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The Open Table events are curated by Laura Mansfield from
Castlefield Gallery and texts published as pdfs in collaboration
with Corridor8, marking the start of a two-year collaboration.
Commissions and publications are supported as part of

a collaborative bursary programme.



Archives at Play 2, installation view

A short collaborative publication, the second in a series of Open
Table events at Castlefield Gallery; evenings of conversation that
explore selected exhibitions from the 2022-2024 programme.

Castlefield Gallery Associate Member Enya Koster was selected
from an open call to develop a text-based response to the exhibition
Archives At Play 2 (26 March 2023-4 June 2023), alongside invited
artists and exhibition contributors, Grace Collins and
George Gibson.

The exhibition is the second in a two-part series inviting artists

to delve into Castlefield Gallery’s archive. Led by curator Thomas
Dukes as part of a collaborative PhD between Castlefield Gallery
and Manchester School of Art at Manchester Metropolitan University,
Archives at Play is a research project that seeks to activate the archive.
Through events, exhibitions and collaborations Dukes has drawn
many voices into Archives at Play, including Castlefield Gallery’s
volunteers, placements, students / learners, peers, partners and
supporters, and many of the gallery’s creative communities,
including working with Back on Track, Venture Arts and Castlefield
Forum. Like Dukes, the artists taking part in the Archives at Play
series approach the archive as a living entity—as something not
fixed, existing beyond objects, documents, ephemera; existing

in the very fabric of the places and spaces the gallery occupies,
within people —through our experiences and held in memory.
Archives at Play is part of an ongoing process of reflection as the
gallery approaches its 40" year in 2024 and looks ahead to the
next 40 years of working with artists.
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The Presence ..«

It is striking how blue can make power moves upon a chessboard.
Sometimes a presence doesn’t need a face or an identity, sometimes
it is just a thing. It’s in the angles that present themselves, how
something acute can configure someone into discomfort. It’s in the
edges and curves of symbols and signs. How something smoothed
to perfection can calm the canons of a destructive mind. It’s in the
starkness, the light and the shadows that lurk in those corners.

It is how the day changes spaces and the the way people interact
reality into existence.

Each square on the stage holds depth and heights, a complimentary loss of surface tension and
sturdy gains upon sturdy structures. Pondering which one to slip into and which to stand firm on.
Sure, we could ponder but eventually our steps would carry us to where we were meant to land.

The bull’s hooves would square dance, cautious! However, piercing
through the room would be the sharp points that tip their horns.
They were like knives that cut through illusive veils that covered
the truth. Across the board, some would lose their footing and
delve into black holes, some would find their steps on the whites
of eyes. It’s only in the dilating pupil you can become trapped, the
circumferencing colour being an invitation, a lure. The whirlpool,
it is the portal to the innards, the soul. They can tell lies but they
can also signify attraction. It is in the delicate balance of knowing
when to submerge and when to perch. What is tangible?

What is illusive?



Sometimes a player likes to get lost, to get deep into it, sometimes
it makes more sense to fall in. For others, it does not and that is
the choice to make as to where we stand. How we play the game.
How we lose, how we win, how we crumble and how we soar.
How we tense and release, how we grasp to control and how we
continuously surrender. There is a beauty in it all.

There is a yellow flare, a sun coming in now. It’s bold, it radiates, it resists, it repels and it is
also all consuming. It plays with the tapestries, the fabric of things, it dilutes and enhances
the shadows. It is the paradox in colour that ensnares, to each individual it instils their true
experience. It is all and nothing.

Sometimes it is yucky, like the yolk, that for some is sickening to
the stomach. A regurgitation, a feeding, a retching, a blind folly,

a gut wrenching, an impossible feeling that graduates into the body
and becomes like fire in the veins. Sometimes it is sweet, it is like
purpose and sunlight that streams through the cracked curtains.
It is subtle and dreamlike as the morning, barely awake but willing
to live. Soft and tender, it sweeps over. In all of its diversity and
sameness, in all of its chaos, in all of its harmonious flow, in all of
it. It will change, beginning again from moment to moment. It will
rage and it will soothe. It is colour, it is delightful and it is painful
but it is full.

There is somewhat a void, an emptiness in what I write, as some do not follow the distinctions
of the sun or the worlds that I look upon. They have their own depictions, their own viewing.

I might speak words and some would perhaps resonate with others but what is far more
interesting is what differs. So | ask, what are your words?

Enya Koster is a member of Castlefield Gallery Associates
practising out of New Art Spaces Warrington. She works
primarily as a storyteller, across various mediums and with
a focus on alternative narrative. A creator of oddities,
Enya brings the surreal into reality.



Alistair Woods, Talk of the Town,
and The Chef That Died of Shame
(2023)

Alistair Woods, Falling in Love Again
(2023)



Anna FC Smith, A Body Politic by The Name of The Guild of St. Luke (2023)



Gherdai Hassell, Onion Spawn Study
no.12,no.8, no.14 and no.6 (2023)



George Gibson & Grace Collins,
I hope all is well and life is
calmer for you now (2023)



| wish for no more
post-it notes ......cucan

Read by Grace Collins & George Gibson



Episode 2, Part 2 [FADE IN]

I think you have something to say about this but you're
remaining silent. I'm trying to discern whether you have
something to say, or maybe you’re just feeling totally

in your body, nothing coming to the surface now or ever.
Are you thinking? Are you feeling? Are you on an entirely
other planet and I'm being overly attentive?

G: What do you think of this then?
G: I really really like it!
G: What do you like about it?

G: It’s quiet in here.
[Audience remains silent. They are reading along].

G: Where do you feel that joy in your body?
G: In my tummy, and in my feet.

G: What do you feel in your feet?
[An audience member re-crosses their legs.]
G: A grounding.

Maybe you’re nervous about something left unsaid. Or maybe
I'm just projecting.

G: I don’'t want to talk about this anymore.

G: Do you want to talk about something else?

G: No. I'm busy looking.

You’re so lazy with your eyes and hands, watching as
if everything is unfolding and you are drinking it up.
I move from the present to the future, agitated for
something to guide us.

G: What do you wish for?

[An audience member stands and reads a wish aloud.]



Audience member:

[Together we will the words into being.]
[Another audience member remains seated and reads a wish in silence.]

[Together we will the words into being.]

G: I wish that everything was flowers.
G: Blooming?

G: Not everything has to be a verb. I just want
all colour and pollen.

[Someone in the audience coughs.]

G: I think sometimes that everything would be
easier if we just let things grow, let stuff
do its thing. I read a book once that said at
the end of the world all that would be left
is stainless steel cutlery and chicken bones.
People in the future will wonder what we were
doing with all those chickens, burying only
their legs.

[We wait for something to grow.]

G: An art gallery is a bit like the end of the
world I think. The art I like the most should
be left without people, for the sun to pass over
it in silence. When things look so perfect that
they shouldn’t be touched with hands or eyes.

G: What about that cow?
G: The cow is different.
G: It needs companions.
G: I took a selfie with the cow.
G: Were you making art?

G: A masterpiece.



Everyone in the room is suddenly aware of their phones
in their pockets. Someone wants to take a photo but the
feeling in the air is so dense that they can’t decide
whether it is inappropriate or encouraged.

G: Every time my BeReal goes off I think of you.
I like when we're together and we have to angle
our phones between ourselves and each other.

G: Like a doorway.
G: Opening.

G: My favourite lift is mirrored on three sides
but I avoid eye contact with anyone else in
there.

G: Do you prefer to be alone?

G: With myself, yes. In Walden, Henry David
Thoreau lists only one inconvenience of having

a small home: ‘The difficulty of getting to a
sufficient distance from my guest when we began
to utter the big thoughts in big words. You want
room for your thoughts to get into sailing trim
and run a course or two before they make a port..

G: ..If we are merely loquacious and loud
talkers, then we afford to stand together, cheek
by jowl, and feel each other’s breath: but if we
speak reservedly and thoughtfully, we want to be
farther apart, that all animal heat and moisture
may have a chance to evaporate.’

[And maybe Claire-Louise Bennett would reply]

G: ‘Awaiting that kiss which somehow settles
everything. And I have to try, so very hard, not
to say something imploring and unsophisticated,
such as: I only wish you could spend five minutes
beneath my skin and feel what it’s like. Feel
the savage swarming magic I feel.’

[Pond, Claire-Louise Bennett]



G: My favourite thing about being a gallery
assistant is witnessing first dates.

G: Wondering whether it’s appropriate to kiss
a person who is deep in thought.

G: Violently entering their dance space with
your big feelings.

G: Wanting so much to be a part of their world.
G: It’s very hard to think alone nowadays.

G: Or to fall silent.

G: I wish for no more post-it notes.

G: Forgetting is a form of magic.

G: They'’re just very difficult to recycle.

G: What is the first thing you’ll do when you
get home?

G: Fill the air with my breath and rewatch
an episode of Lost.

[Everyone in the room inhales.]

[Everyone in the room exhales.]

Grace Collins is an artist and artworker based in the Northwest
of England. They create art with other people, support artist-
led activity, ask lots of questions and listen to people’s answers.
With a bit of luck, this means creating spaces for justice and
expanding our idea of what the world is allowed to look like.

George Gibson is an artist and bookmaker interested in
archiving niche fanaticism in print; obsessed with obsessions.
Previous publications have explored cryptozoology, queer
retellings of Godzilla, the brief history of ‘Goblin Mode’, and an
evaluation of the psychological impact of the hit 00s science
fiction drama LOST.
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