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Whether about change or about a resistance to change, social movements are 
collective endeavors put forth by a social group to obtain specific goals.48 In this 
general way social movements refer to “collective action” and, in fact, the two 
terms have often been used interchangeably (McAdam and Snow, 1997: xxiv). The 
most basic description of collective action is “any goaloriented activity engaged 
in jointly by two or more individuals” (Snow, Soule and Kriesi, 2004: 6). However, 
social movements are only one kind of collective action (Snow and Soule, 2010:15). 
Indeed, the study of collective action and collective behavior (the connected ways 
in which individuals behave when they engage together in these activities) en-
compasses the study of various collective phenomena such as crowds, subcultures, 
interest groups, and social movements (see Turner and Killian, 1972; Snow and 
Soule, 2010:15; Eyerman and Jamison, 1991). Nonetheless, the analytical distinc-
tions between these different phenomena are not sharp; even ideal-typically, these 
classifications are defined by their connections and overlaps (McAdam and Snow, 
1997).49 For example, a social movement may engender or have its origins in a 
particular related subculture that may occasionally erupt in a form of crowd be-
havior. Similarly, a particular kind of subculture may plant the seeds for a social 
movement to arise (see, Johnston and Snow, 1998). The main dissimilarity between 
social movements and other forms of collective action is that the former operate 
“in part or totally, outside normatively sanctioned institutional or organization 
channels” (Snow and Soule, 2010:15; see also Snow, Soule and Kriesi, 2004: 6-7). 
In line with this specification, “social movements are more precisely described as 
a form of collective action that is goal oriented and operate outside of what has 
been institutionalized using.

The concept of collective identity, like framing, is also deeply rooted in con-

structionism. For this reason, it is understood as a process, rather than as 

a static property of individuals. It is something activists work to achieve 

through various endeavors, like framing processes and grievance constructions 

(Hunt and Benford, 2004). Since its introduction in the social movement lit-

erature, the concept has been referred to and applied to an enormous number 

of phenomena across a vast variety of disciplines and sub-fields. Snow writes 

that if there would be one key concept to capture “the animating spirit (…) of 

the latter quarter of the 20th century” collective identity would certainly be 

a candidate (Snow, 2001:2212). Based on earlier concepts of “group identity 

formation” (Hunt and Benford, 2004: 434), collective identity according to 

Hunt and Benford (2004) is rooted in Marx’s “class consciousness” (Marx and 

Engels, 1970), Durkheim’s “collective effervescence” (Durkheim, 1965), and We-

ber’s construct of collective action streaming from group identification based 

on class, status and party (Wright, 2002 referred to in Hunt and Benford, 

2004:435). The concept also owes debts to Mead’s (1934) social-psycholog-

ical work on identity as a construction, further developed by other symbolic 

interactionists and constructivists like Berger and Luckman (1966) (Hunt and 

Benford, 2004: 435-436).66 Within the social movement literature the con-

cept of collective identity was famously introduced by Melucci (1984) and 

further expanded by a large number of scholars, including Taylor and Wittier 

(1992) and Hunt and Benford (2004).
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When is nudity not naked? Perhaps when the body appears as a mask, a 
mask that refuses to be taken off, but is slowly shapeshifting nonetheless, 
slowly dying. I am looking, or trying to look, at Rita Lino’s Construc-
tion series, but there is something between us, between the viewer that 
I long to be become, and the mask of her appearance. I think it must be 
her perfect tits. Pardon the expression. They stare back at the viewer I’m 
unable to occupy, like a pair of alien eyes, forbidding me to go any fur-
ther. They freeze me somehow, and stop any further thought 
from going on. They are alien eyes that the artist-model has grown out 
of her chest, in order to look in all four directions. In order to look out 
from the back of my head. In nearly every picture they stare back at me 
in mute accusation, framed by a beret which turns her into an artist, or a 
Latin American prisoner, or else wrapped in a sheet as a Muslim devout, 
or else taking that same sheet but letting it fall away in a breathless, 
post-coital question mark. We’re not done yet, are we?
With a series of simple domestic props she models a role, and then throws 
it away. Who am I now? The body is condemned to a series of attitudes, 
posings, readings. Unable to escape its status as a kind of book waiting 
to be read. Even the most casual geometries provoke a detailed, abso-
lutely precise reading of who she is, and what she’s doing. The more 
beautiful she appears, the less doubt there can 
be. It’s déjà vu all over again.

There is something cold, some beat before speaking, some unnecessary 
distance in these pictures, that admits, even insists, on their act of fram-
ing. My perfect body produces a frame, a remove. It’s as if she’s standing 
right beside me looking, while at the same time she’s still lying there on 
her universe of a bed, playing with identities, letting them enter 
and exit her. Of course she is both photographer and subject. This 
double vision reproduces her body as the entire world, like in the photo 
which shows her masturbating while holding a National Geographic Atlas. 
It’s as if she’s learning the maps of the world, that are also the maps of 
herself, and she’s the only one who can bring herself pleasure because it’s 
a closed circuit, it’s a world within a world. 
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           On most afternoons, the only way I can 

keep my armour on is to take my clothes off. 
I’m heartbroken but I have perfect tits, 
isn’t that enough?
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She’s absolutely complete, viewer and viewed, there is nothing missing that another 
seer might fulfill, not even in the role of a voyeur. It’s like looking at a blank sheet 
of paper, or better, the shine off a white suit at high noon, the in-
tense glare making it impossible to make out anything at all, except for a shimmer-
ing auratic certainty that lies beyond understanding. When she appears, for instance, 
dressed in hardly there panties and socks, apparently rummaging though shelves full 
of clothing and linens, she embraces a democracy of objects. She is no different from 
anything around her. Her body is a kind of camouflage, she is just 
another manufactured product, waiting on the shelf to be noticed, to arouse a frisson 
of anticipation or recognition, before being swapped for another item.

I’m imagining Guy Debord’s face in place of her face, half way through yet another 
bottle of wine, scribbling notes for what would become The Society of the 
Spectacle. Or perhaps one of his obscure movies. They might conjure a subjec-
tivity like this, as if a surgeon had turned its subject, itself,  inside out, so that every 
kind of interiority could be laid out on the surface, and then scrubbed to a high gloss 
capitalist shine. I’m so young and perfect and beautiful. Who do you want me to be? 
And more importantly: can you afford it?

Mike Hoolboom, 2011

           There is something cold, 
some beat before speaking, some 
unnecessary distance in these pic-
tures, that admits, even insists, on 
their act of framing. 
              My perfect body produces a frame, 
a remove. It’s as if she’s standing right be-
side me looking, while at the same time 
she’s still lying there on her universe 
of a bed, playing with identities, letting 
them enter and exit her. 
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