


What if it doesn’t happen, what if it can’t happen?
What if this prospect of future, fictional yes
I mean we know it’s not there, 
With the obvious signifiers well documented.
Does not come to be.
Anyway. 
Endism is over. 
But there is this generational void,
When even loss is itself lost, 
We are stuck in the present watching ourselves,  
reproducing ourselves, transplanting ourselves into different 
time-codes, spaces, and consciousnesses.
In a mass melancholia. [11]

Time and kinship, supporting each other
Finding a friend to cling to.
I’m trying to imagine it illustrated
In a sonic kind of sense
A mania, set against a repetition
On loop 
On loop.

Back and forth
Sometimes living in spaces we didn’t inhabit.
I need to Call that letting agent 
There’s a non-y-ness to it

I don’t know anyone here. 

But I have been thinking about connections,
The points you find yourself in with a friend, at the end of the week, the decade
If it is still this decade
Whatever it’s called.
And I’ve been wondering about pals on the party scene
We don’t know where and when and who we want to be 
Pessimistically often ecstatically sharing an elongated period of adolescence.
Dressed for some other part
Maybe it’s somebody else’s life, that’s been had before.

We are just upon the edge of crossing over into some other phase, in life,
but Everything is crossing over… somethings changing, and not in way anybody could imagine. 
Are you equipped for it?
Are you experienced?
There can only be so many days spent being unproductive
Apparantly
Murmurs of panic set in
Valium
PLEASE [5]

IT’S AN OBSESSION 
WITH FREEDOM, 
WHICH IS AN OBSES-
SION WITH FUTURE 
REALLY, THAT LEFT 
US HERE. [4]

An improper version of both photography and film, the flipbook is 
personalised and imperfect. You can flip backwards, flip slowly, skip 
over pages, turn them down and rip them. The book may be read to 
a child, the images out of sight. Whilst the book might be mass-pro-
duced the uses of each specific object will vary ever so slightly. This 
speaks of the necessity of tactility and movement in the process of 
learning, reading and recalling; even before the the book object itself  
– there is a materiality in learning to read and listen, a relational pro-
cess always taking place between bodies. Movement becomes a locus 
of learning, an ongoing process of training, a labour of connectivity 
and sociality done with the substance of the book. The work of mem-
ory is expressed corporeally, a symptom of the continuity between 
history and the body, actions and objects of knowledge. [14]

So horsey dip        So me dip
So horsey prance    So me prance
Shake shoulder shake     shake me shake
Swing tail me swing     tail me swing

Skull of the moon is a horse in the sky
Come mek we step mek we fling up we frock

Bow, curtsy low, then you rock side to side
Dip and fall back mek we shawl the best gyal

Strike on the string mek the gourd pull and slide
Grip every eye in the call and response

Lay bamboo length till the warriors glide
Come mek we wine till we knees touch the soil

So horsey dip        So me dip
So horsey prance    So me prance
Shake shoulder shake     shake me shake
Swing tail and swing     turn and turn [13]

 
“By the 1980’s self-cultivation was completely stripped of its connection to so-
cial change. In Habits of the Heart, Robert Bellah and his co-authors observed 
that “finding oneself” by rejecting external sources of authority had become 
a major middle-class lifestyle objective – an objective that was at odds with 
basic human longings for love, intimacy, and community not to mention civic 
engagement and activism.”

“There are truths we do not see when we adopt the language of radical indi-
vidualism. We find ourselves not independent of other people and institutions 
but through them. We never get to the bottom of ourselves on our own. We 
discover who we are face to face and side by side with others in work, love and 
learning… Finally we are not simply ends in ourselves, either as individuals or 
as a society. We are parts of a larger whole that we can neither forget not im-
agine without paying a high price.” [2] 

Through the film we see the establishing fundamentals of care, 
respect and inquiry, the dialogue between the site and the chil-
dren acting as a conflation of contrasting ideologies, histories and 
futures, a place where rivers meet. Walter Benjamin’s book One 
Way Street states ‘…children are particularly fond of haunting 
any site where things are being visibly worked on. They are irre-
sistibly drawn by the detritus generated by building, gardening, 
housework, tailoring, or carpentry. In waste products they rec-
ognise the face that the world of things turns directly and solely 
to them.’ The images captured bear witness to the production of 
new worlds created by the children. Matter and detritus leftover 
by adults and their discarded worlds become the implements for 
the children to build with. [3]

With an estranged familiarity you’re given permis-
sion to fall into the comfort of a lack of direction, 
move and exist in that particular present for a while, 
no need for urgency. Relaxed with a slight numb-
ness, you can just float. [8]

S: What I was aware of is realising pretty early on that 
being in a community required that I not need to like 
everybody. There were people there I didn’t want to 
hang out with, and there were people there I really did 
want to hang out with, who I didn’t think would want to 
hang out with me, and…   

P: So we tried to make decisions by consensus, and for 
most of us that was the first time we had done that. And 
so consensus became something like exhaustion. 

L: Completely.

S: Because at the formal level it meant anyone can veto.

P: And you had to reach a consensus, which meant 
everyone had to be brought around.

L: Yeah so it could be 20, 50, 100.  Yeah I mean there 
were times when it was… Every week we had a meeting, 
everyone was invited. There was a day care centre in 
there and a high school. And everybody would come 
and it was totally wild. And then we’d hammer things 
out and yell and scream and…

S: But there was this wonderful thing that happened 
where the women figured out that we started to notice 
that it was very easy not to be heard if you were a wom-
en, both in the auditory sense and in the paid attention 
to sense, so I remember at a certain point three of us 
would chime in as soon as you got overridden and that 
contributed…

L: Is she chewing on her bone? It’s audio, Stella! Oh she’s 
not supposed to chew on that anyway… well I can tell 
because I did sound recording for years it’s a nightmare. 
I used to go into people’s houses and unplug their refrig-
erators immediately and clocks and… I have to say that I 
don’t have a lot of intellectual memories of Project One. 
I mean I have a lot of memories of meeting an incred-
ible mix of people and having a lot of fun and a lot of 
struggles and the whole building of the… I mean before 
we even could do our work all of us were working in 
different areas but we had to do our building the walls 
and getting heat and…

S: Did we ever get heat?

P: No. We had space heaters. 

S: We got a boiler for hot water.

L: I didn’t know about Project One but I had a room-
mate, a woman I knew from college had come to the Bay 
Area and had met Al Rinker, who was the head who put 
together the San Francisco switchboard. Was it called 
something else?

P: No.

L: So they were operating out of Project One. I was 
looking for a darkroom with these other folks. We were 
just starting to do photography, we didn’t know what we 
were doing but she said well come down to Project One 
I’m sure there’s space… There was this basement, this 
dark huge vacant area. And over in the corner there was 
this little sink and he said, see this is all ready for you.

P: (laughter)

L: Of course there was no water it wasn’t hooked up to 
anything I mean the process of actually getting running 
water into that space was insane. Anyway, but we said 
you know, six cents a square foot wasn’t it? Was it six 
cents or something like that? So we took it.
 
L: I mean it’s not as if there was some roadmap but there 
was obviously so much happening in the bigger com-
munity and you know we were not that isolated.

P: Two other guys and myself we were at Berkley finish-
ing our degree in computer science.

L: And this was 70?

P: And we heard about it and we went over to check it 
out.

S: So this is before the oil spill? 

P: Right.

L: No I was in Project One at the oil spill because the 
ecology centre had made that pamphlet and I did a lot 
of photographs for that.

P: So this is something really positive that comes from 
people working together… the oil spill. 

S: Right

P: We had the switchboard, I mean it was a real switch-
board.

L: It was a switchboard, you know one of those old time 
operators? We were a little more contemporary in our 
overalls and smoking a joint. 
 
P: But there was a great big oil spill and we were able to 
mobilise people.

S: A tanker crashed in San Francisco Bay, I think outside 
Golden Gate.

L: Chevron, wasn’t it Chevron? I think it was Chevron, 
anyway a big oil company.

S: But oil spreading up and down the coast and people 
who had been calling these switchboards to let their par-
ents know that they were safe and alive in San Francisco 
but please don’t contact me, or the switchboard that was 
for musicians looking for gigs or whatever there were a 
number of them, we had one in the building people were 
calling those to say “how can I help?” And there are, so 
I remember walking in one day very early on and that 
whole second floor space next to Chris Macy…

L: Right.

S: They had come together and put tables, these big long 
tables and white boards and black boards and bulletin 
boards in a huge ring around them, and they were coor-
dinating the volunteer effort through this PBX machine.

P: So this wasn’t government this was us.

S: Right.

P: Just people that just wanted to help and wash off birds, 
and we were all getting training for this and that, you 
know, to respond. And that’s kind of the best of what 
you can do when you’re in a community like that. [1]
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Satellites Programme is Collective’s development programme  
for artists and producers based in Scotland. Satellites is 
selected annually through an open call to support a small 
group of practitioners who each realise a new project. The 
programme is structured around a series of exhibitions and 
events, coupled with regular group activity including retreats, 
facilitated discussions and workshops. Satellites has been 
developed to create a space for prolonged conversation 
through which practitioners can test ideas, reflect on their 
practice and produce new work with support from a group of 
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a studio session in December 2019 by the group. The texts 
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research, reflect on sharing cultures, considering different 
forms of collaboration and continuities across work and per-
sonal lives. 
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BUT IT WAS ALL ODDLY EMANCIPATORY.
THERE WAS A GIDDINESS TO IT.
A MANIC EXCITEDNESS.
SOUNDING OUT OF TUNE IN THE MAJOR KEY.
TOTAL NONSENSICAL LIBERATION. [6]
The film describes an outer journey as an analogy 
for an internal quest, a quest mediated by technolo-
gy and how we interact with it and in doing so depict 
a concern with the relationship between subjectiv-
ity and the communal. I think about the camera’s 
movement between subject positions including that 
of the artist’s own, this view feels decidedly female 
and shared. Back in the car, whilst driving at night 
time through a city called Bakersfield, the air oily 
with industry, I’m told of a quote from Wurlitzer. He 
describes the windscreen view as ‘the future’ whilst 
what is seen in the rear view mirror as already be-
ing in the past. I pick up speed by applying more 
pressure to the gas, the road open with no other 
vehicles in sight. I watch the images collecting in 
the background then move my sight line to the road 
straight ahead. My tired eyes heavy, my mind wan-
ders to where we’ll sleep and what we’ll eat. The car 
propelling us forward feels like progress, car travel 
much like the computer interface, means that if you 
stop and don’t like the view you can simply chose a 
new backdrop, but the internal experience of being 
inside a body is one not so easy to switch. [7]

“This mess is kept afloat by the sheer 
dynamism of loads and loads of hard-
working women. A hive of affective 
labour under close scrutiny and con-
trolled by capital, woven tightly into 
its multiple contradictions. All of this 
makes it relevant to contemporary re-
ality. Art affects this reality precisely 
because it is entangled into all of its 
aspects. It’s messy, embedded, trou-
bled, irresistible. We could try to un-
derstand its space as a political one 
instead of trying to present a politics 
that is always happening elsewhere.” 
[10]

Unlike bodies, influence can transcend human time, it 
appears at unknown intervals, can be shared between 
strangers, returned to and re-examined regardless of ge-
ography, era or means. [9]

A: I’m interested to get some thoughts from you on the pro-
cess, from the playgroup parents but yourself in particular…

C: …because I was always there?

A: Yes. Because you were leading it or not exactly leading it 
but you kept it going. That’s a strength of the group that it can 
be so organic and be led by different people at different times.

C: It’s also necessary as families change and are at different 
stages. Right now there are a few couples who have flexible 
working and take turns coming to the playgroup. 

A: You facilitate that space and time for play. 

C: Yes, time to get absorbed. I remember Rosa going round and 
round, scraping the ground with a stick. The sound of that!

A: The sound is a sort of seduction, it draws you into the 
tactile play experience. That was one of those magical mo-
ments, this repetitive activity, wandering in a circle, stop-
ping now and then to scrape the sandy ground. We witness 
the action but we have no way of knowing what is in her 
head, what she is imagining. She could be drawing, pretend-
ing to be some sort of animal, acting out a domestic chore, 
any combination of things…

C: The firing range is almost like a domestic space to them. 
They’re so familiar with it.

A: But it still offers so many variables…

C: It changes each week. Things move around, altered by the 
wind and weather. Older kids come and use the space when 
we’re not there. They leave wall drawings and constructions. 
There’s always something new to find.

A: I think your group have taken to the playgroup to anoth-
er level; building the play furniture and dens out of crates 
and bits of wood. We used to just come and go, use what 
we found, but these handmade structures give more owner-
ship of the space somehow. It signals your occupation of this 
space, this former military space. Such a great juxtaposition!

C: Parents love it too.

A: Hahaha. How much d’you think the playgroup’s really for 
the kids and how much for the parents? 

C: The parents love it! Indoor playgroups are so noisy, kids 
literally bouncing off the walls. Echoey halls, plastic toys 
everywhere. You meet in the open air and it’s a relief. Well, 
I guess it’s all preference really, some parents are more com-
fortable indoors. They just feel safer when there are toys to 
play with. Some people think the kids need these props. I 
think they can find their own props. 

A: It’s a bit of an in-joke in the playgroup isn’t it? That the crafty 
activities you do occasionally are actually for the parents?

C: Yeah, they’re not really interested in crafts but sometimes 
we busy ourselves with that and enjoy it, while the kids are 
running around. They might take part for a minute or so. 
That’s a lesson for all parents – you get all the paints out and 
the child is finished in seconds and on to the next thing…

A: There’s less preciousness outdoors. They can just enjoy 
mark-making on a wall, for its own sake.

C: Yes. Because it’s transient, you leave it there. They have 
total creative control. They can make a big mess and you 
come home to a tidy house.

A: Toys seem to be getting more narrowed. More gendered 
and specialist…

C: …It’s all just a big money-making machine.

A: It’s their introduction to consumer culture, isn’t it? Toys 
being used to promote the dominant values of a culture. Toys 
and games are also a social currency, some parents fear their 
kids might get left out…

C: I just think it’s just a good idea for kids to experience lots 

of different types of play. I don’t think they should miss out 
on stuff, or not be allowed near commercial toys. But I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen a kid under five bored outdoors, too 
much to see and hear and smell. Unless they were in a car 
park, or on a beautifully mowed lawn…

A: Maybe there are just fewer rules outdoors?

C: Fewer rules certainly.

A: It’s great that the group were both participants and audi-
ence. Did you have particular expectations, from the process?

C: I was surprised by the inclusion of the bunker. I didn’t 
know it was being developed for data storage. It made me 
think about information and learning. It’s such a strong con-
trast; that institutional, grey building with long dark corri-
dors. The kids – they just loved seeing their friends but they 
didn’t know where the bunker was or what it was.

A: Some of them were on a walk round the camp and a par-
ent told them about it. They were excited by the idea of a 
secret underground space. It became part of their game, rat-
tling the gate and shouting. The kids were gathering data 
too. They learn so fast.

C: They have new brains. I guess children are also machines 
in a way. Imperfect ones. They learn but they also forget. A 
few years ago when I was travelling, we drove past these mas-
sive buildings, like battery hen farms, metal sheds, stretch-
ing for kilometres. I’ve never seen such long buildings, they 
just went on and on. The driver said they were the Cloud. It 
was some tech giant, they were full of servers. It was crazy; 
to think of all that information and all the power to run them 
and cool them.

A: We pretend that it’s not stuff I guess, that we can all keep 
as much as we like. 

C: I think that ties with it. Where is all this data? Who owns 
it? Where is play happening and how is it happening? It 
makes me think more about the role of play in learning. I 
was a chemistry teacher, sometimes we had more time and 
I could let them find their own methods with experiments, 
rather than following a set of rules and all reaching the same 
result. Some kids loved that freedom, some but not all. It 
takes confidence. Self-led learning, early on, helps with that. 
For under fives play is learning. I’ve become more observant 
of the toddlers activities at playgroup, more aware of their 
learning choices.

A: It’s also a social group and part of the commons. Care-
work in the home, can be so isolating. When my kids were 
little, the playgroup was vital for my psychological well-be-
ing! The fact we organised it ourselves, it created strong 
bonds between families. 

C: It has brought families together, and created a lot of close 
friendships too. We have lunch together, we help each other 
with childcare and take each other’s kids for days at a time, 
it’s a kind of communal parenting. We share clothes and baby 
equipment, do bulk orders of food and nappies. You chat 
over social media too but getting together is key. You can 
talk politics and put the world to rights while breastfeeding. 

A: This kind of solidarity is important in our economic sys-
tem. Caring work is not valued, it’s disregarded and ignored. 
This economic system, based on market exchanges, is de-
signed to disregard vast amounts of human labour, mainly 
women’s labour. There’s no wage for the long hours, no hol-
idays or rights because you are not seen as working, little 
status, whether this work is done by men or women. But we 
all depend on care at some point or other, surely it’s impor-
tant to everyone?

C: Care work is certainly not valued. I’ve even felt guilty for 
sending the wrong message to my daughter, as the stay-at-
home parent, assuming this gender-stereotyped role. We 
don’t have much money and I worry in case I should be back 
teaching already. Having the group, you can share these 
things and draw strength from that. I would feel really iso-
lated if it wasn’t for the playgroup, having moved to a rural 
location and had a baby soon after. It makes parenting a lot 
easier. As informal education it is valuable too. [12]


