HAP-HAZARD
HAZARD MMX

A series of HAPpennings 

HAPpenned Saturday 17th July
HAP-HAZARD MMX
Hap-Hazard

Haphazard

Hazard (MMX) signs for a time – I translate MMX acronymically not numerically, play with the X - the one joker in the pack - metropolitan Manchester xcitement, myriad Manchester xploits - I give up when I reach my X (the spot - start here).
The myriad metropolis – I’m carving my path with a black and white map
Is it going to happen?

Will it happen?

Is it happening elsewhere, just over there?

Hap
Archaic noun – luck, chance, an occurrence

An archaic word for happen 

Did you hap across Hazard?

Did Hazard hap?

Hap 

Archaic verb - to cover up
An archaic word for a covering of any kind 

I’m here to find it, to track it down.  Hazard covers the city today, sidling into squares, supplanting fascias, drawing on walls, coercing passers-by to enter cars, tents, processions, altered states. 
hap - an accidental happening
I’m looking really hard.  I know that it’s going to be somewhere but I’m not quite sure where.  I’m waiting for something to happen; I’m waiting for something exciting to suddenly appear.  

I’m waiting.  I waited. 

hap - chance event, fortuity, accident
This is Hallé square then

We can pick up one of the programmes

Warm and sunny and warm and funny – it echoes like a swimming pool in here.  

Everything is coiled in anticipation – or is just me?  I am    an     ti    ci     pa       to    ry…  ..  I stand and watch the people below.  
See what you can find out on the streets today.
My eyes are on stalks at the moment; they’re swivelling back and forth and trying to pick everything up.

hap - come to pass; "What is happening?"

All questions for the asking now at St Ann’s Square – a front row seat – I see (H)azard markings all around, signs of (a performance) industry.  The stone bench is cool; the wind whips the trees.  This place is full but not expectant, simply being, passing time, doing a ‘Saturday’ – shopping, coffee, lunch, conversation.  I start to idle, to drift, watch the to and fro. 
hap - transpire 

The suspense is terrifying.  I know its happening somewhere, not here, where I can see a man with a clip board standing at the base of a monument (Cobden, with a pigeon on his head - caught in mid stride, his finger pointing – a lesson, a telling, arrested in mid-conversation) he wears his Hazard tape en emblazon, across and around like a cyclist’s safety belt.  He’s touting for business, requisitioning for a Break Up.  (The cars, unmarked, parked like police cars at a picket, are the arena for this action).  

hap - give - occur; "what gives?"

Checking occurrences, times and places.  Checking the programme, being part of the scene, knowing where to be, just in case.  Just because you know about it doesn’t mean you know what you’re going to see.  Knowing that something’s going to happen doesn’t prepare you for what it is.  Secretly, I want to be swept off my feet…. 
hap - coincide, concur 
I’m having trouble telling truth from fiction.   A man walks past: stick, glasses, faux leather shopping cart, hand held radio blaring garish euro-pop.  He strides purposefully across the square as if he does this everyday. 

He draws the threads of our attention with him until he exits, obliquely, stage left. 

Meanwhile the performances of the performers carry on around us.

hap - recur, repeat 
Another square, another monument.  This one with his back to me, face in a tree.  There’s a wedding going on.  Somewhere the Dorothies are marching - there’s no place like home(less), rootless marching through the streets, unseen.  They are unlocatable emissaries, passing in my minds eye, a crowd of ruby-slippered, polka-dotted nomads.  The wind changes direction and spray from the fountain mists over.  The sky is brilliant blue.

hap -proceed, go - follow a certain course

I can’t find the centre, I have no base.  I am undefined - not shopper, not resident, not tourist, not traveller – I lose my bearings, scattering across other dissolute squares, small peripheral schematics, roads, alleys, tramways, boulevards, dead ends, the outer rings of the town.  I fail to be there, I am always here.….
hap - materialise - come into being; become reality
The thing is….
A girl has appeared out of nowhere and she’s standing in front that memorial again (she was here before)

I didn’t see her here before (she didn’t have a sign)

Blonde hair, quite angelic looking,

Her sign: “What are you yearning for?”
White pants and a mirkin 

She stands, so quietly, and I’m transfixed, not by the ridiculous black bush, or the coat, her bare legs, the white leotard, this strange concoction of inside and out - I’m transfixed by her stillness in all this haste, as this square (no square – a thoroughfare) fills up and up, as if it were the crossing point of the whole city.   

hap - bechance, befall, happen 
I wander in, on the off chance.  The smell of coffee.  I walk through and turn to leave – oh my god!  She’s there!  She’s under a ball, a fabric ball, a knitted ball folded in layers, overlapping, the dullest grey blue and while I’m seeing this I’m seeing her, splayed underneath, hair spread in an arc from her head and I laugh, I laugh hard and fast and then the ball moves – it’s moving!! (she’s got to breathe) Oh and the delight in this echoing place, this faux-station, theatre waiting room - customers sitting with a latte and a laptop overlooking the girl lying under a meteorite……pretending she’s not there….
Hap - anticipate 

Moon landings in gridded boxes.  Quietly I watch and wait.  
The fountain.  Someone looks at their watch.  A placadeer goes past.  The first one I saw this morning, same guy.  I see how the tent’s held down. (He’s changed his shoes)  Has he changed his shoes? 

I’m hoping that there will be song, that they will bring the square to a stunned standstill, that there will be music, that we will be forced to dance.  

hap - intervene 

Their tapes are overrun.  The place eats them up, absorbs and consumes them.  Separately, their weirdness magnified, is still not enough weird for this city.  It laughs in the face of their weird; it dismisses and overrules their weird – proffers up its own actions, noises, movements; chaos that drowns theirs out.  At the point of their togetherness they fight back, but the battle is wearing thin, and they retreat.  
hap - backfire, backlash, recoil 

Much later now.  
Piccadilly Gardens feels lawless, a transition point, a place of waiting.  Waiting for what?  Or just being, huddled on low kerbs in groups, the wind racing over the thin, worn out grass, the sun glaring off the white buildings that surround us.  

A place where trams and busses come and go.  Tiredness has set in and the world seems strange.  A kid kicks a can, a pigeon walks under my feet, a strain of whistly music comes and goes, the tram barks and burps its strange noises of locomotion as it pulls away.  

The finale beckons. 
hap - break - happen or take place

Something’s happening.  Or rather slowly occurring, gathering and drawing to a point.  Concentrated faces, listening hard.  Red dots in the white.  While not suspended we become spectators, lining the low kerbs as umbrellas sprout in the hot sunshine.  Their silent instructions bend them this way and that, an artless choreography that dimples the edges of the place, warping it ever so gently, ever so slightly.  A merest intake of breath, it seems, would be enough to blow them away.  We hold still, pad past, maintain respectful distance, keep them in view.  
At the end there are cheers, clapping, laughter, smiles. 
Hazard happed.

Tracy Piper-Wright

