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Project Space Report: August 15-21, 2005

“Thanks for visiting!”
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Whatʼs your sign?
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Is it good to drink beer while you knit?
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Last Week in the 
PROJECT SPACE 

Number Three: August 15-21, 2005
 

is a Project Space Project by
Lisa Anne Auerbach.

If you missed visiting the Project Space last week, you can read what 
happened in the Project Space here. The Project Space is open Tuesday, 
Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and Sunday from 12-5. Itʼs located on the 
scenic Third floor of Building 944 at Fort Barry, across the Golden Gate 
Bridge and a world away from San Francisco. I will be at the Project 
Space until September 3, and I love visitors. 

The Project Space itself is a project of the awesome 
Headlands Center for the Arts (AKA Paradise) 
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With the prevalent manipulation of objective fact in the news media, how do 

I know I can trust the veracity of your statements? Please supply eight references 
who can attest to your ability to email attachments correctly. 

Sincerely,
Burr OʼCratic
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Can you recommend a knitporn site?
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Dear Project Space,
Whatʼs up babe?

 «~{ Z¬z{ ®~¦ z ªy¦­{©{z «~{ £{|«¦­{© a{}

Z¬z{B
    b{w­{ ¤{ w£¦¥{D

Dear Project Space
Why is it that decreases are more attractive than increases in knitting? And, 

more importantly, does this apply to other areas of life?
Sincerely, 
Top Down Knitter

First things first. In knitting, decreases and increases are equally attractive. Itʼs 
just that, when using the knitting machine, making increases look good is just 
a pain in the ass and I prefer not to take the extra time. In hand knitting, there 
are a variety of ways to add and subtract stitches, and all are quite simple. But 
how does the knowledge that  increases and decreases are equally attractive 
apply to the second part of your letter? In other areas of life, are these ideas 
also equal? I would argue that the answer depends on the question. Increases 
of finished wool sweaters, Katieʼs cooking, Powderʼs conquests, cats in general, 
and foggy days at Headlands are all wonderful and attractive. Increases of 
live mice, unwanted children, Republicans, serial killers and poison oak are 
bummers. A decrease in crocheted ponchos, mystery meat, loud neighbors and 
dogshit = good. A decrease in gas efficiency, clogs, cherry blossoms, Danish 
furniture, and homegrown tomatoes = bad. 



4 5

V«|«©ª FJ
We keep killing mice. Iʼm losing track of the little lives weʼve ended 

at the Ladies House. The bloodlust is spreading. Our teeth are becoming 
sharper. We are not particularly aggressive or violent people, but when 
we see two little gray corpses greeting us in the kitchen, we want more. 
Ha Ha La carefully disengaged the little furry bodies from the jaws of the 

trap. I didnʼt realize that mousetraps 
were reusable. Doesnʼt a mouse smell 
the scent of death on the trap? Iʼm 
told by Ha Ha La that perhaps they 
do, but it doesnʼt seem to effect their 
actions. Perhaps their instinct towards 
gathering food (peanut butter in this 
case) is stronger than their need to 
avoid death. Or maybe mouse culture 
does not accept the reality of death. 
Perhaps they believe a rosy afterlife. 

It rained last night and the field 
was wet. I didnʼt feel like getting my 
pants wet, so I took the road over to 
the Project Space. Flowed the text 
into the LWPS layout and changed the 
photos. Received insane email about 
an inability to read a crossplatform 
file, which led to a trip to the library 
and then to the fax machine. Back at 

the library, posted a pdf of “Last Week” on my webpage and printed out 
this (now last) weekʼs issue. Came back to the Project Space and xeroxed 
in the hallway. Sewed about half the issues on the machine and distributed 
in mailboxes to those I thought might be interested and those who couldnʼt 
give a damn. 

At one pm. I went back to the house and met Kristen for a ride to the 
Big City. The tunnel is closed every morning this week, reopening at 1. 
We rode over the bridge and along the marina and then over some very 
exciting hills before dropping down to Market, cutting right and ending 
in the Mission area. We locked up in front of the clothing by the pound 
place and took a gander inside. Most of the stuff seems to have unsightly 
stains. We moved down the street to the Pirate Shop at 826 Valencia. 
Awesome! Then we had a cup of coffee and went to Poncho Villa and split 
a vegetarian burrito with grilled vegetables and black beans. 

Rode home. It was a lot shorter coming north on Van Ness. Weʼd 
avoided this direct route in the past and frankly Iʼm not sure why. I think 
we thought it might be hilly. There is quite a bit of traffic on this street, but 
the hills arenʼt bad and it takes nearly no time to get to the northern end 
of the city. We crossed the bridge and made it home only 20 minutes late 
for dinner. Not bad. 

Had a bit of dinner and then went up to the Project Space to buy an 
airplane ticket. Mega-bummer. I donʼt want to leave the Project Space! But 
seems like Thursdayʼs hours are not destined to be spent here.

At 9, walked up to Cel Phone Hill and made a few phone calls before 
heading over to the bunker for a super secret event that for obvious reasons 
cannot be written about here. We got busted, but the officer who visited 
didnʼt seem to give a ratʼs ass about what we were doing so he let us stay. 
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I think he was disappointed that he didnʼt find aliens, orgies, or a terrorist 
cel having a meeting with a PowerPoint presentation. 

Went back to the kitchen and heated up some leftovers. Fried the polenta 
and spooned the tomato soup from dinner on top of it. 

   
V«|«©ª FK

I really need to get an alarm clock. Iʼve been sleeping until 8 every 
morning. Still, I am the first downstairs. I think one of the reasons I havenʼt 
been bathing is that I donʼt want to wake anyone up with the sounds of the 
water. The hot water makes a squawk when the tap is first opened. I threw 
caution to the wind in favor of hygiene this morning. Kristen was already 
awake, but Iʼm not sure about Stephanie. I certainly hope I didnʼt cut into 
anyoneʼs dream time. 

Spent a bit of time at the kitchen table working on my syllabus, then went 
up the hill to make some phone calls. I donʼt know why I didnʼt bring some 
knitting to work on while I was on the phone. Back to the Project Space. 
Knitted the back of a sweater with little problem. The orange strippers 
behaved themselves after I shaved them down with a nail file, as suggested 
by a few people in the online Passap newsgroup I emailed. A man from 
Passap Canada emailed me to let me know that he had some strippers in 
stock. I thought they called them “peelers” up there.

Knit an armwarmer. 50 stitches across, stockinette stitch. Just a little 
something to keep me cozier than I already am. Robin visited. Lenny visited 
with a challenge. He had promised to write something for “Last Week” but 
instead he decided to give me a CD to review for the publication. I know 
nothing about drumming. In fact, I kinda canʼt stand it. I said I didnʼt think Iʼd 
be able to really do the recording justice. He said heʼd read my top ten list on 
the back cover of LWPS and heʼs well aware of what gets listened to in here.
Closed early and snuck out to San Francisco to have sushi. It took forever 
and I didnʼt get back to the Project Space until nearly 11. I dumped some 
video of Louis catching a mouse in our fridge and of me with the knitting 
machine into iMovie. I have to bring the video camera back to Sharon when 
I go to LA on Wednesday. 

V«|«©ª FL
Leaving tonight and freaking out. Finished the book Stephanie lent me 

this morning. Bangkok Tattoo. 
Got to the Project Space, checked email. Got an email from a woman 

who saw my notice about the stripper problems on the Passap newsgroup. 
Iʼd left my website address. Iʼve asked a lot of questions on that newsgroup 
and I thought I should fess up. No one commented on the newsgroup and 
sheʼs the only person who wrote. 
^  b ªw W¥¥{B
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x° «~¦ª{ ®~¦ §¦ª« ©{}¬£w©£°B _%¤ ¥¦« ª¬©{ ~¦® ¤w¥° w©{  ¥ £ ¥{ ® «~ °>¦¬©? 
§¦£ « yª PC?  h{}w©z£{ªªB °¦¬© w©« w¥z ª¢ ££ ® ££ x{ w§§©{y w«{z {­{¥  | «~{ 
ª{¥« ¤{¥«  ª ¥¦« {­{©°¦¥{%ªD  b¦«ª ¦| ¤ z®{ª«{©¥ |¦£¢ ¦¥ «~ ª £ ª«D
X{ª« ¦| £¬y¢ w« ªy~¦¦£ C °¦¬ w©{ «©¬£°  ¥ w x{w¬« |¬£ §£wy{D
a¥ « w¥z §{zw£ ¦¥7
dw¥y°B c¦¥«{©{° f{¥ ¥ª¬£w
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Finished shaping the neckline of the 
PTL sweater front Iʼd begun yesterday. 
Now I have all 4 panels completed and 
just have to sew them together. (where 
are my elves?) Went downstairs and 
grabbed a couple of chocolate cookies 
left over from last night. Put a sign on 
the door “Went across the field to take 
a shower- Iʼm stinky!) and then went 
across the field and took a shower. Got 
a plate of food together and brought 
it back to the Project Space. Olive 
bread, cheese, grilled eggplant, potato, 
tomato. Found out that my rising sign 
is Virgo as I was eating lunch. Talked 
to Holly about if I should bother going 
to my Thursday job interview in Los 
Angeles, planetarily speaking. Found 
out that my new roommate is a no 

show (perhaps she found out about the mice 
or about the fact that her roommate doesnʼt like to bathe) so after Kristen 
leaves it will just be me and the mice. 

Stephanie came up to push snacks. She had baby carrots and spelt 
pretzels. 

Sewed a 16 row ribbed neckline onto Body Count sweater. Then I turned 
doubled it over. It seemed stretchy, but then I tried to get my head in and it 
was too small. I just donʼt know how to do necklines! 

A large family (6 kids!) visited. They were out exploring. The father 
wanted to know exactly how the knitting machine works. The older daughters 
were curious about whether or not there are spirits in the buildings. I told 
them that Iʼd heard the ghosts were all in the family house and they got 
really excited and headed off to find them. 

Began work on a new Zoso sweater front. The last one had too small of 
a neck. 

Things are going better with the strippers. Iʼve had a few stitches fall off 
on the sides, but these are easily fixed. Itʼs nothing like the last sweater!
Finished the new Zoso front with a deeper V-neck. I think it looks good. 
Began ripping the old one out from the sleeve and back already attached to 
it. Iʼm afraid I mgiht cut the wrong string and all hell will break loose. 

Bill visited. Heʼs a filmmaker. He thought my sweaters were “brill.” Iʼm 
not sure if heʼs refering to the hair product or if itʼs short for brilliant. Iʼm 
hoping itʼs the latter. 

Said a teary goodbye to everyone lining up in the Mess Hall. Iʼm missing 
some brill dinners, which is a crying shame. 

V«|«©ª FM
Did not go to the Project Space today. Took the bus to USC, then up 

Vermont to LACC for a job interview. Worked on a hat on the bus. 
My swatches for Level One of the Master Knitting Program were returned. 

Iʼm afraid I didnʼt do so well. I have to reknit and resubmit 8 swatches. 
Some of the comments: “The increases are twisted.” 

“The increases are nicely done but note the corrugated 
appearance of the right side and the gutters on the wrong side.”
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“The weaving in is very noticeable. The measurements are inaccurate. Note 
the twisted stitch.”

“All of these have been blocked lifeless.”
Blocking report: Accepted. 
I am to resubmit the noted swatches directly to the co-chair of the 

Master Hand Knitting Committee in Lexington, Kentucky. She also gave me 
her phone number, and I am tempted to call in tears. With her letter, she 
included some of the articles sheʼs written which have appeared in “Cast 
On” magazine. From Fall, 2002: “Tension Problems.” From Spring, 2003: 
“Those pesky yarn tails.” From Spring, 2005: “Decreases- Part 1. And 
undated: “Pattern Writing, Part One.”

I am looking forward to studying this material. 

V«|«©ª FN
Back in the Project Space! 
Drank coffee at home with Kristen. Arrived here around 10:30. Finished 

blue hat. Itʼs very Smurfette! 
Made an arm warmer for Kristen out of cotton Iʼd gotten back in Los 

Angeles. She visited soonafter and loves it. Gotta make a second one. 
Walked to Cel Phone Hill and left voicemails and spoke to Louis. 

4 skeins of gorgeous Kyoto yarn from Artfibers arrived in the mail for a 
hat Iʼm going to make for the TV show Knitty Gritty. 

3 people visited and I cut down copies of “Last Week” to give them. They 
are visiting the area. 

Hung out in Hollyʼs office and sewed together the new front of the Zoso 
sweater with the old back. The neck is much better. 

Now back in the PS and listening to Lennyʼs CD. I am not crazy about 
drumming, but I am giving it a chance. Perhaps I there is some level on which 
I might enjoy this CD. I will seek out this positivity within myself. 

Ate an entire giant chocolate bar. I gave up on learning to do nice 
necklines on the machine and just picked up stitches around the neck with 
#1 needles and started to handknit some ribbing. 

Finished the blue neckline. It looks good and appropriate! I will now 
handknit the necklines. Not a terrible thing to have to do. It doesnʼt take that 
long and it is much less frustrating. 

At 5, I left the Project Space and met up with a group for a burrito field 
trip. In the back of Francisʼ car, I hid ends in the Zoso sweater. On the way 
back, I hid ends in Kristenʼs armwarmers. When we got back to the house, 
I finished sewing the PTL sweater and hid most of the ends. Getting stuff 
done!

V«|«©ª GE
Does Eduardo hate me? I drank a cup of coffee at the house than ran 

excitedly to the kitchen for my scone. The paper bags were sitting on the 
bread counter, but where was mine? I wrote my name and bread request 
on the board the previous afternoon. One Olive Bread, one scone. I had to 
miss Thursday bread on account of being in Los Angeles, and was looking 
forward to todayʼs bread even doubly so. I looked at the bags again. 
Kristen, Bryan, Ryan, Francis. I looked a third time, thinking perhaps Iʼd 
overlooked it, or if I looked long and hard enough it might appear. But no 
dice. No bread debt on the board. No scone and loaf. I felt like crying. Was 
the pit in my stomach hunger or melancholy?
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Designed skirt graphics and did some math. 
Then went back to the house. Brought Kristenʼs bread over. Ate a cold 

leftover quarter of a burrito from last night for breakfast. 
Back at the Project Space, tweaked the graphics and burned to a CD. 

Knit one panel of the skirt and Iʼm not in love with it. But I think I have 
to knit the whole thing before I can say for sure. Which is a bummer. 
The fiasco over the lost scone has really colored my day. I just feel terrible 
and I canʼt shake it. Itʼs Kristenʼs last day here, and thatʼs not helping 
matters any. I walked up to the picnic tables and called Louis, who is also 
having a bad day. He was irritated about many things including galleries 
being closed for vacation and incompetent hardware employees. I talked 
to Sarah and she wants to put some knitting in a show. I walked over to the 
lighthouse. There were a lot of tourists there and everyoneʼs very excited. 
Thereʼs a bridge that only 500 pounds can be on at a time. The lighthouse 
has gargoyles which help with water drainage. They are quite lovely.

Walked back and came upstairs for my keys. A gentleman named Chris 
who is associated with the wedding visited, and despite the fact that the 
Project Space is not open on Saturdays, I gave him the rundown anyhow.

Went downstairs, where I was approached by Ellen who told me how 
unhappy she is because her name has not appeared in Last Week in the 
Project Space. I explained that she didnʼt visit the Project Space, but she 
seems to suspect that thereʼs something else going on, that perhaps itʼs staff 
favoritism on my part? She said that Katie is mentioned constantly, which 
she is. But Katie feeds me! So of course sheʼs mentioned. Ellen said sheʼll 
make cupcakes for her birthday on August 30th and she had better make it 
into the report then. Iʼm feeling a little up against the wall on this one. 

Burned a CD for Kristen for her ride home to the OH.
Then I put “WH” into the search box on itunes and came up with a long 

list, including The White Stripes and The Who, which I anticipated, but also 
several surprises. I had no idea that “What A Feeling” from Flashdance was 
hidden in my iTunes library. Now I do! All alone I have cried silent tears full 
of pride in a world made of steel, made of stone. 

Heard rocks against the side of the Project Space. DJ Crawduck and DJ 
Longfellow were outside with a bag of groceries. I went down to meet them 
and we walked up to the picnic table and had dinner. Franklin had left some 
smoked salmon and havarti cheese in the fridge and it was yummy. 

Itʼs a rare sunny day today.
Came back to the Project Space and finished another panel. 
Started the fourth one and KB and Nat came in. Went with them on a 

walk to the beach. Saw a starfish. Nature is lovely.
Back at Project Space. 3 visitors from the wedding, including one who 

brought me a chocolate cupcake. What a treat! I finished the fifth panel of 
the skirt and then brought it to the library to sew together. Sitting around 
drinking beer (or nursing a beer for a few hours) is a great way to get pesky 
and time-consuming finishing work done. 

V«|«©ª GF
Kristen and Nat left the premises this morning followed by a trail of tears. 
How sad to see them go! Katie promised to join us for coffee at 7, but 
she was nowhere to be found. Kristen pounded on my door to invite me 
downstairs and I was really sleepy. 

Took a shower in the now empty house and walked to the Project 
Space. Spent the morning working on school stuff, and at noon opened 
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the door and started sewing the skirt I knit yesterday. Itʼs made of 5 panels. 
The bottom 3 inches are double knit with text and the rest is singleply 
stockinette. I thought the bottom would give it a good weight, but itʼs 
still too early to tell if it worked out or not. Got a lot of sewing left to do. 
A German lady visited with her friend who lives in Sacramento. She was 
very nice but kept videotaping me which was kind of annoying. She used to 
live in San Francisco. Now sheʼs in Frankfurt. 

2 men with longish hair came in to visit. One was holding a small dog 
wearing a rhinestone collar. They have been here before and always like to 
see whatʼs new. 

Knit ‘n Listen:  
hed`Zc ]VcY eZgXjhh^dc dgX]ZhigV
    Knitters and drummers share the love of repetitive actions. Stitch by 
stitch, a garment is formed, and beat by beat an aural landscape is cre-
ated. Lenny is a tabla player from Philadelphia, where heʼs a member 
of an energetic and giant drumming ensemble. His percussion orches-
tra embraces a variety of world drumming traditions and instruments, 
including the Afro-Cuban Bata, the Brazilian Samba, the West African 
Djembe, and the North Indian Tabla. 11 songs on the CD include both 
traditional and new compositions, and Lenny wrote two of them for the 
Tabla, “Dha Funk” and “Skinful.” 
    When it comes to multicultural drumming ensembles, Iʼm an ignora-
mus. My education on drumming begins with Zeppelinʼs “Moby Dick” 
and ends with speed metal. I am an avoider of drum circles and am 
probably not the best choice for writing about a drumming CD. 
    That said, I gave the Spoken Hand Percussion Orchestra CD repeat-
ed attention and many listenings, attempting to educate myself on the 
genre. Unfortunately, the beat of the drums doesnʼt go that well with 
either the knitting machine or with hand knitting. It seems to be either 
too slow or too fast. So thatʼs a bummer. But the meditative intensity 
of some of the songs is a perfect accompaniment to sewing panels to-
gether and hiding ends. 
   I especially liked Lennyʼs “Skinful,” which was very suspenseful 
and moody, keeping my attention (miraculously) for the full run of 
ten minutes and thirty four seconds. It has some weird sounds that 
sound like barking birds, and good rattling sections. Very forest. 

   I am bummed to have missed 
Lennyʼs performance on the tabla 
the other night (I was in Los A). I 
heard that it was amazing and I can 
imagine that experiencing this drum-
ming live and in the flesh would be 
totally different than hearing it out 
of shitty Powerbook speakers. I can 
imagine that the intense focus and 
energy of a group of drummers play-
ing together would be an incredible 
performance, and its difficult for this 
to translate in a recording. 
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We talked about the knitting machine. 
A woman with a stained t-shirt and long blue nails stopped in. She was 

just out exploring. A man came in after her and we chatted. They were 
followed by a couple of kids who at first I thought belonged to them, but 
it turned out that they had biked over from Mill Valley to see Hillary. They 
stayed a really long time and requested a knitting machine demo. They just 
thought the knitting machine was one of the most amazing things theyʼd 
ever seen.  Then Hillary came by and explained what went on during the 
previous evening. Wow! 

I did some experimenting with knitting tubes. I designed a leg warmer to 
hug my leg curves. I knit part of it but found that there were big holes where 
the increases are. I probably have to increase by lifting, which is kind of a 
pain, but knitting tubes is a great thing.

I finished the skirt by sewing a strip of elastic into the waistband. I feel 
like this is “cheating” a bit since then itʼs not a 100% knit item, but having a 
strip of elastic means that the skirt will not fall off of me when I wear it. I put 
the skirt on and waltzed around the room. The doubleply hem is stiff and 
gives the edge a pleasant shape while weighing down the stockinette body. 
The bottom has 4 descriptive adjectives from the straight edge definition 
– “anti-stupidity,” “anti-obsession,” “pro-alertness,” “pro-positive.” To that I 
added “sXe poseur” because although I admire the ideals of straight edge 
and I am especially attracted to “pro-positive,” the bare fact of the matter is 
that I sewed the skirt together with a beer in my hand. I canʼt even pretend. 
Iʼm having a hard time coming up with a top for this skirt. I know it will also 
be white (actually more of a “natural” wool color), but still on the fence over 
what it will look like and say. I like the combination of the stockinette with 
the double. When white is the main color and there is a darker contrast for 
design, the darker color shows  through which isnʼt very pretty. So having 
the stockinette helps with this. I was considering making a pair of sleeves 
and a neckline vertically, starting at one wrist, then doubling it over. And 
then the torso would be knit as a tube and attached later. Thatʼs one idea. 
I may put the name “Immaculata” on the sweater.  It seems to go well with 
the straight edge doctrine, and especially nice on an off-white ensemble. 
I have also long been obsessed with the idea of freedom being messy, 
which is something weʼre told by our government. Straight edge is the punk 
rock equivalent of “freedom is messy,” purporting, as it does, a lifestyle 

about being in control.  
I also like how out-of-
control straight edge 
has gotten since the 
get-go. Now there are 
straight edge pro-life 
activists, straight edge 
racists, and straight 
edge violent skinheads 
assaulting hippies. 

Iʼm going to wait a 
couple days before I 
start work on a top for 
this skirt. 

Around 5:30 a 
woman came into the 
Project Space and 
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told me her life story in great detail starting at age 19.  The Project Space 
officially closes at 5, but if Iʼm here, I keep the door open and I donʼt mind 
visitors. At 6 pm, I got antsy since it was dinner time and I told her I had to 
get going. It was a bit much. 

Lenny showed up for dinner. His kneeʼs all jacked. Heʼs limping. I gave 
him a striped kneewarmer. I hope it makes him feel better. 

Spoke to Kristen on the hill. They made it to Salt Lake City and they are 
at the Airport Inn, right off the I-80. 

gdVY gZedgi=h> 
aD Xw¬¤£ {©

From Salt Lake City – DAY 1 Report

V X]Vc\Z d[ iZbeZgVijgZ
Today when driving away from the Headlands it was very sad and 

of course: foggy.
I shed my Headlands attire in Vacaville, CA where it heated up so 

much I had to take off my new wristwarmers, black short sleeve hoody, 
and my long pink sleeved shirt.   I then wore my sleeveless blue beach 
shirt that makes me look like a rock star when I carry my guitar in and 
out of the hotels.

V [jaa igjc`
Somehow all of my things fit into the car. I did donate some things 

to the Headlands due to a concern of space:  I left WD40, paper that 
will jam the printer in the library, Goo Off, and a box of Kleenex.  
Today my stack of bumperstickers kept getting in the way of one of the 
seats, so I am going to leave some in the brochure area in the lobby 
of the hotel.

lg^hilVgbZgh XVc WadX` i]Z a^\]i
When I got to take a break, I used one of my cute wristwarmers as 

a way to block the sun so I could rest my eyes. 

Vaa i]Z lViZg lZ XVc Yg^c`
Nat reminded me that we have drunk most of our Headlands water 

from the 3 water bottles we brought.  I still have lots of Soymilk.

V WgZVY hlZVih bdgZ i]Vc bZ
I put my wholegrain bread that I bought from Eduardo in a plastic 

bag for the ride– but it seems to be sweating.  I am airing it out now 
and leaving it out of the bag for now on.  It will be gone by tomorrow 
I predict.

Yg^k^c\ ZVhi ^h dkZggViZY
It is just true.
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