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A collaboration between SALTA and 
Timeless, Infinite Light on an evening of 
collisions/communion between dance 
and poetry. We have invited poets who 
verge on dance, dancers who verge on 
poetry, and people working in some 
indefinable way between and among the 
two. This evening is largely composed of 
durational works, in which the audience 
can come, go, and move around as they 
wish. Throughout the event, a crew of 
local poets will be transcribing/translating 
the performances into language to be 
displayed on one of the gallery walls. A 
dance party to cap the vibes. 
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Dream Tigers

Body/Language

Performance

Dream Tigers will use their bodies, drawings, and words. We will build 
a kind of text. We will open ourselves up to the creative process and 
share it. Through reciprocity and translation, meaning can be made. 
This is a collaboration between two bodies and three mediums, an 
engagement with hybridity. An embrace of queerness. A process. This 
is a collaboration between the thinker and the spectacle. All witness-
es are collaborators. Just as all collaborators are witnesses. We will 
attempt fluidity, not separation. Communication, not fragmenta-
tion. Ephemera, not product. Multiple, not one. We will create choice 
through trial, expansion through change. Diversified practice. Form as 
inclusive, reactionary. We will progress through history and repeat. 
We will continuously return, but will we arrive? We will strive to 
represent and to express ourselves. We will riff off of the immediate 
past into the immediate future, annihilate hierarchies. Equalize the 
modes. Transpose moments. Veer from stasis. We will write slippery 
sentences and lines that live fleetingly. We will play a beautiful game 
of telephone. Ever-present, ever-mercurial, like a thought.



Performance score by Sueyeun Juliette Lee
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Sueyeun Juliette Lee

Orphan Day: A Summer Salp’uri

Digital Video

If light is a communicative principle, what is it saying into us? An 
examination of sunlight, human displacement, and loss, this video-
poem explores deeply durational daylight in the sub-arctic climate of 
Norway during the summer weeks up through the summer solstice. 

As a phenomenon, light moves with immense speed uni-directionally. 
This piece imagines this constant journey from origins as a mode of 
orphaning—of constantly leaving the mother body and never turning 
back. The daughter of immigrants who were orphaned by war, I often 
feel culturally orphaned as a Korean diasporic subject who grew up in 
the United States. By heading into remote, intensely isolated subarc-
tic terrains and exposing my body to the limits of daylight, I sought 
to activate the sunlight’s orphan message in my flesh and discharge 
the orphan speech captured in me as a difficult inheritance. 

In an effort to accomplish this discharge, this videopoem features 
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several poached aspects of the Korean traditional dance form salp’uri. 
(살풀이) which is an ancient ethnically Korean shamanic dance com-
monly recognized as a dance of exorcism. In it, a solo dancer moves 
meditatively with a long white sash, helping to release negative 
energies. In my re-imagination of this form, the sash is used as a con-
duit for transmission between the light and my body, communicating 
energies and desires in both directions. 

The hangul calligraphy on my gown features the poetic text com-
posed by the very first person to dance the salp’uri form. Legend has 
it that one day, two suns appeared in the sky. It was a calamity. The 
king called a philosopher to him. After some thought, the philosopher 
penned this poem and danced a salp’uri. The extra sun came down, 
and the land was healed. 

I, too, seek to bring down the light and be healed.
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Leslie Castellano w/ Nicole Casado

Lecture on Commi-Unionism

Performance 

I am a red mouse. A red mouse in a dark hole. In a dark room in a dark 
town. The mouse with an excess of cheese not defined by the mouse 
herself.  The mouse herself. Thousands of thirsty mice and fountains of 
the big cheese.  Excess defined by perceived need.  
We join together in a union. Your cheese plus my cheese.  Your work 
plus my work, our time, our potential time together, bodies confronting 
and confronted by demand. Dominion over bodies and land. A mouse 
wearing boots and working in the mills. And then there was no work 
and the lumber unions died in 1984 and now, the meth gnaws at teeth 
and bones. The union a response to industries now departed, divorced 
by ships and shipping and cheaper labor. Pulp pressed into board on 
foreign shores.  Bodies a pulp of history and power.  Waiting waiting 
waiting. Awkward cries a Precariat born. Between the walls, underneath 
the floors, the sound of scratching. Only vaguely aware of the millions 
of lives spent in factories. Faraway. Secret agreements made by mice 
wearing white gloves. NAFTA and the TPP. State owned enterprises 
sued by corporations. Pharmaceutical companies determining law.  
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Patents spiral un-patterns not dissimilar to infinity.  Rigged games.  
Just trying to do the cool thing with the cool mice. Miami Mice wear-
ing sun glasses and white suits.   

(Hilberman interlude) 
David Hilberman became an illustrator for Disney in 1936. When Dis-
ney decided to bring in new inexperienced illustrators at lower wages 
in order to stop paying his current illustrators such high wages, David 
became a union organizer. Hilberman co-organized a strike of 300 
Disney illustrators in 1941 over issues of job security, salaries, and 
creative decision making. During the McCarthy era, Disney testified 
against Hilberman and came close to destroying his career. (Note: 
Ronald Reagan was the other principle testifier against people of 
suspected Commi leanings.)
Mickey would have gone into public domain in 2003 had copyright 
laws remained as they were, a billion dollar mouse dizzy and drunk 
as the rivers dry, but laws were negotiated with soiled white gloves.  
Meanwhile, head mouse Michael Eisner estimated to make over 
$97,000 per hour, and children die in Disney factories in Bangladesh. 

Red mouse or yellow like the sun mouse or mouse made of leaves or 
mouse wearing a suit the color of day and those cool shades the color 
of night. 
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Over 300 artists in Hollywood were eventually boycotted due to the 
House of Un-American Activities Committee and their suspected pro-
union or pro-labor stances and potential Commi leanings.  

Charlie Chaplin-boycotted. Orson Welles—boycotted.
Yip Harburg, who wrote all of the songs for Wizard of Oz, includ-
ing “Somewhere Over the Rainbow,” champion of racial and gender 
equality and union politics, democratic socialist and committed chal-
lenger against the tyranny of the people, believed that “humor is an 
act of courage and dissent,” also boycotted.
He wrote the lyrics to “Brother. Can you spare a dime?” which became 
a Great Depression anthem.
They used to tell me I was building a dream. Over the rainbows a 
dream a tower into the sun a land of bluebirds and lemon drops 
melting into the sun a dream melting into the sun. Where are those 
shades? The cool dark shade of trees.  

Yip oh Yip was blocked from working in Hollywood for twelve years be-
cause he wouldn’t name or identify people suspected of being communist. 

Socialcommunalunionism. 
Sociocomicism.  
Commonmoonanism. 
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SososoSocialism allows for a more centralized state. Communism 
ultimately rejects centralized government. Instead, its proponents 
forward tenets of non-hierarchical organizing through regional gov-
ernments with collective input, perhaps with a loose federation for 
extra-regional organization or relations. 
Marx believed socialism could be a transitional phase between capi-
talism and communism.
So so so how do we believe what we believe? Socialism is good, so 
very good. No no no, it is bad, bad, bad. Communism is very, very 
bad, bad, bad. And anarchism? Oh let’s speak it’s name not at all. So 
I will not be speaking when I speak of anarchism. I am not speak-
ing of rejecting the state completely and proposing a free society 
where force is not necessary to uphold liberty. Moments of choice in 
response and action; the quiet anarchisms of tanoak, fir, madrone, 
redwood, bay laurel as they respond to the wind and time.  A forest 
of mutual respect.  

Who are we together?
Let us take off these gloves. Whose fingers are underneath? 
Everyone is hungry. Who will you feed today?

Human people hide behind wire fences as the mice people rebuild 
their personal and collective wildernesses. A surrealist forest. A mead-
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ow filled with tiny paper balloons. Paint drips from dainty and precise 
fingers. Orange mouse of dusk, azure tidal mouse, cloud mouse  

(interlude of the rhinoceros)
A grey mouse meets a grey rhinoceros in the quantum field. There are 
infinite degrees of freedom.  Step with care.  
A rhinoceros’s foot is surprisingly small in relation to its body weight, 
partially due to a unique balancing act made possible by an inter-
nal sixth toe. Today few rhinos survive outside national parks and 
reserves, many killed in large numbers to take their horns and shape 
them into the handles of Yemenese daggers, the demand for which 
exploded as oil prices rose in the 1970’s-1990’s. In captivity, rhinos 
often stand on too-hard ground and must be euthanized when they 
can no longer walk as a result of foot disease.  Have you seen the soft 
and delicate foot of a rhinoceros? The sturdy toenails? 
 
A stampede of the descendents of rhino and 1959 Brazilian elected 
official, Cacareco, the write-in rhinoceros. Cacareco writing postcards 
to Canadian rhinocerotes in Godzilla suits. Rhinoceros written in the 
air, cursive letters scrolling towards the clouds and the flight of quiet 
egrets. Egrets forever eating cream pies as the sound of party cries 
turn to the lamenting grunt of a single rhinoceros and the imagined 
silent squeaks of the ghosts of mice.  An interruption of the too real 
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agreements that we forgot that we made and are making every day. 
A negligent hegemony of comfort.  

Please enter the explosions and fanfare of the imaginal rhinoceros.  
Somewhere a rainbow of mice are inside this very room.  As we imag-
ine one another. We imagine our togetherness beyond the vanishing 
point of vision and these thrashing words.   



Performance score by Leslie Castellano
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Joel Gregory + Emji Spero

Possession 

Performance, Digital Video

A ritual purge, enacted by stepping outside of human time. We are 
moving our bodies unbearably slowly–30 times more slowly than 
usual–so slow that we can no longer perceive our own movements. No 
plan beyond the gesture we are enacting. The body that shakes and 
cannot support its own motion. It’s primacy an opening. We strain our 
hauntings through. And in this opened space, what is it that possess-
es us? What hauntings have already inhabited our bodies? Usually we 
do this in our bedrooms. 

The time-lapse video translates our motion back to human time, mak-
ing the possession legible. 

Thanks to Kevin Laird for composing 
music for this piece



Performance score by Joel Gregory + Emji Spero



Performance score by Jai Arun Ravine
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Jai Arun Ravine

Ambient Asian Space

Power Point Presentation

Ambient Asian Space is a serial episodic epic collaboratively written 
by Coda Wei and myself. Partially inspired by Pamela Lu’s Ambient 
Parking Lot and a local Asian food court, it is the universe of our 
literary merge. In parallel, I’m drawing comics of the characters and 
events that the writing is producing. Late in the game we came across 
Karen Tei Yamashita’s Anime Wong mangas and were blown away, so 
some of CyberAsia has wormholed its way in. 

Through Coda and this writing I was introduced to the pleasure 
and potential that lies within the format of the GIF. GIF-making and 
GIF-viewing are exceptionally nerdy endeavors; from The Lord of 
the Rings to Fuck Yeah Claudia Black to Sherlock, tumblr fan culture 
thrives on GIFs. Because the internet is also flooded with pornograph-
ic .GIFs, the form seems quite masturbatory, perhaps related to what 
Eve Sedgwick calls “repetition-compulsion” in her essay Jane Austen 
and the Masturbating Girl. This also made me remember Cathy Park 
Hong’s series of haikus and .GIFs, The Rub. 
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I became interested in the way a GIF could loop / infinitize / prolong 
a body in motion, or extend and obsess over a moment or emotion in 
time. So, I wanted to create a series of GIFs related to the “Ambient 
Asian Space” episodes and adjacent fanfish universe. 

Thanks to Coda Wei for inspiration, 
Sarah Nguyen for conceptual 
brainstorming, and Gregory Holt for 
camera operation and direction.
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Margit Galanter w/ Phillip Huang

Cave Forms

Installation

There are so many different kinds of caves. This mess that you see 
one current of here started like the others with a quiet inner voice. 
Cave Forms materialized through a literal need to feel the edges of 
space. Wanting channels to open (porousness, inclusivity) even from 
the power of the hermeticism of caves, to feel the composition of 
opening and closing, the magical geometry of constellations and its 
vivid spaces in between. Yonic tonic.

Here, Sonic: an offshoot for a future audio for a sound score showings 
in March, for the experience, to try something out, to try IT on, for the 
fuck of it, for a group encounter, to enact a cave. Something like live 
sculptural gaffe poetics. A joint collusion with Philip Huang.

Recently I became aware of ASMR through Philip. It is an insane form of 
joy to feel the whispering visuals touch my screen and tickle me with 
gloves. I can’t quite describe the little death which is part disbelief—
part ecstasy. Is this what the internet brings, the thriving that happens 
with audio, with synesthesic connectivity? Philip is helping Forge the 



22

project Cave Forms. We got under. There are a constellation of people 
whose perspectives are altering a project which, like a whale, is under-
water and spouts forth from time-to-time. Mara Poliak, Frances Rosa-
rio, and I have been working in the studio at TAC. Asia and I have been 
dancing in a coastal cove cave. Chani, Avery, and Ryan saw with their 
apparatuses. Micah dazzled. Sarah, oh Sarah! We brought some people 
in the room to digest it with us: Elise, Jess, Geana, Denise, Brianna, Re-
nee, Asia, Maureen. I was touched by the forts we made in the Furnace 
workshop. Julie forged me into performance, through Abby’s invite. 
It’s a big blob of praxis, perhaps a constellation. The forging is real; the 
forms change shape, they see themselves.

These days, we merge our sensation and design with our movement 
and stillness and we are finding our own fascinations. We wonder 
what it means to not be creative, to practice receiving being seen, 
even behind the material, even as we emerge. I am trying to get how 
this material might be read. 

And here, now, an EX/peri/ment

We, communards in the ship of art-life



Margit and Frances index a choreography
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A Statement from SALTA + Timeless, Infinite Light

Cave Forms is not present tonight due to curatorial questions and 
miscommunications that came up around the participation of Phil-
ip Huang in Margit Galanter’s work. Philip’s use of provocation and 
discomfort as a medium has been controversial in various settings—
most specifically at a SALTA’s Short and Sweet show in December 
2014. Timeless, Infinite Light felt that by having Philip perform in 
this event, we would be tacitly uninviting people who were hurt and 
offended by his December performance and would be endorsing work 
that has perpetuated anti-black racism and ableism; and Timeless, 
Infinite Light also wanted more insight into the process that hap-
pened after Short and Sweet. Members of SALTA had conversations 
with both Philip and Margit about his involvement in her work, the 
specifics of the work, and ultimately trusted them to promote an en-
vironment of respect and care. Due to a series of miscommunications, 
these questions were addressed with urgency in the days leading 
up to this event. Despite numerous conversations, the curators and 
artists involved did not get a chance to come together as a complete 
group and articulate their views with clarity both amongst them-
selves and to each other.
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This statement presents only a small glimpse into the complexities 
and ambiguities of the process of collective co-curation, and there will 
be further public writing about the situation, but for tonight the piece 
will not be shown.

This brings up many questions about curation and community, including:

What curatorial dialogues should be public?

What does it mean for curation to be in resistance to forms of 
oppression? 

What does it mean to censor artists?

What does it mean to hold relationships and trust authorship?

How do collectives make decisions when there are mixed and 
different feelings internal to that group? 

What kinds of spaces are we seeking to create?
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A Statement from Phillip Huang

Here is a story.  

An artist I greatly admire was asked to speak to a national gathering of 
gay youth some years back.  Excited and honored by the opportunity, 
he offered to give a copy of his book, a memoir about growing up gay 
in the south, to every young person in attendance.  Hundreds of books, 
at no cost to the event. The organizers, however, had concerns.  

“We’re concerned,” they told my friend, “that your book promotes 
underaged sex and drug use.”

“Promotes?” my friend said.

“Yes,” they said.  “We’re concerned we may be construed as advocat-
ing sex and drugs if we give out your book. And our organization is 
already under attack as it is. We simply can’t be too careful.”

After regaining his composure, my friend gave his answer.

“I wouldn’t say it promotes those things,” he said.  “I would say it 
depicts them.  My book depicts sex and drug use.”

This was an important distinction, one that the organizers accepted.  
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My friend went on to speak as scheduled, people loved him, but he 
had a profound realization which he shared with me.

“The true evil in the world,” he said, “is fearful, well-meaning people.”  

That’s always stuck with me.

And in my dealings with many, many curators and presenters over the 
years, I see how true it is. Curators have, like anyone, a sense of self 
preservation about their endeavors, and want, as we all do, to do what 
they think is good in the world. But the consequence, when the fearful 
and well-meaning are gatekeepers in the art world, is often a chilling of 
the subversive spirit, which is to me a chilling of the creative spirit.  

As I see it, there are two false beliefs happening here. The first, as 
demonstrated above, is the belief that the artist always promotes 
what he depicts. More fundamental, I would say, is the belief that the 
artist always depicts his own truth.   

It’s easy to see why this happens. We live in a time when autobi-
ographical storytelling is the predominant mode of performance.  We 
have an expectation that when someone stands onstage and talks, he 
must be speaking from his own experience, he must be representing 
his own beliefs and reality. He is telling his story. It may be shocking 
then to remind people that someone might stand onstage and say 
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nothing he actually believes. That, in fact, he is going out of his way 
to hide, twist, and manipulate his own position. That he is playing a 
most unfair, unethical, and dishonest game with the audience.

Shocking, isn’t it?

The second false belief is that the presenter always condones the 
artist’s work. This is a kind of toxic naivete, one which the audience, 
and the presenters themselves, must be actively and rigorously dis-
abused of. How? Through the repeated, or at least occasional, pre-
sentation of work that is tasteless, crude, and vile. Offensive work. 
Work that no one in their right mind would mistake for the tastes 
of such an intelligent presenter. Not because such art is inherently 
valuable, but because regular exposure to offensive, unstomachable, 
morally revolting art increases our tolerance for the diversity of 
creative expression. Without offense, no art community can become 
mature, but will rather stay in an infantile expectation of pleasur-
able stimuli.

Unfortunately, art spaces are becoming increasingly infantile. They 
are safe spaces, with every surface padded. Artist Keith Hennessy 
posed the most succinct critique on the subject:

“Safe space...continues to frame us all as victims or potential victims 
in need of protection. And victims are always justified in excluding 
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others, or Others. Safe space is the ideology that supports the prison 
industrial complex.”

I’m not so smart, and the thing about the prison industrial complex is 
a stretch, but that seems right.  Lately, the shows I go to seem less like 
shows and more like showcases for propaganda. Artists who perform 
the wrong politics are labeled heretics and cast into deep Siberia.

I should know. I am a heretic. I seem unable to stop talking irrever-
ently about sex and race and violence and rape and abortions and 
insanity and disability and vaginal farts and pilly semen (which is just 
semen that’s been left out too long that you roll with your fingers 
into little balls which you can stick onto your eyeglass frames).  I 
seem unable to stop offending good people.  I therefore accept my 
exile from this community. I accept that there is no longer room for 
artists like me, or maybe people like me, in the Bay Area.  I accept 
that the fearful and the well-meaning have won.  

That evil, with its noble intentions, has won.

So while I applaud SALTA and TIL for asking big questions (“What 
is radicalism?  What is urgency?”), I do wonder, who will be left to 
answer but the most compliant of artists?  

In the pursuit of diversity, must we conform our voices so?
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A Statement from Margit Galanter

I am concerned as an artist when curators delimit the arc of the full 
expression of a work. Caught in the middle of ghosts and karma, my 
artistic choice was questioned in a manner that did not support the 
work. I call this “cave-washing.” With Philip, I decided to withdraw 
from the evening’s event. Cave Forms is subtle and provocatively so, 
and Philip has brought jewels to its development.

I am appreciative of the effort on all sides to come together in text. 
Through the writing, something took place which was a new form of 
listening, one which, had it happened more fully over time, might not 
have erupted in such clear lines. 

I am excited about the practice of “calling in” as a way to produce 
understanding in overlapping communities — to support cultural 
shifts through real-time personal interactions. For a brief description, 
see here: http://briarpatchmagazine.com/articles/view/a-note-on-
call-out-culture. 
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Crystal Sasaki

We Could all be Experts

Performance 

Crystal Sasaki is investigating alternate forms of engagement, 
communication and healing. We Could all be Experts is a series of 
exercises working through tonal and somatic conversation. In this 
iteration, Crystal will facilitate some Pauline Oliveros scores.



Performance score by Crystal Sasaki
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SALTA

Ur crazy and ur not alone 

Digital Video

SALTA curated a long distant video exchange. Ur crazy and ur not 
alone. It started with a seed meme featuring Kim Kardashian. Five 
artists at Ponderosa in Stolzenhagen, Germany saw this image and 
created selfie videos. They were then paired with five artists in the 
Bay Area, who made response videos to their response videos. 



Performance score by SALTA


