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Something I’ve always noticed about Hazard as an event is that it makes me start to notice things more ‘as’ performance - because I’m on the lookout for it, expecting to see it, hoping to see it. I start wondering where performance starts and ends, and ultimately I end up noticing a lot more about the city.

I was really excited about a couple of pieces of work in particular; one was Claire Charnley’s Splat, which involved the placing of round, yellow markers high up in the architecture of Manchester’s buildings and structural objects. Places were chosen by their invitational dangerousness, such as high ledges and roof edges. The project was designed to draw attention to these places and to provide collective, ground level opportunities to imagine locating yourself there. Similarly, I Lie in Wait... by Noise Club was intriguing me – a sound piece, but hidden and waiting to be found. I wanted to see and hear these works but I didn’t catch sight, nor sound of them, and as I was thinking about my intentional-audience persona, desperately seeking work designed to be chanced upon, I stopped in my tracks on St. Ann’s Square. There is something intrinsically wrong, I thought, with hunting interventionist work and it was from this point on I made the decision to stop trying.

Suddenly, loud dance music could be heard approaching. It was getting closer, and everyone in St. Anne’s Square must have been imagining what was about to come around the corner. Eventually an old man appeared, with a white cane and dark glasses. He moved through the Square, pulling behind him a shopping bag on wheels. Grasped in the same hand and lying across the top of the bag was a large umbrella, and in his other hand was a small ghetto-blaster, playing out 90’s dance music at top volume. He moved across the Square slowly, he seemed almost unreal. I followed him down onto Deansgate, where he slipped down the side of Kendal’s and disappeared. 

There was something exciting and a little frightening by his presence, he commanded the space in such a way that I couldn’t help myself but follow him, and watch him intently. Without a frame, without some sort of signal that ‘this is theatre’, the man’s activity could not be simply compartmentalised as ‘street performance’ or spectacle, as something interesting to look at and walk past. It made me wonder; I thought about perceptions of old age pensioners, of kids playing music out of the loudspeakers of their phones on buses, I thought about anti-social behaviour, and blindness, and the fact that in Manchester it seems to rain so much. I also thought about the batteries he must be getting through, and the importance of integrity - the honesty of this man’s performance was almost tangible. Perhaps he is mentally ill, I thought, but that seemed like a very easy way to dismiss the work. His performance became, for me, a comment on anti-social behaviour, ownership of public space, and a bridging between the perceptions of adolescence and old age. 

As I walked back through St. Ann’s Square, I encountered a ‘Chugger’, one of those people who try to encourage you to sign up to a regular direct debit donation to the charity they represent, who had placed himself inside a square marked out two-metres by two-metres in hazard tape. The square had been placed there for And Counting... but he had temporarily co-opted it for the purpose of livening up his working day a little. He had voluntarily confined himself there and even attempted to mime the walls of his hazard ‘cell’, in comedic fashion. He told me he could not leave the square – I thought it was inspired, particularly given Chuggers’ status as a kind of public nuisance. 

Anything that is placed within the public realm has the potential to become transformed, recycled, and magnified or to disappear. This performance was subtle and smaller than that of the man’s, it was practically unnoticeable, but it was as much connected to the site as it was to the context of the performer. I know that the man inside the hazard square would not think of his activity as performance (I asked him, and the idea of being a performer had not occurred to him), therefore my account of this is really the imagining of a performance that may only have existed to me, but it raised questions about the creative potential of boredom and the relationship between work and play, and it had the humour of light-hearted self-deprecation.  
I also saw a lot of the work programmed as part of Hazard, and it struck me that the event had created a kind of series of small theatres, all over the city – like the Greenroom had become dispersed and flagged onto sites, amongst the everyday performances and encounters already happening.

Although these two pieces of work were not consciously part of the Hazard event (or were they?), and indeed may not be performances at all, my role as a slightly forced-accidental, but simultaneously intended audience member to the event, may have been instrumental in enabling me to make performances out of the everyday, and to find new meanings in familiar places.

