And Counting….3pm
Lines have been drawn.  Spaces carved out from their surroundings; crosses and boxes, a hieroglyph of markings, a strange geometry, Nazca of St Ann’s Square.  The lines demarcate, designate, indicate here not there, there not here; your place, my place.
The group of performers emerge, their vehicles speed them toward their stations – thin crowds, adept at the sinuous accommodation of new individuals, part and close to permit their passing in peristalsis.

Synching mp3s.  Squeaks and shrill noises. 

The performance begins although we do not know it.  We cannot sense the starting, cut adrift within the centre of the square, our eyes straining our ears leaning toward the sounds (sound of the square).  We chase the play from performer to performer – picking at fragments, their faces transfixed by hidden voices that we yearn to hear, but the words spoken here find their echo on the other side of the square.  The other side of a river, a mountain range.
Beep, pip, beep bip.

The performers are grounded, linked in, deep within the waves of air that transport them, complete inside their space, their box of space, the box of sound within their heads.  Beyond the boxes spectators pulse like satellites; orbits broken, blown off course.
The space engulfs, absorbs and overwhelms.  The performers are drifting out of reach, but they are not taking off, they’re going under, their demarcations breaking down as inch by inch a new path is trod that takes a line through here, an edge off there.  The city pushes at the walls of the performance, and finds them yielding.  

The performers start to push back, incrementally.  Two gather in one space, circling each other, forcing back the boundaries of their zone, flexing elbows.  Now more converge, three together in one space, and movement to a gathering is underway.  The aspect changes, the sounds they make, once strained, peculiar in their separation, become the passing of a code – beeps become phrases, squeaks become words, passing back and forth as they circle and unite.  
En masse the rules have changed, their presence magnified by numbers they control the spot – X marks it and they take it, their prize, they reclaim this place in whole sentences now, articulate and clear.  I step back; at first too far away now they are too near (or I too near them) and their presence rumbles with the energy of their desire to speak this into being; to make the moon here and to claim it as their own. 
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