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What is intended here is not a formal 
investigation, nor a conclusive piece of  research, 
but more 

a wander through possibilities. 

At least I can debate where to start: 

-The first idea for the ‘project’, which in fact came 
well after the start

-The geographic beginning, when I drove off the 
A711 and past a barrier, a flag pole, a sign telling 
me I had entered a restricted military area, aka 
the Kirkcudbright Training Area

-The time, which was around 3pm on the 2nd 
August 2020

-The records of  my visit, in the form of  
photographs and notes





Maybe there was a plan, a method, some 
anticipated results...

...instead there are images

A pastoral scene, though not in the eyes of  the 
farmer, the soldier, the man operating the satellite 
camera

A Dutch landscape painting, large skies, cows 
grazing, an elaborate room in which the painting 
hangs

Of  course there are details in each photo, of  
things to be pulled out, mentioned, listed, 

an accumulation of  ‘intelligence’

And what about some speculative interpretation, 
especially if  we talk about SIGNS, things we see 
references to, but not the actual things

S I L V E R     H I L L 



  W H I T E       S A N D S

A realisation of  another past, of  the importance 
of  capital letters on maps, 

An artwork by John Baldessari, ‘California Map 
Project’, 1969.

Baldessari stated:

“I guess it’s fundamental to my work that I tend 
to think of  words as substitutes for images. I can 
never seem to figure out what one does that the 
other doesn’t do, so it propels me, this kind of  
bafflement” 

ARCHAEOLOGICAL BAFFLEMENTS

The idea of  a bafflement, the history of  
misinformation used for military purposes, and 
the vestiges of  such activity may still be present...
future







How do we decide where to visit

What to look at

What happens if  we fall by the wayside

The area of  my research presents itself  as a 
‘RESTRICTED AREA’ on maps

Signs around the site state ‘Danger / Do Not 
Touch any Military Debris / It may explode and 
kill you’

But even with such physical untowards, there exist 
also EPISTEMIC TRAPS for each person who 
attempts to consider the Zone

Yes, traps. Those in the Strugatsky Brothers’ novel 
Roadside Picnic are areas of  different physical laws, 
where the protagonist throws nuts and bolts as a 
means of  detecting them
 



Here though, the traps are those of  our own 
interests, 

the mundane business of  secrecy

the military jargon and acronyms

a series of  tangential thoughts

a sort of  re-zoning, the pages of  art history that 
need to be rewritten, the future historian Robert 
Smithson

The same Smithson who spent time in Mexico, 
constructed earthworks, thought about ruins in 
reverse and stated:

‘it has no center, or you might try to find a center 
in this place but you really can’t...here is no way 
that you can possibly figure it out...and actually 
you can see that nice stained wooded facade there 
and just meditate on that all afternoon’ 







I have relied on images

Whose recording of  experience is debatable, both 
in technical detail and the authenticity of  what is 
often staged

And for all those moments captured, what about 
all the images which were not recorded

Endless, yet even in their lack of  physical existence, 
they can be described, recorded, added to a record 
of  what? 

In their 1976 book, Evidence, Larry Sultan and 
Mike Mandel selected a series of  photographs from 
scientific and governmental institutions

a field with poles, each with a small triangular box 
on top of  it

three beds, a few dustbins all on a mown lawn, 
with several onlookers sitting on park benches

a man with a measuring stick, another man with 
a small object, both wearing white short-sleeved 
shirts



Talking about the series in 2016, Mike Mandel 
said:

“by looking at the photograph and its caption you 
can understand it, and it enables you to take action 
in the right direction. In ‘Evidence’ here are the 
pictures that supposedly representative of  ‘these 
builders of  the future’ and they don’t do that. The 
photographs don’t do that – they don’t really tell us 
what is going on.” 

Photographs that don’t tell us what is going on:

A dry stone wall with different coloured stone, grey 
and red, both highly ‘lichened’

A pleasing contrast with the green fields, yet who 
ever heard of  a red dry stone wall?

Where do the stones come from? Maybe they are 
Permian Red Sandstone, maybe they have been 
taken from a demolished house?

Maybe all that is left of  the demolished house is a 
grassy clearing?







A sustained focus can enliven any detail, 

any place; 

the act of  placing mundane material into a 
place of  easy viewing (book, gallery, film) moves 
the discussion from the material itself  to the 
motivation of  its author...

Behind every manifestation of  secrecy we might 
think there is something more exciting, but there 
may just be more of  what already exists that 

we don’t bother to examine anyhow

Maybe I have begun a wild goose chase, but 
maybe visiting a restricted military area is a sort 
of  ‘control’, an example unto which other places 
can be plotted, created, imagined?



And so the area may be useful not as investigation 
into its military use or previous historic uses, but 
as a means of  examining the wayside, its past and 
future. 

If  I am not concerned with the ‘established 
history’ of  the area, nor its current operation, 
nor some form of  critique around the need to use 
rural landscapes for military purposes....then

...the glimpse of  a hidden reality vanishes, 

but we still need fantasies; welcoming places, 
untoward places, baffling places; all these are 
helpful at different times































THE WALL AT THE STONE’S 
END

CHAPTER FOUR

Now when Cass was clear of the Clinking 
Cove the road took her out of the shoreline; 
and when she was on the hill’s brow she saw 

that the land was of other fashion from that which 
lay behind her. And upon those slopes lay structures, 
vertical and straight, which she could not recognise. 

And the road went straight through a rough waste, 
no pasture, save for hardy sheep or goats, with a few 
bushes scattered about it; and beyond this the land 
rose into a long ridge; and on the ridge was a place 
thick with carved stones, and no break in them. So on 
she rode, and soon passed that waste, which was dry 
and parched, and the afternoon sun was hot on it; so 
she deemed it good to come under the shadow of the 
smooth stones (which at the first she thought were 
wholly broken rocks, but their quality was more like 
that of stout glass), for it was now the hottest of the 
day. So she went at a soft pace for the saving of her 
horse, and thought but little of all she had been told 
of the perils of the way, and not a little of the artefacts 
which she had left behind at the Clinking Cove. 

After a while the smooth stones gave out, and she 
came into a place where great rhododendrons grew, 
fair and purple, as though some elegant-gardener 
had taken care that they should not grow over close 
together, and between them the ground was fine, 
unbroken, and flowery. Thereby as she rode she saw 
hares, both small and large, and other wild things, but 
for a long while no evidence of man. 

At last she came to where another road crossed the 
way she followed, and about the crossway was the 



ground clearer of stones and bushes, while beyond it 
the trees grew thicker, and there was some underwood 
of holly and thorn as the ground fell off as towards a 
little dale. 

There Cass drew rein, because she doubted in her 
mind which was her right road toward the Wall at the 
Stone’s End; so she got off her horse and waited a little, 
if perhaps any might come by; she looked about her, 
and noted on the road that crossed her, and the sward 
about it, the sign of many horses having gone by, and 
deemed that they had passed but a little while. So she 
lay on the ground to rest and let her horse stray about 
and bite the grass; for the beast loved her and would 
come at her call or whistle. 

Cass was drowsy, and though she said to herself that 
she would not go to sleep, yet as often happens, she had 
no defence to make against sleepiness, and presently 
her hands relaxed, her head fell aside, and she slept 
quietly. When she woke up in a little space of time, she 
knew at once that something had awaked her and that 
she had not had her sleep out; for in her ears was the 
trampling of horse-hoofs and the clashing of stones 
and loud speech of persons unknown. So she leapt up 
hastily, and while she was yet scarce awake, took to 
whistling on her horse; but even so those visitors came 
up to her; and when she asked them what they would, 
they bade her greetings.

Now her eyes cleared, and she saw that these persons 
were women in hunting-gear, and bore coats of green 
and brown wool, and flax; they held long poles and 
there was a white pennon with them, on which was 
an apple painted, of many colours; and the same token 
bore many of them on their coats and sleeves. Towards 
the pennon Cass was guided by the two of the women, 
and under it, on a white horse, sat a Night brightly clad 
at all points with the hare and Four Ways on her green 
jacket; and beside her was an old man, with nought 
but an oak wreath on his bare head, and his white hair 
falling low over his coat: but behind them a tall young 



man, also on a white horse and very gaily clad, upheld 
the pennon. 

Cass turned to the old man and said: 
“Are you a party in search of the Wall at the Stone’s 

End, or have you come from the Burg of Tongues, for 
else there is little here to be noted?”

The old man drew closer to Cass and looked at her 
up and down and all about; and at last he said: 

“Your hair is yet to grey, else I might have taken you 
for a follower of theirs, one of those of whom we seek. 
But if you seek the true tales of our good party, I cannot 
say if the Night will be of use to you.”

Cass reddened as she answered: “I am of Castle 
Raeberry beyond the down country; and I am not on 
any spurious errands. If you seek robbers and reivers, 
then we might talk further.”

The Night turned to the old man and said: “Has she 
spoken truth so far?” 

“Yes, Lady Night,” said the old man; “And now it 
seems you know her better than she knows us.” 

Cass looked at the Night, whose face was veiled 
and her eyes only visible, and wondered what was 
the purpose of this party. And of the old man, if there 
was a leader he was not, but perhaps he had been time 
before? 

The Night looked silently on Cass for a while; 
then she said: “Will you join with us to the Hall of 
Netherlaw, fair Cass? Were you not headed there? It 
might be the last place you look, yet stones there you 
will find. But of this lithiment I cannot aid you. You 
have seen it reconstructed in edifices unknown, and 
will see it again today.”

Cass turned it over in her mind; and though she 
saw no cause why she should not join their company, 
something in her heart forbade her to rise to the 
occasion too eagerly; and the enigma of the Night 
perturbed her. 

“Yes, I seek the Wall at the Stone’s End, which lies 



somepart in this perilous area, for the laws of nature 
do not quite apply as you show me now.”

The Night drew her reins in quickly: “Then I can but 
prevent you from seeing it again, even if you do not 
remember my presence. I will not force your hand, but 
ride on you must, to Netherlaw and I do not think we 
shalt meet once more. Cass, you will live again in your 
future home, yet Raeberry will not be ruined, but will 
cease to exist except in name only. For names are like 
stones, they are hard to destroy yet erode over time.”

Now Cass made no haste to answer; and the Night 
drew herself straight up in her saddle again and lifted 
up her hand and cried out: 

“Lead on the way! Spur! spur, all you!” 
And she blew one blast from a square-horn which 

hung at her saddle-bow; and the whole company went 
off at a smart trot somewhat south-east, slantwise of 
the cross-roads, where the stones were not encumbered 
with undergrowth; and presently they were all gone 
to the last horse-tail, and no one took any more note 
of Cass. When the noise of their passing had quite 
departed the glade, she began to ask herself several 
questions, yet puzzled still by the Night’s party, she 
set to horse.  

She rode away through that stony land, wherein was 
no river, but for water many pools in the bottoms, with 
little brooks running from them. But after a while she 
came upon a ridge somewhat high, on the further side 
a wide valley well-grassed and with few trees, and no 
habitation of man to be seen. And further along the 
ridge Cass saw a curious lithiment protruding from 
the grass. She got off her horse and drew rein. 

At closer eye, she considered the lithiment to be 
built of stone, two slopes framing a plain expanse in 
the midst. And while those slopes were stacked of 
dry stones, shepherd-made, the midst she found to 
be of much curious matter, a perfectly smooth grey 
stone, itself flecked with smaller pieces, but with no 



protrusions other than its own shape. And topmost 
this flattened boulder she saw rows of bricks, of quality 
and shape not common in any part of the land, foreign 
articles she considered.

And the purpose of this lithiment, and the story of it, 
she could not yet imagine, and still there was a door of 
thin metal on one side which she did grip with gloved 
hand. Unyielding, she  pulled it one ways and another, 
and under much strain did not listen to the ways of the 
ridge, for a figure approached, and hailed her to stop 
her beating upon the door. 

Said the figure, clad in loose patterned garb: “You 
would wonder the less if you knew the story of this 
place.”

“What story?” said Cass. Spoke the figure: “A story 
of war and wasting.” 

“Yes?” said Cass, “And who are you to tell such tales, 
who rides these parts? A robber or a reiver?”

“Over long is the tale to tell as now, so low as the 
sun is; so now I bid you ride on. But it is written in 
chronicles held closely in this land, and I am not the 
one to repeat them in muddled form. This place, 
like the thickets about the Hall of Netherlaw, has an 
strange name, and few folk ride it uncompelled; how 
you came to be here is a matter of my choosing. Few 
ignore the signs writ large upon the metalled rocks, 
nor the passing of the Night.”

Cass looked at the figure with bemusement.
“And you are right to journey, for amid this dwelling 

is the place which will be to you, the door of wonder 
and many marvels. From there folk can seek passage to 
the Wall at the Stone’s End.”

Cass turned sharply and said: “Many times in these 
few days have I heard that name. Do you know its true 
meaning?”

Said the figure: “Cass, you may well be as wise as I 
am: be not like those men seek it for own profit, and 
often find it not.”



And as she bade to ask more of the figure, she was 
again alone, with no noise of horse-hoofs, instead a 
low shuddering from behind the lithiment. Perhaps 
she had been taken drowsy as before, or else had 
suffered thirst and fallen herself onto the grassy ridge, 
for dry was her taste as she swore to make haste from 
this place. 

And so she rode on again, till now the summer night 
grew old and waned, but the stones hid the beginnings 
of dawn. As the twilight of the dawn was passing into 
early day, she saw that wide grassy meadows and 
tilled fields lay before them, with a little river running 
through the plain; and amidst the meadows, on a 
green mound, was a grey castle, strong, and well built, 
though not of the biggest, beyond which lay the same 
shores from which she had begun her journeying. 

Cass was fair bewildered, “Now am I come home?” 
and cried on her wearied beast, who for his part 
seemed to see the end of this journey. She splashed 
through a ford of the river and came close to the gate 
of the castle as day drew on; yet the shape of the castle 
had quite changed. Its thickness was none, as Cass 
went roundabouts its sides, there were long poles and 
a giant scaffold as fit for a future building, yet there no 
sign of works underways. 

She knew this castle, from whose peculiar form the 
sea peered towards, was not the castle of her birth 
nor the Wall at the Stone’s End, and moreover at that 
place of lithiment she had been misled, and so her 
account might not be verified. In a state of vexment 
she continued away from this place, and she went to 
the hill’s brow and could look down from it. 

On one of these slopes there was a spiral of ridges, 
as if layered for some ancient purpose, and atop was a 
figure-of-eight in that palest of greys of the roads. Cass 
made towards it, and like all giant lithiments, when 
upon it, found it hard to distinguish from the other 
roads. Yet to have a path which folds in on itself and 



goes no place is strange, she thought, and wondered if 
it was still in use, and if there was local custom for it. As 
she paced upon it, she gazed south and saw the Castle 
from whence she had came, and that it was now a ruin, 
jagged edges and a pile of stones indistinguisable from 
one another at this distance. And to the north was 
another hillock, itself also ridged and with grey paving 
atop.

She looked at it all for a minute or two as the south-
west wind went past her ears, and played a strange 
tune on the innumerable stems of the grasses and the 
hard-stalked blossoms. Then the heart arose within 
her, and she knew that this was the place of the stone’s 
end, and that it would continue to deceive her as long 
as she journeyed in it. 

A while she held the rocky view in her eye, and then 
rode down soberly, and so came on to the grey road 
once more, wide and cracked in places, and there she 
followed until a small wood appeared, a small cabin 
on one side, a ruined brick dwelling on the other. 
Thinking this was another castle ahead, and one which 
might aid her, she continued unto a low rise of stables, 
some in fine condition, others in great disarray. 

And a voice said to her, “Will you want to stable your 
horse for a while here, and we shall then give it some 
hay. I have not seen you for so long Cass! I know where 
you have been, at Castle Raeberry, which is strange, as 
there is nothing left of it today. Don’t be surprised, but 
let me help you down.”

And so Cass found herself looking at a woman who 
was not so distant in age from herself, and had the 
same dark brown hair, and knew not what to say, but 
watched as the woman took her horse and led into the 
stables. 

Around her was the side of a house, quite plain 
but of several storeys, a door with steps and a box of 
metal on the ground outside it. It was not a castle, but 
still a dwelling of some note, and as she dwelt on its 



significance, the woman walked back to her, dressed 
in hose for riding. 

“Shall we stop inside for a while and to refresh 
ourselves, Cass? Do not be confused at my appearance, 
or this house which has not been in our family long.”

Cass wondered if this was some kind of deception 
of ill-means, and looked to draw her sword, but in 
its place was instead a small bag attached around her 
waist like a belt, and from it there was no weapon but 
various oddments. Perhaps I never had a sword, and 
she thought of her meeting with the Night and realised 
that none of her followers were armed, and that their 
clothing was similar to the woman who smiled and 
touched her shoulder, as a friendly beckoning. 

“What Cass, what can I offer to ease your discontent? 
I have not the books you seek, nor any relic of ancient 
times, for those things are quite unhelpful now. I live 
here at Netherlaw, a old place but saved from the guild 
of demolitionists who you have sought to no avail. 
This is my home, yet it would have been yours too, but 
time has treated things of difference here.“

They came into a room neatly furnished, where a 
small dog rose to greet the woman. 

“Ha, he greets me, yet I have not told you my name. 
Please sit.” 

Cass looked around the room for articles familiar 
and saw long knives attached to the wall, and many 
fine cups lined up on wall-brackets. 

“I cannot tell you what to look for Cass, yet you will 
find many things to be false which you had rightly 
held as true. This too, is my tale, one which I will pause 
from the telling. But, describe to me the encounters 
you have had since the Clinking Cove.”

And Cass told all that has been told here, and added 
little to said accounts.




