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Hold it-    (_)     
 
(a contradiction here) 
 
  and then  
 blast open at each edge//  
 
 
 
 
 
 
A document from, and folding into, performance. 
 
by Max Jefcut and Jess Heritage 
 
	

\\It’s really hard to shrink these things down | I agree- it’s really difficult... | Sorry to interrupt - I guess it feels like an 

embodiment of this entanglement. | Not at all, I’m sorry this may be going backwards but it's distracting me from moving. 

The more I think about the journey to the train station the more I think about the blackberries and the sugar. I know that I’ve 

missed the bit that words can’t quite get at. I’m not sure it can ever be got at. And now this image is sinking because it’s so 

heavy. | I completely agree, it’s almost like these two things, sugar and blackberries, and this long car journey align through 

having the same hole, it’s like a gap that I just can’t get my tongue around. It’s so funny, I know exactly what you’re talking 

about but I still cant put words to it. | No, no me neither, but that’s why we become so knotted in these things. | Yes, maybe 

that’s where it comes back around, where it meets the volcano// 

 
	



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	 	

 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was about finding an image that was definable, about wanting a simplicity that clearly shows us what to see. How do we begin to approach the ‘bit in the 
centre’ that which we are unable to wrap our words around. It’s almost the essence or the feeling but maybe more like a hole - like a gap. And coming up to 
this hole, almost feeling like we are getting at it, but then it sort of falls away, and we get knotted in this mess all over again 

What is volcano? (as three lines- 

                                 I remember thinking about crust, and talking about the edge, different edges to begin with, edges that we hadn’t come to yet, 
but thinking about them through volcanoes and through this red and yellow hot bellowing tongue that floods everything in its path, furling and unfurling 
into itself.  

When a volcano erupts, it is catastrophic.  

Until it slows. Stops. Cooling in black crust. At the time we spoke about it as a dropping off, as a sort of end point, the feeling of somehow getting closer to 
this thing, but then, crumbling away. And we almost left it there, because we knew it wasn’t right, because as much as this thing drops off it doesn't 
disappear, it isn’t wiped out. Going back to look at it again the crust ruptures and cracks and from this ash, forms fertile ground.  

                                                                                                                                                                                         One reproduces the other,                   
and the other. 

 

We could call this image ‘Clarity’ or perhaps, ‘Dead Easy’.  

	



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	 	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	

I was thinking hard about the Volcano after you mentioned it, but in the steady stream of images that rushed past us as we spoke 

I lost the line of thought, and it was bothering me.  

So I was looking back for the image, more so the exact way in which she had articulated her paintings of a red and yellow 

mountain half blast open (you had been reading Anne Carson, and I remembered she could have something to do with it). I 

remembered she had said somewhere that she liked volcanoes because they were ‘dead easy’ to paint. An image in three colours 

she marked as defined, that when conjuring up the image ‘you almost can’t go wrong’.  

Three lines that mark the far off in the flat and the close.  
I run my finger along them and say ‘here, here’. 
  
  
 
                                                                                                          
 
 
  
 
                                                                                    That which points the way, that which means  
 
 ‘great, volatile thing’. 	
	

(a contradiction here) 
 
 
 
 and yet this is no binary simplification. Three lines in black, yellow and red, and yet, 
 left bereft, to be blast open at each end.  
 
 Caught up in-between a pointing finger, the close and flat, ‘Dead Easy’- and the thought 
 that leaves, the thought I can’t take home. 
 
 It is here caught inside, both in one and the other. How can I traverse this edge that 
 moves as I do?   



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	

Somewhere along the line, we find clarity, where everything seems to be suspended exactly in place. Each hanging from a part that shoots off and into the 

other straight through the centre with archurian accuracy. Each line converges marking a perfectly definable point, a crossing over that declares itself as 

each and every one equally measured, holding up the other with unfaltering force. 

Or so it seems to be. 

I was thinking a lot about sight, about the act of looking as it falters, trying to look closely, to hold it still, to hold in my gaze an image of that which resists. 

How do we begin to navigate this difficult centre that moves at an indefinable distance, which wobbles on the periphery. Some things are directly perceived 

through their absences. 

Looking into the vanishing point I realise that even now I cannot see it – The vanishing point itself is a complication, one I can point into and say ‘there, 

there is it’, and yet, one I will never see. The vanishing point is like the edge of my visual field, I can attend this boundary by locating that which I can see, 

but I cannot see the edge of my sight by looking directly. If the periphery of my sight feels like an outer limit, the vanishing point feels much like the inner. 

This elusive hole has no shape or colour, really the vanishing point does not look like anything at all, and yet, with my finger outstretched, I can still 

declare ‘there, there it is. I see it.’ 

I would like us to place ourselves at this complication. 

	

Gesture 

The Outer Limit 

  (    ) 

 

Begin stood, with your arms outstretched at each side.  

Fix your gaze to an unmoving point straight ahead. 

Begin to wiggle your fingers, keeping your gaze fixed. 

With your fingers moving, move your hands gently forwards and backwards.  

Find the point in which you can no longer see your fingers themselves, but can still register their movement at the edge.  

Draw a circle which traces the edge of your sight. 

	

It is one I can stick my finger  
  
 into,  
 
‘here, here it is, I see it’ 



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	 	
	
	

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

	

Gesture 

Placing Ourselves at the Blind Spot   

 X    O 

Step back and look at the image.  

Focus on the X to the right of the image, now with your 

hand cover your right eye.  

You should still see the orange O.  

Continue to look at the X.  

Move the image slightly, with your right eye covered and 

continually looking at the X, until the O vanishes.  

	



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	 	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	 	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	 	
	

	H
ere, at this point of partial blinding, w

e do not w
itness disappearance, and yet w

e are able to see a ‘not seeing’. The O
 never really 

vanishes; our sight skim
s over, m

isses. W
e liked to think of it as a kind of flooding. It is both ‘gone’ and ‘not gone’; it rem

ains even 

though our sight cannot define it.  

H
ere w

e found com
fort in placing ourselves at the hole w

ithin our sight. I said that I w
ould like to em

body this blind spot. Traverse 

its edge m
om

entarily; touch that w
hich m

oves as w
e do.  

Som
e things are directly perceived by their absences. 
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|| It’s really odd like, trying to get to grips with the evenness or the unevenness of it. Like on my- on the top row, they almost feel entirely like ch ch ch next 

to each other- | mm, yeah me too actually- | and the bottom ones, I know that they’re wonky but it’s like they’re completely jutting over each other. Like, it 

feels massive. | mm | I know I can feel there’s a couple of mine that are slightly out too, and I have this wisdom tooth at the back of my mouth, and it’s 

come though, it’s broken through the gum but it’s kind of growing at this kind of angle, and it’s kind of pushing all of my bottom teeth round, and it starts 

to become like this- like you were just saying.| Like where one starts to push everything, everything, everything over. I mean I don’t know if anyone’s ever 

had a tooth out and you get, when they first take it out, you have this huge like smooth hole at the top and it feels completely foreign but also so 

overwhelming because you’re not used to it, it feels like you could almost fit your entire tongue inside of it, and I know it must be so small because you see 

the size of the tooth when they bring it out and it’s literally, what like this? | Same yeah- | but when you push you tongue up into it it’s like- | Vast. | I feel 

like I’m pushing my tongue up above my mouth somewhere, it’s so overwhelming and because it’s that smooth texture – you’re just so used to what the 

inside of your mouth feels like. When you have a different texture… it’s like what you were saying about your filling. | Yeah, it’s kind of like when you were 

talking about it, as like, a foreign texture in your mouth like running your tongue over your molars you can feel all the different grooves and the tiny pit in 

the centre. But I’ve had a filling, and it’s really smooth, and I know my tongue can just skim over it, but I know that it’s foreign in there, it feels like quite a 

big, flat kind of thing… like this. | Well it’s like when you run your tongue all the way from the back to the front of your mouth, and it goes smooth, smooth, 

smooth and then it judders- | judders yeah | right towards the front you have this… sort of like… it’s really hard to describe…  I can’t quite wrap my words 

around what it is, but we can understand it through this... pushing it round and you feel it. | It’s kind of, a difficult shape to describe almost, I don’t know, 

it’s like… it is, it’s a ridged… | it’s like the drawings we tried to make, in the studio Josh tried to draw out what the inside… what your teeth feel like, and 

it’s so out of perspective. | Although, it kind of falls on top of other things as well. Like when we were looking at, erm, this thing. This vanishing point, 

where the whole perspective of it is really off, it feels at once so close and familiar and at the same time really out of kilter, really massive and far off but 

also really shrunken at the same time. | Then it’s if you, to say you then put your finger in your mouth to then try and navigate the kind of space, and I 

guess it’s kind of like a different understanding. It’s this new perspective, and it’s almost like this image really, that at first you see this crater, this hole in 

the earth, and if you flip it, it then becomes a mountain. | Yeah it’s this double image, but you can’t see both at the same time. | Exactly. | It’s like a unitary 

sight- | yeah- | it's where you are able flip your glance between one and the other, but never both at the same time- | mmm | I guess this is the kind of 

difficultly that we’ve been having with all of this. When you all of a sudden have all of these images that kind of become to mean the other, but holding all 

of these things in your mind at the same time they begin to rupture. You can’t hold them all at once, you flip between one and the next and you think ‘I’ve 

almost got it’, and then it’s all too much again. | It’s funny how these things just seem to sit side by side, and you think you’re getting there, you think 

you’re getting at this hole. You think you’re getting closer and closer but then it seems to fall away again. They are propping each other up but it becomes 

so complicated, you’ve moved so far past the point you wanted to be at. | Yeah. | You’ve missed it again. | And you could almost carry on, keep on 

unfurling and unfurling and unfurling, and it’s almost like at a certain point you need to say stop… |  

 
 

	

 //can you  
 
     feel the surface rupturing?  
      even just a little bit? 



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
  
	
	


