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Each dance begins 
with a series of 
questions:



His ability to see clear 
through to something is so 
distilled. I'm always surprised by 
how well-spread she is. All she 
reads, everyone she meets, all 
she's experienced, follows her 
into the room when she shows 
up. He lets his focus follow 
things easily, not out of 
boredom, but constant 
fascination.

There are some 
people whose work seems to 
well up from a place of love. 
They never seem to be not-
noticing. They are permissive 
with the maneuvers they want 
to make. It's like they always 
have feelers out for the wider 
world, so that what they do 
both borrows something from 
and returns something to 
everything and, maybe, everyone 
they encounter.

I want to be more 
manifestly loving. I want my life 
to split open like an orange 
wedge, with all its juicy little 
globules fanning out and 
bursting.

   (There is a whole past 
that pushes on a person and 
shapes them and delivers them 
to the present. 

    I wonder what it 
is that people expect to keep 
with them as they move 
through time into the future.) 



But what does it even mean for someone 
to exude clarity like that? Even the most 
generous people have to stop and 
regenerate themselves, right? 
               Can I care for 
something like that? Should I want to?

Thinking of these people not as 
qualities, but as a string of events which 
evince qualities. 

I understand these things, 
but am not really sure I grasp the thing that 
makes one keep doing them.

      Sorry but if I 
seem urgent it's because I have to work 
through these questions under very real 
circumstances. 

           When there's not much else 
to be said where you are, you press out into 
the world and look for that newness 
everywhere else. 





I'm really riding the wave now. I'm 
letting the dance take me where it 
will. I started on my back, then 
wrapped around myself to tap the 
ground with my thigh and a desire 
to jut through space sends my 
right wrist up and out. I steal some 
movements I glimpse across the 
room, and now the sight of 
emptying space reads to me as 
vacuum so I respond accordingly—
my left knee buckles and I make 
sudden contact with the ground. I 
perch on my shin and fold into a 
soft mound, hanging gently over 
the surface of the floor with my 
arms floating out to my sides. This 
is nice. I've got this. I've been 
hovering gently so obviously I 
should do something rough and 
clunky next. Pushing up with my 
hands, I make a few galumphing 
strides across the space. Have I 
considered my back-space 
recently? I take a lunge and snake 
my arms out behind me to explore 
what's there. Nothing. Uhh—turn 
my head to see what's coming?

Hmm—I bend my left leg until I'm 
sitting on my shin, bent over, arms 
out to the side. The dance is still 
carrying me. I'm on the floor now so 
I should do floorwork. Lots of other 
people around me are running so I 
will do something slow instead. A 
few heavy rolls to one side. What's 
next? For a brief moment I am heft 
and gravity and I heave myself over 
onto my knees but that feeling is 
silly so I dismiss it. But then what? I 
lift my right leg out and away. I'm on 
my left shin, bent over, arms out to 
the side. Now all of my weight is 
sinking into my left leg and I roll 
over onto the ground. I won't use my 
hands because I think something 
interesting might happen, but that 
turns out not to be the case. The 
momentum just dies. I'm not sure 
how to get out of this position. I'm 
stuck.



It's been a week since I got here. 
The weather is fine and the air feels light, 
but people surround me. I seem always 
to be taking up space in someone else's 
area. Since I've arrived I've been 
embodied loudness: clumsiness with new 
spatial layouts, a complete lack of 
language proficiency, Americanness. But 
also, the feeling that I don't have a self—
like a case filled with magnificent objects 
to put on display—to bring with me into 
interactions with others. I don't sense 
much besides the effort of being, as 
Sophia Cleary says, deeply obedient to 
the process I'm in.

I take (up) space 
politely. I've always known this about 
myself, but I realized it today on the bus. 
Other people know how to make space 
( – place?) for themselves: the idiots who 
sit close to the aisle to stop new 
passengers from claiming the empty seat 
next to them, or the folks who stand 
against upfolded handicapped seats (or 
try to un-upfold them). Unlike them, I'm 
always waiting for a cue to do something, 
unless the cue is already obvious – and in 



those cases, I'm often giving in to 
someone else. Here, take this seat! I 
wonder when 'being considerate' means 
I'm just neglecting my own spatial ( – 
platial?) needs.

    My stillness is not actually 
restful. It lacks purpose, and just feels 
like held space. Who let me ramble on 
wherever? Who let me live unpracticed? 
And can I just quit it with this wasteful 
unspooling, gather it up, knit it into a 
rhythm. 

   No depth of investment. What 
remains is ambiguity. 

    I mostly felt I was 
standing on the outside of a group whose 
workings I could notice, but never partake 
in myself. Such an immersive sensation 
hinges on being alone. 

      I think I feel most 
alone, and even lonely, when I am acutely 
aware of a demand being placed on me.

(There's something morbidly 
delicious about giving in to exhaustion in 
the slanted light and massive shadows of 
mid-afternoon. Very melancholic. I feel 
like I've seen a lot of sunsets lately and 
they always leave me feeling drained. 
They tear down the curtain I like to throw 
over the very-near future, exposing all of 
its gravity and dimension. 



I thought about Dad as I was 
wandering to find food. This is how he 
deals with stress too—he withdraws at all 
hours. (I never realized we have that in 
common.)

When I finally made it to the 
Albertson's down on Palms I was antsy 
because I didn't see anything I wanted to 
eat. I was circling the perimeter of the 
store a third time when I eyed a display 
near the freezers: Seagram's Escapes, on 
markdown, electric blue and lurid red 
bottles piled into a wire metal bin. I 
picked up a Calypso Cooler and, for a 
good ten seconds, considered buying it, 
turning it over and over in my hand. Oh 
no – I'm lingering. I set it back down with 
a clink and noted, with some sadness, 
that I only wanted it because I felt 
restless. What a disappointment, I 
scolded myself. I never want to drink for 
that reason.



What's the degree of surety at work here?

What sort of impact do individual group members have 
on one another?

When does the action lose momentum, and why?

(windows of life, momentum, between the edges of 
snapshots)

What constitutes momentum? (Unison? Patterns? 
Actual falling objects?)











One evening he said, You meet 
lots of people in life; most of them are 
leaves, but some of them are branches. I 
knew exactly what that meant but pretended 
not to since, if I felt then how I so often felt 
before, I relished the fantasy of possibly 
being something, someone meaningful to 
him. That I did not know for sure where I 
stood allowed me to write whatever ending 
to that story I wanted. But then I go to 
Stockholm and get all mopey because that's 
what people do, they Retreat to Europe and 
Ponder Things, and at sunset I saunter down 
shadowy little streets playing and replaying 
the list of songs that reminded me of him, 
hoping they'd make something happen; but 
after so many repetitions it's clear nothing's 
changing. When you're far removed from a 
referent, it loses its charm. Longing is drained 
of its glamor and slowly hardens into an 
impatience with vagueness. But tell me 
where I am? Is it true that I just have to make 
peace with landing wherever I may? That 
variance is not a curse or a punishment?

Deborah talked about how the fascia 
chain together gently over the skeleton, how they 
drape with the muscles over the skull like a delicate 
hood. Raising one's head to look for something tugs 
on them, like the scruff of a dog's neck being yanked 
back in irritation. And in her new book she writes 
something along the lines of, when I see a dancer 
looking at or for something, I can see their mind 
disconnect from their body. And again, when I asked 
her, what's the difference between looking and 
seeing? How can you tell I'm not doing it right? And 
her answer was so prosaic: for you, it's mostly a 
matter of lowering your head. It's something short 
people do a lot, look up to look at people. And I tried 
it and then followed a soft, slow flushing, like water 
being released down a backed-up drain. Practices 
dropped through me and I left each of them feeling 
oddly damp—dried, sort of, aired, kind of, but still 
logged with weight. And somehow I feel the 
downward motion kept going, through to the end of 
the last show, to the airport, where I celebrated my 
aloneness and the awkwardly polite beckoning of PA-
system alert tones, back to LA and into school, where 
I putter around campus, out over the old quad, out 
over lividly reflective concrete, and let it all trickle in 
through my wideness of vision and down into my 
gullet and everywhere else (all connected thanks to 
the fascia).



Eventually I felt less need to 
demonstrate my being here. After all, nothing 
shows up for my sake alone. (Maybe I used to 
mistake a desire to feel more broadly with an 
expectation that whatever I perceived was 
somehow waiting to reciprocate my attention.) 

Low-key surly, I tweeted tersely 
late one afternoon, miffed at the sun for 
taking so long to get anywhere. It took its time. 
This feeling, I guessed, was just what it was 
like to be rinsed repeatedly.



(click)

https://vimeo.com/141649266


All material produced, compiled, and
edited by Barry Brannum, except for “Body 

Drawing” and “fabulous tool,” excerpted from 
Using the Sky: A Dance by Deborah Hay; and a 

still from Cullberg Ballet's trailer for Figure a sea.
(Thanks to Casey Brown for your insight.)
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