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Daisy Thompson trained in dance at The Laban Centre, London. She holds an MFA in interdisciplinary studies
from Simon Fraser University, where she is currently pursuing her PhD in the School for the Contemporary Arts.
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INSTRUCTIONS

Change shape
Use what is there
Occupy centre
Relinquish centre
Value the margins

Find rhythm
Don’t be a jerk

Dance Machine Instructions
Lee Su-Feh’s Project Description

Dance Machine began in 2009 as an exchange, a conversation between myself and Paris-based designer Alexandra
Bertaut, about the energetic relationship between the body, objects and matter. 1t has evolved, through a long period of
wide-ranging research into the body and its relationship to objects and machines, into an exploration on ceremony and
what that might entail.

It is also part of a larger consideration on place and belonging. I was born in Malaysia, a former British colony with a
complicated set of socio-political realities. When I immigrated to Canada in 1988, these complexities were then
Juxctaposed onto the complexity of Canada, with its history of settler-colonial oppression, its history of displacement of
indigenous peoples from their land and culture. As an immigrant, 1 confront and grapple with my role in the settler-
colonial machine. In my recent works, my focus bas simply been: how to acknowledge who we are and where we are -

Performance Matters 5.1 (2019): 132—148 + Dance Machine 133



Thompson

how to embed this acknowledgement in all the works in a way that is unique and coberent to each work, so that this
acknowledgement becomes part of the protocol of making work here in the Americas. This continues to be my concern
with Dance Machine, and I am interested in inviting others—artists and the public—into a dialogue about how the
history in our bodies encounter the history of where we are.

Dance Machine posits dance-making as a communal process: dancing as an act of being together - woven into the
Sfabric of labour, rest and play. 1t also puts into question the notion of authorship and creative territory: asking when a
work stops being mine and becomes another’s. 1t invites others - artists and public alike - into a conversation about
what dance is, what dance can be and what dance can speak fo. 1t invites them into a conversation around issues that
concern me — philosophically, politically and aesthetically.

Dance Machine s an attenpt at expressing my body through the construction of a set/ costume rather than through
an orthodox “dance”-making i.e. making gesture and movement. It remains “choreography” becanse it deals with tine,
space and the buman body — both mine, and others. As an extension of myself, it must contain principles that matter
to me and yet must be open to ideas of others.

www.batteryopera.com

Natalie TY Gan, Justine A. Chambers, and public. Photo: Trung Dung Nguyen, courtesy of Festival Trans-
Amériques

Daisy Thompson:
I acted as “host” within the Dance Machine in 2018 for the iteration presented at the Anvil Centre
New Westminster, British Columbia. My experience within the process raised many embodied

b
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questions related to both my personal life and my practical and theoretical research in dance. The
work, having no front or back, is to be encountered from all sides; one can play within or quietly
observe from the peripheries. My day-to-day sense of time changed, slowed down. It took a while
for the forward-moving logics of political and economic progress ingrained in my body to subside.
The feeling of becoming entangled in the multidirectional pathways became a departure point from
which to question the entangled connections of my body to land, technologies, disciplines, and
institutions. During my three days within the Dance Machine, 1 experienced and witnessed how the
structure foregrounded spaces of being together, where creative and collaborative practices of
movement re-invested in the individual and collective mobile body.

Dear Su-Feh,

New Westminster. On our last day with the Machine, I got hives. I took this to be an initiation, a rite of passage. It was as if
the rashes were a sign that I had finally spent enough time in the Machine. The cedar was absorbing into my pores, shifting
my chemistry and turning my skin erratic blotches of red. I welcomed it. The tops of my hands and feet felt hot with sparks.

We thought the load-in and construction of the Machine would be more smooth and manageable at home. It wasn’t. It was
harrowing for you, enough that it kept you up at night. I do believe it takes an incredible amount out of you every time, but
I've seen that it always gives back. At least for a moment (how deep is your love how deep is your love), or two, or three.

I had one of those moments in New West. For a first and a last time, the Machine gifted me something that I think it had
been offering the public all along; something I hadn’t been ready to receive until I hung up my host hat for the last time at
the Anvil.

In New West, I felt big. I felt roots and wings. Each three hour shift flew by.

Montreal. Festival Trans-Ameriques. I felt so inadequate surrounded by established artists so damn steadfast in their re-
solve. Artists with a distinct and distinguishing point of view from where they were standing, and they were ready to argue
for it. I can hear it right now in my head— in Zab’s assertions and in the palms of her feet, in Peter’s low mutter, in Bryan’s
stories, in Justine’s wise exhaustion. What did I have?... A clarity of some impulses, a desire to play and meet the unknown,
and my overwhelming desire to be loved by you. Such an overwhelming want to do good for you.

When we listened to George Wahiakeron Gilbert of the Mohawk Nation speak, and you invited us to consider how the
history of the land we are on informs our relationship to the Machine... I listened to George’s words, foolishly hoping that
they would shift me— the ignorant, colonized settler into someone who knows how to take up space without wrecking it.
I recorded pieces of his stories on my cell phone. A year later I am still struck by the quality of his voice, and how one’s last
name can draw maps.

Later, when we went around the circle introducing ourselves and what is important to us, I had such a profound aversion
to speaking. I wanted permission to not know, to not define, and to be an observer, a listener, to be failing. I remember that
I spoke to my concerns about being too good a host, and that it is often a concern for me, as a Chinese woman, as a model
minority, that my hospitality leads to my annihilation. How might I balance this fear with the urgent need for all settlers to
give space, and make space, and learn from those who know and hear the land? This kept me thick in the sludge of discom-
fort the entire time.

There was an important moment where the group had to unpack “white spaces” together.

In Montreal, we learned to wait and let the Machine breathe. Each four hour shift felt like a lifetime. In Montreal, I found
that I couldn’t share secrets with the Machine while you were in the room.

Ottawa. The room had fuzzy red carpet. It had pentagons. We could put all of our weight on the bamboo. The acoustics felt
dense. Where there was no carpet, the floor was wooden. In some ways, it seemed like the space was made for the Machine,
with a pentagonal skylight directly above her copper disk. This meant daylight would dominate at the beginning of our
shifts, and then cross-fade with the more dramatic lighting in the evening.

It was the first time I ever took part in a smudging and I was terrified. I watched completely mesmerized as each person in
the circle found their own ritual of receiving the smoke— washing the face, soothing the eyes, painting the arms, inhaling
the smoke through the skin.
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Our Haudenosaunee Elder was named Claudette Commanda. So much spirit and humour. She sat in the Machine with

us on a plush green chair. I remember the profound connection made between Claudette and Christine Friday. She spoke

a great deal about bears, about their power to heal, their wisdom and knowledges. I loved this. 'm always talking about
bears.She spoke to living in a good way, in an honourable way. She talked about ecosystems of diversity and how each
animal brings their own gift. Each of us has a gift; if you are an artist, that is your gift to give. To question your gift, to recoil
from it, is to deny your responsibility to give that gift to the world. We are all needed, and we need one another. This was a
moving and heart-breaking notion as I began to think softly of all the ways that our societies are sick and how we break our
own. The lives valued less, the missing, the murdered, the forgotten.

I felt like I knew what it meant to be hosting, by this point. By then it was much easier to wait. I felt like I had the muscle
well-flexed. The smaller room made it feel easier to dance with chaos. Ottawa was the first time that Su-Feh expressed there
is space for rage. We learned how to give no fucks about the people who weren't worth it. We learned our own boundaries.
We learned that caretaking involves disowning guests.

My sister came again and she sat in the corner.

I wear the same clothes often when I am in the Machine.

The Machine is a mirror to oneself. It is a mirror, conveying sonic consequence, spatial consequence, and consequence to
others in the Machine. We've spoken a lot about that evening. About violence. Why we don’t police the Machine, because
we want to encourage the body/fascia/frequency of the Machine to affect the bodies it meets. To organize, to choreograph.
I brought one of the men, one of the inebriated three going hard at the yanking of counterweights in order to slam the

bamboo against the disk— I invited him to join me inside for a moment of rest underneath the bamboo (because naturally,
the room settles down when this occurs) and he didn’t last long, hurriedly exiting after a matter of seconds.

I’'m aware that if I didn’t feel in service of you, I may not have been so bold to occupy centre, when the temperature and

the chaos was rising. I wrapped my arms around the bamboo, in a very literal expression of no more. what else? and this
led to a long contact improv dance in the bamboo column. I remember them surrounding me, covering me up in cedar.
And I was really hoping that I was the one in control. I was enduring. And I promised myself that I was situating my body
in curiosity and desire first. I was scared, and I wasn’t entirely certain that I was safe, but I was determined to move in my
pleasure. I knew the others of our team were there on the margins.

I made my way to standing. and then one of them from the side made some comment hey, we got her and it stung deeply
with humiliation. I immediately parted the counterweights and exited. Su-Feh asked me if I was okay and I said I thought
s0, and I asked her if it had appeared that I was the one in power, and she said yes. And that was very important to me, I
wanted to know that they hadn’t asserted their violent dominance, hadn’t consumed me into submission, hadn’t robbed
from the Machine. That night, we hugged the Machine and cried with it. The next day, our last day, was gentle and healing.

I don’t want to forget the moment with you and Jeanne and
I've been afraid of changing ‘cause I've built my life around you.

Kitchener.

‘Cause honey your soul can never grow old, it’s evergreen
Baby your smile’s forever in my mind and memory
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Somewhere, a couple will forever have wedding photos in the Dance Machine,

Kitchener taught us that it is possible to dance fully with and, for the Machine. Charles spoke (over all-you-can-eat sushi) of

clarity between the rolés of guest and host, and how a guest upholds their,duties ntil it is time for them too, to host.

When I think of Kitchener, this memory echoes strongest:

Turtle Island
New Westminster. Co-regulation of nervous systems, the Machine'and I.

I watched you and Daisy weave through and around the bamboo, like a duet of fish, and you saw, me and your eyes took
me, the witness, in—and then you beckoned for me to enter. .

And then for the first time, I felt the Machine itself beckon me. I watched it dance me. I felt me dissolve in the Machine so
that my bones, and fascia and blood were her bones, and fascia, and blgod. And I was kneeling there getting drunk on the
7 of the shadows of the bamboo, the melody of them against one another,jand I closed my eyes, and'then I felt levity.
I felt the unappealing of layers of hosting—the hosting I have felt so proud, so honoured, so grounded, so big, to do. the
checklist of seven instructives, the responsibility to see the room, to connect with each and every person if only for a mo-
ment, to do only what is essential, to use what is there, to try to facilitate asensorial experience, to dive intochaos, to sup-
port others in their actions through call and response, to move, to not move, tq listen, to question my performative modes,
to listen, to respond to my own impulses, to not take too precious, to wait for the weight, to model, to model, to hold space,
to hold space, to hold space, Trying to be so good when I am so weary of trying to be so good, when it is not safe in this
world to try to be good, when I know my colonized body tries to be good, when i know my internalized pntnarv.hy't{les [
be good, when my model minority complex tries to be good, tells me to alwaya say. yesLto smile, to endure.

When the layers finished peeling, I wept. I wept because I had not felt the
gravity until then. And I thought, this must be why you alw:

dance with the Machine alone, when you owe no one anything,

when you have the permission to sift and dissolve.

After, as a bit of a slow goodbye, I could feel my body begi

Love,
Natalie

Natalie TY Gan. Photo: Trung Dung Nguyen, courtesy of Festival Trans-Amériques
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Notes and photo courtesy of Jeanette Kotowich
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An artist host is dancing on the ground.
His movements shift the fallen leaves of cedar branches around the space.
I recognize and feel the pathways in bis body from certain dance training technigues.

I feel pleasure as I watch hin move skillfully, gracefully, and with sensation.

The host is dancing amongst the long lengths of baniboo.
As he mowes, the strings and bamboo are pulled along with him until they reach their length, at which point they pull
back at his body and change his movement and direction.
I feel lightness in the moment of tension between the two materialities of the body and machine, and link this feeling
with the moment of suspension and release immediately after the pull.
The dancer is in conversation with the sculpture, responding to its liveliness,
Jfollowing the pathway toward which his body is pulled.

Likewise, the bamboo bounces in response to the movement of the man.

Three andience bodies lie peacefully on the cedar branches in different directions and in close proximity. Each one has
several lengths of bamboo resting on different parts of their bodies.
One lies still with a slight smile on bis face;
another is slowly testing the weight of the wood through ber foot moving it up and down.
I feel the muscles in my face and shoulders relax,
a kinesthetic response to what 1 perceive as their state in that moment.
It seems that they are measuring their bodies in relation to time, weight, and depth.
There is no urgency to move forward from this moment, and the sinking of the bamboo into the skin, along with the
cradling of the body by the floor, seems to offer relief from the
gravitational
pull
of

verticality.
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Lee Su-Feh. Photo: Trung Dung Nguyen, courtesy of Festival Trans-Amériques

142 Performance Matters 5.1 (2019): 132—148 « Dance Machine



Thompson

Performance Matters 5.1 (2019): 132—148 + Dance Machine




Thompson

Performance Matters 5.1 (2019): 132—148 + Dance Machine




Thompson

¥ ‘? ?;‘t ,;-'—‘Y‘ ) .y

JP Lonboat. Photo: Trug Dung Nguyen, couesy of Festival Trans-Amériques
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Dance Machine has a history reaching back to 2009 and carries the dances of:

2009
Alexandra Bertaut
Paris, France
Musqueam, Squamish, Tsleil-Waututh Territory

2012
Justine A. Chambers
Musqueam, Squamish, Tsleil-Waututh Territory

2014
Jesse Garlick
Justine A. Chambers

Josh Martin

Tiffany Tregarthen

David Raymond
Bracken Hanuse Corlett
Dancing on the Edge Festival
The Dance Centre
Musqueam, Squamish, Tsleil-Waututh Territory

2015
Adam Kinner

Marie-Claire Forté

Peter Trosztmer

Zab Maboungou
Winnie Superhova
Agora de la Danse
Mohawk Territory

2017
Justine A. Chambers
Natalie Tin Yin Gan
Adam Kinner
Peter Trosztmer
Zab Maboungou
Alessandro Sciarroni
Brian Solomon
JP Longboat
Nasim Lootij
George Wahiakeron Gilbert
Festival Trans-Amériques
Mohawk Territory
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Christine Friday
Crazy Smooth Marie-Claire Forté
Claudette Commanda Canada Scene
Canada Dance Festival
Algonquin, Anishnaabe, Mohawk, Huron-Wendat Territory

Charles Koroneho
Bruce Naokwegijig
MT Space/Impact Festival Debajehmujig Storytellers
Anishnaabeg Territory

2018
Natalie Tin Yin Gan
Jeanette Kotowich
Sujit Vajda
Tada Hozumi
Ray Hsu
Aryo Khakpour
Daisy Thompson
Alexa Mardon
Brodie Halfe
Anvil Centre
Qayqayt Territory
Brandy Leary
Supriya Nayak
Brian Solomon
Barak Adé-Soleil
Dancemakers Centre for Creation
The Mississauga of the New Credit, Anishnaabe, Huron-Wendat Territory

(compiled by Lee Su-Feh)
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