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Introduction 
 
 

“ Like noise, dirt is unwanted depending on the context; soil is fine for letting trees, flowers and vegetables grow, but folks 
donʼt want it in the house, just like people keep windows closed, especially in urban environments, to keep out the noise”.1 
 
Everyday noise, with its intransigent manner disregards barriers and constraints, whilst hijacking aural spatiality. Our futile 

attempts to tame its feral nature by way of containment, restraint and negation; generally harboring an inherent animosity 

toward the uninvited sounds of the day deeming it an interfering pillager of intimacy, coherent thought and sleep “silence is all 

of the sound we donʼt intend” 2 opined John Cage.  Common unremarkable noise permeates the air and mocks control, 

cavalier in itʼs essence whilst coalescing with its environment; a nuisance, impervious to submission and subversion, and akin 

to dust and dirt in respect that all are unavoidable critical components - emblematic of mortality. The sound of the everyday, 

the utterance, the cacophony and the many tonalities in between are stoically rooted in the real and are often sidelined by 

conscious thought; ectoplasmic auditory nuisances heroic in their persistence and rightly rewarded by modernity by its 

inclusion in contemporary art practices. In ʻSounding The Eventʼ Yve Lomax plays with concepts of noise and constitutions of 

the event. With mischief and aplomb musing on the lawlessness and societal impoliteness of everyday noise, she poses 

questions of aural hierarchy by employing examples of thinking, writing, fabricated conversations, engagements with 

philosophical texts and a catʼs purr. 

 
“ It is the sound of my voice that she wants to be touched by. Stroke her and she will move away, but speak to her and she 
will purr and purr. The hairs on her body quiver, yet a sound can hardly be heard. There she is humming to herself, singing 
her own little song, and who am I to deny that this little sound is of the world? The humans may think the world was made for 
them; but who are they to deny that the cat sat singing her song is in the world and of the world? Education may attempt to 
teach it otherwise, but Iʼm learning that the she-catʼs little song is an expression of the world as it continually makes itself. 
There is nothing incomprehensible about this, but so often, far too often we fail to listen…” 3 
 

 
What sound would silence the sound of the everyday? Or as Michel Serres contemplates in La Belle Noiseuse “how much 

noise must be made to silence noise?” I submit, noise that negates itself - that noise would be imperceptible to the human or 

living ear; it is, or would cease to be an applicable consideration; the question turns in on itself, the interrogation is 

metaphysical in address, and renders the concept of a totalizing aural subtraction to be intellectually surmised as death; 

bereft of the internal conversation, the heart beating in the ear, the rush of the blood in the veins, the inhalation and 

exhalation, the sounds of corporeality; these sonorous absences and the corporeal suspension by silence – or the noise of 

silence, its representation – is it an unanswerable transcendental concept akin to a mythological riddle, with its fundamental 

question embedded  in the notion of ontology?  

  
I consider all sound / noise recordings installations to be elegiac, and by their very nature swan songs in reverse; lamenting 

their original architectural collaboration with longevity outside itʼs own moment of ephemerality. Recordings and 

documentation reside in the now but not the actuality of the event and therefore the event can only ever appear as 

phantasmal. Or is it? Do the eyes and ears with their particular unreliability in concerns of truth bestow vampirical gifts of 

resurrection, rupturing tombs and excavating the essence to shroud it in a new cloak of the contemporary? The capturing of 

ephemera and ether, with its temporal / fugitive materials along with the inevitable signifiers regarding the effects of time and 

questions how much change can it tolerate. When does it become a relic? Culture will always address memory in a cultural 

state therefore recordings / documentation of noise and sound art bear great importance in that they help us to get to the next 

stage, by using yesterdays to navigate an aural futurity within contemporary art. 
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