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the following text taken from a performative piece
exhibited at Watch this Space (Mparntwe)) in 2018,
as a collaboration between Billie Rankin and Cee
Powell

we recognise the ongoing displacement,
subjugation, and attempted erasure of ‘australia’s’
Aboriginal cultures, and note that, wherever you are,
you stand on the places and territories of indigenous
custodians.

decolonise.







Game.



P1

Do you remember the first game you
watched where you had no concept of the
rules?

P2

These are confusing positions.

my
awkward

bodily
translation.



P1

Translation.

P1

Awkward Translation.

P2

Translation.

P2

Awkward Transition.



P1

It takes language to follow a game.

A set of rules and penalties that one is
needed to observe before reaching a state of
clarity.

Before then a game is just an arbitrary and
confusing list of functional notions,
algorithms, actions, and steps, laughable
from the outside.

*Observation:

One may pick up the rules of the game, but an
outsider to a court's rulings will generally see the
game as somewhat absurd and obscure.



p2

Why is that person in charge?
Why has it stopped?
What the fuck is going on?

All questions giving some indication of role
construction.

How did we get to this position?
Can | leave now?



P1

If an outsider were to play a game, from the
outside, it is practice of playing with tools and
proficiency

~

the malleability of matter.

P2

How bouncy is a ball?
How far can | hit it?
What does this boundary mean?



nnnnnnnnnnnnn



P1

We imitate performance whilst being
corrected by an insider as to how to properly
conform, how to do better, how to learn
quicker.

Not until we know the name of the game,
the rules and the techniques, does it feel
serious.

We are conditioned into the belief that
meaning matters.
And it does.

To be outside of meaning is to be outside of
language.



p2

To be outside of a language is to be outside
of a condition.

To be outside of condition is to be outside of
a body.

Courts allow the framework for the
readability of rules.
The ease of subscription.

The placement of body within the confines of
space.

Our bodies shape themselves to these
boundaries.



P1

Stand up straight, eyes, up, follow through.

P2

Stand up straight, eyes, up, follow through.



P1

My father placed me into every sporting
team to see if | was a natural at anything.

| liked basketball. Tennis too. Places where
the confines were small enough to be more
playful and less void of movement.

P2

But | was never a natural.

| was never a natural at my bodly.



P1

| was taught that life is a pregame
experience.

This is a post-industrial capitalist condition.

As children we are not seen as whole
humans- we must practice and learn to grow
up.

When we age to elderly our wholeness is
seen as disintegrated and unvaluable.

This is an axiology of bodly.
What we are is deemed useful through social

expression.
Peak performance.



p2

Our own peaks.
Saturn Returns.
Venus. Serena.

P1

Aim for the rim.
There are too many sporting puns.
Maybe this is because sport intersects body,

space, and culture.

Blood, sweat, tears.



P2

Tears, tears, tears.



P1

We are what we exude as much what we eat.
We are what we become as much as that.

Something about sport makes me want to
become an orange.

P2

A game is a highly produced space of
becoming just as the body is.

It is a past time, a passing of time, binding
bodies into the larger nexus of a social
sphere.



P1

Please rise for the national anthem, which
will be performed by a choir of the family
figures that were all too involved as

spectators.
The ones who screamed abuse at the referee

for “that shitty call”... forgetting that the ref
was 16 years old.

| can feel their flecks of spit hitting me.

P2

Knee grazed, bodily extensions, become the
ball.

My exhortation is between the lines.



P1

We can touch each other's asses because this
IS a heterotopic game space.

A segregation for desexuality.

| miss playing with you.

P2

Purgatory comes in a whistle.

My lips touch yours through this here water
bottle.



P1

| know they don't want me thinking this.
It's not the game.

My head's not in it.

P2

That's a hidden curriculum.

If the rules of the game allow for playful
seriousness, then this playful seriousness
stands to tell that we may not touch each
other when the siren rings.

Your thighs are only allowed to gallop and
ripple for a stadium.

Maybe if a join the cheer squad we can be
together.



P1

Maybe if | hit the gym my body can learn to
conform.
Or contort.

P2

Contort yourself. Take off your Kit.
Hit the showers.

P1

Get comfortable.
Feel at home.



p2

Home is to to perform belonging- to
structure becoming.

If you do not perform then how can you
belong?

P1

If we follow these body roles maybe we could
win...

or maybe I'll just watch instead.



et.



P1 + P2

word 4 word

Set denotes sequence.
Collecting a body of things,

Put your earto it

Can you hear the crowds?
Associative sectes, suspended faith
followed religiously

this belief in grouping.

Something which is is fixed, built, hardened,
conditioned.

Rinse lather repeat.
Game set match.



P1

A shell is what this is

Safe until divided, dissolved

Carbonic reappropriation

Some shit about stardust

Maketh the star

And the podium they might stand on.

P2

This venn diagram- olympic rimming
general ambient scenery,

flat earth, irish knolls, green spray paint,
frayed blue dye

Surface friction, pushed into ground earth
Current, soft felt, crouch rubbed static.



P1

affective geographies laid before,
lay- watching the skies

blotted out high wattage

readily acted within.

A set environment makes it very difficult
to transition to something else.

P2

Attenuate adaption

That's a rule right?

No that's a memory

Again natural - conditional
Am | repeating myself?
Only if | try not to.



P1

A set falls forward, defined trajectories
Desire lines, downtrodden but the sneakers
are new

Even free, if you're good enough.
Machiavellian segments

The Least resistance

Tension of overlays

Atlas upheld

Tectonic messes,

And all the bodies beneath.



p2

Time scales glass

A liquid and we're thirsty

Blood will do, if not schadenfreude

least push me toward my meniscus bulge
Staccato facade

Plonk, clap, rat-a-tat,

the phonetics of receivership

Top / bottom

Give / take

liminal permanence

Vers, versus, turned towards, turned away



P1

To exist here is to believe in perpetual
development

No, just paint the line over me

Feet straddled either side

It's an over-the-top display of
geomorphological erasure

A cover up

And when | leave, the line be be broken
rules leaking from where | once was.
An urban plan, no longer upheld

just a proxy space, grounds rather than
courts:

it's still hard to watch myself.



p2

Perceptive play, mirrored yet insinuating
unique position

Laddered like my stockings

Not formal attire. Not like the sneakers.
The game is not what it used to be

We used to be harder, longer, faster
That's aging again. Virility. Armstrong.
Preemptive disobedience



P1

What is a boundary if not a connection?
What is a wall if not a neighbour?

What kind of court is adhered by the birds?
What kind of margin is formed free of
intention?



P1 + P2

Z words each

The line image

Line age ist
Before and just after

Some line too broken; purposeless
THIS the unbroke
THEY the purpose

Less full, directioning

Too stark to collapse

Tusk dark light lies
Yellow is for dreaming

Warm yellow means knowledge
Fluorescence means “on”

In some tongues

Wide open barricade

Real lease

If and when but

Way forward, if back

Wards through thyme



P1 + P2

Z words each

Segments to breach
Foliage makes shadows
Curved past wayfinders

In the side of a collingwood
That's the mainland, rite?
Slap bang central rock
Forget your island line
Encircled outlier

Tectonic plates are boundaries too
But...

Nature making them

So which direction now
What pump you following
Is aqua blue there too?



P1

surface level- here's another shithouse
category:

Anthropocene.

Not penetrative

Just a scraping, just a veneer,
breakfast box champions

Mommy says we're growing stronger
Every single week

Or least monday-to-friday.

Ensured neatness

Structures to mark where to tear
Serrated gravitas

Fault lines

Glueing collective concern

Danny’s out for the season

That's a hard possie to fill

Implicit community

In a weekly medium, by the book
Suspending relations: practice, game,
practice, game.



p2

Yeah, that kind of insularity that comes with a
happy hour

bold and bright and straight

markings give space and dedication
suggested regulation for behaviour

A challenge- play properly or

dribble anarchy.

Opening hours

Most of this court's life was vacancy

much of its existence facilitates non-activity
Tragic commons

Skeletons of leisure and

The Cruising of publics

Yet play est is peripheral to competitive
streaks

Avoided through jock-straps

Jock jams, high protein, pumped iron,

Beef jerk.



P1 + P2

same Time

Well fuck me adonis.

P2

A spectacle turned pink
Halftime shows
Continuum : Le fil

| never meant to cause you any sorrow



P1

| never meant to cause you any pain
wilson,

wilson,

WILSON

Was a friend after all

Drifted beyond the island

The containment that birthed their face
Now without purpose

| wonder where they are now?



P1 + P2

same Time

Territory blurred

Voyeur suspended
ensuing argument

Are you fucking kidding me?
It was in a broken racquet
splitting conflict

Ebay bids

Regal hierarchies
Branded

Ruled

As before

| repeat:



p2

*recite random single lines from ‘Game’*



Match.



P1

Final countdown.
Party line.

P2

Pump up the jam sugar.
our proverbial end.

P1

Valkyrie Brunhilde takes to the court.
Buxom figuring, sung fate, bellowed even,
across sea



P2

see.

P2

see?

Pl

anticipate.



P1

Rex Hunt peaks his microphone, static, voice
transitioning ; he, the fat lady

Tragedy,
the cunt calls it.

cheap imitations,
it's the end of the world



p2

Expedite social mapping

don't beat your own path, use these
Desire lines to [speak longingly]
Friendship

Morning glory

The sun setting to fluorescence

The crowd tearing cheerfully



P1

Let's be softies.

P2

fuck yeah ballet!



P1

Brutish lifts

Male plinth

Narrative might be for “pussies”
But I'm following this one
euphorically ascending

P2

You bloody beauty
Go you good thing
Go you good thing



P1 + P2

same Time

Go you good thing
Go you good thing
Go you good thing
Go you good thing
Go you good thing



P1 + P2

repeating sach other

| farkin love you

I'll farkin kiss you on the mouth
I'll never leave you

You mean so much to me
| take you,

to have and to hold,
from this day forward;

for better, for worse,

for richer, for poorer,

in sickness and in health,
to love and to cherish,
till death us do part

Or unite

| make this vow



P1

With my body | honour you,

P2

all that | am | give to you,

P1

and all that | have | share with you



p2

| love you so much

P1

Well | love you more.



p2

Yes, love,

isn't that the same slur as “sport”

P1

Unvell



p2

Raise me with voyeur stamina

Breathable polymer bondage

revert, reverb, refract, that poster on your wall
Catch these tears to spend on something
valuable

Let's embrace

these depths



P1

this,

this,

this, right now

Profounder than a paint job

Conduit vulnerability

Exposure, not domestic, but echoing a
domestic

Show us your colours,

Together forever

P2

I'm switching, it's the new age after all
Drama drama, everyday finite: dramatic
over it now.

this final binary :

win or lose, start to end.



P1

Before Brunhilde there was possibility.
Can | move beyond it?

Rhetorical, yes, we always do

this isn't good or bad

the end of match, merely another boundary

P2

Swipe right,
connective tissue
stretched time- constellation living.



P1

Best of 3, no best of 5, no best of 77

| don’t want it to end... or least, i don't want to
lose.

How much of my mind is bound in my toes?

did | overstep the line?

P2

This court is not final.
let's dig a hole in the centre to reveal the
country beneath.

Bury me under the astroturf and water me
regularly.



P1

What ecology is deniable?

Which relationships are valid?

Your feelings are valid, but what about your
responses?



p2

We don't have edges like we think we do

Pl

That's bacterial

p2

Culture, communal



P1

Communion
The instrumental body

P2

my body
my body
they body



P1

home turf

we get it- the advantage of home.

To belong, least to understand conditions
Edaphic literacy- clay, grass, wind speed...
But there's more than that.

P2

Bare ground is valuable, free from veggies
Let's sausage roll

P1

dead ‘orse, flogged, raw,
Caught in the throws of a towel



P2

Drip drip

P2

Cheer cheer

Pl

Hail mary pop



P1

Underdog stories:

| watch the moths crash into the high
wattage sports lamps.
| cheer for them too.

All this natural light but we chose to play
outside of our allotted time.
It suits our work schedules and broadcasters.

Let's make memories.

P2

Again constellation,

Not discretion, or distinction,
categorical makes

Empty space



P1

Beyond, think archipelagically
Away from your island head
Thick as a rock

And far more linear.

P2

What other games can we play?



P1

Ground is lava.

Don't step on the ling,
or else therée'll be bears

P2

Position: childhood stature
Four squares
Full of dark-horses



P1

Courts can't be owned,

But they can be won.

Internal contestation, a fit of gastro.
External acceptance.

Within their meaning,
yet meaning is left alone here.

P2

Why 3 sets and not 57
How much T is too much T?
How much shade makes bad play?



P1

Streamlined recreation
Aggressive innocence

p2

It's all too serious.



P1

Utilitarian functions
what we really saw :

p2

vitality

praxis

practice

formative margins

the ability to cooperate



P1

Marginal to competition
Cruel conceiving
Higher latter

Our altars of self.

P2

Skin end crisp

Shed edge

Let's not deny it anymore
This is totally natural



P1

Some didactic told otherwise

Told us of triangles and pears

How to fit square pegs

Instructions on how to play is oxymoronic
Disrupt, it's not a competition

But i've been known to push myself

To be sick

Trying to keep up with the boys

P2

No,

It's just a game.
Don't get your knickers in a knot



P1

Free ball cister,

ACross an ocean

P2

Trans; a state of exiting
Continual dispute

But you're valid



P1 + P2

same Time

‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
and again.
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
and again.
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over
‘til it's over

and again.
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‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
and again.  ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
and again.  ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over and again.
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over and again.
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
and again.  ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
‘til it's over ‘til it's over
and again.  ‘til it's over

and again.






