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The first map-text describes 
some of my experiences in 

Nyzhnje Selyshche, located in 
the Carpathians of Ukraine. The 
second one is based on my time 
in Uerkheim, a part of Switzerland 
which I would label ‘home’. These 
maps are a sort of personal topog-
raphy of memories and thoughts. 
What happened on-site is seen 
from a top-down perspective; 
the anecdotes roughly follow the 
streets, waterways and contours 
where they originated. 

What exists between the two 
places? A journey, a big zoom, out 
to space, and right back into the 
village. 

We went to Nyzhnje Selyshche 
with forest ecology and illegal 
logging in mind. This blew up 
shortly after our trip, as plans for 
a gigantic ski resort in its periph-
ery have been made public. This 
project is still going on and it is 
worth fighting it.1 

One has to side with the forests; 
the massive effect they have on 
climate and soil, water circula-
tion and biodiversity. Still, the 
problems that came up were not 
without ambiguity. There were 
questions about the future of this 
and many other villages, their 

work and job security, urbanism, 
modernisation versus preserva-
tion. How and in what should we 
invest ourselves? Coming from 
a country with a high ‘ski-resort 
density’, what right do I have to 
be against such a project? 

From far away, Terra, Mother 
Earth or Gaia is one giant metab-
olism. Everything is connected, 
and geophysical processes do not 
stop at a border or coast. As be-
ings, we live in a location, where 
our experiences grow within that 
environment. ‘Local’ people are 
always experts on detailedness 
in regard to their activities. Un-
derstanding or bridging the di-
chotomy between global and lo-
cal is of great importance today, 
and that is what I want to illustrate 
with these maps. 

1. Get information, sign the letter and sup-
port ecotourism, via: 
<https://www.bmf.ch/waldkarpaten/en> 
and <https://freesvydovets.org/en> 
[accessed 21 March 2019]. 

2. Translated from: 
<http://www. u k r i n ve s t . e u/de/investitions/
landwirtschaft> [accessed 16 March 2019].



Looking at the world from above, 
you will recognise plenty of fami-
liar faces on mother globe, our 
Gaia. Up here, the organic–chao-
tic structure appears as what it is, 
a jungle, an ocean, one gigantic 
context. 

Zooming in means engaging with 
the mess. From continent to land-
scape, the overview changes. Your 
objectivity becomes local, as the 
scale gets smaller, and distances 
become less and less abstract. 

Approach further, pass the critical 
density into the core zone, and 
you are going to encounter the 
individuals. Their living, their me-
tabolism as well as their problems 
are linked to the ones from upper 
levels, and still, little do they feel 
the implications. 

What is this place? You can‘t help 
but empathise with the locals, their 
culture, it reminds you ... You zoo-
med in too close, ...

         This 
is the time. The bar, 

the theatre, people of all ages. 

It would be the place where you 

fall in love. An old Soviet cinema, 

a glorious ruin as the substrate of 

a fresh culture. This is our internet 

beach. ‘Waterfly‘ plays and the 

place is lit with fire, warm fire. A 

Pétanque tournament is played; 

Andrea and me finish in respecta-

ble sixth place. I send a letter to my 

grandmother, as I can not help 

but think of 
the past.  
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Speed bumps are already built into the street ... Here, everything goes: Chickens, CATs, barrows, pupils, water in canisters and ladies in Ladas, bus taxis, 
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craggy, w
avy 

sparse environment. 

Patches of species dominate 

here and there, rarely continuous, 

barely forest. R
eally anything, 

but also nothing, can 

happen here. 

 It se
ems 

 almost 

random.

        
 

Fertile soil 

and low pro-

duction costs m
ake 

Ukrainian agriculture an 

unseen prosperous area that is 

unparalleled throughout Eastern and 

Central Europe. In addition, the acreage is 

expanded every year. W
e are talking 60% of profit 

increase in the past three years alone. Currently, U
kraine 

is the world leader in the export of sunflower oil and barley. But 

high productivity
 also reaches different cereal crops and animal products 

(meat and dairy products). T
he agricultural sector here represents an interesting 

investment environment, which is a
 tempting 

opportunity for favourable investment for 

eventual investors or entrepreneurs.
2

      

   

 . tells m
e she has to leave. There is nothing 

to study here. If y
ou don‘t get married before 

25 you are a loser. W
hat is th

e perspective? 

I dream of education, but then, the right jobs 

would also be missing. This is 
my home, 

but I fe
el somewhat alien, as 

if this is 
not for me. 

I need to see 

more. 
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Speed bumps are already built into the street ... Here, everything goes: Chickens, CATs, barrows, pupils, water in canisters and ladies in Ladas, bus taxis, 
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         This 
is the time. The bar, 

the theatre, people of all ages. 

It would be the place where you 

fall in love. An old Soviet cinema, 

a glorious ruin as the substrate of 

a fresh culture. This is our internet 

beach. ‘Waterfly‘ plays and the 

place is lit with fire, warm fire. A 

Pétanque tournament is played; 
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A twisty road that connects Zofingen and Schöftland. What ‘sa
ves’ U

erkheim is its infrastructure — sandwiched between urban areas and their industries, there are enoug
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The forests of the region are whittled back, kept in zones, w
ith no room to grow. 

Bu
t t
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seems over. Everything is managed now.
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NO PROBLEM
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Around the same latitude, 1150 km wes-
tern: a small village in a hilly scenery, 

much like Nyzhnje Selyshche, just a bit 
less green for the eye of the satellite.

A village that produces aliens and 
sends them out into the world, to obser-
ve, invest, manufacture and augment. 
These aliens carry the geo-social questi-
ons of their time. 

•

•

<

Some stay, some leave, some 

protect nature, some help 

others, some don‘t care, some 

just need a job to make a living 

or get a break. 

The idea of a good life is dee-

ply rooted in us. Insignificant 

materialistic disparities aside, 

it really boils down to finding 

a relation between the self 

and the surroundings, in which 

the encounters are as rich and 

plenty as we wish for. 

Residents of Uerkheim value the 

proximity to nature without being 

completely off the map. Some do 

that because they adore the flora 

and fauna and seek the spirits 

of the forest ... others would see 

the concept of their nation and 

culture in the landscape. The few 

remaining farmers who cultivate 

large areas might value the pro-

perties of the terrain, or secretly 

like to bobsled from their 

homes to the office.

W
hat 

a Funkloch ! 

For the longest time, 

mobile phones had no 

signal here, until an antenna 

was finally installed on the 

hilltop nearby. I t  was 

great while it lasted, and 

to date the simplest 

way for creating

 a hol iday- ish 

atmosphere. 

on the other hand, the vill age is destined to get swallowed by one of the larger administrations surrounding it.



•
•
•

• Limitations

are linked. Natu-

ral restrictions indicate 

a balance in play, a 

structural fact that prevents 

further, multiple exploitation. 

Wood production is b
ound to 

the size and the rate of forest 

growth (additional resources 

can be bought, but the cake gets 

smaller). The volume of production 

in a place like
 this is 

on par with the 

number of jobs nearby, w
hich directly 

impacts the potential size of a village. 

A town of woodcutters is 
thus based 

on the size and health of its 

forest. 

O
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•

FISH FARM 1

FISH FARM 2
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on the other hand, the vill age is destined to get swallowed by one of the larger administrations surrounding it.

The 
sheep breeders‘ 

union has been in 
search of new

 and young 
m

em
bers. Sheep herders, 

but H
R and PR as w

ell. O
nce 

a year, the m
ost beautiful sheep 

(the criteria describe a kind of 
functional beauty) get se-

lected at the sheep show
 

event in the village.

The village has a relatively large 

wood production, a few older 

houses heat with wood. Illegal 

logging is mostly prevented by the 

industry itself, but not all produ-

cers care for sustainability. 

The orange dots mark places whe-

re you can buy or process wood 

or wooden products in the village. 
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