Avril Corroon, Glowing Daisy Day transcript

[ Transcript notation:
 ****** = sound of popping candy crackling in the mouth ]



AVRIL: 	This performance contains sugar which is bad for you and lactose which is bad for some people

*****************************************************************************

You’re into mould’ You’re into mould, You’re into mould

Oh I know about mould

When that thick air hits, and I smell those musty spores I go full rapid immune recognition, my nose prickles, my hairs stand up in their follicles, an inflammatory prickling and crawling sensation on the skin. It wants me and says it is my friend.

An automated nervous system reaction from years of over exposure, a mild fight or flight histamine response ready and telling me to get out. 
*************
Why does my home only support decay?
*************
Social Design
Every chemical is food for some organism. 

***********************************************************************

You are breathing in your death. Your tonsils are full of Thatcher, you’re breathing hospitalisation. You are breathing in decisions where inhumane conditions are posed as humanitarian.

You can only desire within the conditions of liveability imposed on you. The devising is material and has material consequences that trickle down to question liveability
 
‘’It’s gotten all over the gaff. -The whole place’ she tells me, ‘had it hidden, growing behind the wall paper’ 

‘Theres no saving it. The carpets are beyond salvation. The upholstery forever dank and moist.’
****************
I got the rug for 20 euros second hand online. 

My mother is in my room playing with the nap of the rug swishing it around with her foot drawing it back against it’s roots so a satisfying darker shade and texture change appears in a line the breath of her foot. She is joyous at her discovery. She has come to visit, to support a show I’m in, in a show she will say she doesn’t have the ability to ‘get’ but appreciates the work put in. She is making shapes on the carpet and is hyper, squealing from sheer delight at the plush pull, it’s softness and satisfying marks.

Anything that was in the house touched by the infected had to be destroyed and the clothing of the others in the house systematically disinfected and aired outside the city wall. 

**********************************************************

The host is understood to include the building as a living part of its organism.

Not everyone knows that the first white walls were anti-bacterial.

The Neolithic’s- the inventors of homes -white washed the interiors knowing or unknowingly pre fathoming of the existence of cellular buddies -were antibacterial. 

Water is poured onto the quicklime. It hisses, spits and throws off the heat, so hot it blisters the hand of the 7000 year old woman stirring it. It falls apart from stone becoming a white powder, which they mix with water and spread as paste across interior walls.  

A material that breathes, exchanging moisture and carbon with the atmosphere. Engineering a reversible carbon cycle.  Lime that discourages many harmful aerobic growths. It is maintained and refreshed on a regular basis. But now NOW in impermeable plastic membrane and cement. We are cheap and progressive.

***********
As with the matter, so with the moon money.
************

Reyhan, my housemate stretches across the rug to offer a joint from her hand, there is a glass pot of black tea and we are making tiny shrines, altars of crystals candles, incense and books. We try to channel into the lions roaring from the neighbouring zoo. We have christened the rug ‘Misty’ as its as soft like a Cat and she wishes to have many cats here- together here with the addition of five cats.

The air is fizzy and alive with potentials.

************
Rumours spread that combining Pop rocks with soda could make a child’s stomach “explode.”  So much so the Food and Drug Administration set up a hotline there to reassure anxious parents that the fizzing candy would not cause their children to choke or stomachs explode. 



A 142cm long piece of rusted steel titled ‘eviction crowbar’ hangs in the national famine museum in Stroketown, County Roscommon in the midlands of Ireland. The tool was hidden in a bog after it was stolen by a man called Dockeryy or Dogherty from the ‘levellers’, hired evictors of the plantation owning landlords who toppled down houses of those too impoverished to pay, mid famine. The crowbar has a large foot for hooking under stones of the walls which were laid with an interlocking alternating patterns to overlap the joints. First the thatch roof would be burnt and then the stones toppled.

The prybar or crowbar has many names in different languages referencing numerous animals’ claws, beaks, foots, and leveraging and burglar insinuations- jimmybar, breekijze and koevoet (cowfoot), crowbar. Pé-de-cabra goats foot in Portuguese. 

The animal kingdom slides a claw upon the surface finding fracture lines, pushing and leveraging prying for a chance through.


Sanitary reform is what they called for, -when the rich got sick.

Nightingale started her work with the observation that hospitals kill more people than cure them. 

**********************************************************
It’s Glowing Daisy Day and the cats and children have rightly gone berserk. Everyone stay outside and keep screaming.
**********************************************************

We are living in a bacterial world, that architecture is unknowingly in. Made of materials made and maintained by microbes for inhabitants that are themselves microbial. Between every crack and crevice, every cavity is intimately cellular, every space a membrane of building to body to body. The space between your ring and finger.

Theres no formal contract but this is the agreement. 

My landlord is sleeping in the sittingroom next to my room, originally his, somehow and I can’t fathom how he has two girlfriends, both who don’t know of the other. He tells me Irish people don’t read much and brings in a stack of detective novels that I can borrow if I like. 

-As with the matter, so with the moon money.

Amy’s boyfriend says picking your nose introduces bacteria that goes to the brain and can cause Alzheimer’s. Not flossing teeth can lead to bacteria from the gum entering  the bloodstream and travel to the brain can lead to Alzheimer’s.
  
EAT DIRT. Children eat dirt to strengthen their immune system, I encourage you to try.

You eat a potato.
You become approximately some percentage potato.

	The unhealthy interior of working-class dwellings comes before talking about the unhealthy exterior and the interrelationship between them. It was all a matter of social engineering. Cleaning the street is inseparable from cleaning the home that supposedly encourages people to clean themselves, increases morality, respect for law, and productivity. 

Mum sticks a banana skin to her verruca and wraps it with clingfilm around her foot before bed. Why nine days, my dad asks. It’s always nine days for cures to work, she scoffs, like he’d asked what happens when water freezes.

Uncle Noel licked the belly of a lizard on a bog, so now he has the cure for burns. People visit him from all over the midlands to receive the cure. Chefs with scalds, sometimes sent by nurses from the town hospital on the sly. He licks their scorched skin, and they are healed, scarring completely gone, if seen to quickly. He has a modest small tongue, for someone imbued with such gifts, and has huge saucepan-sized farmer’s hands. Before I moved, I asked if I could have a small vial of his spit, in case it lasts in the saliva, and not in the action of the tongue. He refused this out of shyness and partially as intervening with the purity of the process.

A neighbour lays a bedsheet on the hedge at night to collect the morning dew. Cures of many ailments are healed with the wrung drops of dawns first breath. Wrap the baby in it they say.

If two families marry with the same last name, the left-over milk in the morning is given to those with whooping cough.


Why does my home support decay?

**************************************************************


The mould is now my friend

It lets me know that I am alive, it wants to cover me in a fuzzy blanket of sticky thread-like hyphae, branching stalks, and clustered dark spores. It is getting closer, my nostrils are quivering and contracting, I am well trained to be hospitable host, it will weaken me to improve its environment for further proliferation.

A 9000 year old woman offers me some pop rocks from a blistered hand and together we open our mouths wide to the air and sing like a group of frogs.

**************************************************************

**************************************************************

**************************************************************

**************************************************************

**************************************************************



