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During the six weeks visiting am Art Space in October and
November 2017, | was walking, looking at notes, and writing.
Toward the end, we organised a little four-day workshop where,
with a group of ten people, we explored using short imaginative
texts as interventions in the street. Furthermore, the Cultural
Department of the German Consulate General invited artist Yu
Ji, theatremakers Kai Tuchmann and Zhao Chuan, and me to

do a public panel. It was an occasion we used to experiment,
revisiting past work in a very simple set-up together. Planning

it generously, the only conceptual stratifier we colluded to
focus on was 'notions of text; reflected in the somewhat clumsy
title "Contexture". | carry on thinking about what emerged

in the experiment, so a few impressions from that night are
enclosed in the back, as well as a reflection of a day | witnessed
at Ming Museum's exhibition "Precariat's Meeting". The time
and atmosphere given to me through this residency as well as

conversations and encounters have been invaluable.

Starting from hundreds of notes, the following prose poem is
a concept for a novel compressed into a few pages, bursting to
take shape. Its nature is still fragmented and informal. | hope
that, by a recurrent logic of magical conjuring, a few ideas can
be evoked.

BURROW BAY MOON | 7



ﬁ
e

i
I\3
m

t4BZ2FHH), —HE TN, BEEND, BE—EEEENPEIHE
BIFHIZ RIS, TEE. FEW. M. ZE, ERABKIXED, HE
A TINIER, 1+ RERRAEIERZERIGZI. MIIEFPTE
BEIK, BREETEAD Lo

BRE, FRMIHNFE LBRRIRANT, L THILIEE, T
MEHINE, KEUBEET A BEFAXEH TS BNIMTHE
IRTEIE 7T, 178 —EEBNINERNBETERN, A BANTEFEITEL
HEURUMA S LTEEZE, BEEIHE BIERIZT. E#SXA9
RIPITRE BN E. B BT PAaIIE?

RMRE—RBXEPHERT —BXF, RNEREREN—EBPE/GR.
MIBEREFEFMGEFET D, MESEBREMRESHEIM—TIRIL,
BARBRRESFNEALNB BN 2L, BETEERE., REHRDE
fEIRHR, (R &M “BEMEECRET E5, BRTMIINRL,
fEFMIALTEE, ENRRREERKRNERE, HEJRTHES
WS, XEMSUTERED, BEEEHTI, URBETH
ZWENR, FEECHTHIEE, BEMIANIEBRENMERIT,
BUIRFIT, WHFEEETF. BMMUERTESNRL, BIMEFHE
HRAEMS LRI, EHK. MRER—MESNER; MEHLR
—MREBAESHTE., "V KEENAARER TE-TET L.
BER TH— IO FERESET —i2. RTAMBREILEHITA.

[ #E—3 Rk, 20 HEMEN—ERERARFNET, M8 SHN\BHRARMTIEH
BEAABEEMAIA. PRNR ( BERQ-D - TE) RHELERSAES RRERERT
1909 FHfER, PIREDEEEDN (BB - RRFENAE) , (ALHIF) 2000.11.02,

8 | mWrREzA



MEMETR T HEREE, B2, EEIESAENMS, SMER
ITAMEMERRE. TAEERTER. SHEN, MRELE, RSRE
TiEE, XEMERANR, TEFREIEH, BILREFTERENT
B, EMT, DEEREURR, FEFMNEACREST—RKML. BN
MMTIATEEN T HEPFE, XNTHTE, BRFAEFRRL
BATRE. FINR, WTHEFRIZRLHMN, REEF. XHME
IRIEAE AB B — BB 7T, FUGFELE R S EILPRTH
B, BEXNRFEECAMENER, BEENLINTE, TEAR
TERE, REBEMMERBENTE, P REENZFTFREE, X
FEEL, REFRMESHABSLFRS5HXMAKP. MBRT,
ERTIEES, REMMNOF AR, MIE, FRRAXZEAR
BIEE LERNBEREEY. XEMER RS B SN,

WE, BEET—FBEAKNEE, XRRFEAF TTERIMAM
—iEE, FRULENEARTRSISENST. SRELEERBBZA,
BB SNHEINE —FERINERITE, FiihE, AMIEE
BIERET,

REZLAE—TFRBIRNBAST I —HTHRBENE. REATELS
B—-RIEMEMHF ARG, 8T XS, IR, FMERNEFRIH,
ENFRRIEREE, —ERASKERRE, REBITEENE™
WARFEPTATEENE, XHEMERSIERENETET. — MR
K, AAUNVNMITFMTRENT SEBIRFRT Hok, BRXMIURE,
LEOE-BXRRNMAEFE, EEESANREES. BWER
BOBREE, MIURERRT HE, PEEBATMATDEMR T HIRFLEH

[2] 7. BASF 1958 (FFAIRMRTARL) T8 (BHFNEIR)  XABMER/L. HiDE
WHERAHREIBNE—: "TREXCAVENER, —BRUFRTEE.”

mrmzE | 9



HEN—ED . R—RER, —0&ERFEMGRNE.

HIEBEBRAIUERE S R X RNFREER. XTHEIMERK,
RRMFEZANRAXMN, FRNOLSEFRERR, MRAEIHN
MNEBIRAEII., HRAREBEMARNERA, EREENER
BSHEILRRRILE, “MRMENE. " X—SEREARNES NI
BABEA#EER, MMEH-—MRIEEENERIE, KBEF—T
NE, EXBREFR, BEEWENELZT, EMBERMNBES5 LR
PREOBETE

PBRZELELBERS ARBEHATERM, IHRRTER, RKRERZT
BOLAR LT FE KR AOFE SRR TR . b —E RS KRR SR EIT
#, BXEREE—TTHFNT K, MONLILRRE, hAiRm
ILRIER NS, —BRMPAEERES, KNEHAR, BNISEL]
SIRNEERMthEEME, BMMBLNIERPBE, BREE-FER
mE, MERFTMEE AT RIFNER, —TERMEBOTX,
ARHNAXERT EE. FTETENERE. BITRRNERS
ThFTA RIS, IKIBERS - EERNRR, XERROARIETM
8, HENAETRMHET, MIEER, B, NuEH. BHEERS
EET, RAMRRNZHRG . MTETE— AR LR, i
HOIFIRIREE R N8, R EIMITIRAIRE SRR S 1.

ﬁ% BRITOKBIGHRET. RIR, ZAMBETHTEL, M
WERAFEBEIL, EREEIHRREBAE.

—X, EEBEH, MEH-PRKAEEN—NNMEIRE, —§/VB1R
EEAMINEE, EP-—TRFHITER, ABEENFESEH
TEROBESD, ki, TRUENFEEEZTERT. B&E
BAE, REHEHP. SRER—[ROME, B-EFRERRZE,

10 | mEREZE



BURROW BAY MOON

What is expendable. It's been pouring rain. Walking through
generous wall-framed streets under a mint-coloured umbrella at
dusk, peaceful, beautiful, wet, and blue. In the archive you gave
me, | enter little worlds. Collected notes of nearly twenty years of
observing and writing. Taking all leave from work, | want to dwell
there.

What the plane trees and moving spotlights from passing cars,
hustling legs, and wet hemlines make me think of: | will take us for
a walk. We never knew when to stop walking, walk was the basic
pattern of our lives at a time when we were also travelling across
each other's body in a frenzy; walking that was thinking, thinking
that was speaking, and writing that was walking. Walking your
story in the rain today. Am | at your will?

You copied a passage from a newspaper article about an old
German novella. You kept it close since, and | always wondered
if you used it as a token because you thought you shared
something with the main character. But | have to disagree.

You were only like him when you played: "Jakob sets himself
the task of penetrating their mystery. He treats them not with
respect but with the cheeky self-assurance of a child who is
used to having any mischief on his part excused as cute, mixing
effrontery with patently insincere self-abasement, giggling

at his own insincerity, confident that candor will disarm all
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criticism, but not really caring if it does not. The word he would
like to apply to himself, that he would like the world to apply to
him, is impish. An imp is a mischievous sprite; an imp is also a
lesser devil."" This thin piece of paper was pasted onto the first
box. What lies beneath seems all mixed up. | have no idea what
you intend for me to find.

Writing from the city's negative below. Infrastructure. Inside

is where air is, outside mud and stuff. What carries over to

the inside. While, on the surface, moving is informed by
landscape, these tunnels do not have a landscape, there is no
moving in between spaces, outlined spaces are all there is. In
this negative, there is no standing on the edge and knowing
that you are able to jump. Because that fear cannot exist in
city tunnels, differently from mining shafts and therefore
fundamentally different from all extractive sites, because of
that, life down here is truly earthen. No windows. This is where
you all will come to take shelter one day the way communities
did in the mountains forever. Think of this planet congested
by death and wealth, and consider the inelegance of going
earthen, not a cure, not healing, but the condition for coping

[1] Refersto acouple, brother and sister, educating the protagonist Jakob

as a servant at their institute for young boys in an undefined European city in
the early 1900s. The novella is Jakob von Gunten by Swiss author Robert Walser
published in 1909. Cut-out taken from Coetzee, J.M. The Genius of Robert Walser,
in The New York Review of Books, 2000.11.02.

[2] Bataille, Georges. 1958. "The Congested Planet", in the unfinished system
of nonknowledge. The book is also right there. | remember her showing me the
opening line of this text once: "The planet congested by death and wealth, a
scream pierces the clouds."
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with collective congestion.” | am writing from here to digest,
though I know most people have hardly participated in the
congesting ourselves. On city streets only lonely corpses stay
unmoving, you said, and now | see that it's because living
minds on one-way tracks cannot care enough. These tunnels
are where you wrote yourself.

Now, here is a channel to the moon already, the only channels
I've allowed to go under into the mirror city. | want the rhythm
of its phases to direct my walking. Today appears a daytime
moon, its full crescent dictating me to follow a haphazard path
through the tunnels, and | am right in the middle of it all.

Once you wrote a passionate letter to a man you didn't know
well at the time. After seeing a dead cat's corpse collapsed on
the pavement, that's what you did. During previous days, in
front of your house, its body had been shuffled here and there,
some passersby having tried to get rid of it, or return what
seemed like dignity to the dead, halfheartedly, so that it kept
proving its existence. Two little paws sticking out of a folded
billboard poster at the foot of a garbage can. A barren fox-red
corpse on top of the same can was defying gravity rigorously.
Cat back wrapped in poster unsuccessfully sticking out of
dumpster. Corpse naturalised as extension of garbage can. You
were swaying while you told me about your letter.

And secretly | sway between poles of how | can relate to you
now. This project has an outrageous scale, this is your and my
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mass culture, out of touch with our social body, but a celestial
body to our little physical lives. | am just mediating what you
handed me, but the responsibility for the form the mediation
takes makes me desperate. Knowledge is power, conjures the
library you used to go to by embedding this statement in walls
and carpets in cardinal languages, what kind of power. During
this walk | want to engrave the tunnel walls to put a liquid spell
onusin turn.

Seeing him that night in the half-empty lecture hall left you
wretched. The skin under your clothes seemed to be burning
up against cold fingertips. They had been steady carrying up
bottles of water to the fourth floor but trembling throwing an
empty one out. His sight left you exposed and his attendance
drained you. He had been walking around all day, observant
over long stretches of time, and at times carried away on
transformative excesses of understanding. Then, moving away
from mere understanding, following a hint the world didn’t
know it had given. A sensitive inexplicable hunch. He walked
into the room in the same way. Not exactly confident. Glaring
neon-lights covered where he sat down, still taking in the
spectacle of an architecture in a shape you couldn't survey,
designed to be suggestive, not informative, oh so powerful.
Speakers were preparing to start in the front and you didn't
know which side to take. You had to close your eyes in a corner
and let the sensation of hearing his breath across the room
take over.
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These tunnels are spotlights that do not scatter to the sides.
Before long, the waning moon rests on a horizon invisible from
this system, desiring to crescend by disappearing.

One day in front of the library, he saw a woman playing with a
small child. A little scooter was lying in front of them, so that
one of the wheels reached into the air. The woman stuck white
gloves into its spikes and started spinning, so that the fingers
were waving around in the air. The boy had so much fun
looking at them. Later that same day, invited by some elderly
artists to discuss a project, he had just finished an extravagant
dinner, instead of taking the elevator he was climbing down
the stairs of the restaurant to help digestion, and passed
several floors under construction. Workers wore chef's
uniforms, even high white hats. They were climbing up and
down the stairs carrying steaming rubble. He had to wipe dust
from his eyes and joined their procession, feeling inadequately
dressed for the occasion.

His favourite quote was from Mr. Spock in the Star Trek TV
series, where the Vulcan plainly declares to a man who insults
him: "l object to you. | object to intellect without discipline.

| object to power without constructive purpose.” This, not
having met your friend, but feeling as if | was getting to

know him here, seems to describe his own sense of purpose
accurately. While | often wring myself for words, he made
everything he touched ring like drops falling into water. You
met him through a lecture series on nursing he had organised
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atan art space, himself an artist, like you, but much more an
obvious facilitator for others. Was he relating to your notions of
care.

Taking thinking for a walk at your will, | discover more and
more tunnels, all constructed by a necessity of the city which
diverts from what landscape dictates, mostly in order to go
between home and job. Even in your messy city this structure
of need exists. Apart from that, digging is seldomly done for
leisure, so in here | am not seduced, | am urged. A responsible
maze directing me strictly. Tunnels underlie flection, and

the grammar of the burrow is unfulfilling, you wanted me to
experience lust, lust, | read now, is connected to austerity. |
really hate that. Please play with me in the afterlife. In your
city | am always protected by the concrete which has been
poured into all gaps, as teeth are filled to keep dirt from going
underground. Where sky could touch you. | have no need for
dexterities when thinking of you in here. Territories deteriorate,
because | want to start digging down after digging up to
make lunar channels, avoiding to locate myself in relation to
topography. Your gift is choking me.

Dreary bleakness, you have gone. This is new moon, still
looming, and | find that getting closer to you in the darkness is

keeping sadness at bay.

| can't disclose the content of your letter any longer. That
would just be reproducing the same effect. But let me
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elaborate on what its sending meant to you, and let me not
forget, this is only a tunnel still, even if it's too dark to see the
walls. Your letter was passionate, not because of romantic
matters enclosed, but because all you wanted to do with it
was share your vision with him, because your devotion made
you oblivious to the fact that you were paternalising his place,
intruding into it, disregarding that you were forcing on him a
colouring he might never be able to get rid of again. To be this
passionate, you hadn't known each other long enough and
your friendship hadn't grown a place for you in his endeavour
yet. Involvements of a witness like you grow only with time.
You don't know when to stop, even though you're good at
listening, maybe even at understanding. Maybe because of
your integrated understanding you mistake what has been
shared with you as being involved in it. Don't assume you can
be part of this. Know your commitments. Don't be passionate
at the wrong time. Now | can see how you built relationships.
No, not yet, here | still have to unfold you even further. Your
passion is violence. When you were young, you were tattooing
passion on your thigh, but the violence of permanent passion,
passion that doesn't risk yourself at all but asks the receiver to
bare themselves even more, violence in this engraving made
you stop after a binary pa. Oh when | found it on you. How,

all this time, could you not have understood it as a memorial
inscription, even if only the size of a mole, containing an
accurate warning. Your passion: unmediated brutality of your
own will to assert and affirm actions of others whom you
admired and wished to support.

BURROWBAYMOON | 19



WIEBLTHREEDER, HERAREN—DER ERMRENEN
EARIFES, REFAANFRITA, " hEERUFLRERERMTA,
BR, BAMEMIEHRIPERE. MR, EABCHHP, REET
iR, DEMT—MBUATH, MERSENMZAEmS, BANTX
ZESOREXEEN, REFFENIUR. REE, HLETMZABEMR,
BERTEBANANER, MDSABFRA., RZEHRZEKL,
BN EG R, ERNEFZEREMEE, HERNAEERHRE
EETEBRER, RARELACOBEEASN, EBREXIMII
PREHA, BENAEAMTEENARBEHERE.

ERAKBERIREEFEECHNEE, MERMEEYE, THRENEH,

ERAXNANRRELRN, P EXBET, R—aENERNER.
BEFBRREBIEN, KPEHMXDIMIEST, BAERNBUTD .
EERMENTNS, REEATBERMTNHENSIS. YEER
=BEMEDUFBERIESMH., BR. Tt BRZ LR, © 80
EMILIHR, FAESXESMARET R, REEAEMRNRE, RE
BNEREE A, RIRERBENTRS 1, BIRSM, REFELET —E,

MBXERT, MEERN—ERY, ENNRA,

{REAR T EEESRAORHMR, RIFILIRTTHEIRNI TR, MHAEEMRAK
g, ERIESE, GRMG—REM, RESEMOIFROB—IE, 7

[3] AR -KiB1923 (BIRIRMER) MKIZEIIS I AXET, HBRIHA, el THE.
[4] wEZRhREER AN —E, #EERE, XTAE BERESHHELN. ¥
AL, EEEMNHMMIRGEN, CSINELREPESERFINIE. "XAF: KBR 8
17.1977. “RARER" K.

[6] ™8, 1919 F, #hE—&ERXMIFRER 300 F4ua0, AAHRMEAN. BIUR,
ERT 80k, BIREABEMEASIA.

20 | mrEzA



But he keeps himself strong through detachment in the way
that he only ever responded to what wasn't directed at him. He
could overlook this breach of yours, and it seems you were the
only one remembering a passionate letter.

Dearest accomplice, only accomplice in my life, what is
seduction. You always sat between exhaustion and ease
because of it. Sometimes, | also can't relate to what is
considered appropriate. How would we find a measure.
These days | pass people in transit who wear dreams on
sweatshirts, embed police in raincapes, write self-control
on walls, carry bacteria on jackets. | see what they stick onto
themselves, but | cannot see what makes them powerless.
The most sobering quote you jotted down from him was
"first you have to know how to protect yourself, and then
you can do something." He seemed to have always been
doing something, but | wonder, was he so well protected.
Being forced to defend yourself against types of omission
has become a political act, you said, while sometimes
omission is central for care itself on this side, too, | think.

I have picked my side. You wrote that a proper lady in

the street asked you if despair was a feeling of political
resistance. You haven't been gone long. Should | go and
find him after this, and return to him his agency, burn the
city after we leave. All my questions to you return with full
periods. Only | can let myself disperse what | carry, but who
will be the unfortunate person who brings us all back from
the dead.
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Growing lunar channels means cultivating my own moods,
against discipline, knowing my circles, conjured by the fossil
virgin's waxing and waning.” In these tunnels I've been
changing my mind continuously. Moods need me to reinterpret
positionings again and again, to make calm distinctions for

that cultivation, and compost the rest. I've stopped using the
citipositif for orientation in what already is tunnel-visioned.”
Even the city the three of us inhabited seems to have been
built on selfishness, slaughter, shamelessness, corruption.m
How often corpse came into view while we were there. You
always promised your readers that you were going to tie them
up. It was your relentless labour of love which also connected
you to him and me.

The crescent is back, like a shadow of early daylight,
gravitational entanglement.

When you woke the next morning, fever sent you down
mud-filled lungs and his words were in your inbox. In your

[3]1 Loy, Mina. 1923. Lunar Baedeker. The poem he heard her quoting endlessly,
and the poem she stopped reciting when she met me.

[4] She keeps using this word 'dispositif' in her notes. Wikipedia says it's a
term "generally to refer to the various institutional, physical, and administrative
mechanisms and knowledge structures which enhance and maintain the
exercise of power within the social body." Also see: Foucault, Michel. 1977. The
Confessions of the Flesh. Interview.

[5] Yan Fu.1919. He used this enumeration to describe what the West had

achieved after the First World War in 300 years of domination. It was turned
into a mantra quoted all around you at certain times.
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commitment you were like a candle blown down hot only on
one side by his wind, and you kept giving more of your wax to
flutter in him. Again, you got up for him. His was a detached
generosity. Our mutual commitment later, on the other hand,
used what had been irrevocably spilled and therefore couldn't
reach the fire to conjugate, we little zeros who needed something
other than illusions. Lonely him. You and | were spreading out
our capacities to answer for our waxing like bacterial cultures,
looking to make communities but unable to organise.

Another day much later, he passed through a little village on
the outskirts of the city. All day, he spent sitting next to an
old bridge writing in water. This was when he couldn't show
anyone how destitute he was. | picture you sitting further
down by the same river misreading his characters, wrestling
them off the rings of water your summoning tripped. Waters
liminally lying on earthen urban bonds, growing filters with
them and washing poison into already filled up reservoirs.
You supported him quietly. On his way back at dusk, he saw
two children playing in a garage. They had laid a pocket lamp
on the pavement sending its beam into the narrow empty
space, and they bathed in its light, danced their shadows into
a stream of unsyntactic tales, spilling over with instantaneous
jokes. Instead of looking for what was outside the spotlight,
they bent its space in deference of their imagination.

Who understands how to play consequentially. Retreating
from the mess, both your friend and you agreed, could only
be afforded by privilege. There could never be a break from

24 | BURROW BAY MOON



RBNILETE, BREEN. thEL TR, RAEHEMEEMNERZT,
MEBAE, REMS ERURT KT, thiRXIEERR, REMSER
g, IMEERBEIMAS LFBNRETRN, BHhIEELEN
fR. HEBLROME, REERERE, EFEEFHIEEFR,
REFABIUE, MEREE, MFENRRESEFEBARIAME,
BIREFRKTIHBETE, EAMRKEERE, REEFEE, &5
ML IR FENT FHET, BHRT, BWMEIEN, TFFLD
WAL, WM, HEDE, FAANEMKREL, BMEREREMNIO. &
ITAEEROREL.

—MNERNGES, MFT—E, BRTIATNEMARORERT
EIEIR.

EE: ATt

IREFIERRIABAMREDE, BRI, FiE. EXXTEANER,
REEATRRAC, BRNURAEABRENREIERER
BC, REMNFEHREEHNEN T ESHBEREREE
AT R, SERERTEAE—IMEFENEN, MREE.

ST HREHRNBITTEEATMR. BIAREOXHEND
ARRABD—H ARMNREIT L EEGE—TEBENR,

R LEEEMRILARBIERE. HEQRBRIGIBRELE
BEHN, SAHRRAEERIRNALT . BRERIRENER:

HEBL—TLA, HREERREECBRBERN—E
KRR ZAEXRERD; ZANBXERMT4, METATEESL)
BZAR? MRMFEE—MHZRE, RELORBHFMA—L
BRER? X TERNAEWRAREZERIEF AR
BET, BERTHEEERAGNE. WERHNRRETHRE
ZARZES, MfE, WEXTS—TEFERRNIREBKRE

AREZE | 25



work. After coming down here | feel like you took that on more
clearly than him.

Once he told you about a conversation between two
physicists overheard at a community kitchen. Their humour
was not spilling over any registers, he accounted, but they

had promised to laugh themselves to death if those laws of
physics stopped applying in front of their disliked colleague, or
when the button would finally get pressed. Even Weltschmerz
appeared as a carefree form in those days, you noted down,
revolving around narratives empty of experience, similar to
how you thought of your youth, a time when you knew more
but felt less. Or was it the other way around.

How you lived, dreaming of love. This was the glimpse he
got of you that made him hope you would take his mask
away, and | wonder if he despised you for creating this
spark in him he said was deteriorating, despite observing
the harm which came through reservation in other people
so clearly. When | met you, you were always singing alone,
but singing a canon anyhow. You lived in spite of others'
ignorance, maybe sometimes feigning ignorance to live in
spite of ignorance, never keeping it up all the way since you
had no choice but to spill over. And then came those walks
across each other's bodies that spilled out and were spilled
into. Inequality is at once naturalised and invisibilised, |
read, so it doesn't even halt at intimate thresholds. We tried
to annihilate chaos.
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At a seldom occasion, he sent a flock of letters showing you
differently from how I have ever gotten to know you.

Re: This place has no social body

That feeling you're describing, doubt, | get that.
There is no reason not to doubt yourself facing this
self-serving world. But then there is also no reason

to really measure yourself against norms created to
induce exactly such behaviour fuelling the existing
mainstream flow of resources. Doubt is when |
succumb to what everything around me tells me.
Islands of another-world-is-possible need access and
touch points. | think personal relationships like this
are just that. Your meeting sounds like a good place to
be to lose the paralysing type of doubting. | want to
explain to you how you seemed the other day so that
you can see what | see. Please forgive the breach:

I met a woman who was completely drowned in a
biased problem she imagined around art; what is the
meaning of art, why do people want to make art?
Don't you have to want to tell something to other
people if you are making an art work? Her whole
vision of art and social practice had somehow recently
shifted to viewing them as patronising projects. She
layered that view on all artistic practices. Then she
connected this to an equally limited vision of the

art field as one big homogenous market-dominated
sphere where meaning could only be constructed
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through acknowledgment by structural authorities of
this market. She was completely freaked out, couldn’t
hear anything at that moment in time when | met her.
It made me think how good it is to just be able to have
concrete places to go to meet like-minded people. It
is not so much making art to teach someone what the
right thing to do is, or about life or whatever weird
metaphysical outlooks of truth that kind of practice
needs to perpetuate. It's because there might be
someone responding to it and stepping in touch. | am
still gnawing at the impossibility of community, but at
the same time it's the only thing holding any value for
me now. Perhaps that’s an equal sort of hole.

The last two years, I've been working with two friends
on a long term project. It's their art work, but I've
joined them with all | had at the time wanting them

to succeed. It's an old house in the forest where

they invite socially engaged artists and non-profit-
organizations as well as individual activists or informal
activist groups to spend time together and take care
of themselves. In the process, | turned my back on

art production, art shows in art spaces, whatever
discourses are going on, and the big annual art events.
The professional art practice you were mentioning.
Which I've always found incredibly hard to accept
anyhow. But before, | also never really felt that my
subsistence could be threatened, me personally
having an unsafe future in the messy ongoings,
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somehow always sure there was a way to make it. |
realise by now that there are demands made by society
which | will be suffering from if | don’t make some sort
of 'professional’ job out of what qualifications | have.
And | hate the idea. Setting up this project, | had to
learn how to sniff out policy from the constitutions of
private and public foundations, what the language of
professionalised non-profit-work was, how to brand
myself as a social entrepreneur, how to make a bullshit
bulletproof budget, and so on. It has all become more
tangible, because in the past two years a lot of my
knowledge has turned into experience. Wanting to
create a little alternative place you go to such lengths.
So whatever I've been refusing in the art field, I've
learned to do in the social entrepreneurial world.
Well, now I've sort of quit that since the project is set
up enough to not need so much of my energy any
more. But it's weird to realise with how much spite I've
been treating art objects, and people producing and
producing with no connections between them at all
while they are networking manically. Finally having
some time to get back to some of my own questions
and things | like doing, | am wondering if that art
sphere which is so manifold after all isn't where | want
to be, exactly because it is still possible to navigate

it without being successful and looking for visibility,
allowing for some slim free spaces unattainable
anywhere else as far as | can see. As long as there is
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occasional movement, a side job, and some time,
there is space for encounters and experiences of
community, discomfort, learning, following all of those
to their roots, reaction and the envisioning of other
ways of doing things, even if it's an unstable life...

I don’t know. Can this little space not connect to all
kinds of people without telling them what to do, but
acknowledging that we're living in the same world,
that we are all of the world? | think so. Well, it’s hard

to find the words... anyhow, strange to make anything
these days. What do you produce? What's your labour?
I'm sorry, | think | trailed off from the initial thought
somewhere close to a ramble. | wanted to say: | don't
think | would have done it were it my project. The
whole circus of professionalising. | don't believe in
institutionalising. Organising, yes, but only so far as
you need to create momentum, but this... this is maybe
the same for art — the moment you're not an amateur
anymore. | kind of want to stay there, but it’s already
too late.

So many misunderstandings. And you always were the one
paying the price for not holding back under imperatives of your
entanglement. After all, his art practice was being a destitute
nurse, or an optimistic accountant, a builder disappearing
behind new orders, and that is how he became seductive to
you. You wrote down his stories, and that is why he left you.
The anticipated disappointment still took your breath.
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Someone suggested to look at languages and cultures as if
they were cities we could walk in. | believe it is possible to find
something in the suburbs that was not in the old city first, but
no matter what, that we need to walk those cities knowing
they are little worlds where people live."” Their touching as
immediate as water in water. When speaking and writing fall
together, it is either because our written language allows us
to take down what we're thinking very quickly, or because

we are treading water thinking very slowly. If language and
script coincided before, we can assume that our old cities
represent ancient ways of life very accurately. Their scale
allows to reduce mediation. Tunnels aren't shortcuts in that
case, but an extension of the positive city. Communities built
and sedimented in the way they were treating each other, not
creating affected images of themselves for the afterworld. If
they made writing and reading difficult for us, though, they
would have of course looked much much more dignified in
hindsight and we could assume that this was not how they in

7
t.[ 1

fact spoke or thought.” Theirs were heavily covered towns,

covered in one smooth layer of dirt turned concrete. | like that
your city negative is plain bare and contingent, not exactly

[6] Ludwig Wittgenstein created this image to speak about language first,
then later it was applied to culture by Clifford Geertz who claimed that the
idea "there is nothing in the suburbs that was not first in the old city", meaning
anthropologists looking for proof that there is some sort of cultural essence
that can be found across all societies, was obstructing relationships of situated
knowledges much more difficult to spot, in his research meaning common
sense. Geertz, Clifford. 1983. "Common sense as a cultural system", in Local
Knowledge.

[7]1 Lu Xun.1934. An Outsider's Chats about Written Language. Did you know it?
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[7] &R, 1934, [Ioh3Ci%, FRIABIAIENS?
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derivative of but akin to what's on top. Foundation is yet
somewhere else. That you bare your little worlds to me down
here. My walking you, not reading, is what has been conjuring
you as if by magic. The suggestion of your agency looms
behind the pull of the moon.

You know well where it was that | walked when you had left
me. I'm the imp now, and | haven't even gotten to start looking
into you. After the moon died deeply to let me bathe in its
glow on tunnel floors, rain has begun to flood my burrow, and
I am baying it to stop, to stop letting this be the bay where all
sadness goes.
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UNABRIDGED ATTACHMENT 1
Panel in Verbatim*

There was a screaming rhythm to that night, | thought,
grimacing at a virtual three thousand three hundred thirty
three viewers behind the lens which sat on a front row chair,
and twenty something people dispersed across the space in
front of us, who got to eye us from above. Sucked into loungy
chairs, the four of us had all been thrown into something that
wanted us to bare ourselves, but please not too unbearably

- the only prospective course of action which could become
interesting. The four of usc makes the selected panel sound
like a group. However, | felt that each of us had come to be
there more or less independently. To be precise, none of us was
raging, but something was, was maybe finding my own unease
mirrored in other faces. To be fair, this is not a bad precondition
for experimenting with new conspirators for the first time.

It hadn't been a conscious decision that each was playing

back a sound recording or video, but it had developed during
preparations, when we were conversing through the exchange
of material - since our attempts at speaking in words about
what we could usefully give had not worked out at all. Artists

[¥] What she refers to here is that the English word 'panel' comes from Old
French where it meant a 'piece of cloth’, then in Middle English is documented
as a 'distinct section of a surface', and she relates that to the title they gave
their panel at the time, "Contexture".
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needing to work not talk. This way we were convening in a
space shaped like the piece of a jigsaw puzzle. Only then did
the gravity of how much our recordings and their frames were
conversing become apparent to me. In turn, we became part
of an audience listening together. Recurring interludes from

a translator who bent the speaking between English and
Mandarin were pockets of time cranking up feelings of peace,
tension, and whatever else anyone in the room may have felt.
Instant interpretation was disturbing to me. Like a brick in a
bouncy castle. And yet this counterpoint seemed important.
What she couldn’t translate - played-back sounds and subtitled
readings — was where the night’s rigid patterning started
flowing along. In both instances listening was not conditioned
by knowing a language, it was listening truly. How could we
have known what we were doing after all?

Kai Tuchmann generously started by revisiting a theatre work
he had done with Zhao Chuan and Grass Stage at am Art Space
in 2015 called »The Refuse«. First, we watched the intro of

the piece, a short video sequence from a neighbourhood in
Shanghai, and afterwards he simply read the final passage of
the script aloud. The video dispersed a snippet of speechless
ambience. A swaying camera moves through narrow streets
of a penghuqu #FX where parts of the rehearsals had taken
place, presents us with context, while shadows are flickering,
noises piercing the institution's surprised sound system, and a
woman was singing to a guitar ruefully. The last line went: »My
grandfather told me that when he was not working, he enjoyed
most closing his eyes and listening to the surrounding sounds,
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listening if anyone was speaking in his hometown dialect,
listening if any family was playing Huangmei opera.«
Meanwhile, a dog, more like a slug, was crossing the room.
Who was looking for full attention that night.

This uttering of a collaborator’s jolted memory turned into
Zhao Chuan’s recital from his 2003 book "Line 49", both of

the pieces feeling heavy and old. He was narrating young

love as seen from a bus crossing the city center. From the
gates of People’s Park, where we stopped watching the flirt,
we stretched our ears to follow the recording of a swarm of
children whose delighted voices were calling out skulls and
skeletons of things, skeleton bicycle, skeleton mister, skeleton
grandpa, skeleton teacher, breathlessly trying to surpass the
genius of the previous idea, and breaking into a giggling chant,
equally spontaneous as systematic. The mere sound pulled
my imagination into a scenery | never encountered with force,
making me understand precisely what was happening despite
my lack in language. The children Zhao Chuan had recorded
in their play were weaving their own logopoetic, living text —
a net they could throw at anything and anyone while having a
picknick on the playground.

When it was Yu Ji's turn, we were pulled into the hissing
vicinity of an active Taiwanese vulcano all of a sudden, sounds
of the outside, strangely familiar and soothing, while her

still, sculptural installation "Green Hair Monster" on a parking
deck during Shanghai Biennale in 2016 was passing through
the projected video, unaware if it should be moving image

or photography, captured outside of spatial choreography,
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refusing our approach through the screen. While hot steam
was setting cold winds into turbulence all around us, making
the recorder tangible through scratchy sounds of moving air,
and working its way into my body first, the documentation

of Yu Ji's sculptures — utterance in physical matter, showed

me yet another foreign tongue. At this point, the cadences

of our activity had mesmerised me, and | continued my own
contribution almost automatically, re-entering that space of a
first reading. It started with a sound recording of drawing on a
wooden board, so close by that the pencil moving resounded
in the whole silent space, circle after cirle, strokes, dots, even
longer circles exploring every corner. Slowly | then read the
second part of the sound piece | was revisiting, "burning good
phones" from 2016, scripted oral narration turning on itself. In
Kai Tuchmann's text, there is a passage going as follows: »Talk?
Why shall | talk? Talk about what? What's the use talking to
you? No more talking. You won't understand even if | tell you.«
What follows from my text is »If I'm truthful to my thoughts,
almost nothing needs pointing out. | don't identify with the
act of speaking. I've trouble forming the words. But speaking is
different from reading.« | can't point it out more.

With Yu Ji's foreign sound scape and Zhao Chuan’s intimate
movements through the city enfolding us, we had been
captured in a merging of the fictional and actual, a place we
entered through our imagination. | don't know if anyone else
in the room felt like | did at that point. It all came through the
ears, from where my body located itself in absolute relation

to specific settings, specific through ambience. The situated
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knowledges and epistemological questionings coming
together spontaneously like that meant a possibility to weave
our own temporary fabric, to inhabit a story common to all of
us who are otherwise dispersed and strange. To me, we had
made a context for relationships.

Our unlikely fabric was getting traversed by a dense and fleshy
slug with a doggish drive for discovery. None of our texts had
been meant to be shown in this way, and each of us had placed
an anchor of the desire to leave languages in the event, even

if briefly. Coming from four different kinds of artistic practice,

| found we had been asking similar questions about the status
of our own bodies in relation to work, fellow workers, places
we live and travel, chance experiences, art, society — well, the
list can of course always go on to be general. As the texture

of the night, a communion of different positions present was
impossible still, but communication seemed not. At the end we
took turns taking up the microphone to answer questions from
people in the room, not yet knowing what to say, and we were
listening at the same time as the rest of us to quickly sketched
thinkings taking shape in our answers, changing their mind
and warding off problems inherent in speaking incompletely.
A thematic not quite performing itself — so wasn't there
screaming after all - the four of us at last ended up complicit,
experiencing the impossibility to end contexture.
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UNABRIDGED ATTACHMENT 2
View of Circus: Thought Struggle's Day One

I think my eyes have gotten smaller. Because you say that an
accident breaks in doesn't make it true. Thus is not the power
of naming.”

first day of the art exhibition "Precariat's Meeting".

Let me instead describe a rupture | found on the

At the panel a few days earlier, there had been a young man
in the front row who commented on all four contributions
before posing a question about "human spaces". Parts must
have been lost in translation, and | cannot reconstruct what
he said, but | remember him for his willingness to ask for
something uncomfortably. Chen Jianhe appeared again at
the opening. He was clearly not fitting in with the mass of
designed intellectual visitors, instead walking about casually
and watching actively, someone unlikely to be approached
by others. Zhao Chuan and him had conceived of an ongoing
performance for the show together which would require Chen
Jianhe to come to the museum five days a week, even if just
for a brief visit, using the space and occasion to follow his
thoughts, for an ongoing conversation between the two, and
for some small performative actions. They said they hadn't

[8] Reading inthe "Precariat's Meeting" exhibition companion she attached to
this, | see that the artist group Paper Tiger Studio wrote about their performance
"pennants, banners": "Wherever it be, the enthusiasm for fluidity would be over-
weighted. Unless an accident breaks in."
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planned to do anything at the opening yet, since anyhow there
was so much going on. The performance was called "Circus:
Thought Struggle".

Because | find large-scale social events like this hard to
navigate, | usually find ways of escaping or disappearing,

so while a major theatrical art performance by Paper Tiger
Studio was going on in the central space | ended up watching
video works in adjacent rooms, and when | came back out,

a protagonist was just getting shot, falling back onto the
grandstand staircase connecting main level and gallery with a
blood pouch exploding through his shirt and huge bang. It was
all so dramatic, and | didn't know what it meant since | hadn't
seen any of the story leading up to this. Anyhow, it made me
feel the way that too much food or TV can make you, while
spending time on them like that doesn't really matter at all. At
that moment | had to think of something else in stark contrast.
A few days before, turning a corner into a sidestreet, | was
facing a dead woman's corpse splayed out across the street,
with a police officer and another man standing above her
arguing, a scooter lying a bit off to the side and a big crowd of
people looking at what was going on. Another type of death,
death not just in name. | turned around instantaneously, my
body going through a splitting | couldn't catch up with.

The performance ended with this killing, and there was
cheering and clapping. A little later | saw Chen Jianhe roaming
around the room, mirroring my restlessness with a mischievous
expression on his face. What Zhao Chuan and him had planned
to do here, the exhibition guide told me, was exploring "the
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unique energy of individuals to resist and deconstruct in"

the process of "thinking". Today they both were visitors. The
corpse was still covering the stairs warmly, and now that the
performance was over, lots of people tried to climb or pass

it on their way up or down. After all, there was something
special about Chen Jianhe, even if he was not going to work:
Because, formally, a performance had been announced, he
occupied a double role. He had a carte blanche to intervene in
the ongoings uninterruptedly. As the afternoon progressed,
nobody paid attention to the dead man's body any more.

| found a place to continue reading the book | had started that
morning on the abyss of violence and observe people. And
Chen Jianhe unmasked the corpse.

First, the spontaneous interventionist stripped away the
machinery for theatrical effect from under the shirt, then he
took the bloostained top layer off, and ultimately decided

to take off all of the man's upper clothes. He had died on

top of the stairs. But getting undressed, which wasn't an

easy job to do with all the limbs dangling around loosely,

the body was gradually getting shifted down further. The
whole procedure took quite long. | can't forget how unsure of
himself and the whole thing Chen Jianhe looked, and how he
then, again and again, resolved to continue searching for the
promised abjection. There were only few witnessing this risky
involvement.

The original performance had been over for a while now,

and most people were either on the gallery participating in a
performative dinner, looking at the rest of the show, or chatting
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below the grandstand. When someone happened to gaze
over to the two bodies fighting silently, they would quickly
take out their phone to shoot the embarassing exposure. The
act of undressing had left the agent a bit puzzled on how to
continue. Eventually, he started slapping the dead man's crotch
with his flat hand as if getting rid of dust from his wide pants.
As if he was trying to coax a sign of life out of him after all. It
was an awkward movement, but it looked liked the idea had
provided him with fresh impetus after stripping the opponent
to the waist. At one point Zhao Chuan came up and gently
suggested Chen Jianhe to stop.

The reason why this event haunted me for a long time was
because it was informal, initiated spontaneously and clumsily,
because there were no limits to what Chen Jianhe would do to
him next, as long as, despite the unmasking, the man playing
the corpse refrained from any action against the use of his
body, keeping the play up. Tension simply arose from the man's
will to remain dead. Or, not exactly dead, but, by his fatal will,
they were turned into a surrendered and an attracted. One of
them curious the way someone would poke at something until
they found out what it was because it would start twitching
and really exposed itself, poke poke - it is not yet subdued for
as long as it doesn't reveal itself, like a true sacrifice. The body
lying around was being tried out by the young man, he played
with it like with a big uncanny doll. Chen Jianhe looked like he
was gloating a bit playing around, while not entirely sure what
to do next and how far he could take this. The two of them
were waging a game of mutual provocation, and | couldn't
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even fully determine who was at whose will.

In refusing to rise from the dead, the former image from the
performance vanished into the background, and thus this
body became unpredictable. Even though his illusion had
been torn early on, despite our common knowing that he was
full of life, never in fact having been in doubt about that, in his
omission to resist being abused by the young man, a different
type of tangible presence emerged than the one intended in
the theatre, maybe a dialectical experience. Before, it had only
been a one-dimensional illusion. But now, dead body was a
form of which a person had become indexical, and through its
abuse as exactly this dead body which cannot defend itself, |
came to be urgently aware of the two living people involved in
a terrifying interaction.

The man had been left as he was, now lying much lower

than the people standing around, also half naked, and still
motionless. It couldn't have gone further from here, it seems,
even if there was a general disinterest in the intervention, but
the potential had been there. And still the man was holding his
ground, stubbornly insistent on the never-ending play. Later,

a young woman laid his shirt back on his chest caringly, some
other people also nibbled at him from time to time. And just
before | was about to leave, a group, perhaps visitors, perhaps
participating artists, carried him from the museum into the
yard where Ma Yongfeng had built makeshift shelters, and they
put him to bed under the eyes of a great many merry cameras.
The young man had been opened for use by the unmasking.

| believe that the kick resulting from both, not knowing if he
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would not defend himself at some point, and the assumed
permission to do to a body whatever they wanted for as long
as there was no resistance, was tremendous.

"Human beings’ real name is: desire. Yet | wasn't afraid of
death; sometimes, | truly didn’t fear death. That's right — just
sometimes. Not being afraid of death is one thing and wanting
to die is another. Sometimes there are people who don’t

fear death, but there is no one who has never feared death.
Sometimes | actually fear living. But being afraid to live doesn’t
mean not wanting to live." Shi Tiesheng says to the park.” "The
most effective way to obliterate panic is to obliterate desire."
It's not death that | saw at the exhibition, but a specific and
seemingly unphraseable interaction.

Chen Jianhe must have struggled to contribute this much

to our afternoon. It is not certain to me if he did what he did
because he had the freedom to act differently from a well-
behaved visitor or not, but it is a way | wish all visitors were
brave enough to engage in, not letting things go as planned.
Reliable planning is what | need from labour contracts, public
transportation, and health insurances only. | want to thank
him for breaking into that day, and into that space, and into
what seems impossible and abject, because engaging with an
otherwise banal action he made a real and public sacrifice.

[9]1 ShiTiesheng. 1991. The Temple of Earth and I.
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Am Art Space has been collaborating with the Department

for Culture and Education of the German Consulate-General
Shanghai (Dcak) for the German artist Residency Program since
2014. Theresa Kampmeier was the residency artist in 2017. She
started her six-week residency from Oct 9th 2017. And during
the residency, she gave a four-day workshop “Imaginary civic
space - introducing works that don't exist to people who are
not looking for art” to local participants.

After the residency, Theresa went back to Berlin and worked
on her writing “Burrow Bay Moon”, which is published by
the residency program now. Special thanks to the support
by Department for Culture and Education of the German
Consulate-General Shanghai, and all the participants of the
workshop. They are Huang Shanshan, Jiang Cheng Yiqing, Li
Fenglin, Luo Yuebing, Wang Yuyu, Zhou Yungqi, Zhang Zong.
Because of you, we can make such a great project together.
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