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1. Benign artistic trespass as method;
2. Production.



1. Benign artistic trespass   
as method
My dear cyborgs, 

This talk is taken from a larger piece of  writing in 

which I address my own collaborations; and issues 

relating to the inter-relationship of  many areas 

of  artistic activity, particularly Poetry, Music and 

Painting; as well as the music and commentary of  

Cornelius Cardew; and also Ben Watson’s book on 

Derek Bailey.

Allow me to start with a slight change to 

Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night.

VIOLA  What country, friends, is this?  

Captain  I think this is Poetry, Sir or Madam. But it’s 

not much of  an issue for me.

VIOLA  And what should I do in Poetry?

Captain Whatever you want. See you at lunch.

...or perhaps Viola asks where else she can go and 

the Captain replies that he has heard there are places 

called Music, Writing, Painting, Sculpture.

I want to tell you what I believe is obvious yet 

frequently forgotten; while much that is held to be 

obvious ain’t necessarily so. I don’t suggest the artist 

defines herself  by what she is against. I don’t think 

we should be paying that much attention to others’ 

preconceptions.

At a party, I found myself  in “the music room” in 

front of  an electronic keyboard.

I began playing. I drew an audience.

My hostess finding herself  alone elsewhere in the 

house and also hearing the music, came in, saw me, 

and expressed surprise with “Lawrence? What are 

you doing? You can’t play keyboards.”

I replied: “Clearly, I can.” to which she responded 

“But you’re not a musician.”

7 or 8 years before, when I had taken up postgrad 

study of  Computer Science, she exclaimed “But you 

can’t. You’re a poet.”

As well as the large territories of  art, there are 

smaller territories – Drawing for instance, hardly 

small, but it’s clearly not Painting, maybe, yet seems 

often to be parceled with it.

One could make a good case for separation; but 

then I make drawings myself  in preparation 

for assemblages, visually-emphatic poems and 

performances.

Some of  my visually-emphatic poems are 

assemblages.

Poetry? A sub-division of  writing? Or the other way 

round?

Drama of  course is separate. Is it? It involves 

writing. It may include music.

But really I don’t care which categories may fit 

where. 

Too often we go out believing we know what we are 

looking for instead of  going to see what is out there. 

You may think this is an old argument; and of  course 

it is; but that worried reference to stable categories 

that gave us the title of  the ICA London exhibition 

Between Poetry and Painting in the mid 1960s is 

still with us. Where am I? How do I behave here? 

What are the rules?

It is insecurity; and it is limiting.



I visited some friends in Scandinavia who lived at 

the edge of  a large forest. I went for a walk for some 

hours and, coming back, heard my name being called. 

They were out looking for me, fearful for my safety, 

not from wild animals – though a moose drunk on 

autumn berries is to be treated with caution – but 

from being lost and then dying of  exposure.

Where did you go to? they asked.

Only as far as the lake, I replied. 

What lake? they asked.

I couldn’t tell them. I had never been there before and 

was surprised that they didn’t know they had a lake 

within an hour’s walk of  their home.

I believe it is instructive, in the context I have 

outlined, that there should be amazement that I 

could operate without someone to guide me; and also 

instructive to reflect that I didn’t perceive there to be 

any difficulty in going where I had not been before.

I am not going to say in what way it is instructive.

That’s the point.

On that half-forgotten walk, I did not do anything 

especially remarkable; but I enjoyed it.

On more than one occasion, I have taken people I 

like or care for to places that are important to me 

and they have complained: but, Lawrence, there is 

nothing here.

That’s what they think.

I’m not sure there is anywhere to go anywhere. I’m 

not sure there is any progress to be made.

It’s all a walk, whether of  a day or a year or a lifetime 

– from somewhere to somewhere, from a here to a 

there – and maybe back.

Phrases such as “Between Poetry and Painting”, 

though useful, are in some ways unfortunate in that 

they locate the works in relation to conceptual modes 

of  working. They are widely in use.

The tendency to intermedia in the arts seems to be 

on the increase; but the description of  it as between 

fixed points remains. In some ways it is seen as 

transgressive.

I have been reading of  an Amazon tribe who do not 

have a number for six; but, for instance, some of  them 

have six children.

They are asked by the investigators how they count 

their children.

The question perplexes them.

Why would they want to count their children?

I have long held a desire and intention to apply what 

I have learned from music to poetry. Similarly, with 

Graphic Arts. 

What is a painter? What is a musician? What, then, 

is a poet?

I have moved towards hybridity in my collaborations 

with John Levack Drever.

Both artists are working in an intermediate area 

which shares aspects of  Poetry and Music and Visual 

Art.

It is not not Poetry.

I am interested in giving it a new name.

Both of  us are actively making the work.



It is not Poetry & Music, which I call cooperation; 

but a totality of  making for which I reserve the word 

collaboration.

The scores we use are graphic although, as we 

develop each work, we add considerable directive 

material not all of  which is inscribed, having already 

added temporal structure via a slide show.

What kind of  work is it?

I propose a mode of  thought employed by the 

sculptor David Nash of  his work Wooden Boulder, 

a large wooden sphere he rolled into a river in 1978. 

He documented the boulder’s journey for 25 years. By 

2004 Nash said: “it can only be assumed it has made 

its way to the sea. It is not lost. It is wherever it is.” 

Of  my work - Is it Music? Is it Poetry? Is it Art? It is 

whatever it is. I am working wherever I am working.

I feel, however, that trying to pursue the 

gesamtkunstwerk might be getting it very wrong.

The ambition of  art for me is for inner complexity 

and structural appropriateness; not in the social noise 

it makes.

I distinguish between collaboration and 

cooperation. Where, for instance, someone 

illustrates a poem or sets it to music. That’s usually 

cooperation. 

Cooperation is good. I am not against it. Yet  it 

seems to me that, between cooperation and 

collaboration, there is a distance like that between 

Coleridge’s primary and secondary imagination.

In collaboration, something of  the extreme 

cooperation of  close friendship and association 

is or may be called for. I am thinking of  that state 

where one is happy to do as the other wants, where 

“a compromise” is too strong a term because one is 

content not to do what one would have done alone in 

order to do some or all of  what the other suggests.

So it may be that collaboration occurs most truly in 

intermedia, having left behind some of  the demands 

of  one’s own territory, if  that’s what it is.

I offer my work with John Levack Drever as an 

example: both of  us are doing something together 

which is quite clearly other than we might have done 

left to ourselves.

It needn’t necessarily be a smooth combination.

In my collaborations with Bob Cobbing, there was 

a feistiness to both practitioners on the page which 

may have been less discernible in performance, 

though it was there; and that despite the fact that we 

were working in a sort of  no one person’s land. The 

same, in a different way, may be true of  me and John 

Drever. We are always terribly courteous to each 

other. Courtesy may be a large part of  it.

One learns to hear as others hear.

Collaboration is a mode of  trespass in that one 

crosses the boundary of  the individual and often of  a 

practice or a genre.

Yet I do want to get well away from stories of  real 

people finding themselves spiritually by fighting, of  

sanctification by spilt blood. No thanks. Not in life; 

not in art.

There needs to be balance. It is the balance of  a team 

or of  a boat crew though I rather abhor sport. Dance 

maybe, though I’m not a good dancer; but I enjoy 

watching Dance. And I have found that I rather enjoy 

working with dancers to choreograph themselves. (I 

use the idea of  Choreography rather loosely here. I 

do Indicative Choreography. I offer it.)

Useful trespass is not against anyone but against 

regularity. We trespass against ourselves. Well, how 

do I work this? Over and over. Trying to make – as 



for the first time, once in a lifetime, over and over.

I mean self-reinvention but not just rebranding.

Not having someone reengineering your soul. Not 

telling a new story. Not as such.

I recall a distinction made by the British poet Richard 

Tabor more than 30 years ago, much activity leads 

not to art but to what he termed craftstasis. Let me 

restate some of  this.

Trespass is going beyond the supposed boundaries 

of  one’s own practice as defined by others and, 

increasingly, training.

Collaboration is going beyond the boundaries of  

one’s supposed self  and its creativity. 

Improvisation in this context is going beyond the 

boundaries of  preconceived forms and content.

Trespass and collaboration are not appropriation.

In my work with Cobbing and Drever, I have learned 

from them and myself  and therefore extended my 

own territories without appropriating anything 

of  theirs; nor I think have I detracted from their 

territories and achievements.

Some collaborations don’t continue either because 

impractical or insufficiently productive.

One keeps trying. 

Notes

This paper was read at post_moot convocation Miami University, 
Ohio, on Friday 23, April 2010. It was read for Upton by cris 
cheek, because of  the suspension of  Atlantic air traffic. 



2. Production
The concepts of  production, denotatively and, 

perhaps even more so, connotatively, are so much 

a part of  our ways of  speaking to each other of  

our society that is difficult to analyse them without 

contaminating the results with our own precepts and 

pre-sets.

Yet only by analysis may we separate the concepts 

themselves from our own assumptions and others’ 

assumptions. And that is essential if  we are not to 

puddle repeatedly in mistakes that have been made 

already which arise from false assumptions.

Much of  such analysis, though, is and will be 

ideological; and, I mean ideological in a wide sense, 

including aesthetics and also including the mesh 

of  awarenesses of  what is currently acceptable and 

unacceptable as a way of  thinking in our society at 

large and in our various social groups.

Yet we may find it hard to see it all (the ideology, its 

products, its assumptions, its preferred inputs) as 

ideological and to separate its layers.

That is more than unfortunate because it as at that 

point, the point of  cultural production, where social 

space is or could be created, that artists, and critics 

and researchers of  the arts, may have the most to 

contribute to society.

It is at that point, that the artist is, arguably, making 

something in a manner akin to the worker, industrial 

or craft, waged or self-employed, and where the artist 

may turn to “workers” to seek their solidarity, rather 

than the artist only offering solidarity to them in an 

implicitly apologetic manner.

We, all of  us, artists included, now, are quite as much 

the products of, for example, that nexus of  invention 

we call Modernism as we are the products of  what 

has been called The Industrial Revolutions. Recently, 

my friend and colleague, the theatre maker (my 

description) Chris Goode, spoke, ironically, of  “bonds 

of  competitiveness” which, for me, nicely sums up 

the bind that any thinking person who would like 

to change “things” finds themselves in and finds in 

themselves.

It is a bind in which there is social and economic 

pressure upon the individual, whatever their imposed 

or chosen role, not to make inquiries in certain 

directions and along certain mental vectors.

To some extent, the pursuit of  formal invention and 

conceptual artistic activity facilitates and encourages 

acquiescence in that pressure.

There might be, in almost any dimension possible, 

physical or figurative, potentially obvious and 

productive things to do which we are just not even 

trying to do; rather as, to be slightly banal, there is 

pressure upon supporters of  property developers 

to abandon the potential of  the brown field for the 

perceived availability of  the green field.

In economics, the act of  producing is the creation 

of  value; though that might depend on what the 

speaker means by value, a question I shall not pursue 

here for lack of  space at least. The definition can be 

constrained by speaking of  the production of  articles 

having exchange value, but “articles” may be too 

narrow for our purpose. It must include processes 

and the by-products of  processes, including the 

unintended or overlooked by-products. 

A brief  look at the etymology of  the word 

production, along with product, produce and so on 

suggests a tangle of  odd side roads of  implication 

– for example, to prolong; or, a lengthening – and I 

offer those as by-products of  my limited research, 

free to anyone who wishes to take them and find use 

in them.



More useful for my plastic theses is the definition of  

product as a person or thing produced by or resulting 

from a process, a natural, social, or historical one; “He 

is a product of  his time” being a telling related cliché.

But let me take this further, into those areas where 

I am myself  inclined to think that I am leaving my 

proper track.

In Chemistry, a product is a substance obtained from 

another substance through chemical change.

We might drop the word “chemical” there, and 

experiment with synonyms for substance. My 

thesaurus offered me: material, stuff, body and 

essence. That line of  association could be used to 

grapple with or to hide from some difficulties of  the 

bonds that bind us though, again, there is not space 

to develop it here.

Mathematics offers us the result obtained by 

multiplying two or more quantities together. And my 

understanding of  the mathematician’s position is that 

product in this context is in existence already. We 

quantify it by calculation; but we do not bring it into 

existence.

That seems to me to be rather near to the Platonic 

position, a term I sometimes use as short hand for a 

position I like to abjure.

There are positions regarding production which I 

abjure and many which I support. I do not think that 

I have a new insight to bring to those debates.

But then the point is not so much to describe and 

define and analyse the world, though that has its 

place; but is the more important task of  changing it.

And there I might be able to offer a sleight hand.

Unscientifically and improperly, we might conduct 

a faux etymological consideration of  the word by 

dividing it into pro, as prefix, and duct. 

And then, switching back to legitimate etymology 

as fast as a find-the-lady scammer, we find that duct 

comes from the verb ducere meaning to lead.

Leadership arising from product, especially when that 

product is an aesthetic process or its outcome, felt 

to be needed in itself, is more encouraging than that 

offered by self-appointed politicians, for example.

The original duct (ductus) would have been for the 

conveyance of  water, the basis and necessity of  life; 

and later usages - any tube, canal, pipe, or conduit by 

which a fluid, air, or other substance is conducted or 

conveyed - are thus metaphorical extensions of  that 

essential social activity.

Our product, as artists, is, in one way, to protect and 

maintain what we have achieved collectively and to 

facilitate its true development by, for metaphorical 

example, irrigating its growth.
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