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Roadside Picnic

artists as stalkers in forbidden zones
laying the ground for fertile fictions and fragile realities

seeing
debris as species
crystals as portals
plants as companions and lovers

and filling bags of beginnings

(it’s Scorpio season and there was a devil’s coach-horse beetle in the gallery)



Plot introduction and setting | edit]

Roadside Picnic is a work of fiction based on the aftermath of an extraterrestrial event called the Visitation that
simultaneously took place in half a dozen separate locations around Earth over a two-day period. Neither the Visitors
themselves nor their means of arrival or departure were ever seen by the local populations who lived inside the relatively
small areas, each a few square kilometers, of the six Visitation Zones. The zones exhibit strange and dangerous phenomena
not understood by humans, and contain artifacts with inexplicable, seemingly supernatural properties. The title of the novel
derives from an analogy proposed by the character Dr. Valentine Pilman, who compares the Visitation to a picnic:

A picnic. Picture a forest, a country road, a meadow. Cars drive off the country road into the meadow, a group of
young people get out carrying bottles, baskets of food, transistor radios, and cameras. They light fires, pitch
tents, turn on the music. In the morning they leave. The animals, birds, and insects that watched in horror
through the long night creep out from their hiding places. And what do they see? Old spark plugs and old filters
strewn around... Rags, burnt-out bulbs, and a monkey wrench left behind... And of course, the usual mess—
apple cores, candy wrappers, charred remains of the campfire, cans, bottles, somebody’s handkerchief,
somebody’s penknife, torn newspapers, coins, faded flowers picked in another meadow.!

In this analogy, the nervous animals are the humans who venture forth after the Visitors have left, discovering items and
anomalies that are ordinary to those who have discarded them, but incomprehensible or deadly to those who find them.

This explanation implies that the Visitors may not have paid any attention to, or even noticed, the human inhabitants of the
planet during their visit, just as humans do not notice or pay attention to grasshoppers or ladybugs during a picnic. The
artifacts and phenomena left behind by the Visitors in the Zones were garbage, discarded and forgotten, without any
preconceived plan to advance or damage humanity. There is little chance that the Visitors will return again because for them
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it was a brief stop, for reasons unknown, on the way to their actual destination.






LC

Visionary Fiction
Art is not neutral. It either upholds or disrupts the status quo, advancing or regressing justice. We are
living now inside the imagination of people who thought economic disparity and environmental
destruction were acceptable costs for their power. It is our right and responsibility to write ourselves
into the future. All organizing is science fiction. If you are shaping the future, you are a futurist. And
visionary fiction is a way to practice the future in our minds, alone and together.?

Visionary fiction is neither utopian nor dystopian, instead it is like real life: Hard, realistic...
Hopeful as a strategy. Visionary fiction disrupts the hero narrative concept that one person (often one
white man, often Matt Damon) alone has the skills to save the world. Cultivate fiction that explores
change as a collective, bottom-up process. Fiction that centers those who are currently marginalized
—not to be nice, but because those who survive on the margins tend to be the most experientially
innovative—practicing survival-based efficiency, doing the most with the least, an important skill
area on a planet whose resources are under assault by less marginalized people. Visionary fiction is
constantly applying lessons from our past to our future(s).



That's the way everyday goes
Every time we've no control
If the sky is pink and white
If the ground is black and yellow
It's the same way you showed me
Nod my head, don't close my eyes
Halfway on a slow move
It's the same way you showed me
If you could fly then you'd feel south
Up north's getting cold soon
The way it is, we're on land
So I'm someone to hold true
Keep you cool when it's still alive
Won't let you down when it's all ruin

In the wake of a hurricane
Dark skin of a summer shade
Nosedive in the flood lines
Tall tower of milk crates
It's the same way you showed me
Cannonball off the porch side
Older kids trying off the roof
Just the same way you showed me (You showed)
If you could die and come back to life
Up for air from the swimming pool
You'd kneel down to the dry land
Kiss the Earth that birthed you
Gave you tools just to stay alive
And make it out when the sun is ruined



The first cultural device was probably a recipient.... Many theorizers feel that the earliest cultural
inventions must have been a container to hold gathered products and some kind of sling or net
carrier.

So says Elizabeth Fisher in Women's Creation (McGraw-Hill, 1975). But no, this cannot be.
Where is that wonderful, big, long, hard thing, a bone, | believe, that the Ape Man first bashed
somebody in the movie and then, grunting with ecstasy at having achieved the first proper
murder, flung up into the sky, and whirling there it became a space ship thrusting its way into
the cosmos to fertilize it and produce at the end of the movie a lovely fetus, a boy of course,
drifting around the Milky Way without (oddly enough) any womb, any matrix at all? | don’t
know. | don't even care. I'm not telling that story. We've heard it, we've all heard about all the
sticks and spears and swords, the things to bash and poke and hit with, the long, hard things,
but we have not heard about the thing to put things in, the container for the thing contained.
That is a new story. That is news.

And yet old. Before — once you think about it, surely long before — the weapon, a late,
luxurious, superfluous tool; long before the useful knife and ax; right along with the
indispensable whacker, grinder, and digger — for what's the use of digging up a lot of potatoes
if you have nothing to lug the ones you can't eat home in — with or before the tool that forces
energy outward, we made the tool that brings energy home. It makes sense to me. | am an
adherent of what Fisher calls the Carrier Bag Theory of human evolution.

This theory not only explains large areas of theoretical obscurity and avoids large areas of
theoretical nonsense (inhabited largely by tigers, foxes, and other highly territorial mammals); it
also grounds me, personally, in human culture in a way | never felt grounded before. So long as
culture was explained as originating from and elaborating upon the use of long, hard objects
for sticking, bashing, and killing, | never thought that | had, or wanted, any particular share in it.
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If it is a human thing to do to put something you want, because it's useful, edible, or beautiful,
into a bag, or a basket, or a bit of rolled bark or leaf, or a net woven of your own hair, or what
have you, and then take it home with you, home being another, larger kind of pouch or bag, a
container for people, and then later on you take it out and eat it or share it or store it up for
winter in a solider container or put it in the medicine bundle or the shrine or the museum, the
holy place, the area that contains what is sacred, and then next day you probably do much the
same again — if to do that is human, if that’s what it takes, then | am a human being after all.
Fully, freely, gladly, for the first time.



So, when | came to write science-fiction novels, | came lugging this great heavy sack of stuff,
my carrier bag full of wimps and klutzes, and tiny grains of things smaller than a mustard seed,
and intricately woven nets which when laboriously unknotted are seen to contain one blue
pebble, an imperturbably functioning chronometer telling the time on another world, and a
mouse’s skull; full of beginnings without ends, of initiations, of losses, of transformations and
translations, and far more tricks than conflicts, far fewer triumphs than snares and delusions;
full of space ships that get stuck, missions that fail, and people who don’t understand. | said it
was hard to make a gripping tale of how we wrested the wild oats from their husks, | didn’t say
it was impossible. Who ever said writing a novel was easy?
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It is a strange realism, but it is a strange reality.

Science fiction properly conceived, like all serious fiction, however funny, is a way of trying to
describe what is in fact going on, what people actually do and feel, how people relate to
everything else in this vast stack, this belly of the universe, this womb of things to be and tomb
of things that were, this unending story. In it, as in all fiction, there is room enough to keep even
Man where he belongs, in his place in the scheme of things; there is time enough to gather
plenty of wild oats and sow them too, and sing to little Oom, and listen to Ool’s joke, and
watch newts, and still the story isn’t over. Still there are seeds to be gathered, and room in the
bag of stars.



®

news.artnet.com t

Scorpio Season is the spookiest, most chilling
and thrilling time of the year due to all the
intense Scorpio energy that’s coming our way.

Here are some key dates to look out for:

The Sun enters Scorpio on October 23,
igniting our intuition, emotions, and drive
to achieve the impossible. Transformation
and change is in the air, so move toward
personal growth if you can.

Action planet Mars moves into Scorpio on
October 30, pushing us to assert our
energy toward our desires.

The New Moon in Scorpio occurs on
November 4 and ignites passions.
Mercury dives into Scorpio on November
5, allowing us to lean into our intuition
and to embrace our gut feelings.

Venus dances into Capricorn on
November 5, urging us to focus on taking
our finances and relationships seriously.
The lunar eclipse in Taurus occurs on
November 19. This will give us the

ctrennth ta mave tawarde what we lavel

O




{8

s1 ApOq ON] 19YI0UE U0 01 PIPUO( AJIE[NII[OW IIE I {DPLI S 1330
yoe3 10j BUOIE [[2 2J€ 34\ "2JE M JBYM SN IYEW JBY) I31IBW pue Fur
-UEdW JO SMO [euond1pnnw oY1 ul dn 3ydned Ajsnonunuod e e
‘PlIOM S143 NIqeYu 1Y) $31poq A1918Mm SN02UaT0Ia19Y AJI5BA 311 SE ‘oM
15012345 u0purduios Kes pinom AEmeIBL] BUUO(T SE [[B 2JB 3M ‘SSOULIDIRA
UOWWO) INO U] “UOLIERI-0D Jo s3ss9203d parpdnjnus pue oldujnw ur
podedud [[e a1 oM U2IBM JO SAIPOQ S MOUR WIIYI IB[SUBII PUE ‘SIIE)
£1938M 1IN0 950dsuel) $21pOq 35D ‘WoY1 01 passed aaky Im J91EM 21
uo 2l $APo A391M 10anbasqNs sy “uonEWIOjsURN pue Furwodaq
SNONUIIUOD JO 224 € 111 JIYITY "UONIDBIIGNS PUE UONIPPE JIIW JO
31245 30U 815143 Inq ‘224> eaifojoiphy aya Apoquis o pasiadsip
PUE JUBISIP SIDYIO PUE SN 0) ISO[D A|PIBWIIUT DWOS ‘$21pOq K191Em
19420 394 01 U0 103EM INO Ssed winy Ul om “Iurld SIYI VO 19IeM JO SIIPOQ
(jea1dojoroniaw ‘earsAydood ajqeandaa Jewiur) 10410 woyy Jurog
A1918m 3N0 2381 9m S 380[*0BuRydXD (JRorDWWASE 194) [ed01d1D0)
‘snonunuod ur 53e3ud ose om saoq L1a1em se £3ojoIuo poreys 1no uj
‘RIME[OUIWOU UOWLUOD B UBY) dIow s1 QIO 2HEIS I ST IBYM ng

WHAdAWVT “TASSAW VIUIZ “TDITNO0H
TIVLONIAAS SUWOIDHH L1 "HTZZIN

HAAAWHAON ATOD V OLNT A TASLI SHSHAATN
WHATH NOd AHL d1 XOVHE SWIMS LNONI

WHVM V OLNT SHLVAOdVAT LTSNOTHVA SSVID
AW NI HALVA AHL “OTYVINO A4V OL TTILS
AL ONINDVILAIVE " ANOHGHVH NOLTIWVH
AOQ SHLAAA IXAAW AHL OL XOVH 'SHOLVINIDOTH
XIW d1dvd AHL HONOIHL XDOVH ‘SINV.L
NOLLVINAWIAAS HILL HOAOXHL NOVIH S THIMS
NAHL "SHAHL AQALVIAWADIDV LI VINOWWY
SAOHALHNY ANV ‘UAdINOTHD “UATHONTA THLL
AO ATASLI LSHAIA OL NISVHE HHALTId HHL NI
AAAATIG SAOLS NHTHL LT "HANTAV QAVAAOOM
NO LNVId LNAWILVANL AHL SUHIOVAY L1

98

TIINA HLAVE ANV LTVHASY ‘SNOVAL 1L
SIALSLOOd A0 SAALVT HIVANTT SAAVAADIVEH
HAVNS QZ,T.._.,..T:L HMXVINI HHL HONOYHL 11O
MOTA LADAVA NTHOLIN THL d1 NOVH JHATS
LSYIA LT HOLVA I "ANVH AW NI SSVTO HdILL

OL LAINHAOL SHALVA STHL ONITANIMATH
WITHLATAWOD S04 AW HANLAVD A LVA SH0U
MON LVINO "HSTTA NAO LW 40 SSVIW LAALVA
AHL OLNI AALVHOdHOINT ANV AHTTLLSIAHA
MON YV ANV ‘SNVADO HAHLO ‘SANOTD
ATHILO WOHA NAVHA NHLAT AAVH HOITHM 40 TTV

'204) pulIEWwE] € ‘Sniem e ‘jenbs

MOUS B ‘JDALI E §1 SE ‘NOA IR SE J23eM JO APOQ B WE | “WId) 31 0
W[ 2AISN]IX3 OU JABY 24 ‘suewiny sy -2[qidifjoiut 2q 01 y3noua Juoy
150/ je1ore)[00 [earsAyd sa1 01 uo Guey ued Jeya Furyrawos —Furueowr
pue sa13ew Jo Aydes§oaioyd apqeasersw Lue st ‘Isisul LENENL) pue
aznapa([ sk ‘Apog v "paredui A|ydnosoya st Lrfenpiaipur uewny Qo
‘sdn-Fuey ouuasodoiyiue 11 jo 221y Apoq,, B 9q 03 SUEDW 1 1BYM

Jo SuipuelsIOPUN INO YSN[J IM JBYI SYSE OS[E SNY1 1IIBM JO $I1POQ SE
$DA[2S1N0 PUBISIIPUN O], ‘PIOM AIDIEM B U pUnOIE JuIysols [[€ ‘saIpoq
K3972M SUOWE $21p0OQ £1218M SE SIA[ISINO 9Z1UB0II UVOOS Im PUE

‘SAVH JO HAVT V DONOHIVITIIH V
'NVADO NV LAVALSH NV

191EM JO Sa1poq [e215Aydoad pue

ANOTD SIVINWNADOLIVEA V
ANOTIILD V "WHOLSTIVH V

[£2180]010919W $31POQ ISIYL 03 PPY 1L JuIIIad OF 15EI)
JE JO OPBWI [[13S ST ‘SUONIPUOD 1I9SIP JOPUN IDUIISIXD §11 INO Funjd



l. Empreinte as trace, trace as empreinte

Didi-Huberman’s investigation into the empreinte returns him to a
classic deconstructivist position. The empreinte is a test of oppositional
logic and puts binaries under pressure: contact with or loss of origin?
Authenticity of presence or the loss in its reproducibility? Original or
copy? Resemblance or dissemblance? Form or l'informe? Artistic deci-
sion or chance and accident? Same or other? The empreinte is part
of Didi-Huberman’s broader strategy of displacing the metaphysical
foundations of a discipline that remains beholden to a privileging
of idealism, presence and origin. He clearly signals his proximity to
Derrida when he writes, ‘Le vocabulaire de lempreinte recouvre en
grande partie celui dela trace’* (“The vocabulary of the empreinte covers
largely that of the trace’) Didi-Huberman does not seek to restore the
sensible over the intelligible. He is careful not to consign the empreinte
to the other of the idea and imitation. Instead, he understands the diffe-
rence between the two terms as chiasmic, an interlacing:

La partie se joue surtout au grand jour, et la contrepartie se joue
partout aux marges ou dans les interstices: dans les ombres ou
dans les contre-jours, dans une visibilité trop offusquée ou trop
crue, moins apte au discernement, moins lisible. Lempreinte est la
contrepartie nécessaire de 'imitation, comme le contact — le haptisch
dont parlait Alois Riegl - est la contrepartie nécessaire de toute
dimension optique.”

The game is played mostly in broad daylight, and the counterpart
is played everywhere at the margins or in the interstices: in the
shadows or in the backlit areas, in a visibility too obscured or too
raw, less suitable for discernment, less readable. The empreinte is the
necessary counterpart of imitation, as the contact - the haptisch of
which Alois Riegl spoke - is the necessary counterpart of any optical
dimension.



‘Roadside Picnic’ exhibition at Pada Studios

with works by Anna Spearman, Avleen Kaur, Jack Shearing, Lauren Pirie, Na Liu, Paddy
Critchley, Paula MacArthur, Sarah Delaney, Serra Behar, Willie-Meike Brand.

Words gathered by Manon Klein

30/10/2021

* Plot introduction and setting of Roadside Picnic (1972), a novel written by Arkady and Boris
Strugatsky, which inspired the movie Stalker (1979) by Andrei Tarkovsky. Wikipedia.

family Fabaceae.
Lupin beans.

?} Lupinus, commonly known as lupin, lupine, is a genus of flowering plants in the legume

;é:- adrienne maree brown. Emergent Strategy: Shaping Change, Changing Worlds. 2017.

‘® Frank Ocean. ‘Pink + White’, Blonde album (Verses 1 & 2 only). 2016

(...) Ursula K. Le Guin. The Carrier Bag Theory of Fiction (4 excerpts). 1986.

A Artnet.com article by Katie White. ‘What Does Scorpio Season Have in Store for Artists? An
astrologer Offers Tailored Advice for the Zodiac’s Most Misunderstood Sign. We spoke with
astrologist Lisa Stardust to guide the way. October 22, 2021.

® Astrida Neimanis. ‘We Are All Bodies of Water’. in Alphabet City: Water (ed. J. Knechtel, MIT
Press). 2009.

B Chari Larsson. Didi-Huberman and the Image. 2020.
i including a quote from:
Didi-Huberman, La ressemblance par contact, p.61.



