
This website, and the images it contains, are part 
of the performance art of people+artist+place. 

Looking back, I appreciate how constructed 
the public facing aspects of our initiative 
were. The playful and optimistic orange dots, 

the documentation, the bios, the copy for the 

marketing collateral. We tasked our photographer 

to capture smooth, harmonious representations of 

community for Council  ~~ clean, enthusiastic, sunny 

participation ~~  What the archives don’t show is 

the anxiety, the conflicts, the labour, the hiccups, the 

late nights, the running around, the sunburn. They 

also don’t show the implicit moments of discord and 

confusion that are a part of both public, experimental 

art experiences and of the actual reality of being 

in community: people unsure where to sit, what to 

do, what this event is, where they know that person 

from… is it art or something else? Is it for me? 

Maybe I don’t like it. Maybe I will approach with 

caution or watch from afar... 

At that time, inseparable from the “project”, I was 
presenting a constructed version of myself, too. I 



wasn’t entirely aware of this. I think the capitalism-

infused contemporary art world has something to 

answer for this, in the way it pressures one to ‘brand’ 

yourself, be constantly networking and demonstrate 

oneself to be constantly open, enthusiastic and 

critically engaged. When I look at images of 

myself from this time, I see masking, keeping 

up appearances, keeping composure, keeping 

professionality, keeping confidentiality; keeping up 

the performance. 

Performance isn’t a bad thing. It is typically 

discussed as something which is fake or inauthentic. 

But, the parts of us which perform are parts that are 

working incredibly hard in our best interests, in a 

post-Fordist culture where, as Jan Verwoert notes, 

“we no longer just work, we perform”. Problems 

arise when we don’t know when we are performing, 

where we haven’t acknowledged it as part of the 

labour of art industry activity. Where the performance 

parts have internalised the system to the extent that 

they cloud out other needs, interfere with the way 

we relate to each other, or constrict one’s sense of 

agency. In this paradigm, the confession of “I simply 

can’t” when the body goes on strike is viewed as a 

failure, and too often comes too late. 



In hindsight, I feel proud of my/our effortful 
performance. I still perform, though in a manner 

less dense, compulsive, self-denying and invested in 

industry metrics of success. In separating out what’s 

mine and what’s the system’s, it becomes more 

artful. 

Verwoert affirms that “to recognise the 
indebtedness to the other as that which empowers 
performance also means to acknowledge the 
importance of care. You perform because you care.” 

I care deeply about art and community wellbeing. 

And, while they don’t tell the whole story, the images 

aren’t a lie: they capture and elaborate many real 

moments of magic, too. 

Marisa
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