To Land on the Moon
I am stood by the statue in St Ann’s square, Manchester City Centre. I have been circling the square and trying out different positions and ways of approaching And Counting… the performance taking place as part of Hazard 2010. It keeps raining and I am awkward, watching but somehow floating around the edge of the performance, engaged but highly distracted. I am certain I must be missing something - I am searching for something to grasp on to and I am getting soggy shoes in the process. Some programme notes are given to me by one of the Hazard Volunteers, so I must be looking bewildered. She explains, “Here are some programme notes that will explain what you are seeing.” But they don’t seem to help. I know from the Hazard leaflet I clutch on to that I am watching And Counting… the Peader Kirk-Mkultra 1pm performance. Made up of 6 performers, 5 in wheelchairs, dotted about the square they are re-enacting the Apollo 11 lunar landing as they listen to fragments of the actual recorded events on MP3 players. The extra information I am given is a small simple piece of white paper and on it are more details about the performance including; “the six performers are listening to a specially recorded score combining the dialogue between the astronauts with sounds from deep space objects. As the performers hear this live over their earpieces they reproduce it as best they can both replaying and rewriting history.” 

How to contextualise this act, in the middle of Manchester on a rainy Saturday afternoon, seems to really be beyond me and I almost quit in my efforts. I turn around and consider jumping in a car with a complete stranger to get dumped (The Break Up – Out of Hand Theatre). But the performers begin to move in my direction and the man who is leading them catches my eye. He beckons me to follow him, as the other performers begin to line up behind him and start to move out of the square. He holds my gaze, as he turns the wheels of his chair and points in the direction he is taking me. As I walk alongside him, wondering how far this journey will take and just where we will go, my rational grip on the situation slackens and I begin to let go of logic and the day-to-day business of life. I slip into the performance and without realising, I become part of it. I am now going forth into a lunar landing and I am taking this journey with them, wherever they go. I have been invited and this seems to be the key - I feel touched to be invited on this adventure with them. 

This simple invitation to ‘go with’ is an outreaching hand that pulls me inside this wonderfully layered and complicated real time/recorded, performance experience. As we turn the corner I am genuinely excited - what will be waiting for us, what will we discover in this new territory? And yes, it is only the back of St Ann’s church, but my imagination comes alive like a child and I am suddenly in the act of play. Like a child’s tea party, where adults drink imaginary tea from doll sized cups, what fun I have for those brief moments. And Counting… has many layers that make up its parts and I would be interested to hear some of the sound-scapes, broken dialogues and see the maps of the journeys each astronaut took on the moons surface. But I am satisfied with this one memory, transported for just one brief moment. I exercised my imagination and I left the square reflective and at ease. 

As we turn the corner a Hazard volunteer asks me to stand close to the wall of the church and so I am separated from the performance once more and watch on as they collectively land on the moon. But in that one moment of discovery, Hazard was everything I hoped it would be. I am playing in the city, I am descending into the unknown and I am offering something in return.
To re-discover the city, we have to give a little too. We have to be willing to take part, to wander, to show a little intrigue and to try something new. To engage meaningfully for me, means to participate, engage. And And Counting… was waiting, I just had to dive in, feet first.  
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