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The participant listens to the one part and speaks the other; in this way a collaboration develops between participant 
and apparatus in which expression is more important than accuracy.	  
	  
1 WHERE WHERE  
	  
Snap. Stop.  
Walk Slowly Backward. 

 
It was a dream. 
What dream? 
This one. We’re still dreaming it.  
 
Snap.  
 
The stream (of consciousness) meets the colour, shape, 
form of things. We still have time to think about what 
art is.  
There is no time.  
 
Time: the preoccupation of the young: recognition. 
Spending time recognizing what is.  
 
The world around/inside. It’s a stage.  
 
- -  
 
This is not how you write a critical text.  
Half asleep. Half the work. Less than half.  
SNAP.  
Wake up!  
 
- -  
 
Is there any way to productively adopt modes of 
business, of the commercial industries that surround an 
artists practice? Productivity has gone out the window. 
We are dreaming together instead.  
 
What does it mean, “productively?” 

-‐ Critically Fertile 
-‐ With Purpose 
-‐ Effective 
-‐ Deep 

 
Are we really using those terms to evaluate and 
construct and understanding of art? Of this project? 
Where is the common ground? 
 
Clouds.  
Clouds? 
Clouds. 
 
 

 
SNAP.  
- -  
 
So, what do you think this piece is “about?”  
Why do you keep putting terms in scare quotes? 
Well, it is a way to indicate that I am skeptical, (a 
healthy skepticism) and a way to resist the unfinished 
story. Resisting the story and the way it is being told.  
 
It was a deadline that I was trying make. I’ve been 
marking through my to-do list for the past twenty-seven 
years, and yet I can never seem to keep up.  
 
Let the structure pull itself apart.  
 
So.  
So? 
So.  
…So.  
 
I’m/it’s not finished. We’re making this up as we go 
along.  
 
IMPROVISE 
 
- - 
 
2 In which the writer lays down her pen in 

order to try to get some sleep 
 
DREAM SEQUENCE #1 

-‐ Walking slowly backwards down a hallway.  
-‐ Bright green grass and a blue sky 
-‐ Clouds and the universe. Symbols.  

 
EDIT 
 
No way to re-present this, not in a satisfactory light. 
There are too many steps in the process that haven’t 
been taken. The only thing left to do is overshoot the 
whole mess, scramble it.  
 
BLUR YOUR VISION IN AND OUT. 
 
/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\ 
 
MORNING 
 
/\/\/\/\/\\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\//\/\/\//\ 
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Time again. Video is the medium for it. Not the only 
one, of course, but it is particularly well suited.  

-‐ Uses time 
-‐ Records (TWOAITAOMR) 
-‐ Duration 
-‐ Performance capture 

 
KMH /\ KWH \/ IHW /\ IHI \/ WMW /\ HKM 
 
- - (one and a half months pass) - -  
 
Still playing? Yes. Same video? Yes.  
Weird. 
 
Ok, let’s review it one more time.  
 
DREAM SEQUENCE 2: He’s a good dancer. Are you 
watching this? 
 
Not everything that seems valuable on camera 
maintains its force when filmed. 
This action is determined scene-by-scene, frame-by-
frame, a fraction of a second becomes a whole. And in 
that millisecond I become a different person.	  
 
 > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
 
3 THERE THERE 
 
The observer effect refers to changes that the act of 
observation will make on the phenomenon being 
observed. This is often the result of instruments that, by 
necessity, alter the state of what they measure in some 
manner.	  
 

Thanks again for coming over and all your work on the 
text so far.  
 
I've attached a scene grid with the dialogue and the 
scenes in order. This might help... 
 
I guess for me there's been—this whole project has 
been about the act of observation, observing the actors, 
observing my own gestures, objects in the making of 
the work, and also the "theory" of observation that 
takes place on a quantum level and the expansive, 
which covers relativity. 
 
But I am also playing with this idea of the notion of 
seeing from both sides of the lens; the desire to see and 
the desire to be seen. My dialogue/ VO is attempting 
to guide the viewer to make conscious their own act of 
viewing (i.e. “All I wanted was to objectify him”), such 
as the parts where Sean is calling out to the viewer 
from the other side (ie. “Come inside, come see me. I 
know you're watching me,” etc.)   
 
There is a strong tie between that absurd and 
existential thought which has been quite pervasive in 
my work. And I wanted the 3rd act (dénouement) to 
have a kind of feel of loneliness/emptiness (perhaps a 
bit of unrequited love is in there too). I guess I find the 
act of looking up to the cosmos to be a reflection of that 
kind of loneliness in some way. Ever since we invented 
the telescope, the whole notion of looking out into the 
heavens (and particularly today) has been the search 
for other intelligent life aside from ourselves. There is a 
possibility that we are not alone in the universe. I 
believe that the act of looking and observing is also 
about trying to find ourselves. We are in the image 
somehow. 
 
Anyways, I'm quite tired. Weird place to end, but 
everything is looking blurry right now. 
  
Thanks again, 

GINA’S SONG 
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Les amours oubliées  
Trainent tout le long des rues  
Comme des enfants retrouvés perdus  
Dans la cohue  
Sur les pavés mouillés  
  
Belles collent leur peine  
Aux vitres glacées des bals  
D'où filent des rengaines  
Dont chaque phrase est pleine  
De mots qui leur ont fait du mal  

Joli refrain du mois de mai  
Qui les a fait danser souvent  
Sous des tonnelles en plein vent  
Comme au ciel dansent les bleuets  
  
Les amours oubliées  
Une fois l'hiver venu  
Comme des lambeaux de joie  
Font tournoyer les rêves  
Qu'elles croient perdus  
 

Près des grilles des squares  
Elles guettent chaque soir  
Les couplent qui s'enlacent  
Et rêvent à leur place  
Des joies qu'elles n'auront plus jamais  
  
Les amours oubliées  
Pleurent ceux qui les aiment  
Ça n'en vaut pas la peine  
Puisqu'ils ne s'en souviennent  
Pas plus que du soleil de mai  


