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Musing on content within form: appropriated scripting
Brooke Shanti Fenner on Tess Healy

PART 1: (Sits down)
PART 2: Hello
PART 1: Why are we here?
PART 2: Why are you here?
PART 1: Are you playing the therapist?
PART 2: Are you playing the artist?
PART 1: (Pause with contempt)
PART 2: (Pause in silence)
PART 1: Are we critiquing social convention?
PART 2: Now?
PART 1: Yes
PART 2: Always?
PART 1: We are generators
PART 2: Yes!
PART 1: It is habitual
PART 2: Sometimes
PART 1: (Place hands face up over knees and
then replace hands into previous position)
PART 2: (Mimic your partner)
PART 1: Do you come here often?
PART 2: Less and less
PART 1: I am here every day
PART 2: See that woman over there?
She is weeping.
PART 1: No
PART 2: She weeps
PART 1: (Patronise)
PART 2: Yes
PART 1: For what?
PART 2: You know
PART 1: Do I?
PART 2: Think
PART 1: Because I am?
PART 2: Are you self-absorbed?
PART 1: I am here
PART 2: And you are looking
PART 1: Yes
PART 2: What have you found?
PART 1: I cannot find, I am looking
PART 2: Do you want me to kiss you?
PART 1: Yes
PART 2: (Improvise)
PART 1: (React)
PART 2: Are you choosing right now?
PART 1: I want to, but I feel your weight
PART 2: I am choosing
PART 1: I feel uncomfortable. I want to leave.
PART 2: Am I powerful?
PART 1: I let you believe you are
PART 2: Are you the artist or am I?
PART 1: We are being controlled
PART 2: By?
PART 1: (Yes)
PART 2: Yes
PART 1: From where can I accrue
merit points?
PART 2: Do you want saving?

PART 1: From you.
PART 2: You will never know me
PART 1: Where is your heart?
PART 2: I keep it
PART 1: I swallow it
PART 2: You wish
PART 1: (Sigh) Yes
PART 2: You love this
PART 1: You love me
PART 2: I love this
PART 1: (Display your heart)
PART 2: (Receive)
PART 1: Are you artist or writer?
PART 2: Separation causes desire
PART 1: Separation causes suffering
PART 2: We are here
PART 1: But there is distance
PART 2: Where?
PART 1: Between us
PART 2: That is called space
PART 1: It is nothing
PART 2: That is called space
PART 1: There is nothing there
PART 2: That is called space
PART 1: Nothing
PART 2: That is called space
PART 1: Air
PART 2: That is called space
PART 1: (Perform)
PART 2: (Approach)
PART 1: I want you
PART 2: You want to be me
PART 1: I want to be you
PART 2: You want to be with me
PART 1: I want to be with you
PART 2: You want what I have
PART 1: I want what you have
PART 2: You already do
PART 1: No
PART 2: You need to remember
PART 1: Are you enacting idealism?
PART 2: No, I am embodying your ideals
PART 1: (Reverse)
PART 2: (Reverse)
PART 1: (Repeat)
PART 2: (Repeat)
PART 1: Where is your imagination?
PART 2: Do you have a soul?
PART 1: Too far. That makes me
uncomfortable. You just took it too far. I am
hurt. I am hurting. You have hurt me. You took
it too far. The game is up. I am onto you.
PART 2: To me?
PART 1: Yes, to you
PART 2: Your feelings are misplaced
PART 1: How?
PART 2: You are loading me

Soulmate, Google image from Fictionalized Romance:
A Collation And Extension Of A Year's Project p. 74. 2011

PART 1: (Pause quietly)
PART 2: See?
PART 1: It is me?
PART 2: No, I am
PART 1: You are?
PART 2: It is larger than either of us
PART 1: Am I alone?
PART 2: No, you are here
PART 1: Are you here?
PART 2: Always
PART 1: Am I asking the right question?
PART 2: Warmer
PART 1: Is this a game?
PART 2: Do you love me?
PART 1: I think so
PART 2: Warmer
PART 1: Mindfuck
PART 2: Cooler
PART 1: Critique?
PART 2: Warmer
PART 1: When is the end?
PART 2: Warmer! Warmer!
PART 1: Where is the end?
PART 2: Hot
PART 1: Will I know the end when I get there?
PART 2: I don’t think you will get there.
It will arrive to you.
PART 1: Do you know what the end is?
PART 2: I can hope
PART 1: But do you know?
PART 2: No, of course not. If I knew
how could I still be here?

“The poetry of the earth is never dead.” 1
Tess Healy on Emma Hamilton
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“The poetry of the earth is never dead.”1
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Oh I have been transformed into a projector.
No not quite. I am learning how to encounter
this whispering work.
Enter a cave.
There are black cords running everywhere,
trails left by defunct technology.
What is it that I’m looking at precisely?
The way the body maneuvers around these
objects. My body, anyone’s body; the interloper.
It’s not about my body or the body.
It’s not about the dialogue in my head.
See. Not by moving around the objects,
but by looking into their light.
I stand very still, and wait for the work to shift
around me. After some time one lone projector
speaks to me:

The circle pulls her back silently.
In the middle of the gallery, sits a circle of
ten overhead projectors. They are: whirring
machines emulating natural phenomena.
They are: distancing. They are: reflecting - cold,
far away utopias.
As I breathe the projected images unfold on the
walls around me. I am standing on a mountain
top. Tiny batteries and a tangle of black and white
extension cords stand in for the sun. They are so
visible, yet subtle in their ordinariness.
Visual warbling. Echoed daylight. The mountains
are singing through me! A voice soothed carefully
into a multitude of facets. Like manipulated ice
shards, created for pure collage.
There is empty air between the wall(s) and the
overhead projector(s). Timers are positioned
lifelike and silent around the room, they have learnt
how and when to activate. The timers aren’t fixed to
the walls, we are the timers, we the viewers.
The images, they move around the room like a
sundial. The images, they point to distant shores.
The images, they are mirrored illusions cast by
reflection. Projections of nothing, causing a
landscape to etch itself within your vision.

[1] John Keats

Apparent Landscape, Runt Space, 2011

“Step back” she says.
“I have an illuminating question for us to
tackle together” she expands.
“I have two hands, closed fists to be specific.
In one is materiality and in the other the image.”
she murmurs enigmatically.
“Choose one.” She concludes.

Back to the Drawing Board
Emma Hamilton on Katherine Pigott

Flood Sequence, 2011, Video still

Back to the Drawing Board
Emma Hamilton on Katherine Pigott

In contemporary culture we are fed a constant flow
of images and narratives. Despite this relentless
influx and mutation of information there is one
genre that is at a standstill. Myth in Western
society has become a collection of fixed allegories.
What was once a genre of fluid, verbal stories
has become one of rigid narratives, holding little
relevance to our contemporary lives.
Katherine Pigott literally takes such parables
back to the drawing board, to reanimate the ritual
of story. Harnessing the ephemeral material of
chalk to depict archetypal imagery, she inscribes
allegories onto a blackboard to create fleeting
animations. These new anecdotes won’t stand for
centuries: they’re not meant to. Re-written for the
contemporary era where information is constantly
in flux, Pigott offers us something that has a
momentary life of its own.

The drawings preserve a child-like quality through
the material of pastel coloured chalk on blackboard
and their insubstantial existence as outlines.
The figures in Pigott’s tales are always in the
process of morphing or at risk of being erased.
This effacing is crucial: the history of the narrative
remains as it unfolds, as a smudged residue that in
turn provides a new surface for the work.
Pigott’s animation works tap into the uncanny,
creating a frisson when they unexpectedly hit
a mark. After the Queensland floods and the
Japanese tsunami in 2011, a simplistic animation
of a house calmly and gradually filling with water
is deeply disturbing. The playful nature of these
chalk animations belies their heavy symbolism.

Flood Sequence, 2011, Video still

Rather than recounting stories, myths are
traditionally used to provide us with a framework
for decision-making or to examine our lives. In this
way, Pigott’s work is a means to navigate her own
life. Her ‘creation myth’ works offer a commentary
on the influence our parents have on us by asking:
are we merely the product of parental values?
This series presents a friction between religious
stories, myths and science. Within the history of
archetypal stories, this is a relatively contemporary
quandary. Her working surface, the blackboard,
hereby retains its function as a learning facility.

Bare Skin and Blood-Soaked Thread
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Bare Skin and Blood-Soaked Thread
Katherine Pigott on Leela Schauble

An immediate attribute to associate with
Schauble’s work is ritual. However that is
a broad term and her work also embodies
many other themes. The focus on materiality
is a strong element because of the way in
which certain costumes and props engage
the audience. Repetitive gestures and their
symbolism and recurrence throughout
Schauble’s work is what links her videos
together. Whether they are concentrated
on ice dissolving in a person’s mouth or
unthreading a roll of fabric only to re-thread
it, these both contain the crux of what is
behind these works; the uselessness of
endurance and repetition.

trying to identify reasons for the personal
and collective ritualistic processes and their
significance to philosophical thinking or
spiritual epiphany. There is exploration into
the reasoning behind the practice of ancient
rituals but also the nature of ritual itself,
the physical and mental implications and
possible interpretations. I begin to wonder
about the relationship between her veiling
interest in this research and her practice.
Reinterpretation or representation of ritual
through a staged performance is not enough
to convey the sanctity about sacred rituals.
But can indirectly present the absurdness
of these actions instead.

The video work Fertility Ritual involves the
application of a reddish-brown fluid by a
female performer, onto her stomach with a
scrunched up ball of thick black thread. This
action is repeated in a slow circular motion
for about five minutes with the fluid being
re-applied to the ball several times and then
the stomach. The view is framed showing
only her stomach and hand moving in and
out of the frame when re-applying the fluid.

The allusion that ancient rituals still take
place in contemporary eastern culture is a
very interesting and ponderous displacement
of time itself. Schauable seems to emphasize
this concept further by performing such
rituals herself, taking the work into a new
context; which asserts a contemplation of
a broader socio-political framework while
still embracing a personal resonance
within these actions.

Endurance as a concept and a tool for
engaging the audience is a curious dynamic.
There needs to be commitment to the gesture
to authenticate the audience’s attention;
commitment being measured by how long the
performer can withstand the performance
itself. In Fertility Ritual Schauble (who is the
performer) does not inflict any strenuous
activity on her body, and in this current
desensitized generation who view violence
as entertainment this video may seem calm
and void of substance without the pang of
suffering. In a previous work Untitled (Ice
Block), Schauble held a 30cm squared ice
block in her arms for sixty minutes until her
arms burned and shook involuntarily. This is
a different kind of piece where the suffering
is elementary, in Fertility Ritual the focus is
shifted to the action itself while still using
the artist’s body.

The consideration of the frame in Fertility
Ritual is a great development from her earlier
piece Untitled (Ice Block) where the viewer was
displaced from the performer because of the
widened frame. With the camera shot being
cropped around a certain body part the viewer
is drawn into the video. This also allows the
viewer to read into the gesture and emphasize
the ambiguity of the flesh.

An interpretation of the work Fertility Ritual
could be that the artist is attempting to
understand the personal constituent in
relation to the universal disposition of
human nature through (in some cases)
exploitation of the body. It is as if she is

preparatory ritual for increasing fertility in
the middle ages of England, where women
would rub blood onto their stomachs in hope
for conception of a child. By highlighting
the reason behind this action, Schauble
also highlights the fragility of the body, not
in a visceral way but in a suggestive and
subversive assertion that our own bodies are
somewhat unpredictable and changeable.
Though there are a few divergent themes that
converse in this video the strongest are that
of the body and the insertion of the artist’s
personal position into this theme of ritual
and art-making respectively.

The material being using in Fertility Ritual
could be seen as a mediator between the
liquid resembling blood and the skin of the
body. When the ‘blood’ smears the body it
creates a visual language between the skin
and what is underneath it, the flesh inside
the body. In this way the fabric interferes
with that message however it is not totally
redundant in its uses; it creates a new
element for the body to have dialogue
with; not just responding to the fluid but
responding to the material as well.
Another reading of the work, derived from
the title Fertility Ritual, is about the feminine
body, pregnancy and potentially miscarriage
or mourning. The action in the video was a

Untitled (Ice Block), 2011, Video still
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Living Memorial and Ocean Event: Two new video works
Leela Schauble on Laura Carthew

Laura Carthew’s Living Memorial and
proposed Ocean Event series symbolises
traditions and rituals of mourning the dead.
This notion of memorial is common to most
cultural groups and societies; it is even seen
in some animal species. The observance
of mourning can be ceremonial, ritualistic,
public or private and individualistic. It can
provide consolation to those who grieve;
confirm the status in a group or community
of both the deceased and those who mourn.
According to some traditions, upon the death
of a person held in public or private esteem,
ritual can give a new or renewed
meaning to life.
Living Memorial is an interesting work
to tackle. Although the title suggests a
live memorial honoring the dead, little
associations of death can be taken from the
video. The symbolism of the circle and red
swim-caps tap into a sense of nostalgia and
camaraderie rather than simply relaying
information at the cognitive level. This
imagery operates through connotative
meaning and visual language rather than the
narrow detonation of facts. It legitimises the
sincerity and commitment of the performers.
The common symbol in Carthew’s video
works is the circle. The circle, for me, in
Ocean Event, creates a collective energy from
each individual to bring forth a heightened

sense of emotion for the mourning process.
Historically, a memorial for honouring the
dead has been a highly ritualised procedure.
Ritual, in Carthew’s work, is a performed
behavior, executed with a heightened sense
of being for display; to be attended primarily
to by participants and observers. The work
is entirely or partially non-instrumental or
symbolic in nature. Her work communicates
principally through condensing symbols, such
as the circle, rather than through elaborated
speech. Most rituals rely on the use of symbols
or symbolic gestures that possess commonly
understood cultural understandings. A funeral
ceremony, for example, is understood across
Western society as a ritual of mourning which
follows a death. People are culturally ‘trained’
to associate the emotions of grief and sadness
with funeral rites.
The performative aspect of a funeral ceremony
communicates information to both participants
and observers about what is going on as well as
generating the appropriate emotional response.
In religious ritual, acts that involve group dance,
movement, singing or chanting, are often used
to induce feelings of elation among individuals
which can become associated with a sense of
closer connection to the spiritual realm. Ocean
Event has the potential to bring forth these
sensations, as the proposed work demands
such relationships from each individual in
order for it to succeed.

Living Memorial: Circling Presence, 2011, Video still, Dimensions Variable
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Bells Swamp Periphery Walk
Laura Carthew on Therese Keogh
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Bells Swamp Periphery Walk
Laura Carthew on Therese Keogh

Bells Swamp: Therese Keogh’s current area
of research, is located approximately 140km
northwest of Melbourne, in the heart of the
Victorian Goldfields. Formed from lush
amounts of rainfall during the January floods,
an unstructured wetland now home to a plethora
of fauna and flora has formed. The swamp is
a recurring act of nature, last appearing at a
similar measure in the 1970’s. In this decade,
the roads were brought up one metre to deter
the chances of the flooding happening again.
A metaphorical walled city was created in
this action, with the walls acting as borders,
enclosing the site, yet also functioning as a tool
for accessibility. Negating this boundary, the
swamp has recurred in 2011, disconnecting road
access between towns in the area. Amongst
the congregating community of wildlife present
in the swamp, a large number of ancient River
Red Gums provide salvation for many rare and
threatened species. This prehistoric connection,
alongside the link to the Victorian gold rush,
helps to develop the mythic reading present
within this site of historical significance and
Keogh’s consequent interpretation of it. Within
Keogh’s work on Bells Swamp, there is a quest
to understand and gain perspective of the site
through means of mapping, both traditionally
and experimentally.
In Keogh’s studio, dozens of A4 printouts
detailing aspects of Bells Swamp are ordered
in interconnected categories. Stories detailing
the irony of seeing the Bells Swamp sign
reactivated, “Google maps’ screen grabs” of its
current location, past gold mining information
and newspaper articles describing transport
issues caused by the swamp are all amongst
Keogh’s broad collection. These, alongside
a sound recording of the site, contribute to the
over-abundance of information archived by Keogh.

Additionally, a video is projected that
recounts the artist walking with a
hand-held camera around the periphery
of Bells Swamp. The intrigue created
through the paper documents and sound
recording is dismembered through seeing
the physicality of the site; this is country
Victoria, sparse and unexciting. Yet a
mythical quality is somewhat re-energised
through the hand-held style of recording,
referencing such psychologically
unsettling films as The Blair Witch Project.
Feelings of intrigue and monotony flux
in and out through the video that maps
the periphery of the swamp. The viewer
is interchangeably the walker alongside
Keogh. Keogh’s walk undetectably maps
the new borders of the swamp. At once
walking on farming country, disturbed
roads and crossing barbed wire fences,
now all functionless, displaced by the
unexplainable force of nature. Keogh’s
invisible intervention maps a prolific site
and encourages a fresh perspective on
the temporary epicentre of these towns.
The gesture also details a delicate proposal
for a new metaphorical wall that adopts
the same values as the original leveled
road, yet creates a new relationship
with the unpredictable pathways
of the environment.

Bells Swamp, 2011, Video still
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This story begins and ends in the same place. We
are factory workers, working in and of the space
of our production. We write about each other;
for each other. Words are our process and also
our consequence. We hold hands around the
studio; studying one another. I write of you, you
write of another and so on and so forth. Eventually
I become the subject. We appear as points on
the circle; evenly spaced and equal in weight.
This is an illusion. One of us carries the force of
supremacy. They are my matter. My role is of, to
and for them. I name them The Facilitator. The
Facilitator alone holds the power to censor. My
writing is their creation; authorship is our concern.
As words appear on the page, I fulfil my function.
I gaze at our conveyor belt, placing sentence after
sentence down, watching them move towards my
neighbour. We are a production line that concludes
at its beginning. Eventually those sentences will
return to me, distorted but reflective. There is a
tension in the air. If anyone stops, the work will
collapse. Nobody wants to be the weak link; the
page in the book that readers politely flick past.
As I write my mind turns to The Facilitator working
among us. Their instigation led me here, and it is
for them that I speak. I wonder of their thoughts.
What do they think about power? What do they
think about production? Masked by the guise of
‘editor’ they stand beside me, waiting to collect my
baton; my text. From this point of exchange comes
a shift. I am still author, but now so are they. The
Facilitator takes my words. They place them in a
collection. There is a title pasted to the shelf. It
reads “The words of the workers”. Side by side our
writings form a circle, each passage speaking of
the next. And so the story ends where it began.
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