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s t a tement 
The Beta Movement targets spatial saturation through 

minimal moves: a repeating sequence of parallel infill 

slices and an optical game of perspectival projection. 

The result is an inhabitable drawing and a series of 

scenographic frames. Here meaning is achieved through 

duration, occupation, and the filmic pleasure of 

to-be-lookedness. 

  

With the extents of the intervention projected through the 

depth of the gallery toward infinity, the objectifying gaze is 

confronted, materialized, and rendered the substance of 

playful frissons. Starting from a series of privileged points, 

the perspectival voids frame views and multiply. Inhabiting 

each frame the occupant is on display, the subject of 

a tacitly fancied red carpet moment. We all blush at 

the thought who me, the object of desire? But let’s be 

frank. The subject does on occasion gravitate toward 

objectification, like the framer who enjoys being framed. 

The gallery is located on the Hollywood Walk of Fame. 

What dizzying excitement! Like the sidewalks, the project 

revels in its own iconography. Borrowing the star (but 

pointier and a hint more threatening) we launch its 

geometry through a series of frames. Viewed frontally, the 

space collapses into a graphic, the familiar “pow” of the 

comic book superhero; off axis, its depth extends into 

a villainous hypnotic swirl. But within, you are the star, 

complicit in a hyper-spatial performance. 

In this scenario, space is fragmented and the architectural 

object undermined. In its place -- multiple holes, 

inhabitable memes -- in an ode to cheeky contextualism. 

Snap, you’ve been tagged.

the  backs tory
Building The Beta Movement we were thinking about three 

dimensional drawings, projective geometry, and ruminating 

on performance, celebrity, the curious intrigue of the b-list. 

We were working with a series of stars, testing acceleration, 

aggressive thresholds, vanishing points. Smoothness. 

Spikiness. Repetition. Collapsible graphics. And we were riffing 

on superheroes, hyperspace, hypnotism, photomatons, evil 

lairs, astrophysical singluarities, affect, memory, memes, more. 

But that is all hard to talk about. And it’s uncertain how it all 

plays out in the end. 

One thing worth mentioning is that in the early conceptual 

stages, we came across a text. Really, a friend introduced us to 

a document she had recently started researching in the context 

of an interminable dissertation (which we all fear will have the 

best of her). It was the journal of a certain Etienne D’Anget who’s 

trajectory was promising, ascending, and then deferred. We are 

tentative about how much his story has influenced the project, 

but would like to share it all the same. 



Etienne D’Anget (b. 1924, Crique-Clair, Quebec) was a 

boxer (1944 US Amateur Eastern Champion), logger, 

artist, scientist, Hollywood actor, and preacher, who got 

his first job logging spruce in Acadia at the age of sixteen, 

and died at the age of sixty-five, a recluse living in a 

one-room house just north of Somes Sound, in which he 

had established a private church he called the “Church 

of the Star” where he served both as preacher and as 

sole congregant. In the decades between the demise 

of his acting career and his gradual withdrawal from the 

world, he devoted himself to the invention of a kind of 

spectroscope that could detect an intrinsic incandescence 

he claimed surrounded all organic objects of relatively 

high density; however, he did not patent his device and his 

original plans for it have never been found. At the height 

of his success in Hollywood, following a string of films in 

which he played supporting roles to actors such as Kirk 

Douglas, Preston Foster, and Burt Lancaster, D’Anget 

was tapped to play his first leading role in a boxing film 

that was to be produced by Stanley Kramer. Very little is 

known about this unfinished film, whose production ended 

in disaster, probably in part due to costly postponements. 

Once it was clear that the film would never be finished, 

D’Anget faded from view.

Few personal items were included in the trunk found 

in D’Anget’s church/home after his death, and whose 

contents were sold at auction. Among them were some 

publicity stills, a few photographs from his boxing days, 

his championship belt, some lenses, prisms and tubes, 

and a hand-written journal that he had kept sporadically 

from the summer of 1947 until early 1949, after which 

point he left no other written trace of his life. The journal re-

surfaced in the estate of a collector living in Los Angeles in 

the late 90s. The following is an excerpt from the journal.

i n t roduc t i on
1. In October of 1947 a massive fire burned almost twenty-

thousand acres of forest, including vast stretches of Acadia 

National Park -- this year was known as “The year Maine 

burned” because of the high incidence of forest fires that year. 

Part of the problem was that it rained incessantly through April, 

May, June, and then did not rain again until October, when the 

fire started.

The decimation of native spruce and fir by a fire of this 

magnitude resulted in a shift in the biodiversity of the forest; the 

regrowth was more diverse and included species such as birch 

and aspen that had been previously almost entirely dominated 

by evergreens.

2. In 1949 a movie called “Champion” earned an Oscar 

nomination for Kirk Douglas in the role of a small-town boxer 

who makes it big but whose success has a disastrous effect on 

his personal life. The director of the film was Mark Robson, and 

the female lead was Marilyn Maxwell. It was based on a story by 

Ring Lardner. The producer was Stanley Kramer.

3. Coincidentally, Stanley Kramer happens to be the very first 

person whose name was carved in the Hollywood Walk when 

construction began on it in 1960.



June 4 1947

Rain. If it stops we will shoot tomorrow.

June 5

Rain. They say it’s been a wet spring. I can’t remember – 

it’s been too long since I’ve been back.

June 6

Rain. Did some interior pick-ups but nothing doing until the 

rain really stops.

June 7

Rain. Took advantage to do another training session in the 

morning. Jim says no problem you’re an old pro but I want 

to tell him there’s a difference between hitting somebody 

hard in the face which sometimes – mostly – doesn’t look 

like anything worth looking at and the kind of marionette 

waltz these guys want which has to look like everything 

worth looking at – love, dancing, blood, men, violence – all 

in the quickness of two bent knees touching. It’s easy to 

hurt a man when it doesn’t have to look good.

June 8

Rain. I know that scene so well now I’m likely to forget 

the whole thing completely. Like standing in front of the 

altar forgetting the name of your bride. They gave up 

early today so I drove up to Orono to see if I could rustle 

up some boys but no one’s around. Too wet for working 

spruce.

E t i enne  D ’ Ange t



11  June

Rain. By now everyone in town knows we’re here sitting on 

our fat asses like some damn souped-up gypsy caravan. 

And resents us for it. Sure enough Carl came sniffing 

around, inevitable, the longer we sit here the longer we’re 

like a big red bull’s-eye in the middle of the sound. The 

truth is I can’t get far enough away from this place and 

it’s my own damn fault for agreeing to come back here in 

the first place. S. comes in to find the two of us drinking 

whiskey at noon and his eyes go white like he’s ready for 

murder but he knows there’s nothing doing, we haven’t 

shot for a week and what can I do about the fact that he’s 

bleeding money? I got to bleed something too I guess. 

After he left we tried to pick it back up but Mr Hot Air 

Hollywood had pretty much sucked the air out of the room 

and I couldn’t get around anymore to asking Carl about 

anything at all much less what happened that weekend. He 

left in the end without saying much. I guess I’m going to 

have to live with not knowing.

12 June

Rain. Any fucker could tell you there’s not enough hemlock 

here to make it look like anything off the Washington 

coast unless you were blind and house-bound and born 

yesterday. What is wrong with all these people anyway and 

why in hell does this scene have to be shot outdoors in the 

first place? R.’d just smirk and say that’s how I wrote it. It 

isn’t how you write it you dim monkey it’s watching that 

big flashy dance, knee to knee, that counts. Fist fireworks. 

Nobody’s coming to look at your damn words scattered on 

a page. S. says we got four more days of waiting before 

the whole thing’s aground. Four days – I got all my elan 

vital wasting out of me. Four more hours I’ll be a puddle of 

soup.

June 9

Rain. Have to lay off eating so much. Figured to be burning 

it off on 2-3 days of shooting the scene, what with all the 

takes it adds up longer than nine rounds times nine in 

the end, but instead I’m just sitting here getting soggy 

and fat. Those shorts are too tight as is. I argued and 

argued against the shiny white but nothing doing. But a 

man who is supposed to be a heel and a cad no matter 

how angelically he dances in the ring shouldn’t be wearing 

white, at least that’s how I feel. Confuses me every time I 

put them on. I tried to tell them – I’m trying to get in the 

mind of this guy, this bastard – what bastard wears white 

shorts? They say if it lets up even a little overnight we’ll 

shoot first thing in the morning and to hell with it – grey 

skies for a picture of grey souls..

June 10

Thunderstorm. Maybe my memory’s going but I can’t ever 

recall a June so wet. Funny thing even to be here. If you 

want my opinion – but who does – it doesn’t look a thing 

like the Pacific Northwest either. Evergreens or no. Today 

M. stopped by to ask where a girl could go and have herself 

some fun around here. I had to laugh. Told her she’d have 

to drive the 3000 miles to Hollywood to find the kind of 

fun she’s used to. Of course there’s always New York City 

but there’s a place I know nothing about and I bet at this 

time of year the whole damn place smells like pavement. I 

didn’t dare [illegible] – have to play it straight even with M., 

especially with M., never know whose side she’s really on, 

mine or S. or R. or that fellow Roberts or Robertson keeps 

sniffing around like a damn vulture, waiting for us all to 

go belly-up. Anyhow this freak storm is supposed to clear 

everything right out and maybe we’ll shoot tomorrow.



June 13

The sound of it alone is enough to drive a person crazy. 

The worst of it I realized – not even the not shooting and 

not even the going soggy with drink but that you can’t see 

any stars, ever – you can’t even tilt your head towards the 

sky without half drowning. I’m an imbecile here. Shouldn’t 

have come back.

June 14

Rain. Gone to shit sure has. Don’t know what’s to become. 

I dreamt of a long corridor and nothing but footsteps. 

Sure enough boxing footsteps, knee against knee. And I 

saw something like a swirl of skirts only the skirts were so 

white and sheet-like, like hurricane waves repeating on a 

loop. Maybe a shroud thrown into the sky. M.’s been drunk 

now going on four days. Even if it ever does stop raining 

her face looks like a muddy pasture trampled by a herd of 

sheep. How’re we ever going [scratched out].

June 15

Rain. Stan says no use waiting any more, we call it off and 

recoup and try again in October. October in Bar Harbor he 

makes it sound like a dinner party. He’s dreaming of the 

big houses I guess with their summer lawns gone dry and 

the glinting outside from chandeliers in the great halls. I 

had a dream the stars got so wet they were loosed from 

the firmament and fell hard, like soggy clumps of lichen, 

pasted to the streets. As for me, I’m staying here. Now I’m 

back – what’s the use of moving. I got this house. I can 

stay here til they smoke me out.

17 June

Rain. I found another house. Mark came back too. It was a 

surprise and not a surprise. Everyone else packed up and 

got the hell out. We’ll see come October. The new house 

is better than the old one and a lot like from before, way 

before, but north of the sound. Quieter.

19 June 

Busy working on the house. There’s a silo, don’t know 

where it came from.

21 June

Rain.

27 June

Rain. Too wet for [scratched out] stars.

28 June

Less rain. On the southern face of the house an image 

seemed to appear out of mist. A kind of low-hanging fruit? 

The Bartlett pear trees are looking miserly. Too much rain, 

too little pruning. Seems they won’t take.

29 June

No rain. Mark says everything comes in threes. Starting 

with the blessed trinity but his is a more all-encompassing 

worldview that spirals outward from there. I suppose 

he’s referring to the Bartletts, which are an unattractive 

fourth cousin to the cherry, apple and peach which all are 

flowering despite the wet.







6 July 

No rain. Mark found a warbler dead in the yard. Peculiar – 

his beak was stuffed with pear. I don’t understand this but 

it seems related [illegible], am I [illegible]. Distantly, some 

baying. Next week I’ll send for glass.

7 July

If the rain continues as it has the fight will be canceled 

or at least postponed. Après tout. I don’t understand this 

rain-no-rain. A question persists about the materials, 

which I will have to attempt to answer without Mark.

8 July

No rain. For the Independence Day holiday there was 

dinner at the Unitarian Church. Seems rather a pagan ritual 

for a church to observe but apparently it was decorous and 

they are godless Unitarians after all. Hiding [illegible] to 

[illegible] creation of ever-new obstacles. Mark says largely 

a vegetable soup oyster crackers affair.

9 July

Some sun, a little rain. Not a soul [illegible].

10 July

A little rain. It seems I have mixed my days up but I cannot 

seem to figure how. Yesterday I laid some washed things 

out on the line and brought them back in just as the rain 

started up again but when I woke this morning they were 

bunched in the bathtub as before, drenched. Perhaps it 

[illegible] was not yesterday but many days [illegible]. Star 

[illegible].

June 30

A little rain. Can’t spend [illegible] time on [illegible]. I’m not 

sorry.

June 31?

Worse rain. Bartletts look like hell.

July

Less rain. I had an idea about it [illegible]. Last year but 

strangely without haste. Mark thinks it could work but not 

til fall.

July 3

No rain, same star. If I was wrong [illegible] at least 

[illegible] I am nearly positive.

July 4

No rain. I am pleased to have yesterday over with. Mark 

suggests a plan for the balsam firs which sounds to me 

too costly. I would prefer to wait until after the fight. I don’t 

feel free [illegible].

July 5

Some rainfall. Dismally, the right-side of the silo roof 

has suddenly cracked. The peculiar thing about the star, 

its fourth layer emerges  most distinctly after harder 

rain. Mark [illegible] dispute this. Reflections on my idea 

and how I could get the right materials – not granite, 

unfortunately. I think they would have to come from 

Canada.



July 11

No rain. First order out, brass first, the other marble, 

maybe clay, I still don’t know. It’s the shape that worries 

me, not the girth of the thing. Fight possibly still on.

July 13

No rain. I stand by [illegible] what I felt.

July 14

No rain. Not [illegible] feeling doubt but the star shone a 

particular light in the middle of the night. Its fourth layer 

remains incandescent as before, I have not yet spoken to 

Mark about this. Instantly the ideas aggregate. [Illegible] 

uneasiness I feel sure of the success [illegible] of the 

surfaces of [illegible] still there.

July 15

Rain. Silo roof almost completely done in. Where rainwater 

has not washed clear through crack on right side it has 

accumulated in a small pocket on eastern side where the 

tarp had buckled slightly where it was nailed to the top 

post. All that is inside likely ruined beyond repair. [Illegible] 

salvaging.

July 16

No rain. Will have to find another way. [Illegible] and the 

best [illegible]? Mark says find a third? Solace of the star?





21 July

As if I were some Peeping-Tom or variety-show act. The 

shorts are too tight! And that other just flails and flails. 

Practicing stepping gingerly – what kind of direction is 

that, to step gingerly? It says I lack confidence in myself. 

Logs floating into the Narrows in a curved C formation.

22 July

It was some little drift of rain. How long could it take? Logs 

as if faceless animals drifting forward then drifting off. He 

said this time don’t be such a brute. As if I knew what that 

could mean, as if I knew some other way to be.

23 July

It had been rain like a waterfall and a ringing in the ears. As 

if walking alone in the woods then suddenly in someone’s 

strong embrace. It saps my emotional energy to be with 

people all day all the time. Maybe tomorrow we will shoot.

24 July

They said there had been flooding. Flooding and a certain 

rush [illegible]. Not the least of it.

25 July

The four stuntmen looked identical! It was astonishing. 

Even the way they moved their feet – astonishing 

[illegible]. The way they hold their long sticks and then 

hopping. One log to the next. They jab something and are 

quite a bit stumbling and then leaning forward as if to 

fall but not yet quite. A lone man walking across a log can 

better keep his balance. Then tipping his stick upwards as 

if a spark.

July 17

Dry. [Illegible] strange thing to know what you are capable 

of and yet. The fight will be canceled after all. At least 

postponed but for men like that postponement is just a 

word to dress up failure. I fear for the few aspen, saplings 

under a canopy of the [illegible] red spruce around the 

perimeter. Why saplings would have sprung up there in the 

center I have no idea.

July 18

Dry rain. I cannot understand why what is visible in the 

dead of night should disappear with such regularity at 

dawn. Mark came from town with no word. I think even 

a kind of five-pointed coffin shape [illegible]. Not before 

November.

July 19

No rain. Mark came back from town but there was no word. 

It was the fourth layer that seemed to glow so strangely. 

I am calm about it even though I do not understand. It 

sounds painful to [illegible] Mark [illegible].

July 20

Remember to keep the stance wide. If you want success, 

well. It’s a kind of disappearance. A kind of dancing where 

one’s knee just touches another’s. A knee kiss? Swinging 

the arm all of the way around does not help matters. Only 

the legs, their scissoring kiss then kiss again. What I am 

wearing is next to nothing. My black socks and feet have 

got some spin. Don’t look at their faces [illegible] the back 

ripples. The back like an enclosure for muscles. Trying 

at anything – stab, stab of a needle. The arm stabs and 

stabs. They’ll want me to fight again but it isn’t their head 

in it. Is there [illegible].



29 July

No rain. Three days ago I was ready to shoot this scene 

and now – as if the Narrows [illegible] roiling and running 

over, some kind of steeplechase. Are there heads bobbing 

in that stream. White foam like skullcaps. Mark [illegible].

July

Dry. The way it’s flowing is probably not a mistake. First 

things first and then truly a sea of foam. Later on canoes 

they came by. Why I ever came back to Acadia. Should’ve 

stayed on shore no more in the water than out. I wrote my 

name down so that I would remember. A circle of men all 

raising a pole together. More currents –

August

Dry. More currents more river. Sleep when one wants to 

sleep or never. Part [illegible] of it is dark and the other 

part as if transparent. [Illegible] a vision of something and 

it curved like a C then ended in dark points – now I am 

always thinking ahead to the next thing.

August 5

Dry. None of these men know anything but that they read 

it somewhere. If you ask them for true fact they would 

have to look it up in a book. For example I know the tide 

comes in twice a day. I don’t need a book to tell me that.

I know the difference between kelp and Irish moss.

I know that periwinkles have tongues.

Old man’s beard on the spruce.
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