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Long ago I was swept onto your trail and I’ve never stepped off.  
Ours is a life-long pact.  An agreement to which we are both tethered.

I am not after you.  I’m not seeking or looking to know what you are.  
We don’t know what we can be yet.

It helps to think of you as a question and when my body tries to answer it, 
I get to find out how life wants to express itself.  

When that expression comes through, you fade away.  I fade away.  
Life doesn’t need us anymore.  

Until we come back and try again.







The slippery green frog

that went to his death

in the heron’s pink throat

was my small brother,

and the heron

with the white plumes

like a crown on his head

who is washing now his great sword-beak

in the shining pond

is my tall thin brother.

My heart dresses in black

and dances.1 
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Life 
has things to 

do and my body is a 
conduit for that.  A facilitator of 

pathways and routes of being and 
becoming: trails, veins, rivers, membranes, 

blood, bone, time, language.  At the surface 
and center of my practice are themes of memory, 
walking, embryology, and translation.  All four give 

me a bodily sense, a feeling, that informs how I move 
through space.  The feeling that embryo gives me, for 

example, is not about making a claim on the body (mine or 
yours), it’s a strategy that helps me imagine and move in a 

different way.  A means by which to momentarily cohere and 
mobilize in order to move onward and through.  

A way to get-on-with-it.  
I am not in a hurry, but the river is running and I can sense all 

things making a way for themselves.  What I want most is to join 
in.  To step into the onrushing water and take my place amongst 
the millennia of glacial shape-shifting, the persistence of trees – 
steady, mute, and resolute – and the sun’s unwavering gaze, 

with no time for pleasantries.  
This work is about life-living and life-leaving.  It’s a practice of 

moving so that I can move on – from this moment, this body, 
this self, this life.  It’s about edging closer to thresholds of 

experience that tell me a little bit more about who, where, 
and how I am.  It’s about paying radical attention to the 

moment, without lingering or getting too attached.  
Discovery without prolonging.  Making sensation seen; 

the felt visible.  Articulating the pre-verbal, if only for 
a moment and then releasing it back out into the 

untranslatable.  Once articulated, it doesn’t 
need me anymore and its briefness is 

so gorgeous.
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I remember a young girl so hungry and curious 
about movement she would study herself 
on home videos of family vacations to the beach and amuse-
ment parks, pick out which gestures 
she found particularly intriguing, and then try those movements 
out in other social contexts.  
I remember someone up at dawn to review material for her 
Royal Academy of Dance exams, 
or up past her bedtime determined to learn every step of every 
dance recorded on her recital videos.  
Or the leather ballet shoes I found in my mom’s closet once.  
I think she took adult ballet classes at the rec center where she 
would later enroll me, but I’m not sure.  
No one dances in my family and ballet has always been my 
bodily experience, but I wonder 
if my mom has any dance memories of her own.  
She does love to move.  
“I danced a million miles to this song,” she always says when 
she hears a song from the fifties and sixties.  
When my dad was alive, my mom often lamented how she 
wished he had been more of a dancer.  
She liked to jitterbug.  
My dad preferred hiking.  
His dance was on the trail.

I  s aw a large photograph once at the Academy of Sciences – a depiction of the earth some four billion years ago – with hot, molten magma, churning va
porous water and ammonia into the air.  As soon 
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y Russian and Irish roots.  M

y people are fiery lava, rock, g
as, an

d dust. M
y people came out of the water and went back in.  My people walk long distances, hide, and escape. They w

ait for the others on the other side of the river, sing loudly, and say “over here, you’re safe, we’ve been waitin
g for you.”



Routes and rootedness.  Mobility that has roots.  I 
am on the move and also tethered to the earth by 
the weight of my own body and what it carries.  
I’ve been carrying around my earliest memories of 
movement for almost forty years.  These first im-
pressions of body, gesture, shape, and form have 
been mostly in the background of my thoughts, 
but they have risen to the surface and feel more 
awake now.  They don’t feel in my past, but vitally 
present.   

What do these activate in me now and how do they help 
me get on?  How are they another pathway onward?  
Can I move closer to the memories by moving with them?  
In them?  To move in memory.  To get on within the past.

When I was six years old I often watched my mother rock my newborn sister to 

sleep in the living room. I was mesmerized by my mother's feet. Crossed at the 

ankles, barefoot, and slightly turned out. I liked the shape they made as they 

pushed off the floor and landed again. They were long and stretched. Soft, but 

also defined at the edges. Her back foot did most of the work, pushing off gently 

with the metatarSals. Her front foot would only touch the floor with the tips of her 

toes. The gesture was soothing and aesthetically pleasing. There was an 

undulation and coordination to it all that I was curious about. My mom liked to 

watch TV as she rocked my sister. I'd lie on the floor and stare at her feet. 

--



My father always wore a suit to work.  I was enamored with the inside pocket of his jacket.  

The way he had to open up one side, reach in with the opposite hand, pull the desired object 

out, and close the suit.  I liked how his body interacted with the suit.  That there was this 

unseen place to store belongings and it required such an elegant and orderly sequence of 

movements to retrieve them.  Shortly after my father died, my mother decided to donate most 

of his clothes and asked me to go through the pockets in case there was anything to save 

or throw out.  The experience of handling his belongings was overwhelming.  Not sad, but 

surprisingly gratifying and assuring.  (This, too, is what it means to be a daughter.  This, too, 

is what life has to say and it is stunningly beautiful).  When else would I have a reason to be 

so close to my father’s things?  To move so intimately with them, reaching into his jacket and 

pants pockets, neatly folding and caring for his shirts. 

This moment still has things to 
say, still guides me.  I often 
go inside the memory and look 
around.  I use it to wonder to-
wards death and move closer to 
language rich enough for my ex-
perience.  When impulse comes at 
me and for me, it arrives like 
color, resonance, texture, thick-
ness, weight.  Shades of percep-
tion and sensation that work in 
me and look for a way.  I will 
go back to her, always.  To bodi-
ly sense and feeling to tell me 
how to move my mind, mouth, and 
heart.

( 



“The lure for feeling that activates time’s differential makes felt 

the multiplicity of each now. Bodying does not happen once and 

for all on a linear timeline. There is no question that it resolves as 

an occasion of experience, and that this resolution has a specific 

date and time, but as a lure for feeling bodying is less a stable 

rendering of metric time than a collusion of durations.

Lures for feeling do not achieve form per se. They generate at-

tunements, tendencies, force of form…What an occasion ultimate-

ly achieves is strictly speaking not a form but a tending, a mobile 

ecology.  An occasion is less an object or a body than a node 

of relation expressing itself momentarily as this or that — an 

edging into object, a swerving into body...While the culmination 

of a process into this or that subjective form has a definite end-

point, the affective tonality of the now perishing occasion 

will continue to color the process of the occasion shifting from its 

determinate nature to its perishing on the nexus of experience.  

From appetite to event back to appetite.”2 

The memories pulse and vibrate.  
They give me something to orient 
towards and brush up against, but 
don’t last and aren’t firm enough 
to stand on.  I don’t live there 
anymore – on the floor watching 
my mother’s feet or folding my 
father’s clothes – but I passed 
through once, and the resonance 
lingers.  There is still a fre-
quency, a register, I can call 
upon.  Still have a conversation 
with.  I don’t want to settle 
into memory or wade in nostalgia, 
but hitch a ride on the appetite 
that it stirs.  The bodily force 
of expression that propels me 
through and on.









“In the beginning was 
movement.  There was no 
rest because there was no 
cessation of movement.  
Rest was only an image 
that was too vast of what 
moved, an infinitely tired 
image that slowed move-
ment down.  In order to 
rest, we enlarged our-
selves, we confused the 
issue, gathered up space, 
and unified time into a 
present that seemed to 
be everywhere, forever, 
at once.  We breathed a 
sigh of relief, thinking we’d 
attained immobility.  Finally 
we saw ourselves within a 
soothing image of self and 
world but this was forget-
ting the movement that 
continued silently, deep 
within our bodies.  Micro-
scopically,  For how would 
it be possible to pass from 
rest to movement if move-
ment did not already exist 
within rest?  At the begin-
ning, therefore, there was 
no beginning.” -José Gil3 



I love how we begin, 
that wasn’t a beginning.
Before blood and bone, singular in our fluid until
the need to differentiate.
Both cell and cell wall, I am me 
and my home.
Content and container.
We are so capable and equipped at the earliest signs of articulation - 
when impulse first hears the call and
looks for a way.

I was told my birth was difficult.
Two weeks late and too large for the birth canal.
“Shoulder displacement,” they said,
so the nurses mounted my mother’s belly
and pushed me out.
It took so much to get me here.  The long journey of 
primordial germ cells, the genital wall, and the election of my
female future that is daily up for a recount.

One layer, two, then three.
Front, middle, and back folds that grow and gather.
Gut and neural tubes crest up and over, remember a spine in front
of your spine.
Embryo is with me everywhere.
A daydream I get lost and found in.





When she was in the womb, I felt her coming at me and for me.
She was large, huge, everywhere, and stopped just at the edges of my skin.
I thought she might eat me, devour, swallow me. I wasn’t sure there was room 
for the both of us. I would have gladly stepped aside if need be.





L t 



Photographs by Angel Edwards (Left) and Aura Fischbeck (right), July 30, 2022, Montpellier, France.



At night I put myself to sleep by re-viewing 

how the spine forms.  I trace the origin of 

bones like they are bedtime stories and 

map out my fluid pathways to move closer 

to her and find stillness.  Lymph is light and 

humble, peri-organ is friendly and commu-

nal.  Arterial blood announces itself and 

fat makes me want to do spirals for days.  

I spent so many years trying to dominate 

this body.  Now I’m getting to know her, 

slowly and unrushed.  Never in all my life 

have I wanted anything to go as slow as I 

do knowing you. 

I used to grab at life, but my pace has 

steadied.  Easeful and unhurried – every 

gesture placed in an incredibly special way.  

On the trail I feel the marriage of ease and 

effort.  I give over to the movement of 

moving on and the playful game of catch 

and release underneath my feet.  A walk is 

a fall.  A walk is a dance.





High up at the peak of the falls I can hear the wind before I feel it.  It rustles the 
leaves above me, I look up, and then a gust always sweeps across my body.  It’s 
quiet and dangerous up there.  Especially in the snow on those narrow curves that 
hug the side of the mountain.  At a certain point the ascent feels neverending (no 
matter how many times I climb it) and passersby like to tell you how much longer 
until you reach the top.  I quietly hate this.  I don’t need to know how much longer.  
It will take how long it takes and I am in no hurry.  At the summit I decide to rest 
first and then make my way to the edge.  I am scared of heights, but I get close 
enough so his ashes fall over the mountainside when I release them.  I want them 
to have a bit of a journey.  I stand up to begin the hike back down, take a few steps, 
and feel the offering between my legs.  I register the heavy and sudden warmth, 
but I don’t stop walking.  It takes me three hours to descend and I finally stand still 
in a bathroom stall on the valley floor.  It’s a lot of blood.  Dark, bright, and every-
where.  This is not my period.  My body was holding on until it was ready to let go.  
It took a kind of giving birth to say goodbye to the dead.  
What companions, life and death.
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When I stand at the foot of her – cold, still, and at work – I feel in my right proportion.  No longer the 
mountainous lord my other life tells me I am.  Back at sea level I feel oversized and too large for the 
furniture in my room.  A false dominion.





I remember a gradual retreat.  Getting quieter and quieter and bat-
ting away words because they didn’t feel sufficient anymore.  I was 
on a hike one day in the black diamond mines when the thought 
came to me: “I need a new relationship to language.” I decided to 
revisit Russian and began translating Tolstoy’s The Death of Ivan Ilyich 
as a way to practice.  My first session was arduous.  With every bit of 
effort forward it felt like someone was pulling on the back of my shirt, 
keeping me at a measured pace.  Slowness had entered the room 
and I enjoyed the toil and effort she required of me.  The labor of her 
steady pace.  

To translate means to “carry across.”  This makes me think of words 
as little capsules, ferrying our thoughts and experiences across the 
rivers between us.  Language travels and has mobility.  Like dance, it 
doesn’t have any inherent meaning.  It isn’t out in the world some-
where waiting to be discovered.  Words need us to go inside their 
capsules – their little houses that we’ve built – and live in them.  
Stretching, pulling, folding, cinching, and gathering in their edges 
and seams.  They don’t know yet what they can be.

I want so much for what I say to accurately reflect what I feel.  For 
language to be birthed at the cellular level and take the gestational 
time it needs.  I cannot always put experience into my mouth.
And nor do I want to.  But sometimes it’s absolutely necessary to call 
up a friend and say “Meet me for lunch.  I found a word that 
describes how I feel about you.”  The two of you huddle 
around these six letters and try to move closer to them.  
Eventually, you each make them a permanent part of your 
flesh late one night in Washington Square Park.
 
And what of the eternal?  Sub specie aeternitatis.  
More skin given over for this symbolic arrangement.
I don’t think of it as permanent; life is not that long.  
And exactly because of that briefness, I hope to one day say 
things in front of you again.  To face you as I work out a way
on and through.  For you to watch  -- 
as I hook on, hug, and press up against the shape of words.  Little 
agreements with leverage and force that become even more of 
themselves as we try each other on.



Nourishing, 
legibility, structure, 

form, listen, current, discursive, 
arrest, rigorous, curious, research, 

entelechy (that which helps realize potential), 
translate (carry across), embryo (into swelling), undertow, 
source (to rise), incantatory, invocation, coercion, errantry, 

obsolescence, yield, retreat, recession, exuberance, exaltation, exhilaration, 
finesse, ecology, oikos, affect, transduction, integration, resonance, stance, 

viewpoint, onward, inertia, solemn, conspiratorial, severe, polemic, lyric, inhere, 
immense, voluminosity, slight, theory, sense, dictation, root, language, movement, 

land, refinement, mysterious, bewilderment, element, particular, sufficient, efficient, particular, 
strategy, pathway, motility, mobility, millennia, resolute, activate,

articulation, interact, appetite, register, propel,
slowness, site, ritual, gestation, 

nostalgia
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Photographs by Angel Edwards, July 30, 2022, Montpellier, France.
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Slow down

Step in

Get on with it

Love the one who eats and the one who is eaten

Dance and mourn for both

Remember but don’t stay too long

Strategize but make no claims

Make a way

On and through

Live

	 Love

		  Leave
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2.  Manning, Erin.  Always More Than One: Individuation’s Dance. Durham, NC: Duke University Press, 
2012, p. 23.

3. José Gil, as quoted in Erin Manning, Always More Than One, p. 13.


