
Shoot 
the Moon



The firmament is no longer the 

thurible it was a thousand years ago, 

and in another thousand years time 

no-one will be entitled any more to 

address it by its given name.  

The midwife-stars fail to serve; Jacob's 

ladders collapse without a sound; 

comets of both sexes growl and 

grumble in their hiding-place.  

Everything is upside down

Everything that's square is round

And so it comes about that from day

to day and night to night heaven

gradually turns to hell.

And so it comes about that from day

to day and night to night people

gradually turn to birds.

And so it comes about that from day

to day, night to night and minute to

minute angels gradually turn to

dragons.

Max Ernst, 1964
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- theory without practice is 

empty and practice without 

theory is blind

- the present is only a 

myopic mirage if it is not 

inscribed in history, and 

it is devoid of interest 

if it is not interrogated 

from the point of view of 

possible futures

- the facile opposition 

between an absolute 

revolution and acquiescence 

to the present state 

of affairs is a mere 

subterfuge that plays into 

the hands of revolutionary 

nostalgics and the 

corporate executors of the 

present

- aesthetic practice is 

inseparable from political 

stakes, and politics 

constructs regimes of 

perception that shape 

the world and frame its 

possibilities 

ManifEstO 
fOr a Margin Of Utility

The dearth of critical voices in the 

current aesthetico-political matrix 

serves as a silent imperative to all 

of those who strive to articulate an 

alternative set of aesthetic, political 

and theoretical practices.  The 

silence of this imperative resounds 

with increased urgency in times of a 

consensual progressivism intent on 

meager reformism, which is nothing short 

of a brief distraction in the obdurate 

apology for the systems in place.  It is 

the explicit goal of the Machete Group 

to give voice to the resounding silence 

of this imperative by breaking with the 

dominant social and political imaginary 

through the creation of public forums 

for articulating alternative collective 

discourses and practices.   

We hold these truths to be the most 

worthy of being put to the test of 

collective actualization:
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requisite exclusions that 

such a commitment entails

- there is a margin of 

utility that can and must 

be made use of!

- works of art are not 

autonomous instances of 

creativity originating 

in a subjective void but 

are decisive modes of 

intervention into the 

shared fabric of our world

- artistic and theoretical 

practices are not exempt 

from incisive critique and 

must not be protected by 

the superficial niceties 

of good taste or the 

debilitating accoutrements 

of socially refined behavior

- education is a collective 

and dynamic process 

unrestricted to the 

formal hierarchies and 

bureaucracies of academic 

corporations

- it is imperative to 

jettison quietism and 

indifference in the 

name of cutting into the 

present and assuming the 

consequences of one’s 

position, with all of the 

The MacheTe Group

A.K., D.D., E.D., E.R., L.F., G.R.,  

P.K., T.T., Y.Y., Z.R.
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by AK, we could say that the engineer 

begins with the common sense distinction 

between theory and practice, whereas 

the critic ventures out into the truly 

precarious world of good sense in which 

we recognize that there is no guarantee 

for our thoughts and actions beyond 

the values that we ourselves produce.  

Rather than being in the titillating 

throws of securitarian anxiety and the 

jouissance of spectacular catastrophes, 

critics dauntlessly toe the line on the 

precipice of what Castoriadis calls the 

Abyss:  the absolute groundlessness of 

human existence.

aa: The origin of capitalism is 

refounded every time we give way 

on our desire. To give way is here 

synonymous with to give in. We give in 

to a structural desire (a common sense 

desire) and we give way on a true desire 

(a good sense desire.) In the realm we 

are discussing, practice (give in) gets 

coded as an unreflective act and theory 

(give way) derided as an impossible 

instantiation. Capital (a metaphor, to 

be sure) says: desire truly whatever 

passerelles. Theory is already a 

practice.  It is a set of determined 

activities structured by past actions 

and institutions that produce 

material results via concrete modes 

of communication.  Purely theoretical 

activity is, in fact, a conceptual 

abstraction:  theory that is not 

instantiated in some way remains 

as imperceptible and intangible 

as the spirit world of pixies and 

hobgoblins.  Moreover, practice is 

already theoretical insofar as our 

actions are inherently structured—

whether we are aware of it or not—by a 

conceptual matrix organizing the field 

of possibility.  The choice we have is 

whether or not we rely on the implicit 

theoretical framework of our actions 

or we critically interrogate it.  In 

the words of Gramsci, we have to choose 

between the common sense of those who 

take the given order of thought and 

action for granted, and the good sense 

of those who question the conditions 

that determine their activities.  If we 

wanted to prolong the juxtaposition of 

prototypical figures polemically proposed 

by the dual obsession with security 

(the desire to calculate out of 

existence contingencies that spell 

certain doom) and catastrophe (the 

desire to be present when things 

fall apart).  We do not want our 

bridges to fall, but we want to be 

present as spectators when they do. 

If one of our goals is to challenge 

this facile, albeit classical, model 

of the relation between theory and 

practice, we might then question to 

what extent the critic, as another 

figure of the link between theory 

and practice, can be compared to the 

engineer.  The critic does not link 

theory and practice, but engages in a 

theoretical practice.  In this case, 

the critic would not be a bridge 

builder and would not then be gripped 

by the anxiety peculiar to the  

figure of the engineer, i.e., by 

the fear of an imminent danger, 

catastrophic outcome. 

Gr:  Indeed, theory and practice 

are not two separate landmasses 

punctuated by a series of privileged 

invisiblE bridgE
The Machete Group Discusses Theory 

and Practice

aK: The problem of theory and practice 

is often considered a question of 

engineering, since the engineer is 

the figure who is charged with the task 

of translating theory into practice, 

of producing an edifice that can 

resist the various contingencies that 

threaten its material existence.  The 

engineer is a figure, in other words, 

that must attend to the difference 

between theoretical models and their 

empirical instantiation, a figure 

transfixed, but not paralyzed by the 

threat of catastrophe that haunts all 

attempts to place ideal structures 

into the contingent world.  There 

is always the potential that the 

best laid plans will be laid to 

waste by contingencies that exceed 

calculation and it is the task of 

the engineer to take these into 

account.   Our present seems to be 

enthralled with this figure, gripped 
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also a form of collective pedagogy and 

experimentation.  Isn’t this one of the 

explicit goals of the Machete Group?  

Instead of dogmatically asserting the 

truth of Marxism or any other doctrine 

or faith, it is a matter of putting 

a series of objectives “to the test 

of collective actualization.”  Unlike 

many of the avant-garde manifestos of 

the early 20th century, which tended to 

be axiomatic and dogmatic, I take it 

that disagreement, experimentation and 

collective pedagogy are inscribed in  

our manifesto.  Fallibilism is one of  

its fundamental features!  In fact, 

even the staging of this exchange 

performatively manifests an essential 

element of our collective ethos:  there 

are no purely objective truths or values, 

there is no such thing as ‘authentic’ 

or ‘beautiful art,’ there is only 

the concrete objectivity of truths, 

values and judgments that have been 

collectively arrived at through social 

struggle and negotiation.

hM: Machete and the Machete group 

consist of a highfalutin monthly  

eD:  You sound like a band of ailing 

nostalgics chanting the rhythmic hymns 

of yesteryear, which are less likely 

to awaken the quiescent world from its 

dogmatic slumbers than lull us all 

to sleep with the canonical drumbeat 

of Marx, Gramsci, Althusser... Marx, 

Gramsci, Althusser...!  The critic’s 

starting point must be a critique of 

the tradition of critique, including 

Marxian critique, avant-garde criticism, 

and so on.  In our rejection of the 

present dystopia, we mustn’t forget the 

powerful forms of recuperation that have 

transformed the fundamental structures 

of the Marxian narrative into a new 

teleology that is also ‘determined in 

the last instance’ by the economy:  the 

teleology of neo-liberal capitalism to 

which “there is no alternative”...

TT:  You are absolutely right, but the 

critique of the tradition of critique 

does not require that we throw the 

baby out with the bathwater.  We can 

obviously learn from the Marxist 

tradition while nonetheless being 

critical of it.  Ultimately, critique is 

LF:  Unfortunately, caution has become 

the critic’s lodestar.  So quick 

to disavow the avant-garde’s taste 

for negation and its purportedly 

catastrophic implications, these 

last men want nothing more than 

to blink when confronted with the 

nullity of existence, to revel in 

their melancholia and to find solace 

in victimhood—all too willing to 

prostrate themselves before some 

traumatic event, to make it into a 

veritable transcendental before which 

one must kneel.  Our times demand 

ruthlessness, not caution.  We should 

not so quickly forget the severity  

of Marx’s critical adage.   The 

ruthless criticism of everything 

existing seems a quaint ambition in 

an era buried by reams of critical 

drivel that fears its own conclusions 

and avoids at all costs conflict with 

the powers that be.  Yet, for artists 

and theorists that are still gripped 

by this anachronistic passion it 

seems necessary to awaken the  

demon of negativity.  

you want, but you are still subject 

to time; you cannot withstand. To 

make time a weapon against capital 

is not a matter of seizure; it is a 

question of understanding. (As James 

said, there is nothing wrong with 

the way we think, only with the way 

we think we think.) Time dissolves 

desire only when desire is conceived 

of as a reflective wish which requires 

actualization in practice. But one 

must recall that desire is just 

another name for the thin threads of 

signs sewn into our souls. Good sense 

desire is not wishing; it is the 

naming of these signs. Articulation 

is not the postulation of an 

encompassing system or enveloping 

discourse. It is the alignment of 

signs towards an understanding of 

true desires. To speak or write is 

never to abstract, it is to fumble 

towards a meaning that can only be 

known in interaction. It is not to 

build a bridge; it is to realize  

that the bridge is there but  

cannot be seen. 
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surely others.  Unlike the teleological 

manifestos of yesteryear, we do not 

have a single goal that we are aiming 

to achieve by force of will.  On the 

contrary, we are creating an alternative 

space—outside the academy as well as 

the market-driven art world—and putting 

forth a series of concrete propositions 

for collective debate and exchange.  It 

is above all a question of carving out 

a margin of utility in a world in which 

many have claimed that there is no 

longer any alternative to the status quo 

of late capitalism and its ideological 

supplements (be they intellectual, 

cultural or artistic).

The Machete Group is an international consortium 
of artists and intellectuals based at Marginal 
Utility Gallery in Philadelphia.  The Group runs 
the magazine Machete, offers seminars on current 
issues in the arts, and is invested in developing 
new collective forms of artistic and intellectual 
practice.  Its members include Avi Alpert, David 
Dempewolf, Etienne Dolet, Ludwig Fischer,  
Alexi Kukuljevic, Holly Martins, Gabriel Rockhill, 
Theodore Tucker, and Yuka Yokoyama.   

For more information on the Machete Group and its 
activities, see http://www.marginalutility.org/
category/machete-group/

of rights and privileges we encounter 

in life? Or are we at times talking 

past part of our target audience that 

do not have the requisite accumulated 

knowledge and education that can only 

be realistically gained from years of 

hard and serious work in prestigious 

and exclusive universities? Can 

we hope to find a gathering of 

autodidacts that have a solid and 

working understanding of Kant and 

Hegel’s aesthetics? Have we come to 

rely solely on the bleak assumption 

that the few stunned, intimidated, 

angry, or quiet participants will 

glean some operative nuggets of 

wisdom from the torrid of obscure 

ideas that we release onto the city? 

Is this a hopeless gap, or does there 

remain the possibility for a real 

connection between our conversations, 

art-making, and the politics of 

everyday life?

TT:  Collective experiments can 

never predetermine their results.  

All of the scenarios you evoke 

are possibilities, and there are 

art/theory/philosophy zine, and a 

series of public conversations held 

in a small art gallery on the edge 

of center city Philadelphia. The 

projects that have been injected 

into the community attempt to 

provide bridges between academia 

and practicing artists. Audiences 

have thus far consisted of students, 

professors and artists that are 

working in Philadelphia and New 

York. The discussions are graduate 

level or higher, and at times I 

wonder what we hope to achieve by 

providing a monthly theoretical 

fireworks show that often seems to 

be incomprehensible for a sizable 

portion of the participants/audience 

(not to mention the people who live 

near the gallery).  Are we providing 

the art community in which we are 

entangled the tools and interpretive 

mechanisms to make the distinctions 

between common sense and good sense? 

Are we genuinely offering guidance 

on the application of theory to an 

interpretation of art and art history, 

as well as the unfair distributions 
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In Houston, in October 1977, the 

laboratory using instruments of 

telemetry left on the moon by the Apollo 

missions ceased to function. One by one 

the control screens went out and then 

nothing would move any longer.
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dUll as a MilE

This day breaks hazy, ready with thunders & corresponding sorrows / sparrows.

This encounter persists, a series of fruitful misprisions of yours & mine. Minerals.

“And when I had heard & seen, I fell down to worship” onyx.

You must forgive the scar, for your body with its unmending hurts / hawks

may represent an unexpected message / mission—you are gifted

with a natural intuition—use it / unnatural intervention—choose it: “I myself

have made a difference—have wrought catastrophe, monotony” / money,

tattering, & rip an ancient text open to the sufferings of modern men & women

your urinary tract infection, your losing bet. “The span kept collapsing, down down down 

until it got to me” “we saw cars plunge off, people in the water” waver “you’ll never

cross a bridge again without thinking of this”

Amazon Indians attack official over dam project

You have not waited too long. 



sHOOt tHE MOOnsHOOt tHE MOOn

14191419

3534



sHOOt tHE MOOnsHOOt tHE MOOn

14191419

3736



sHOOt tHE MOOnsHOOt tHE MOOn

14191419

3938

ligHt disPlay, blaCK and WHitE and gray
Laszlo Moholy-Nagy, 1928-1931

[Only one part of this film synopsis was ever produced: the final scene, Part VI, which 

starred the Light Prop (Lichtrequisit).]

I

Large quantities of matches are thrown on a metal sheet, glowing 

     at white heat.  They light nearly at once with little explosions.

Lightning.

Pyre.

Scenes with candle light; with kerosene light; with gas light; with

     electric light; carbide; incandescent light; magnesium torch.

The manufacture of an electric light bulb.

Spotlights.  Fresnel lens distortions.

Light crosses the sky.  Lightning.

Light in motion.  Iris diaphragm closing—opening; spiral moving;

     large apertures, closing-opening.; masks moving, snapping.

Lights at night.   Clouds, moving, dissolving, reappearing.

Play of searchlight beams.

Lighted boats at night, fishing with carbide lanterns, fastened to 

     their bows.

Airplanes in the night.

Tracer bullets.

Car drives along a   in deep snow.  The road is lit up by 

     headlights; relief effects of light and shadow; textures.

Snowdrift.

Moonlight, shadow of twigs on hills and mounds.

Street at night with neon signs.  Light spots receding and advancing,

     articulating space.  Wet asphalt surfaces; puddles with reflections

     and mirror effects.

II

Smelting mill.  Glowing molten steel.

Casting; rain of sparks.

Fireworks at a fair.  Magnesium balls.  Merry-go-round at night.

A lighthouse.

The wings of a windmill lighted up.  Gyration.

Waterfalls by night, illuminated.  Grands eaux, Versailles.

Virtual volumes.  Luminous sticks in different color moving and 

     rotating on various planes producing glowing arabesques.  Prisms 

     multiply and a mirror doubles the scenes.  The same scenes dis-

     torted by concave mirrors, reflected in motion by convex-concave

     (ferrotype) mirror upon a white wall.

III

Thater, Opera.  The light equipment.  Rehearsal; details of backstage.

The bridge.

Film studio.  An artists’s studio.

The making of a photogram.
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IV

A metal workshop where the different parts of the Light Prop are

     made.

Vise; lathe; sandpaper belt; disk revolving.

Glass blowing spiral is twisted.  Glass grinder grinds segments.

The production of parts made of plastic and wire mesh.

Assembling of the Light Prop.

Motor; electrical contact; cogwheel transmission; colored bulbs.

Flashes.

V

A play of stencils for the Light Prop; perforated metal sheets, grills, 

     grates, etc.

Play of balls (sorting machine).  Small ball bearings are thrown on

     a nickel sheet, from there they fall through a small hole drilled in 

     the center of a vertical partition.

Mechanical toys with great variety of the mechanism in motion.

VI

The shadow of the rotating Light Prop.

The superimposition of metal details with the shadows.  The shadow

     revolving; slowly the shadow of a ball surrounded by strong light,

     moving up and down over the orginal shadow.

The Light Prop turns; it is seen from above, below, frontwards, 

     backwards; in normal, accelerated, retarded, reversed motion.

Close-up of details.

A big black shiny ball rolls from left to right.  From right to left.

     Over again.

Positive, negative pictures, fades, prisms; dissolving.

Movement, queerly shifting grills.

“Drunken”  screens, lattices.

Views through small openings; through automatically changing

     diaphragms. 

Distortion of reflections.  Pendulum.

Blinding moving light flashes.  Revolving spiral, reappearing, again

     and again.  Rotation increases; all concrete shapes dissolve in

     light.

From Art in America (May-June, 1967), p. 29.
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bridgE syMbOlisM and 
tHE dOn JUan lEgEnd1

 

In the preceding paper on Bridge 

Symbolism I have tried to disclose the 

numerous layers of meaning which the 

bridge has attained in the unconscious.  

According to that interpretation the 

bridge is: (1) the male member which 

unites the parents during sexual 

intercourse, and to which the little 

child must cling if it is not to perish 

in the “deep water” across which the 

bridge is thrown.  (2) In so far as it 

is thanks to the male member that we 

have come into the world at all out of 

that water the bridge is an important 

vehicle between the “Beyond” (the 

condition of the unborn, the womb) and 

the “Here” (life).  (3) Since man is not 

able to imagine death, the Beyond after 

life, except in the image of the past, 

consequently as a return to the womb, 

1  Zeitschrift, 1922, VIII. 77.  Translated 
by John Rickman, in Sandor Ferenczi, Further Contri-
butions to the Theory and Techniques of Psychoanaly-
sis, ed. John Rickman (New York: Brunner/Mazel, 1980), 
pp. 356-358.

which the offended ego may react with 

the fear of death.   Of Scruples of 

conscience, phantasies of punishment, 

too, may contribute to the fact that a 

Don Juan feels himself neared to hell, 

to annihilation, with every sexual act.  

If we explain, with Freud, the Don Juan 

type of love-life—the compulsion to 

sequence- formation, to the conquest of 

innumerable women (Leporello’s list!)—

as a series of substitutes for the one 

and only love which is denied even to 

the Don Juan himself (the Oedipus-the 

phantasy) we understand better the 

phantasy of punishment mentioned above: 

it requites for the supreme “mortal sin.”

Of course I do not pretend in these 

few lines to have revealed the meaning 

of the Don Juan legend which still has 

many inexplicable traits (for example, 

I may hint at the probably homosexual 

signification of lighting one cigar 

by another); I only wished to give a 

confirmation of the phallic, life and 

death symbolism of the bridge by its 

appearance among the typical symbols  

of death, birth, and sexuality.

of the unconscious repressed material 

has returned.  By its form and the fact 

that it burns the cigar reminds us of 

the male organ burning with desire.  The 

gigantic gesture—kindling the cigar 

from one side of the river to the 

other—is eminently fitted to serve as a 

representation of the gigantic potency 

of a Don Juan whose organ we wished to 

portray in colossal erection.

b) His presence at his own burial may be 

explained by the idea that this phantasy 

of a double represents a personification 

of the chief part of Don Juan’s bodily 

ego, namely, his sexual organ.  In every 

sexual intercourse the sexual organ is 

actually “buried” and of course in the 

same place as that of birth, and the 

rest of the “ego” may look anxiously 

at this “burial.”  The psychoanalysis 

of numerous dreams and neurotic 

claustrophobia explains the fear of 

being buried alive as the transformation 

into dread of the wish to return to the 

womb.  Moreover, from the narcissistic 

point of view every sexual act, every 

sacrifice to woman, is a loss, a kind 

of castration in Stärcke’s meaning, to 

to water, to Mother Earth, the bridge is 

also the symbol of the pathway to death.  

(4) Finally the bridge may be used as a 

formal representation of “transitions,” 

“changes of condition” in general.

Now in the original version of the Don 

Juan legend the motives (1-3) mentioned 

are so closely related to a strikingly 

clear bridge symbol that I may claim 

this relationship as a confirmation of my 

interpretation.

According to the legend the famous lady-

killer, Miguel Monara Vicentello de Leco 

(Don Juan), lighted his cigar with the 

devil’s cigar across the Guadalquivir.  

Once he met his own funeral and wanted 

to be buried in the crypt of a chapel 

built by himself in order to be trodden 

on by the feet of men.  Only after the 

“burial” did he change and become a 

repentant sinner.

a) I wish to interpret the cigar lighted 

across the river as a variation of 

the bridge symbol, in which (as so 

frequently happens with variations) much 
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sHUnt

“He who does not dance does not know the world.”

With a verified burglar alarm you’re busting out the side of your purple heart when

silver monolith of clear pain, unrelenting, unforeseen 

today is dangerous. Driving on the underpass a disaster near as

“When it cleared I saw big girders sticking out of the river at odd angles yes,

just send everything, everything you’ve got, it’s terrible,

it’s what happens. You want someone to understand you 

(“still here”) so you laugh or scream / “what is the world coming to

its vacant eyes its staring holes” / Still, sidewalks, “I love you too” hawkweed

not yet flowering in the median, roots wrecking the road, tomorrow’s May Day & a fat

legally blind man topples along for all to see, he hums to himself crossing north

while his bus breathes LOVE across its ass & five minutes slip polished by like apple seeds.

Police: home intruder kisses sleeping woman

Ecstasy. Addicted to drugs.
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EnClOsing OPEn

I: Geminate Circuit 

It consumes the early figure, corporetherial, who stomped and shook out some garish 

synecdoche of time and stasis cinched throughout its crotch, as though existence were 

simple as an ooze slushing down megalithic thighs. It consumes the grosser evil Ursula, 

her hysterical madness rent into matter by the sulken wandering blade, who lays his slice 

on the earth for anger; and grosser still, the spratlike bearded hermit, it consumes his 

illuminating commands and his workbench of geysers and huffed and unhuffed clays.  

It is as empty as it is all, and its dogs fury along the glint of It’s arc, you 

heave in that ragged drumfire where they bolt, you and I gasp back and forth a central 

and outthrust gape, the sudsing immemorial source of instant. We are twice-rubbed in the 

calyxical barb-spun twist and seared with a ceaseless binary mutterance, ingrown, and how 

the shape nudges against itself. It shudders mutely and tells you so all at once, and it 

tells you, then, antithesis in the same phrase. On that side of the words division is the 

single literal definition, and one shore, and the other, are like the idea of air, but less 

so, as though it were simple, and we fury along Its course, sopped with such simple, horrific 

echo.

Transitional: If It Goes

Settle up with distance

and graze its legs

when it preens. To rely

on nearly severless enterancing

and exiting

is gone, when it goes, as slick

with guilt as my own

unlovely on and on…

If it’s cash

I dab in the liquors

of your back-stock and 

criticisms; then dumb

with donor’s wail I’ll lay 

off the touch-and-push

that slides down anyhow,

dregs and all.

II: Trine Cycle
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The reliance on a blade of light as an igniting, external instant is to invite 

the lie up your own most private sill, it is a synthetic inducement of stillbirth into 

the inward cavity, wadded tatters of jostled meat-clot that shrieks but never breathes. 

The whore-moans of an abased original deity verberate as clutter, obscuring the cosmic 

sublimity. Exposed in the naked Endlessness, withdrawn from the fallacy of warmth, this 

is a shame and enrubblement of perception, which is numinous in its ideal. See the doting 

mystic, or ecstatic prophet, whose brain is spread across the nodes of celestia, tolerant 

of no aberrant abortional up-gulping. You should sustain the pregnancy of epiphany, 

continuously coming toward term, forever about to birth. Hold tight your person around the 

flushing contractions, emit them concentric bulls-eyed halos that they may be far-flung: these 

are the prick-shot resounds of stars pleasingly tumbled in existence, whose shimmers temper 

any mood of waking.  
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An organ is essentially an enduring thing. It is a movement, a ceaseless change 
within the frame of an identity. The duration of an organism is equivalent to those 
chemical changes of tissues and blood plasma that express themselves in growth, 

time at the same rhythm as the observer does. But the time of our body, that is, 
physiological time, is completely independent of the time marked by a clock. As 
independent as the structure of the tissues is independent of that of the solar 
system. Physiological time is merely the fourth dimension of the living organism. 
The temporal extension of an organ is one with its spatial extension. There are no 
three dimensional objects, except in our mind. All concrete objects have a time 
dimension. We must consider organs as things moving at their own rhythm, as 
blending series of structural and functional states that build up their fourth dimen-
sion under the eyes of the observer. Structure and function have
no separate existence. –Alexis Carrel, The Culture of Organs

Another interesting question if I can sort of move to another topic is…

us…So what we’re trying to develop is essentially this idea that you can do a high 
content imaging of a cell…this is sort of like what the Homeland Security wants to 

with a living cell…ok…and you can do it on multiple levels…you can look at it on a 
genetic level, on a proteomic level with proteins…We’re just trying to do it with 
simple organizational features of the cell…and sometimes people say “form follows 

you might be able to tell about the function, ok?—Prahbas Moghe, Bioengineer in 
AFIRM consortium specializing in imaging.

Microcinema Apparatus in the laboratory of Alexis 
Carrel at the Rockefeller Institute

for the Armed Forces Institute of Regenerative 
Medicine (AFIRM)
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Annette Michelson:  You have just raised a very interesting question having to do with the 

relationship, in Railroad Turnbridge, between shooting and cutting, and between the long 

take and framing, a [Michael] Snow strategy par excellance.  This is a film which frames the 

landscape through a turnbridge revolving within it.  For me, it is fascinating in that it 

seems to be very much involved with the basic strategies which were laid out in the early 

‘60s.  But it seems as well to synthesize—quite remarkably I think—a great deal more in film 

culture than just local concerns of American filmmakers in the 1960s.

RichARd seRRA:  I think that’s true.  Not only does it use the device of the tunneling of the 

bridge to frame the landscape, but then it returns on itself and frames itself.  In that, 

there is an illusion created that questions what is moving and what is holding still.  Is 

the camera moving and the bridge holding still? or vice versa?  That is contained within 

the framing structure of the material of the bridge itself, right down to its internal 

functioning element—the gear.  We put the gear in the center so that everything that came 

forward would be understood as being propelled by that gear, and everything that came 

after it was also understood in relation to it.  I think the logic of the film, the way it 

was constructed, probably owes a great deal to the filmmaking of the late ‘60s and early 

‘70s.  But the content of the film has to do with the transition, between 1905-6 and 1925, 

from welded iron construction to riveting; and as soon as they began riveting, they built 

extraordinary steel structures, epitomized by the bridges we have in this country.  Those 

bridges were built during a ten or twelve year period, and they are the most obvious 

representatives that we have of indigenous, unpretentious American building.  They are built 

for efficiency and support and for nothing else.  You don’t have to understand what sculpture 

has been in this country to have a love affair with American bridges…

An excerpt from “Richard Serra’s Films: An Interview,” Annette Michelson, Richard Serra and 

Clara Weyergraf, October 10 (1979)
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