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Journey Lines     01.08.16 to 30.09.16 
A series of stories, journeys, art works, installations and related events in and 
around Portobello, Joppa and Brunstane, Edinburgh’s Seaside. 

Chris Dooks:
Stations of The Lost
Station of The Found
Station of The Sound 

Stations of the Lost: Portobello Library, from 8th August 
Artist talk: Fri 26th August, 12.30pm
Station of the Found: The Skylark 8 Aug-15 Sept
St Marks Church 29 Aug-4 Sept - see p3 for times
Station of the Sound: A449 Architects 2-10 Sept
Online at: www.stationsofthelost.bandcamp.com 

Deirdre Macleod:
‘Park & Ride’
An observational artwork relating to 
Newcraighall Station

Felicity Bristow+Mark Timmins:
Art on the train

Andrew Pringle:
A Seam through Time
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The 6 stories of
‘Stations of the Lost’ 

available in book form and 
mp3 player to loan out from 
the Library from 8th August. 

Read or listen as you walk 
the six locations.

Also available to download 
online via art-rail.co.uk

‘Station of the Found’
sound installation at 

St Marks Church
29.8 to 4.9

and Skylark Mix
downstairs at The Skylark

8.8 to 15.9

Chris Dooks: Stations of the Lost

Chris Dooks: Station of the Found

Deirdre Macleod

Andrew Pringle

Felicity Bristow+Mark Timmins

Borders Railway - Brunstane to Tweedbank

Chris Dooks: Station of the Sound
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Lindsey Lavender at Twelve Triangles, 2-30th Sept

Related events:

Alexander Twig Champion, Artist Walk from
Brunstane Station, Sat 3rd + Sun 4th Sept

Brunstane Station and
By Joppa old disused station (Joppa Terrace)
A449 Architects: 2-10 September 2016

Scottish Borders Railway: Galashiels to Brunstane
Sunday 21st August, Saturday 3rd, Sunday 4th Sept
A449 Architects 2-10 September 2016 
‘Ticket Station on the Prom’ during Art Walk Porty:
2-4 September 2016

A449 Architects 2-10 September 2016
Online at: www.deirdre-macleod.com
from 4th August

The journey line we create as we travel through our local habitat can 
often be a place for unplanned encounters, whether on foot within 
a local community, or on a train to our planned destination. This 
project draws upon such moments, whether it be through stories 
refl ecting upon a sense of being lost, of fi nding artists on the train, 
of observations about the comings and goings at a train station, or 
of a social refl ection upon stations that once were in common use 
and of the paths and routes we take every day. This project brings 
together ideas of the urban wander increasing our awareness about 
the lines we create as we roam and traverse our local streets, lost 
spaces and railways.
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I can see this making the Evening News letters, from Outraged of  Brighton Place. All 
the way down, this street should be Edinburgh Cobbles. But for some reason hundreds 
have been displaced. Instead of  the missing stones, an ugly river of  tarmac fi lls the gap. 

At its edge, the ragged lines seem to form shapes: mouths with missing teeth, 
crude cityscapes, an unwound, unending digestive tract.  The black tarmac is 
disconcertingly like a fi ssure, the effect of  an earthquake or sinkhole.

An old man is standing on the pavement, staring at the tarmac void. He is small, 
wiry, intense, with a shock of  white hair. He peers into the abyss with a look that could 
cut glass.  Is he trying to cross the road? 

I walk up to help him across. 

‘You could lose yourself  in there!’ I cheerfully warn him.

‘Larger than a pebble, smaller than a boulder, twenty fi ve cobbles in the sack on your shoulder,’ 
he replies.

‘Is that from a nursery rhyme?’ I ask.

‘The Woolly Mammoth was around when the pyramids were being built’ he 
announces. ‘Watch!’ He steps into the path of  an oncoming taxi on the tarmacked 
stretch of  road, which seems to dip a little as he does so. The cab brakes. Hard. 

I grab the old man by the arm but he’s surprisingly strong. We must be quite a 
scene struggling on the tarmac, which now seems to sink from our weight. Odd. Surely 
traffi c can drive over it? 

I try to pull him back, but the old man points aggressively to the tarmac: ‘See? 
This is how they drowned, they fell into tar pits. Tusks and fur everywhere!’

My grip tightening, he snaps, ‘What are you doing? Get off  me!’ He wriggles away, 
jumping back onto the cobbles. Traffi c is now at a standstill on both sides of  the road. 
A Number 42 bus throbs with impatience.

Now on fi rm ground, the old man throws his arms outwards, like a harassed 
policeman drafted in to direct traffi c after a road accident.  And if  we are not careful, 
an accident will likely happen here.

I try to step from the tarmac to remove us both from the road. I’m about to grab 
the old man again, when I fi nd I can’t move my feet! The tarmac is so fresh and soft, 
my shoes have stuck. Meanwhile, the old man is performing a kind of  improvised 
semaphore on the cobbles edging the tarmac track.

By now there’s all sorts of  commotion. The bus driver honks, the cab driver is 
aggravated. He lowers the window for a clearer view. In the back, his fare cranes her 
neck for a good peek. 

Chris Dooks
I am glued to the tarmac! 

I try and regain some control by slipping out of  my shoes but the laces are 
double-knotted. Dear God, I am sinking! 

The madman now tries to grab me, while being careful not to step onto the tarmac.  
‘Don’t wriggle, I got stuck in there myself  once, if  you wriggle you just go deeper!’ 
Following his advice I lunge for the pavement trying to pull myself  out, but I’m up to 
my knees. And it’s hot in here. 

The cab driver gets out of  his cab, walks casually onto the pavement, and directs 
me as though he’s done this a hundred times before. 

‘Relax’ and ‘go fl oppy’ and ‘don’t fi ght it,’ he advises. But I’m sinking 
deeper, and it’s burning. I’m up to my waist in hot sticky tar.

The Number 42 is leaving! Christ man, I think, can you not help? With it, the far 
lane of  traffi c returns to normal. Folk barely bat an eyelid. The old man giggles to 
himself  as he lets go of  me and starts to sing, ‘Tusks and fur! Tusks and Fur! Tusks and 
Fur! Everywhurrrr’

As I watch, he dances in the middle of  the road, his fi ngers jabbing the sky in a 
maniacal hop and skip. ‘Tusks and Fur! Tusks and Fur! We take all, him and her!’ 

It’s like some ritual. 

The cabbie shrugs.

‘He’s right, eh?’ says the cabbie casually. ‘The road has you now. Nothing I can do 
now to save you.’ And with that he gets back into his cab and drives off! 

My phone rings.  I manage to grab it – just - it’s my wife. 

‘Where are you, lovey? The kids thought we’d go out for lunch, we are at the park. 
Thought you were coming to join us?’

I explain my predicament. They are nearby. Soon they come sauntering around the 
corner. The old man seems to have disappeared. I’m being beeped by traffi c, cars 
occasionally screeching to a halt, drivers rolling their eyes then returning on their way. 
No one seems bothered that I’m now up to armpits, my face streaming from the heat.

My wife sees me and bursts out laughing, as does my six year old. My two-year-old 
points and says ‘diddle’. ‘Oh we didn’t really think you were stuck. Look at silly daddy, is 
it a trick love? Where’s your camera? Are we in this?’

‘There is no camera, I’m sinking! I’m really sinking, phone an ambulance!’

‘An ambulance? Don’t be silly! Listen you need to get out of  there, we need to go 
now because Alice is a bit bored in the pushchair and…’ she is interrupted by my son, 
arm out, palm pressed outwards to my wife’s face. 

‘Mum stop, I’ve seen this in school, it’s a tar pit, you have to be very very careful 
not to move much, mammoths used to get stuck in them. There was one picture with 
a tiger attacking a mammoth in the pit with bubbles coming up from below, so daddy 
needs to be very still’

And still I was, with my wife looking down on me in puzzlement, my daughter 
reaching out from her pushchair, hand outstretched, looking for a high-fi ve, which I 
returned with resignation. 

With my son whispering ‘be very very still daddy’, they began to sink out of  view, 
probably expecting me to jump back out with a ‘tah-dah!’

As everything went black, I could hear in the distance a muffl ed chant of  ‘Tusks 
and Fur…him and hur…him and hurrrr…him…’ mingled with my son’s cautious 
instruction, ‘…very very still daddy, very very still…’

© Chris Dooks

The Brighton Place Tar Pits

A trilogy of works from invited artist and researcher, Chris Dooks.

Stations of The Lost is a story-cycle of six semi-fi ctional narratives 
written by Chris Dooks. The pieces take place across a constellation 
of locations in Portobello and environs.

Designed to be read or heard in the locations, the works take the 
form of printed texts alongside a downloadable cluster of narrated 
stories, read by screenwriter and actor Colin McClaren.

Written during four weeks of artist-led research, which culminated in 
dementia awareness week, these stories have a loose theme of 
confusion and insecurity and are (lighthearted) accounts of being 
lost, unsure or passing through changes.

Station of The Found is an audio installation featuring several local 
voices speaking phrases that have been isolated from interviews 
conducted by Chris. 

A lone loudspeaker in St Marks Church will randomly choose 
audio from over fi ve hundred fi les, continuously and uninterrupted 
for several days. In The Skylark Chris has mixed two twenty minute 
segments into an immersive headphones piece.

Station of the Sound is a soundscape, designed for heaphones, 
one may wander through the locations in the stories and at the same 
time hear a unique travel-orientated meander through Portobello, 
Brunstane and Joppa. 

Full details and latest information:    www.art-rail.co.uk

Station of The Found
Station of The Sound

Stations of The Lost
Stations of the Lost:
Portobello Library from 08.08.16 

Book and mp3 available to loan out from the library 
from 8th August with works accessible online from 1st 
August including downloadable pdf / streamable audio 
/ downable audio to listen to as you walk the route.

Related events:
Artist talk Friday 26th August, 12.30-1.30pm  

Station of the Found:
The Skylark + St Marks Church

08.08.16 to 15.09.16
The Skylark (headphones, soundmix) 

29.08.16 to 04.09.16
St Marks Church (sound installation)
Mon 29 Aug 6.30-8.30pm
Tues 30 Aug 4-6pm
Weds 31 Aug 2-4pm
Fri 2-Sat 3 Sept 10am-4pm
Sun 3 Sept 12-4pm 

Station of the Sound:
A449 Architects 2-10.09.16

www.art-rail.co.uk
www.stationsofthelost.bandcamp.com
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‘Park and Ride’

May is about to discover The Starfish.

Right now these teacloths need folded. 

She pulls down the kitchen creel to feel if  they are dry. 

Roy is in the comfy chair. 

She first learned of  the ‘starfish’ when Roy showed it to her on his laptop, bought 
with the last of  the redundancy. He’d finally dragged himself  out of  dejection to attend 
the over-sixties IT classes at the library. It’s not even half  a mile, but it was exercise for 
mind and a bit of  body. At least he’s interested in something. He’d been badly depressed, 
but he’d never admit it. Her neither.

Now Roy spends much of  his time on Google Earth looking at the geography of  
his life as an active man, from the point of  view of  an eagle. He is very good at finding 
shapes on the screen from the aerial maps, though less good at leaving his chair. But 
shush, he’s seen something new. It’s the shape of  a star.

Recently Roy decided Portobello is built around ‘a big eyelid’ because the rail tracks 
make it so. He traces potential eyelashes on the screen. ‘Hey, May, what do you make of  
this? Figgate Burn is like a tear duct, but if  you follow The Harry Lauder Road towards 
Leith, you have to cross this star-shape right below our tenement.’

May is not convinced. ‘That spaghetti junction? When I go for the Morrisons bus, 
it takes five minutes to cross all those roads on foot. Anyway, how is the junction a 
star?’ 

Looking animated, Roy explains. ‘The Harry Lauder, The High Street, Kings Road, 
Seafield and Inchview all intersect. It’s a near-perfect five pointed star.’ 

Roy brings up Google Earth on the screen. ‘See? I’m ‘hovering’ over the star here. 
I’ll do street view. I can show you our flat. Look at Mrs Shaw’s net curtains! I’m going 
to switch back to overhead, watch… I tell you this, that is quite some star. Five roads, 
five directions. Do you not think so?’ 

May is keen to reinforce Roy’s enthusiasm. You wouldn’t think to hear him, but he 
rarely gets animated about anything.

 ‘If  you say so! Is it a Star of  David?’ Roy doesn’t know. ‘I’ll look it up… It’d be a 
pentagram?’ May looks thoughtful ‘No.’ She peers out the window to the traffic  
intersection ‘It’s a twinkle twinkle little star when the traffic lights are flashing. Show  
me that screen.’ 

She glances at the aerial photo. 

‘No. That’s no star, it’s too bendy going down to Leith, it’s a starfish. Why don’t you 
go outside and look at it? Your phone has a camera on it, you know. And we are out of  
milk.’

Miraculously he agrees. 

The Starfish
From their King’s Road flat, he walks to the top of  the road, turns right and soon 

finds himself  at the bus depot, where the buses rest. He notices the back of  their 
tenement for the first time. He can see May winching the clothes creel back up to the 
ceiling. He snaps a picture of  her stretching up. ‘She’s a tough old horse’, he smiles to 
himself, ‘a Clydesdale’.

His attention drifts towards a road sign warning of  ‘elderly people’ and he  
studies the graphic rendering of  an old couple on it. ‘I guess that means me,’ he muses. 
‘Maybe I should get out more.’ And he wanders back to the junction, this time towards 
the doctor’s entrance on Moira Park.  Thoughts of  impending age drift into sharp 
focus. Wouldn’t it be good if  that sign wasn’t for drivers to be careful, but for drivers 
to be scared of  ‘elderly people’ as if  they were all black belt martial arts assassins with 
nothing to lose.

‘I’ve half  a mind to take a marker pen to it.’

The thought invigorates him. He decides to make an appointment for a check up. 
It would make May happy. The health centre is called St Triduana’s Medical Practice. 
She’s a local saint, you know. Plucked out her eyes and sent them to a suitor for thinking 
dirty thoughts about her. But let’s not forget the route: if  the bus depot was the first leg 
of  the starfish, old Triduana would be the second. 

An appointment is made, and Roy walks back to the centre of  the star-form, past 
the old chocolate factory. Flats. Someone from the IT class says they are building ‘more 
bloody flats,’ and that the Old George Cinema is next for the developers. 

There’s not much to say about the third leg of  the starfish, except that it’s  
essentially the end of  the A1 motorway. Roy waits for the crossing to clear. 

May is right, it takes five minutes to get across. Look at all these cars with only one 
person in. He begins to walk down leg four, the start of  Portobello High Street. Passing 
the bright yellow ‘Welcome to Portobello’ sign on his way to the newsagent, he sees a 
group of  young women in white headscarves. He buys milk, then goes to the pub next 
door. It’s changed since he was last there. He goes to the bar clutching his milk carton. 

There is a map of  Portobello on the ceiling. They must have printed that from the 
internet, he’s seen it in his class. It’s weird how he has been hovering over the town on 
his laptop and now the town is hovering over him. The friendly barmaid asks him if  he 
wants anything. He asks, what does she recommend?

 ‘These are cask ales. I can let you try if  you like. This one’s nice, it’s called 
Crosgan. I don’t know if  I’m saying it right. Would you like to taste it?’

 ‘Well, I don’t really drink, truth be told, but I’ll have a taste... oh! That’s lovely. 
Yes please, I’ll have some of  that, yes a pint please. You’ve got what? Tasting notes? 
What, for beer? Aye go on then... ‘Hits you in all five of  your senses, sticks to your 
tongue with its suckers, turns your stomach inside out.’ Not sure I like that part.  
Oh, let me phone my wife.’

 ‘Stay there!’ May instructs down the phone. Enjoy yourself. I’ve still to wash 
the bedclothes. No, I don’t mind. Well, they’ll be dirty if  I don’t. Well if  you don’t mind 
sleeping in dirty sheets. Well I suppose a drink won’t hurt. Well... I’ve not really got 
anything to wear. They’ve got what? What’s Crosgan? Well I could have a small glass  
of  wine... Well I suppose we can afford to eat out. Are you sure? Well, I’ll get my  
gladrags on.’

 She puts the phone down on top of  the folded cloth and checks herself  in 
the mirror, eyes filling. She locks the door, pats the pocket with her keys in it and walks 
down the stairs. At the bottom of  the stairs she opens the big door, crosses the fifth leg 
of  the starfish and walks down The High Street. 

 The Starfish might be a star after all.
 

© Chris Dooks

A collection of observational drawings recording the activity of 
the ‘Park & Ride’ at Newcraighall Station during August and 
September 2016.

The drawings created, around 40 in total over the two month 
period, will be based on the volumes, distributions and  
colours of commuters’ cars in the 560 parking spaces at the 
‘Park and Ride’ site at Newcraighall.

As a visual artist with a background in urban geography,  
Deirdre Macleod is interested in drawing attention to aspects 
of our experience of cities, such as car parking and train  
travel, to which we often pay little attention. Her project is a 
form of urban drawing; her drawings will show the unnoticed 
patterns that result from the individual actions of private car 
drivers as they become public rail passengers.

The drawings will be exhibited online, as a time lapse series, 
so that rail commuters can view the drawings on smartphones 
or tablets as they wait for their train or as they travel into the 
city. The drawings will also be exhibited in their original form 
at A449 Architects from 2-10 September 2016, 266 Portobello 
High Street.

Deirdre Macleod

2-10.09.16

at A449 Architects
266 Portobello High Street

and online  
www.deirdre-macleod.com 
from 4th August

follow the project at twitter:
#parkandride
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Andrew Pringle Felicity Bristow + Mark Timmins

21.08.16
03.09.16
04.09.16Tweedbank to Brunstane

Morning trains

Tweedbank

Galashiels

Stow

Gorebridge

Newtongrange

Eskbank

Shawfair

Newcraighall

Brunstane

Edinburgh Waverley

Artists, Felicity Bristow and Mark Timmins, 
will be running a mini ‘artist in travelling
residency’ on the train journey between
Tweedbank and Brunstane on the Borders
Railway on Sunday 21 August and during the 
Art Walk (2-4 September) - mornings only 
(check art-rail.co.uk for the times of trains).  
Their residency explores railway tickets, their 
graphics, colours, lines and the marks of the 
ScotRail ticket inspectors and those made by 
passengers as they travel between the 
Borders and Edinburgh. Used and recycled 
tickets will be collected from passengers 
and form a ticket inspired installation at A449 
Architects from 2-10 September.

Passengers will be encouraged to participate 
by writing on, stamping and marking the 
tickets with their own #journeylines as the train 
moves, and help reworking the discarded 
tickets. Instructions will be given during the 
train journey.

Each afternoon during the Art Walk at their 
Prom ‘Ticket Offi ce’ the artists will be inviting 
visitors to write about memories of trips to 
the seaside on the train and stopping at the 
stations no longer used - remembering and 
reconnecting with historical #journeylines 
referencing the existing and extinct stations 
of Portobello and Joppa, reusing journeys 
through the tickets and giving participants a 
visual reminder of what it could be like if 
Portobello had a railway station today.

Travellers are invited to tag images they 
collect and create a record of the journeys 
taken that day. 
#artrail #journeylines #artrailart 

‘Art on the train’ 
Borders Railway

‘A seam through time’

Brunstane Station 
and Joppa Terrace, near to the site
of the old Joppa Railway Station, 
closed in 1964

01.08.16-30.09.16

Landscape Architect + Artist, Andrew Pringle, 
has created two installations: at Brunstane Railway 
Station and by the site, near to the old Joppa 
Station, along Joppa Terrace/Brunstane Road. 

‘A seam through time’ explores the themes of time, 
memory, transit and provides a tangible visual 
connection to Portobello and the seaside.

The installations take the form of land, environ-
mental and visual art exploring the idea of a 
continuous seam that travels through the land-
scape and provides a glimpse into the past and 
present, reinforcing the historical links to 
Portobello and referencing it’s social history.
Andrew interweaves planting, old photographs, 
and pavement facts relating to a time when the 
stations were in use at Joppa and Portobello.

Milton Road E

Brunstane
Station

Joppa Terrace,
near to site of
disused Joppa 
Station

Take the artist led morning walk starting from 
Brunstane Station during the Art Walk,

Sat 3rd or Sun 4th Sept, 
see related events page for more info

Also at A449 Architects 2-10 September and at 
their Prom ‘Ticket Offi ce’ during Art Walk Porty 
2-4 September (afternoons). Check art-rail.co.uk
for all the latest times and dates.
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Related Events during Art Walk Porty:

Lindsey Lavender
From Fri 2nd Sept Lindsey has a popup 
show at the newly opened Twelve Triangles 
cafe, Portobello High Street. Lindsey will be 
showing a series of works connected with 
journeying, the local railways and foot-
bridges. Showing until the end of September. 

 
‘Portobello Sidings’

Artist Urban Walks

On Saturday 3rd and Sunday 4th September, 
walking artist, Alexander Twig Champion, will 
lead a series of one hour walks around many 
of the Art Walk sites and less familiar places 
of Portobello and Joppa with poetry, haiku, 
readings interspersed. You can leave or join 
the walk at any time during the walk. 

Meet at:
11.20am Brunstane Station (Sat)
11.35am Brunstane Station (Sun)
1pm Dalriada 
2.30pm St Marks Church

‘Journey Lines’ Project Exhibition
A449 Architects
266 Portobello High Street

02.09.16-
10.09.16

Chris Dooks
Deirdre Macleod
Andrew Pringle
Felicity Bristow+
Mark Timmins

The ‘ArtRail Commissions - Journey Lines’  project exhbition 
features all artists commissioned. All the works shown will 
compliment the existing installations and related events 
happening during the two-month period. We are delighted to be 
able to host our project exhibition at A449 Architects. 
Chris Dooks will exhibit his soundscape piece on headphones 
‘Station of the Sound’, Andrew Pringle will instal a wall-based 
‘graffiti’ style piece, Felicity Bristow+Mark Timmins will show their 
collected tickets resulting from their art-on-the-train residency 
together with a film of the Borders Railway journey from Tweedbank 
to Brunstane, and Deirdre Macleod will show her observational 
drawings based on the Park and Ride, at Newcraighall Station, 
adding to them throughout the duration of the exhibition.  

A449 Architects, 266 Portobello High Street
2-10 September 2016

ArtRail

Also at Portobello Library from 15th August to 4th September
‘Making your Mark’

We’d love to hear your feedback about the ‘Journey Lines’ project and for you to mark your journey. We’ll 
have maps for you to add your mark to telling us about where you have travelled, what you’ve seen, where 
you’ve been as you’ve visited the project.

Check for full details and times of each walk 
beforehand at artwalkporty.co.uk. The Brunstane 
Station walk will meet the art-on-the-train arriving 
from Tweedbank.

Check our website for the latest information on all the events   
www.art-rail.co.uk or www.artwalkporty.co.uk

Follow us on Twitter 
#artrail   

#journeylines9 10

Preview Opening
Thurs 1st September
7-9pm

Come and join us to 
celebrate the opening of the 2016 
Art Walk Porty and Art Rail ‘Journey
Lines’ exhibition

@ A449 Architects and
The Skylark, Portobello High Street 



www.artwalkporty.co.uk

ArtArtArt
WalkWalkWalk

Porty

2-4.09.16
Art at the Seaside

Portobello, Edinburgh
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