
A SpRoUt manifesto (in the style of a relay race) 
 
[RELAY LINE] 
 
LAURA: 
I am the first ever SpRoUt event. I am a pagan festival and a political parade. I 
am the spirit of may days past; I am MAYDAY I invited other groups to join me 
in a march – down the main city street. 
 
And I am they who are coming – each with their embroidered banners: 
 
 I am The Pinner Beekeeping Association 
 I am The Women in Black 
 I am The London Afro-Carribean book club 
 I am The London Wildlife Trust Volunteer Group, Barking 
 I am The Pugwash movement 
 
How blue the sky is! I feel that I might know that blue amongst a thousand 
others… 
 
We are what we have done. 
 
SAM STEER: 
I am cleaning the streets; it’s my turn. But it’s only for a few hours and then the 
rest of the day is mine – to read, to think. It’s better now – the greatest sin 
committed by the machine is the fact that it forbids thought. The whole hierarchy 
is so painful and the work itself is so deadening to thought that she can not think 
while she works in the Renault factory, can not go home at night and think. It’s 
different now. I’m standing in the ruins of the machine and I’m going to clean 
the streets. But it’s only for a few hours and then the rest of the day is mine. 
 
We are what we have done. 



You are plural. 
 
HAYLEY: 
I am KEEPing OUT THE KEEPERS 
If I CHANGE your MINDs. I am CHANGe The WORLD, 
I am GETting LOST / I FIND OUT 
I SEEM HIDDEN; WITHIN YOUR REACH 
I STAY STILL TO KEEP MOVING 
 
You gather around an oak struck by lightning in the forest of Saint-Nom-la-
Bretèche, France. Amy, Hannah, Sam, Sam, Florian, Laura, Hayley, Naomi. And 
each one of you repeats: I declare the visible, named and ordered a permeable 
fiction. And each one repeats: Fiction is not fictional. Therefore allow fiction to 
rupture metis, to tear a hole in the sensible… 
 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
 
SAM DOWD: 
I begin by asking, "Who is this one?" And then there's the answer, "You are this 
one". No solitary genius; everyone is a kind of transmitter for a flow of energy 
and ideas, and only egotists would grab an idea and call it theirs. No originator 
or derivative. Your message is that we are plural. So you tell the “man alone”, 
The Captain: Horatio Hornblower – born on the 4th of July, and was I – “I”, 
alone in the sea, nothing but water and darkness. Not knowing whether we are 
at war or not at war because of the time it takes for the message to arrive. 
 
Your pathways through this walled garden lead in a number of directions, your 
lines intersect. You are in a hedge archway. You are visible but protected by the 
arch. You are dressed in white and playing a harp that you have constructed here 
today in the park. Your cardboard harp is fixed with tape and you are sitting on 
a stool. You play this harp, you sit on this path and you read. You sit under a 



shelter, protected and outside.  
Enough is enough. Just for now. 
 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
Fiction is not fictional. 
 
NAOMI: 
Let me describe to you something that has not yet happened. It is set below a 
natural spring with liquid flowing from a spout onto a series of rotating paddles. 
Around the base natural moss it grows on the stone. There is a small pool 
collecting the majority of the water, until it spills over and is absorbed into the 
ground. Meanwhile many of the wheels spin quickly. A glass bird periodically 
fills and tips. A funnel channels some of the water into a tube and it moves 
through a series of tubes with the ability to make sound. Some drops fall into 
little dishes containing various pigments so that the resulting liquid takes on 
colour and as they fill and spill, they mix on the surface below suggesting 
recognisable shapes. 
 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
Fiction is not fictional. 
I stay still to keep moving. 
 
AMY: 
The fact that there is more than one, suggests it is not alone, that perhaps it is not 
madness. It offers to some extent quality control, but also the potential for 
hysteria. It is never out of its depth as it has the confidence of seven, and the 
neurosis of many more. 
 
It approaches from behind. It sneaks up on us. 



It is potential, inevitable, unexpected and shocking. 
It is a continuity with the constant threat of annihilation. 
It is my collaborators, my competitors I cannot choose. 
It reflects on form, but not through an object 
It is a murmuration. 
It is a natural coming together or chaotic manifestations. 
In a way it is a compromise. 
 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
Fiction is not fictional. 
I stay still to keep moving. 
They will look back to go forwards. 
 
HANNAH: 
I will furnish a room for you, the way we will overlap in conversation; you will 
be a case study in these furnishings. This will be a sky. I declare the blackness 
that is the night sky become the zone of potentiality that produces the stars; the 
stars that could have served as navigation points for mapping and movement; 
the stars that now no longer exist, the light that will meet my eye will come from 
a star that is long ‘dead’ and, therefore, dark. This is fiction. Fiction is not 
fictional. I declare that navigation take place according to light from these dark 
points. I will navigate the night sky, using the darkness of dead stars as reference 
points. I will deconstellate the sky of its thoughts. I will think the thoughts of the 
outside of the sky. When the blue sky of day renders equivalent the points of 
light and darkness; the stars will remain – now in a sort of parity – invisibly and 
darkly. I declare the eclipse the absence of the blue sky at day, that we should 
produce the event of the sky’s interruption by the darkness that is already and 
still there. I declare it a deconstellating collaboration. The eclipse will unravel the 
certainty of the blueness or blackness of the sky and reveal the sky’s qualities and 
objects as concurrent rather than oppositional.  
 



We are what we have done.  
You are plural. 
Will what could have been.  
Fiction is not fictional. 
I stay still to keep moving. 
They will look back to go forwards. 
May day! May day! May day!  
 
[MUSIC] 
 
LAURA: 
She transported you by way of a bus from the 1950’s. She uses a bus which used 
to carry you through the green leafy suburbs. She picks you up in the Vauxhall 
Spring Gardens in the eighteenth century. She had been watching you in 1931. 
She had flown in with Jason her aeroplane. She was whistling. Just before you 
were ushered onto the bus she asks stand in front of the bus with the other 
passengers and have your photograph taken. The resulting photograph was 
tinted in colour by hand by her at the final destination of the journey when we 
arrived at the Mason’s Arms in Walworth in 2005. She leads you through the 
street of the town carrying a heavy wooden sign. 
 
She is the people who will follow us on the journey, the locals. The people who 
will follow her on the journey will not be from this town, they will have travelled 
two hundred miles. 
 
NAOMI: A family will follow her 
SAM DOWD: A young artist will follow her 
HAYLEY: An established writer will follow her 
 
LAURA: 
People who work at the gallery will follow her 
A man who will wander into the park will follow her 
She will not be sure about the new gallery. 



She will be suspicious of the newness. 
She will wonder what will happen to the Georgian period features. 
She will be excited about the barefaced concrete of the new gallery so close to the 
seafront. 
She will ask us what we are doing. 
 
[CIRCLE] 
 
LAURA: 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
Fiction is not fictional. 
I stay still to keep moving. 
They will look back to go forwards. 
May day! May day! May day! 
 
SAM STEER: 
He asks: do you think that any artwork which you produce will take the 
following for granted?: 
That our generation is concerned with nostalgia? 
That our generation is nostalgic? 
Are we interested in the idea of a society which once existed which was not so 
obsessed with the individual? 
Through our nostalgia-stained glass of the future we see the 1950’s as an era such 
as this. The working man’s club. A utopian vision. 
So, dear SpRoUts, do we long for community? 
We work as individuals. 
We work together. 
When we can find a space. 
When we can find a time. 
An ensemble of solo characters in an opera who practice alone. They sing 
together their single lines in Act 3, their voices coming in and out of focus. 



 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
Fiction is not fictional. 
I stay still to keep moving. 
They will look back to go forwards. 
 
HAYLEY: 
He is not a problem. 
This is a problem. 
We live in several geographic locations. 
He has several ways make to a living. 
This is not a problem. 
Here we are. It is complicated but some people think they understand it and they 
try to explain it to us. We understand. We think. It is disappearing quickly, we 
try not to panic, to stay calm, to enjoy it. We’ve missed it. shit. But we are told by 
those who have experienced it that it will happen again: it might be different, we 
might not recognise it; but it; or something else, will happen. Has happened. We 
waited. 
 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
Fiction is not fictional. 
I stay still to keep moving. 
 
SAM DOWD: 
We were adrift on the ocean – without paddle, sail or rudder. 
We got hungry 
We got thirsty 
We got hot. 
We wanted company; wanted some other thing, a mirror. 



We dreamt of a canopy – any umberella under which to shelter, to maintain our 
finesse. 
We had no concept of distance. Without event 
We had no hold on time. Without markers 
Direction was meaningless. 
We thought our horizons were beyond reach. 
We heard voices; saw endless eyes reflected, refracted; grasped invisible hands. 
We were there, on solid ground. Not one, but many. 
They are taking over the world, bringing their collective consciousness to bear on 
matter, on form. They are dreaming of their history, their beginnings. Their 
origin. They are beside themselves. They tap one another on the shoulder and 
whisper “We are Gods”. 
 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
Fiction is not fictional. 
 
NAOMI: 
They wiggled their little digits and bam! There they stood, clutching at each 
other for warmth (he’d forgotten their hairlessness). They (The clever clogs, the 
real heros) – weren’t happy at all. Sibling rivalry made them hot around the 
collar. They wanted to get even, wanted to strike out and make a name for 
themselves. Dropping like a stones, they crept into their yards, their thoughts, 
their mock crocs and skinny jeans. Oh dear, they fell for his charms, his wit. And 
that was it – party over! The Landlord had had it up to the neck. He kicked them 
out, kit and caboodle, left to wander the streets of manhattan in their Vivienne 
Westwood body suits. Very ‘al la mode’. 
 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
Will what could have been. 
 



AMY: 
I declare the visible ordered and named a permeable fiction. 
Fiction is not fictional. 
I Look back to go forwards: If I engage in travel I will arrive. 
I manifest multiplicity and ‘The tail of a comet is a memory’ and I am the comet. 
 
Collaboration takes place in memory. ‘Continuous quantities, like continuous 
qualities are endless like the truth, for it is impossible to carry them. It is 
impossible to carry light and darkness, proximity, chance, movement, 
restlessness, and thought. From all of these, something spills.’  
 
Collaboration gives structure to awareness. And in doing so it blurs, and perhaps 
even effaces, the distinction between subject and object, since collaboration is 
neither, being intermediate, between the two. 
 
We are what we have done. 
You are plural. 
 
HANNAH: 
The fiery tail of the comet is the trace of the rock that immediately precedes it. 
Thinking through this logic, it becomes apparent that the actual ‘rock’ of the 
comet is not visible other than through its radiant tail. The comet’s tail is not its 
‘ghost’ but its ‘line of flight’, its line of flight indicates the speed and trajectory of 
the dark shard of rock that precedes it. The comet is the invisible ‘event’ that is 
only visible in the trace in its wake, the passage its tail leaves as ephemeral 
inscription across the sky. The comet also serves to make visible the otherwise 
‘invisible’ or unremarkable blackness that surrounds it – paradoxically, perhaps, 
by lighting this purportedly ‘negative space’. The comet invokes the dynamic 
relational axis or flow between here and elsewhere, that is the oscillation 
between points, the ‘else’ in the ‘here’. The fact of inhabiting the world in the 
here and now and of displacing the sites of production of text, meaning, and 
territory. 
  



The comet, like memory, like collaboration, is a visitation that is proliferative and 
fluid as it races across the sky, and as such it presents a threat to order, 
destabilising received notions of unitary territory or subjectivity from their 
position of absolute certitude. The comet is always in the process of appearing 
and disappearing simultaneously. The comet is suspension of particles in a 
liquid. It collaborates, as an utterance in the sky, its different parts are no longer 
rock, tail, blackness; it is no longer reducible to its constituent components and 
materials. It becomes a sky event, and an event that includes its own disappearing 
and forgetting. It is an afterwards in progress, suspended. An event in its own 
becoming.  
 
We are what we have done.  
 
 [GEESE/TRIANGLE] 
 
 


