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Day to day. On and on.

The rain haswetted my appetite fordestruction, orwasthat a message handed down to
me by some odd quirkin my unconscious, but then again I want to take the boat out
onto my river of emotions, to play with the subtle frequenciesof colour, which hardly
changes, only in minute croaksof sound, which needsa special microphone to record.
Looking out my new window at the darkened skiesthat hoverlike a beast in aniron
anorak, I'm wondering what comesnext. Today I've walked along merri creek for awhile,
while dodging joggersand dog walkers. My time at the jawsof the merriwasbrief, asl
made my way around hilly west Preston streets. Thissuburb ispretty wealthy, and could
almost be like the inner south western Melbourne suburbs, but no itsgillgot a northern
soul kind of feeling (or hypnobeat- Ithink it wasthe same band ; help me David Nicholls).

There are some pretty clean and fancy houses, with a great view of east coburg, and
that’sa view we allneed. It'snice to walk somewhere | haven't been. |l guessitsmy way
to walk around the streetsof new abodes. There’ssomething deep down about the
walk. I canimagine in the 15th century walking in the Forrest, while playing an evil flute,
which no one intown could bearto listen to.

Life isa bit dulltoday. I've been to the post office and paid more than I would have liked
; ltsexpensive to use the postal syssem these days. In wondering what to do today I'm
radioing around the frequency bandsand stting here hoping that some thing exiting will
come through. The jack hammeracrossthe road hasstarted up again, it seems
everywhere 1 go, there are road worksin the way. It probably willget worse if the
government goeson an infrastructure blow out.

Well no itsnot working I'm afraid. Someone on the radio isgoing on a promotional binge
for her new book. She’sreading from it now. Itsturgid conservative crap thatisof no
interest to me, oh well, It takesall kinds- How to get into a doggie frame of mind- woof
woof bow bow bow. The incestuousanimism of five purposeful tribesmen from Horsham is
practically on top of me, telling me to turn of the radio. Living with dogs,well, | guess
there be some people that be like doggieswith theirtailssnipped off. I'm not really in
that bad a mood, honestly.
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this year.

It has been a strange 2009. Feels like I'm walking through treacle. I've been
having heavy bouts of nostalgia for Nanjing in zhongour. What is it to yearn for a
past which has gone? | guess I'm using its fuel vapours to make a performance
piece. It's in three parts, the first being ready for a showing- its called wo bu chi
ro. Firstly we will show at Westpace gallery in the 30" of October. Then we plan
a showing at the oki do centre in late November, but that is yet to be confirmed.
Even what we have so far has had to be ground out of lethargic and unfocused
hands. The above picture comes from Nanjing, and I'm gathering somewhere on
the outskirts of town. Does seem a pretty nice place to live, but I'm sure there’s a
catch. | suppose when you live for four months in a city, you develop a fondness
for its vagaries. GETTING THERE / STAYING THERE/ BEING BORED THERE.
It seems all I'm reading about these days is historical disasters. First it was the
Nanking massacre, which | guess only sparked my interest when we visited the
presidential palace in Nanjing towards the end of our stay. | won’t go into detail
here, but let’s say it didn’t show the Japanese army of the late 1930’s in a great
light. and now I’'m re reading about the Tokyo subway gas attack in 1995. | guess
I’'m into all the happy stuff at the moment.

=

3'-"*-413 billy don’t be a hero

| found something to get inspired about. I’ ve even got a song with distorted organ in the
works, so that must mean |’ ve got something to shout about. Spent the weekend in
Castlemaine, and what better place than to enjoy the work of a certain Mr. Bill Fay.
This Englishman popped up in the late sixties on the deram label. He gave two albums,
and a single to us, then vanished from view. Quality though brings its own rewards, and
Billy hasn’t been forgotten. There's areason for this, the man was a goodun. 1’ ve got
both abums, but at the moment I’ m concentrating on the first album. It’s alush
orchestral affair. The lyrics are subtle but incisive. I’'m thinking of my favourite song of
the moment ‘ methane river , which Billy cant make it across, but someone tells him he
can make it but he lacks the knowledge. Now like all great artists there are many levelsto
this witticism. There are little twists throughout this album and that’s what makes it for
me.
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One...
The audience enters the space

This is a piece of writing I've been slaving over too long and maybe I've been doing to
much thinking. You decide.

1. whatis a sacred space

A place to be a depth of contact meeting contact - of colliding atoms dancing. A sacred place is the meeting
place of the human. It encompasses the levels of humanity- from the base gross rock energy, with its contrary
incongruous pain, to the divine heaven that lies as the possible articulation in every being. In making
performance, there are parameters to the performance space. It is holy. Reverence must be used by those
entering. This is not a decision the performers and witness's take lightly. The performance space is heavily
codified with a sense of action. The space accommodates a giving to the possibilities locked in the
imagination. It is a meeting of various universal elements. Performance rites are infused with a performance
focus which has many layers that encompass a construction that will benefit the evolution of the cosmos. All
art should eek out those spiked barbs, those paradoxical schisims that put up the mirror to our selves, and
reveal intricacies about the path we travel. This sometimes is an act of friction. The lurgies in the imagination
that light up a path and give instruction do not come without thorough investigation into the aims of the
performer/ performed. An aimless paradigmis just as valid as and concrete idea. Sometimes an act of
freedomis an act of falling into the aimless void of flow, intuition and trust. It is often more enjoyable not
knowing where you are going until you get there.

In order to explain the nature of the sacred space, | need to give you a map of myself. Like everyone 'ma
multilayered being- a dynamo of various ontological processes. There is a contact point which connects ny
life energy to this place in time and space. Like all sentient beings, there is a complex array of multi facets
which bind me together and allow me to function on a multiplicity of levels. There are the finite spirit urges, the
divine orientation which activates a desire to immerse myself in acts of sacred incarcerations for the benefit of
a universal explosion of all that can deliver us to the future. The bomb that explodes is a growth, which comes
fromopening out like lotus petals of each possible human. Alife’'s work should be of benefit to the expansion
of the universe, and its rich density of evolution. Humans can benefit the universe and dispose of selfish
preservation, which comes froman ego which is instilled with an intense self preservation instinct. The
concept of heaven can exist in a humans everyday function in the here and now. How do we activate the
dormant heaven? The possibilities exist in humanity to work with the divine aspects of the being. Many
cultures still have this connection. Through meditation, ritual manifestations, prayer and awareness of higher
frequencies that operate on the human spectrum. This realm of experience can be both joyous and harsh. like
the five elements, the spirit life burn's and coals. Its can wait away through the stratosphere, or can feel glued
to the ground like a mountain. There are divine urges that lie in all things. Humans work and temper matter-
they have reached a point where they can reconfigure and rearrange. In this point of human time, we no
longer need to hunt for food. We are left to cultivate the divine, which exists encoded into all human form. We
have the same characteristics, and the divine world is locked in all sentient beings.
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CONTACT...CONTACT.

The parameters of humanity, the shades and light, the incongruities and the simplicities, what is
said and what can't be uttered. It's a complex equation even getting up out of bed each morning. It
could be seen as a miracle of many factors, which taken for granted, leads to a stupid bluntness of
the spirit. This is the antithesis of what needs to be bought into the sacred space. The mindis a
sea of chemicals. It needs to have calmwaters, in order to see the links to higher realms. Places
that can be dormant because of the dominant energy vortex in the mind. Meditation is knowing the
mind- To see there and see the naughty child yapping away with its many splinters. This is why
many advanced sprits meditate. In order to know, you have to observe the complexities that exist
in your universe

1. the holy act

The holy act is a communion with space, time and other sentient beings.

Holy is simply an anareness of the self. A conglomeration of physical, mental, and spiritual bodies,
working together in one being. Holy is ascension, haly is contradiction between various flows of
function: eddies of interdeterminate action.

Holy is understanding the universe of endless processes that the | and the other are in constant
action. Holy is a divine seek, a brushing off the webs of grass indifference. Deleauze and guattari
talk a lot about flow in their seminal tomb “anti Oedipus”. The flow of machines is a complex web of
contacts, many which lie deeper in the intrinsic mind. The flow is submission to the fatalistic non
desires,alloning the flow the wash over you, both intrinsically and at a local meeting point with
matter. Collecting little bits of dust is a meeting between instinct and knowledge. The haly is higher,
finer. Lost in the overtones of decision, some which are made beyond our reach. Holy is | and the
other. Enter into one mould of playful flows, monoaesthicically indigenous to the lack of self. Taking
a step into the egoless void is a haly act. Trusting the instinct is the start of a holy cacophony of
schisms- broken neurons, mutated decay. The forward mind, the backward mind; Its position is
nowhere. It is a deep river of bodily/universal processes, interactions with space and time.

This holy world relies on an open reverence, naked and open. Fear is apocryphal, a gross
reminder of a stagnant primordial existence. It is a bestial reminder of the gross animismthat lies in
all sentient beings. It must be understood as a layer of humanity in all its various s paradoxes. The
performer is a child, a playful cyclone of omnivorous contradiction. A paradox standing ready at the
gates of the possible, to take care with each semblance of energy is the task of the holy seeker. To
manifest the potential lying at the root self.

The bestial depths give us the grounded sense of identity. They are part of our intrinsic natures.
The holy act is a celebration of all layers of human frequency. From base to heaven- all is one
universe of personality.

The performer is a contact point between their bodies and the space. How is the performer to
ascend beyond the pointless grossness? For a start, they put themselves in a contact loop with the
audience.



2. the contact loop

The audience comes into a space to witness a spectacle- a reverberation of layers in a multi
layered contact loop. The space is sacred. It has been purified by the energy of the people
that have contributed to the energy of past contacts. The performer brings to the space an
open connection of matter collisions, a parasitic need, fusing between points of substance the
space has been finitely tuned by the focus, actions and desires of the performer/s.

When the audience and performer co exist together, there is a contact loop. There is an
interchange of ideas on a multiplicity of cognitive and metaphysical layers of consciousness.

The role of the witness in performance is a complex matter of perception layers. A response from
the witness, through a contact loop of temporal viscosity is always welcome, but there is a freedom
to process the performetive images fromthe side of the witness and the performer. | do no impase
myself on the decision process of a witness. It is my job to provide a spectacle. It is the witnesses
tofind, but | do not expect to giver the witness a life changing imprint. Bubbles of energy are
trapped in the moment. A stream flow, giving and taking are wrapped up in the sensitivity of the
thread. To go beyond schema and flower a reaction in the voyeur, which in turn returns to the
performer. The performer with their energy is proposing a marriage of constant contact
oscillations, bubbling sparking and burning through the moment. \When the contact loop is
operating successfully, there is give and take in a beautiful ongoing spiral. Vwhen the contact loop is
functioning well, there is focus on the paradox of existence, with the matter collisions of
frequencies of matter. The witness however may chose to turn off and tune out. This is entirely
their choice. This lack of a contact loop has its own imprints in the performance.

The performer and the audience forma partnership. It is my view that the performance event
needs witnesses to give it an envelope of certainty. There is also a kind of performance which | call
alaboratory which has no need of awitness. The rehearsal process is a laboratory, which is
entirely for the performer to orient themselves to the possibilities in the work. Performance can
exist in this stage without a witness, but in most cases, | feel the need to show the work Its is
interesting that | feel this way, because a witness is a modulating and collecting an act of energy
calliding with space and time. This is not dictated by an outside other. There are two parts to this
equation. Frstly, in my work the performer is opening up a crack of experience that can have its
own internal body validity and can be processed by any of the six senses. Secondly, the performer
has a gift of callision and action which the witness has to carry - The giver to the receiver mirror.
The witness has the choice of affirmation, depending on their experience, and the witness's
interaction with the performer.

The performer is given the passibilities in the holy act. The witness entering the performance
space, means that the occasion has a resonance - they amp up the space with their senses.
Performing validation - There needs to be a witness to the crime. Without one, there is exploration
on the part of the performer, but it is a closed shop with only the performers as experiential
substance.

The metaphysical resonance is energized and focused. It exists in the under consciousness as a
bed in the performer. It is understood at the cellular level that the energy is a social interactive
essence. This energy exists on all levels. . .as a gross baseness, to a divine whisper of a finer
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Oscillating current, which needs to be given its longing to ascend to a greater expansiveness, to
make a gift with spearing divine infestation. The contact loop is a social gift, a longing for the
greater whole, a searching along the cloud byways for a unification of the one spirit, of which
humans are intrinsically coded.

3. validation

the act of performance demands a witness, a pool of experience to ripple the surface of a
witness in experiential latitudes.

To even talk of validation is talk of ego, but also of an intrinsic urge to reach out to an ather outside
your own experiential paradigms. Why can't he/she be happy in their room, in a self contained
safety bubble? It is a chasm of rumination and interaction. The inside and the outside in contact
with ather human energy. Performance can bee see as an annihilation of fears. An invitation,
letting the instinct have its glorified perfection. | will talk later about the instinct, as it plays a infinite
role in my performative discourse. The gift is a moment in which tangible emations can be given,
both by performer and audience. This interaction is a subtle telepathy — seeping, absorhing,
interloping with the body of performer/witness/space/time/matter.

It is natural for the body to have its defense mechanisms. That is why each person in a finite
interior level feels differently at every given moment, and thase pysia/spiritual/philospopy questions
are along road traveled my many. Maybe they will be touched on as | further explore this
manifestation. tickling of the senses. . realms of uncertain travel. . paradox schisms, which are
regulated by each witness differently depending on how they feel. .. The time of day... The
interaction between the matter in space along time lines. | have a story when | work on a
performance. It grows organically in flux with my experience of the work. | don't see my story as
having a great weight than any other. | want each witness to make their own story. i want the
imagination to be sparked up —a playful childlike curiosity to be embraced. There is a misnomer in
all arts, that the author of the work by right has some all knowing insight into the story. | have no
ownership of the work. | pick it out of the air just like all artists. It is for the benefit of all human
beings.

Awitness by their act of feeling has an overtone to performance work that gives it a life. It is
empowerment for the performers, it is a social desire to communicate with athers. Many levels of
communication are attempted:

Aesthetic

Emotional

Spiritual

Physical

Contextual.
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Aesthetics relates to a focus in the performer. If there is a deep connection of performer to the
performed, there will be a birth of a layer of solid glamour. This is not a showy superficial glamour,
but a heartfelt openness in the performer. What can a witness take from the aesthetics of a
performance? A knowing that there is no half assed disassociation involved in the contact loop, this
is real, this is open. this is naked innocence, even if this level cannot be either constantly
maintained by the performer, or incorporated into the witnesses sense of their voyeurism
Aesthetics can be seen as a glass like side dish —often not given validation by the interior

validation by the interior performance world. Salid is the desire of the performer. Beauty comes
from knowing, and being in the body. The increase of the envelope of experience is an act of
constant evolution.

emotional is aworld to be given its due. A flowing river- it must be contained. Emations are golden
when focused into the work. They can sweeten the performer and the witness, but too much sugar
is bad for you. Disciplined emations can give life to every strand of the process. They can be there
as a beautiful coat to protect and ennoble, to open up the passibilities in the performer.

The witness will have an emotional reaction. From indifference to rapture, Emotions are made for
the witness. They are carried away into the future, or left in the past. The witness can grasp this
level of a performance most easily. it sits closer to the primal than the spirit in humans. it is an open
paradigmthat has its due in everyday living. The witness is using emations from minute to minute,
from hour to hour. It is the performers job toiillicit heightened emations. There is nothing more
banal than indifference. Preaching to the unconverted can sometimes be a problem, | think related
to a fear of being in a new situation and not knowing how to react.

Spiritual. I'malways looking for a heightened sense of the self, finite divine discourse both with the
self and with others. In defining the spirit, | will need a whole chapter in itself to discuss my knowing
of the dynamics of the spirit. In present context, the spiritual quest, awareness and development is
most important in the performer. Like aesthetic layers of a performance, the spiritual dynamics for
the witness is much harder to find. If the performer is in sync with their open intuition, the acts they
perform, no matter how minute are holy, then the witness can be given an opening into this layer.
This is often referred to as a higher consciousness, relating to the higher oscillating frequencies of
the divine etheric strands. The openness of the witness to this divine paradigm can often result in a
greater complexity of their experience. However, this paradigmis a layer that can be experienced
in a variety of ways. The witness can be the receiver of the spiritual information, which operates on
an abstract level, most likely, because spiritualismis an interior personalized experience, the
witness can see the spiritual longing and occasional ascension in the performer. my performance
aesthetic is heavily dependent on this validation, but like a layer in the cake, the witness can make
their own observations one cther levels, and still have an experience.

Physical. Perhaps obvious on a gross level, the physical presence of the performer is the base
metal, is the ground fromwhich the body impulses surge forth into the space. Its the beginning and
end of the performance process. the body is constantly interacting on both exterior and interior
levels to the metter in space. This is the energy combustion that gives life to every act in our
existence. The witness has the physical layer thrust upon them, by the very fact that performance
given to witness is a social interaction, a partnership in space and time. The witness is the
spectator of the body/s,and their contact with the space. the witness is the ingestor, the universe in
a series of moments.

Physical texture is an immediate contact. Its resonances can be accentuated by the very fact that
the witness has an experience of digesting information, learned through life. There are several

12



physical resonances that are not so obvious to the witness. These resonances are often the most
interesting. they most probably result from a series of physical actions, which operate on other
levels discussed. The interesting physical discontinuities come from a willingness in the performer
to extend their physical range, although sometimes its is the smallest physical action that has
deeper visitation rites.

Contextual. Each performance work is researched. There is a solid base of information, which is
used as a starting point. This information is used in many ways. It can start an improvisation, be
used as text, or music, or can even suggest the implements/props being used in the performance.
I've already stated that this abstract set of decisions by me is not the final story(if such a thing
exists), its is the material that helped bring the performance out of the ether and into the space

JULIAN WILLLAMS AND CRAIG PeADE
CHINA RESEARCH WORK ATTHE WESTSPACE GALLERY IN NOVEMBER 2009. THE PIECEHAS
BEEN IN DEVELOPMENT SNCE JUNE 2009
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| wait at the junction between the wind and the sun. The world we livein is echoed in my
lead characters footsteps. My manifesto has six parameters.

1. Theendisso far

2. The energy is confirmed

3. The light must be strong enough to shinetill | find a place to rest.

4. The talons leading the writer and reader on must be intri

5. Perfect spirals must be formed.

6. | must see this through.

My mind is addled now. | need to sleep, and dream of plot developments. | would hate to
bore myself with dead wood in ahalf empty river. Intricate strands of meaning cometo
mein this dightly askew place, between old and new days. I’'m waiting for her return.
Not long now and | can put this endless belly button philosophizing to bed. | guess | have
my doubts, and sometimes the burn and corrode my thoughts and actions

Hello,

It's Martin on a holiday in Hawaii.

| can almost hear the gasp coming from your entrails right up your tubes to your spindly
throat.

| don’t know what to do with myself, but | did come with company — my hot shot writer
Dan Frank and his girlfriend, were an odd set of triplets, but we suck in the sun, walk
upon the sand and eat and drink too much.
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