vital DNA in the multidimensional chain of being.”

(Text from the video sound track, 2002)



A river
So ancient 
In darkness

She stirs

An atom of consciousness,

A Whisper
Of time.

I hear her name in the silence,

And from oblivion
We moved silently



Seeping,
Unseen.

Emerging

To hold the Sun in our eye,
And the BLINK

Of the eye of the Sun

Seeing Himself
In our face.



RIVER WRITING JOURNAL

Friday, 7th February, 2002.

I sit with the river - watching, deeply listening, and writing.

It rushes energetically where there are objects in it’s path.

A few yards away upstream the river is like a mirror. 

Deep, earth color, not a ripple.

Yet, here where I sit, it speeds in a cacophony of sound, 

activated by the small boulders that it has placed in it’s path.

Nothing is powerful enough to stop it’s force.

A man-made dam demands an outlet.





Despite its force, it is passive.

It does not confront.

It lows around obstacles and they add to its power.

In its own time it carves the pattern of it’s own nature into stone and earth and tree.

Man may channel its substance for his own needs .

We are all part of this. 

We are Mankind. 

But the source remains.

We owe our existence to the river.

It lows through us.

It births our cells, our blood, our memory.

When we dry up a river, a part of us also shrivels and dies.







The river has overlowed .

In its dampness the water had receded and moss grows, 

green and alive. 

Another world, 

microscopic 

in its sense of the ininite.

The river knows ininity.

It becomes the ocean, 

which becomes the atmosphere, 

which becomes our very own Prana.





As I stand, my eyes focus on the sinuous web 

of tree roots, earth and stone that deine the river’s edge. 

The lowing current becomes just a sound, 

intricate in its orchestration of the expression of it’s joy.

Here the solid earth begins to move with the rhythm of the water.

It moves like a slug moves across the ground. 

I actually see it moving in a very deliberate way, 

together as one form, 

following itself.





I ask the Devas to take me further,

beyond the veil of mortal eye.

To see with crystal sight, 

the ground of elemental core.

What is the nature of water?

What is the nature of ourselves?

ARE WE THE SAME?





Ducks glide upstream on the silent relecting mirror.

They don’t ask what is the nature of water?

They are part of it.

They don’t try to change it.

They loat on its surface and eat from its depths.

They marry and mate, ight and build nests.

Flowing with the low, living the dream of the nature of water.





The river carves out caves.

It takes out trees, 

who cling to earth with intelligent roots.

The water will always win.

This IS life, 

lowing with the greater low.







I look through my binoculars at the detail of the course,

creating its own most beautiful form.

Nothing is ugly here.

Even old tin cans agree to this design, 

carried to a resting place 

to merge in nature’s guise.





Where the eddies are calmer, 

bubbles appear.

Trapping air like thoughts, 

loating over the surface of the mind.

We are individual sparks of a collective mind,

each performing our role.

In the greatest of plays.





Photographing details I come across an old rag

draped over tree roots,

like a curtain, 

impregnated with mossy green

to mimic it’s surroundings.

Nature has been adjusted

to form a divergent world.

Will a future generation question this

and create its own woven cloth?

Water will still be water.

The same essence, 

that has lowed through millennia

as civilizations come and go.





The River relects out of herself 

onto the trees and the rocks.

Animated light patterns of it’s movement.

They are caresses of love, 

essence of the sun,

traveling through space,

to water,

from water,

through our eyes,

to us.  





Diana Hobson lives and works in the Santa 

Cruz Mountains of California. She is British 

and has a Masters Degree from the Royal 

College of Art,  London. Her work is in 

collections worldwide, including Hokkaido 

Museum of Modern Art, the Contemporary 
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Susan Alexjander, originally from the East 

Coast, now lives in Portland, Oregon. She 

received a Masters in music composition 

from San José State University. 

Susan is best known for her research into the 

micro/macro world of vibration, translating 

frequencies into sound for her compositions. 

Her CD Sequencia, is an example of her 

ground-breaking work with DNA, where she 

translated data into audible frequency. 

Susan has collaborated with choreographers 

and visual artists, contributing to dance and 

museum installation throughout America.
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Dedicated to the memory of my friends.

Thekla Hammond, whose creativity and life was so inspiring.

And Nancy Cunningham Clark, whose delight in nature was so infectious.








