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holding this blur in my hands 
 

I try to find a beginning. A loose end to trace back into the messy bundle of threads. My 

patience runs out—I try pulling a little bit everywhere, to bring more air into the entangled 

knot. To release a bit of the pull that holds the thing intact, as if the paths would be easier 

to follow if there was more space between them. I recognise the problem at hand; with 

time, its choreography appears more palpable than the threads themselves. My fingers 

trace their directions and turns, trying to decipher the logics that bind the knot. Bear with 

me, nothing is straightened out yet. Rather, I continuously lose myself in the ups and 

downs, ins and outs, twists and turns. My attempts get me nowhere. Rather, I too get tied 

up in the mix. Things seem so close to me that they’re blurry. This proximity obscures. 
 

I try to find a position from where to write, but the words I type echo too many questions 

back. How to enter that which one is already immersed in? Can I write from this location? 

I wonder whether the act of writing could fabricate distance without disentanglement. I 

wonder. The text wanders with me. As I write I think of its similarities to walking. The 

words move, they open and close in new ways. A processual thinking, straying, not 

aimlessly, but on a journey with no set destinations. My perspectives open and close. 

Walking from place to place my partial view shifts from one somewhere to another. 

Suddenly, the text reroutes to walk down a path I didn’t intend to follow, going 

somewhere I didn’t expect us to go. At times, I realise we’ve ventured on a detour, just 

for the pleasure of it, or to enjoy the view from another site.  
 

I rewrite the beginning, or maybe I start all over. Either way—the reiteration unfolds a 

space to ponder yet again. To choose words through negation, trying one in the place of 

the former. A rhythm establishes, going back and forth, over and under, in and out. I 

recognise the pattern. I soon realise the pleasure of riding the backseat: to observe the 

surface as it materialises. Listen and follow. I do not drive it anywhere. I continue like 

this until the page runs out, or the warp is all wrapped up with the weft. It appears as a 

disruption in its ongoingness, but maybe it’s rather an event asking for a turn of action. 

To cut the threads off and tie the loose ends together, cross over into another page, start 

over with warping another loom. 
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In a woven fabric, the treads of the weft moves horizontally over and under the parallel 

vertical threads of the warp. Over and under, back and forth, the weft connecting the 

warp’s threads, which otherwise doesn’t seem to be touching. With time, this repetition 

makes two surfaces appear. Only half of the material is visible, as the rest is covered by 

crossing threads. The material is always half-seen, half-unseen. Turning the material 

around, to look at the other surface, the other half of the material is visible. It looks similar 

but also different; the order of things inverted. A perpetual mingling fabricating a tissue, 

a text.  

 

 

This writing is turning out to become a MA thesis, in one way punctuating an artistic 

research taking place at the Institute for Applied Theatre Studies in Gießen over the 

course of three years. More significantly, it draws a space for a research on its own, 

weaving together interests from performative explorations and theoretical research that 

took place in various formats and constellations since before my starting this program. 

This research has been fed by areas, interests and relations; it is highly indebted and fully 

constituted by them. The way leading here has been walked together with many: people, 

sticky thoughts, words, books, objects, practices, materials, conversations. The list goes 

on. These relations have not only come to form the space in which I find myself able or 

interested to write or work artistically, but more significantly, they make up the space in 

Figure 1: warped looms in various colours and combinations. 
Figure 2: the finished weave with the weft inserted. The 
change of colour of the warp patterns the finished surface. 
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which I live. To mention a few along the way, I name Anna Lublina, for co-thinking when 

writing this text, as well as Amina Szecsödy, Rodrigo Andreolli and Chloe Chignell, with 

whom one of the paths forming this thesis was staked out through a process making a 

performance we’ve come to call warp. The process stretched over the course of a year, 

two months in 2020 and three weeks in 2021. I have always wanted to dedicate something 

to someone in print, but I cannot dedicate anything to anyone: this is written by all of you.  
 

Tracing the beginnings of this text is messy. One could be warp. It is with some friction 

that I contemplate on the relation between the time of this text and the time of that 

performance. Just as much as I don’t know for sure where one ends and the other begins, 

I’m also not interested in writing these pages as a retrospection. Rather, I invite the text 

to continue to walk along some of the paths that warp also walked down, following them 

further, deviating, curiously being led elsewhere, and to follow some which start off from 

another place altogether. In the end, I assume that these processes have been in 

conversation longer than any of my recognitions of their beginnings.  
 

In need for a particular structure that can hold the threads together, I turn to warp to figure 

as a warp for this text. I warp the loom with fragmented materials, memories of 

methodologies, practices and conversations from the process. In the meantime, I turn to 

the continuously growing and decaying pile of artistic and theoretical texts, which got 

stuck with me, tied up with my artistic interests and repatterned my ways of thinking. 

They traverse the warp on various levels and scales, weaving practical and theoretical 

processes together: this time with a particular motif in mind. The process unfolds as much 

as a doing as an undoing. In fact, it appears more of a re-weaving of things that were 

already in touch, yet brought to touch differently here, with an extended awareness of 

their boundaries and points of contact. Time and time again, the treads get messed up, 

and I find myself zooming in on yet another knot trying to decipher the threads’ 

entanglements. Apart, the warp and the weft are not necessarily that different. Brought 

together, they differ in direction and intention, jointly fabricating a third tissue in which 

they are indiscernible and fully dependent on one another. The weaving pattern is this 

interconnection of directions; the continuous alternation of up-down, right-left and 

vertical-horizontal required for different threads to make a surface. Its stability is the 

tension between these different directions: the supportive rhythm of the pattern, which 

also holds gaps, errors and holes. It’s these mistakes that interest me the most. They speak 
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of habit, record a moment of drifting and materialise thought pathways as the weaver 

finds a way to return to the pattern—a materialisation of the situation in the cloth. As I 

write, I turn the tissue around, to see how the materials appear from various sides, seeing 

the traces made by time, choices, accidents. I notice how things surface in this particular 

structure, making palpable new relations, or old relations in a new way.  
 

In the manner that my choreographic practice doesn’t make a vertical difference between 

materials—curious about the particular qualities, affects, entanglements, boundaries and 

implications of each material—I turn to writing, to the form of a text, inviting it to engage 

with a practice that plastically responds to the material encounter at hand: to receive from 

the text its individual response, rhythms, densities, times and places, its errors, blind spots 

and limits. This writing appears as a surface to think thoughts together and share it back 

with the web of thoughts that produced and situated that thinking in the first place. 

Wondering about the implications of the making of something inside the time of ongoing 

practice, this text fabricates a space to ponder knowledge production in dance and 

choreography in general and the craft and labour involved in the making of warp in 

particular. Understanding ‘making’ not as the production or discovery of anything new, 

but rather as a potential shifting of power relations, a suspension of something known, a 

performative disentanglement in order to try on other relations—minding the relation 

between what we compose, and what composes us. How do we acknowledge what is 

already here, moving, talking, and how do we join, or alter, that conversation? From my 

position as a performer, my way of working with choreography is from the inside, or the 

middle of things. I turn to performance as a time-based medium opening space for 

experience. I turn to the theatre as a place that gathers, and a situation to rehearse specific 

perceptions, attentions and ways of being together. I turn to choreography as a practice 

that engages hands on with material relations, and a way of thinking-with each medium 

and agent on stage. I turn to processes that make space for things to appear, and listen to 

what they have to tell me. I turn to dance as a practice of perception which troubles my 

ways of receiving and synthesising sensorial information. I turn to its ability to put things 

at stake, to stir up the settled dust of knowing, trusting that, with work, it will move my 

stance. I turn to darkness to trouble the hegemony of vision and the power we’ve given 

the idea of the objective, all-seeing, all-knowing vision in the modernity project. I turn, 

disorientated, excited to set my perception and imagination adrift. I turn to the body as an 

object of knowledge, a bundle of intelligences with agency, the site for the lived 
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experience of any and all structures and as a point of departure for shaking them up. I turn 

to the rhythm of weaving, curious about the attention it lends itself to. I turn to e-textiles, 

fabrics with technological capacities, curious about how they warp (in the sense of 

bending or twisting out of shape) the history of computing, technology, the sciences and 

art. I turn. I keep turning, to a new direction, to look back, to get dizzy. I don’t know what 

I’m doing most of the time in the studio, nor on the page, but I’m excited to stick around 

to notice. 
 

At the moment of writing, warp exists as a piece: it has been performatively cut off from 

a process to become a thing in itself, an object. Yet, as the pandemic postponed our 

premiere, this object is still to be shared with an audience. So, I’m writing in this space 

between inhale and exhale, between process and product, not holding my breath, but in 

an extended suspense which also holds the potential for the process to drift into other 

directions.  
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disappearing into the darkness together for awhile 
 

Click. And the light turns off. The space shifts into a warmer colour now without the 

florescent tubes. From a corner a voice speaks:  
 

Cixous: 
 

What we call the day prevents me from seeing. Solar daylight blinds me to the visionary 
day. The blaze of day prevents me from hearing. From seeinghearing. From hearing myself. 

Along with me. Along with you. Along with the mysteries.1 
 

The sun still beams through the windows, caressing the dark surfaces of the theatre, 

refracted in the glass windows, reflected off the dust as rays. But now I’m looking for 

darkness. Closing curtains, patching gaps. My eyes trace weaker and weaker lights, my 

hands cover up holes, cover tiny lights on technical equipment, making a kind of 

patchwork with the space. Covering the tiniest gap in the curtain has unexpected 

consequences. I stumble and grope. It gets dark, yet it keeps getting darker. My body 

adjusts and follows. For a brief moment the theatre is completely dark. 
 

This text begins here, trying to find its way inside a darkness that is cared for, fabricated, 

with intent and work, by hands trying to close out the light for a while. Just as the outlines 

starts appearing, I negotiate what its beginning should be. And before that beginning, 

what would have to end? I ended formal—it couldn’t accommodate the dark. I ended 

distance—it wasn’t the right measure. I ended objective—that separateness strikingly 

fictive in the dark. I ended linear—this wasn’t a saga of progress. I ended many attempts 

to enter darkness by writing. I tried form after form. But it wasn’t forms that were needed. 

I needed holes. Darkness, too, has its ways of seeping into bodies through holes and gaps. 

I had to let the text crack open, invite the dark to affect sense and senses. There are 

different words needed in the dark, things matter differently, and I was looking for them 

rather than listening. I was beginning to ponder darkness itself, its manifold identities, 

processes, metaphors, materialities and scarcities, drifting along the ways through which 

I was getting to know (through) the dark.  
  

 
1 Cixous, Hélène. ‘Writing Blind: conversation with the donkey.” In; Stigmata, Escaping texts, Oxfordshire 
& New York: Taylor & Francis e-library, 2005; p. 115 
 



 9 

 

Cixous: 
 

Night becomes a verb. I night. I write at night. I write: the Night. […] The Night is my 
other day.2 

 

And I read. And I had to learn to read in the dark. I tried reading the words aloud, to the 

dark and into the dark, listening to how the room would receive them. Listening to how 

the words made sense here. Listening to the space the words mapped between them. Then 

I had to find a way for the echo to reverberate within this text. Something had shifted. 

What mattered before, in the light, somehow didn’t matter as much anymore. There is 

something seismic with the dark, the very foundation of the ways in which we perceive 

reality can be shaken: the logics that structure it and the logics it structures, the systems 

that organises it and the systems it organises, the knowledges that validates it and the 

knowledges it validates, the orders that normalises and the orders it normalises.  
 

At first, I was busy with the metamorphoses of entering the dark. Then I had to find ways 

to orientate inside it. And those ways are necessarily many, and themselves obscure. 

There were things to learn, but mostly things to unlearn, in order to walk them. And I had 

to find a way to let the writing simply trail along, both of us without direction. Write, as 

the map was constantly redrawn as I moved inside it. Write, as my body shifted together 

with the surrounding. Write, as my perception moved to follow the processes. As thinking 

has it, my associations ran wild. The vastness brought many possible threads inside. To 

weave a walkable surface, I needed a whole bunch of threads. I brought a set of words, 

and traced from them specific threads of rather vast theories and discourses, leaving the 

majority of the ball of yarn behind. For now, they rest well held in the dark of a closed 

book.  

 
2 Ibid. 
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lights out 
 

Haraway: 
 

With who’s blood were my eyes crafted?3 
 

The dark makes apparent, through its own visibility, how lines of light and visibility 

dominate the production of reality. Since the Enlightenment and the beginning of 

colonialism, darkness has connoted immaturity, subconscious, absence, the unknown, 

primitive, occult, evil, blackness, death; whereas light signifies knowledge, reason, 

beauty, the law, progress, presence, truth, divinity, whiteness, life—to conquer the dark 

and disenchant the night. Modernity has co-opted a light-dark ordering of antithetic and 

hierarchical binaries, whilst mythologies and religions tell of a contrasting, 

complementary or cyclic relationship. The biblical beginning is a dark void from which 

god creates ex nihilo. Cosmogonies begin in formless darkness. Greek mythology’s 

Erebus (deep darkness, shadow) is the son of the primordial Chaos. Looking inside—

psychological darkness, looking down—the depths of the ocean trenches, looking up—

the dark matter of the universe, looking around—the metaphor, alive and well. These are 

dark times, it says. It says seeing is believing, it brings truth to light, as issues are 

illuminated and reflected upon, as it envisions the future. It calls for modern subjects to 

awake from their sleep-like states, for eyes to open to see clearly. These metaphors 

highlight (pun intended) how language is implicit in pursuing the modernity project. 

Linguistic structures are also spatial structures, and they organise our perception of reality 

and our orientation inside it. The past is behind us, the future in front, the good up, the 

bad down.  
 

What we can see is a fragment of the world. The limits of our perception in general (and 

diurnal vision in particular), shape the world we experience, to the extent that what is out 

of sight falls out of mind, into the shadows of our awareness, outside of language. What 

we learn to see, and what we learn not to see. The separation of darkness from light 

reflects the discourses and dispositifs that enhance and maintain exercises of power and 

the forming of epistemes.4 Darkness has a history and a uniquely modern form. 

 
3 Haraway, Donna: ‘Situated knowledges, The Science Question in Feminism and the Privilege of Partial 
Perspective,’ In; Feminist Studies, Vol. 14, No. 3, 1988; p. 585 
4 Foucault’s understanding of dispositifs, particularly the Panopticon, is written in terms of visibility and 
invisibility. Others, including Gilles Deleuze, have stressed the importance of the visible and the invisible 
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Ocularcentrism, the hegemony of the eye, dominates the Western paradigm of 

engagement with the world since the Renaissance. It extends from the here-and-now of 

contemporary Western culture, to the alignment of ‘eye’ with ‘I’ in the formation of the 

concept of self, to the disembodied eye of objectivity, to the equation of materiality with 

solidity, to the mimetic ideal of language to reality, writing as a reiteration of speech and 

speech as presence, to the beginning and ends of subjectivity tied to human 

exceptionalism in the eyes of god, all governed by transcendent illumination internalised 

as enlightened self-control. Our dependency on visual impressions renders light as safety, 

vigilantly lighting up the world around us. This permanent illumination and extension of 

the day, be it for economic purposes, control or safety, pushes the inhabitants of the night 

away. The light pollution it causes affects lives and ecosystems to the extent that the 

beginning of the Anthropocene, as suggested by biologist Johan Eklöf, could be pinned 

down to the invention of the light bulb. Nocturnal satellite images tell the story of the 

material and metaphorical illumination, and its continuous expansion in time and space 

causing energy waste, mass consumption and biological decay.5 I appreciate Eklöf’s 

respectful approach to the night, belonging to the myriad of nocturnal plants, animals and 

insects, reminding us that night is not a human’s world—in darkness we’re merely 

visitors.6 
 

These lights are strong, they gleam from many sources. And the theoretical, practical and 

artistic projects to counter, undo, redo, alter or revolt them are many. I join in, together 

turning off switch after switch, peeling off layer after layer. And this work requires a 

simultaneous crafting of alternatives.  
 

 

As we turn off the lights, and inhabit darkness, we cancel out vision as our most dominant 

sense of orientation. Letting the darkness come to us, our senses shift, and with it, how 

we filter and interpret the information we receive through them. As the light gets too low 

 
in Foucault’s thought: “Visibility cannot be traced back to a general source of light which could be said to 
fall upon pre- existing objects: it is made of lines of light which form variable shapes inseparable from the 
apparatus in question. Each apparatus [dispositif] has its way of structuring light [...] distributing the visible 
and the invisible, giving birth to objects which are dependent on it for their existence, and causing them to 
disappear.” Foucault, Michel. ‘What is a Dispositif?’ In; Michel Foucault, Philosopher: Essays, Trans. 
Timothy J. Armstrong, 1st ed. New York: Harvester Wheatsheaf, 1992; p. 160 
5 Eklöf, Johan. Mörkermanifestet, Om artificiellt ljus och hotet mot en uråldrig rytm, Stockholm: Natur och 
Kultur, 2020; p. 16 
6 Ibid., p. 18 
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for our photopic vision, our focused vision, the off-cells in the periphery of the eye take 

over. They have greater light-sensitivity, but don’t encode information regarding colour 

or the spectral composition of the light. Even in daylight our peripheral view is all black-

and-white. The image we fabricate in the eye is in colour due to the eye’s rapid 

movements and memory. As the light fades away, rhodopsin, the light-sensitive protein 

in the eye, slowly starts to build up. When the off-cells activate, we see more and more 

details in the dark, but in greyscale.7 Agamben called night vision a “particular kind of 

vision that we call darkness,”8 locating darkness in the eye itself, or as its own kind of 

vision, stressing the physicality of seeing as a bodily, muscular, neuronal and chemical 

endeavour. 
 

It takes the eye about 30 minutes to build up the protein after a day’s flood of photons. 

After about 40, we can orient in the dark. Any process that in daylight is performed 

habitually needs to be somewhat reconfigured, learnt anew. Walking, informed more 

from the pressure of the feet and the vestibular than vision. Reaching, more by tactile 

means and kinaesthesia. And it all collapses in an instant; one look into the light, and the 

eye has to start all over. Strong spots of light in the dark therefore have more of a blinding 

effect.  
 

The gene that makes us see is found in the dinoflagellate, a one-celled algae producing 

the protein rhodopsin. The chemical process of catching light is older that the eye itself, 

which was formed 540 million years ago.9 Rhodopsin is also the photoreceptor in many 

plants, regulating their circadian rhythm: the cell’s processes and behaviours in response 

to the shift between light and darkness. Seeing is a collaboration with ancient genes from 

infectious agents that still dwell in the so-called human genome. Very few genes are, in 

fact, particular to humans, and our anthropocentric gaze is already more-than-human. 

Acknowledging this already changes the view.  
  

 
7 Ibid., p. 47 
8 Agamben, Giorgio. ‘What is the Contemporary?’ In; “What Is an Apparatus?” And Other Essays. Trans. 
David Kishik and Stefan Pedatella, Redwood City: Stanford University Press, 2009; p. 13 
9 Eklöf; p. 40 



 13 

Coccia: 
 

We have no idea what night is, and we will never know, at least until we try to know the 
night through the night: by ceasing to project ourselves into it with our diurnal body, 

abandoning our obstinacy to want to inhabit it and explore it with the same organs, the 
same senses, the same ideas that make our day life possible. In order to know the night, it is 
necessary to transform our body, to create new organs of perception: we can see the night 
only by becoming night, becoming of the same substance of the time and space that now 

surrounds us, emphasising that we cannot enter the night without changing form.10  
 

I’m curious about how darkness makes a situation for encounters and experiences to 

appear otherwise, in the poetic potential of the dark. I’m not so interested in what darkness 

is, but quite curious about what darkness does, its performative effects and material 

affects. This is why I’m casually moving between darkness and night. My interest here is 

choreographic. There are differences between them, for sure, but that’s a topic for another 

text. In the night, it’s still the darkness inside that interests me. Some of my references 

approach the night as natural darkness in an age of artificial light. Others, a darkness that 

is already artificial. Yet, they all consider darkness as something that deserves more 

attention, and attention on its own right. The project is not to venture into the dark with 

the eye of the explorer, to comprehend or grasp it. Rather, it is about letting darkness 

come to me, and prepare my body to receive it. And then let it go. I invite this rather 

assorted assembly of discourses into this text, to see what their voices would bring to a 

study of the effects of darkness on bodies, perceptions, ecosystems and epistemologies as 

well as its performative potential in choreography.   
 

In warp, the darkness is approached as a performative agent, alongside others. It also 

plays part in forming (and countering) the dispositif of the theatre itself. Here, scores are 

considered as landscapes, points of departure for attention and experience to drift away 

from, into places always-already embedded in the body. I have gotten to know warp as a 

shy piece, one that prefers not to get too much directed attention, or rather, it seeks another 

kind of attention, away from itself. warp is, as its name suggests, that background 

structure, out of which a dark surface appears. Similar to a weave, the warp is not 

particularly visible, but it can be glimpsed it through the other materials from time to 

time, and it patterns the whole motif. 

 
10 Coccia, Emanuele. La Notte è Ancora Troppo Poco Notte, lecture notes, Trans. Google translate, revised 
by Livia Piazza, Autoscuola della Notte, Initiated by Aleppo—A laboratory for experiments in performance 
and politics, Curated by Daniel Blanga-Gubbay & Livia Andrea Piazza, Santarcangelo Festival 
Internazionale del Teatro in Piazza, 2016 
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A score, in my experience, acts as a membrane slowing down perception and processes 

of thought throughout the body to create a suspended space that shifts what choices are 

rendered possible. In a sense scores entail disorientation. They stir up the multiple maps 

with which I habitually move and navigate, troubled by what the score brings to the mix. 

Or, some maps might still be valid, but figuring that out requires testing them anew, and 

by then they’re already split open. It attunes attention to the situation at hand to learn to 

navigate and orientate inside it. The score embraces the potential for language, objects, 

things to shift perceptual orientations and scales. Being lost is always present, the 

moments of disorientation and orientation mix into each other to make some kind of 

ground, but this ground keeps moving, shifting, as orientation and disorientation aren’t 

stable states of being, but open and ongoing processes of becoming. A kind of 

sensemaking that arrives (and is constructed) through how I do things, how I encounter 

things that come to me, how I receive them, understand them against the background 

through which they arrive. The score will lead me to examine my interpretation of the 

situation that I’m in. Or was in. Entering it requires an ongoing commitment to let go of 

what I think I know, or immediately recognise, in order to encounter the difference it 

produces, which, in turn, opens the possibility that this situation might not be what I 

assume it to be. And that me inside it is not a pre-given, singular nor stable thing—I, too, 

will get stirred up in the process. This destabilisation leads me to question both the speed 

and validity of interpretation, and the score allows me to slow down and trouble the links 

between perception and interpretation. Letting go is a messy thing. My sensemaking is at 

stake: de-linking paths at the same time as new patterns are built. A score is an apparatus 

for unbuilding or building otherwise, a territory or workspace for things to come together 

in a specific way and, inside this gathering, to pay attention to what can grow out of it, 

and how. 
 

Often, the work in dance is attention: broadening or focusing awareness. And the score 

supplies attention with a setting and an organisation. Which also brings systems of 

valorisation and discrimination, maps to navigate through the storm of perceptual 

information at hand. Working is the ongoingness of a process that continuously puts 

things at stake, where whatever habits are cultivated through the process, whatever 

experience accumulated, keeps moving, keeps moving from past to present tense. Its 
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complexity offers itself as a textual landscape to move inside: a fictitious reality of 

change. It only asks for responsivity. The score’s commodious vitality carries questions 

over time, rather than answers them. 
 

Ulrika Berg, a dancer and once a teacher of mine, proposed the simple yet on-point 

example of a score: when dancing, instead of going fast, set the conditions for speed to 

happen. I paused. What conditions could make speed happen? What parameters or setting 

is required to enable speed? How do I need to arrange my body, join and distribute its 

forces, inertia, and weights, collaborate with gravity, use my breath, direct my attention, 

gaze, ride on the music, use it, join forces with other bodies in the room? There is no end; 

but a persistent question posed to the relationship between conditions and desires. How 

things emerge depends on their setting, in a rather theatrical sense, and this setting 

involves perspective. I let this resonate as an awareness of conditionality and situatedness.  
 

Instead of scores as an attention directing device, I’m here interested in scores that set the 

conditions for attention to drift away. The darkness became one possibility, itself a 

possibility,11 engaging with attention differently, not directing it but letting it go. Any 

centres of attention blurred. First, the score was as simple as turning off the lights, 

inhabiting darkness, and notice what appeared and disappeared, got stirred up, and 

confused. In all its simplicity, being in the dark became an initial and important score, to 

notice what I would notice in the dark, how darkness acted upon me, beyond me. With 

time, we detailed the score, articulating parameters one by one. In our bodies, by means 

of touch, human-human, human-object, human-material, to find ourselves in a state in-

between sleep and wakefulness, charging the body with sensations that would seduce us 

into states of drift and a perceptual metamorphosis. Curious about bodily sensemaking, 

dissociated from cognitive thinking, darkness unfolds a space to practice other logics and 

poetic ways of sensitising information. Where the external stimuli are so scattered that 

imagination fills in the gaps, all synthesising is, more obviously, a construction. 
 

 
11 Lepecki embarks on this path in his discussion of choreographic uses of darkness, drawing on Deleuze’s 
discussion of Beckett: darkness as the exhaustion the possible, beyond the combinatory pre-givens where 
“this darkness beyond becomes another name for full potentiality” Lepecki, André. ‘In the Dark,’ In; 
Singularities, Dance in the age of performance. New York: Routledge, 2016; p. 62 
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Sensemaking: An alignment, a specific configuration of information—emphasises that 

all knowledge is a made configuration; a specific way for things to come together to 

construct sense.  
 

Working with scores, as different to tasks, is to engage with the whole set of parameters 

that are involved in approaching something specific. Many times, the thing in question 

cannot be directly accessed or approached; things that are relational, things that are prone 

to emerge as by-product. They need the right background to arrive. (Like intimacy, for 

example, which becomes a mere representation of intimacy if it’s not allowed to 

potentially emerge out of a particular setting). The score can be such a background. And 

then the thing might, or might not, join you. Might not: a continuous doing inside a score 

also holds for deviation, departure, risk and error. It’s a process with an ethics inviting 

the possibility that the specificity you’re looking for won’t emerge. The score 

simultaneously writes an outside. A good score brings awareness to where its outside is 

produced, to what falls outside of its systems. This outside, what is left behind, is as 

important as what is rendered inside (even when neglected), as encounters with it play 

equal part forming what happens. Approached as a score, darkness itself becomes a set 

of parameters to return to, revisit, insist on, learn with, and from, and curiously question 

the relevance and limits of the knowledges we work out together. A score not to direct 

something pre-defined, but rather a specific way of opening the situation.  
 

warp is the fifth performance in which my collaboration with darkness has figured as a 

point of departure, so we have some kind of (brief) history together. The thrill remains, 

whilst I haven’t gotten to know darkness any better. The relationship has complexified 

with all the joys and frictions that entails. In the dark, I move towards a notion of 

performance that opens space for experience, one that doesn’t seek to direct or control it, 

but one that considers choreography a means of crafting a setting that invites and holds 

for experience(s) it can’t and won’t control.  
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situated disorientation 
 

Coccia: 

 
Now, astrology […] has always been a science of orientation […] Making the night even 

more night means giving up the suns, the closest stars, the daytime circuits, it means trying 
to push the earth out of the elliptical—or perhaps recognising that we are always outside 
the elliptical, in a space where the lines do not stop crossing each other, getting confused, 

separating, drawing unpredictable paths.12  
 

The darkness shifts—the world reappears around me. Things continuously shift together 

with darkness itself. The contours of my hands, the floor, the void, my thoughts, all that 

was familiar before, reassembled in this kaleidoscope of fragments. The gaps of vision 

filled with imagination, scales distorted, forms warped. A grayscale opens up, 

differentiation and contrast in the monochrome. Sealing my eyes outwardly, I gaze in the 

dark, eyes closed, to come closer the world beneath my eyelids. Opening my eyes, closing 

them. Things mix and plunge into one another.  
 

Merleau-Ponty: 
 

Night is not an object before me; it enwraps me and infiltrates through all my senses, 
stifling my recollections and almost destroying my personal identity. […] [I]t is from the 

heart of nocturnal space that I become united with it. The distress felt by neuropaths in the 
night is caused by the fact that it brings home to us our contingency, the uncaused and 

tireless impulse which drives us to seek an anchorage and to surmount ourselves in things, 
without any guarantee that we shall always find them.13 

 

The situation is quite confrontational. As the lit-up world obliterates, my perception, and 

knowledge about it, is put at stake. Phenomenology has sought to understand the body’s 

orientation in the dark through how it comprehends it in the day. But over time—through 

both duration and repetition—alternatives unfold.  
 

Phenomenology understands the relation between perception and reality through 

orientation: “the ‘here’ of the body, and the ‘where’ of its dwelling.”14 The starting point 

for orientation is the body as a horizon from which the world unfolds, through which 

turning is a means to know where we are, to know the place of things, enabling intentions.  

 

 
12 Coccia 
13 Merlau-Ponty, Maurice. Phenomenology of perception. Trans. Colin Smith. London & New York: Taylor 
& Francis e-library, 2005; p. 330-331 
14 Ahmed, Sarah. ‘Phenomenology of Whiteness’ In; Feminist Theory, Vol. 8, Nr. 2, London, Los Angeles, 
New Deli & Singapore: SAGE Publications, 2007; p. 151 
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Ahmed: 
 

“Horizons belong to the boundaries of the experienced environmental field. Like the 
‘edges’ of the visual field, they situate what is explicitly present, while in phenomena itself, 

horizons recede.” The horizon is not an object that I apprehend: I do not see it.15 
 

What we encode as our conscious understanding of the world is our relationship to it, our 

distance to an object, its size in relation to the size of my hand. Habitual knowledge about 

objects becomes embodied as reachability and graspability. Simultaneously, the 

embodied consciousness of the world forms our lived experience of inhabiting a body. 

“The body becomes present as a body, with surfaces and boundaries, in the showing of 

the limits of what it can do.”16 Every grasping of phenomena, without which there would 

not be social existence, has a horizon of experience; exteriorly as well as interiorly, of the 

inner details that are perceived to constitute the phenomenon. The existence of a horizon, 

and its diurnal verticality, enable perspective—the capacity to orient, enabling 

intentionality—an attitude towards others, things, space, through time, and 

simultaneously mark what is within reach and beyond it. “Intentionality enables our 

having projects; and projects enable reality-testing, whereby we perceive, somaticize, and 

embody the shaping of our contacts and relationships.”17 Visible horizons, though 

ocularcentric, draw both embodied vision and the limits of perception into one vector. As 

such, orientation is a relational and empirical knowledge, a becoming of body and world, 

which troubles objective knowledge through understanding consciousness as always 

worldly, situated and embodied.18  
 

Sara Ahmed’s phenomenological account begins by turning back to what is behind 

phenomenology, to draw attention to what we turn our back against as we turn to face 

something, relegating a ‘background.’19 The background implies, to Edmund Husserl, the 

familiar: that which falls into the background of awareness, which also affects what 

comes into view, and allowing it to be viewed, as well as a background against which an 

object came to arrive. According to Husserl, inhabiting the familiar produces a 

background for action, and as such, the familiar falls into invisibility. The background is 

 
15 Ahmed, Sarah. ‘Orientations: Toward a Queer Phenomenology,’ In; A Journal of Lesbian and Gay 
Studies, Vol. 12, Nr. 4, Duke University Press, 2006; p. 552 
16 Ibid. 
17 Handelman, Don. Epilogue: ‘Dark Soundings—Towards a Phenomenology of Night,’ In; Paideuma: 
Mitteilungen zur Kulturkunde, Vol. 51, 2005; p. 250 
18 Ahmed, Orientations; p. 544 
19 Ibid., p. 546 
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only ever co-perceived, formed by how dwelling spaces slip into the familiar by falling 

out of awareness, and how this involves a more general orientation towards the world and 

a body’s access to it; how a body takes up space, a body’s bearings. Through a temporal 

dimension of ‘background,’ a before, or past, Ahmed explores how backgrounds shape 

an individual’s arrival into the world. Simultaneously, she considers how spaces are 

formed through arrivals and behaviours within them. Over time, orientations—‘turning 

towards’—become ‘tending towards,’ as habits form through repeated behaviour. The 

bodily horizon is a sedimented and inherited history. 
 

Ahmed: 
 

Phenomenology helps us explore how bodies are shaped by histories, which they perform 
in their comportment, their posture, and their gestures. Both Husserl and Merleau-Ponty, 

after all, describe bodily horizons as “sedimented histories.”20 
 

Drawing on Marx’s ideas on how inheritance conditions how history is made, how 

conditions are inherited and given from the past, Ahmed describes how history is 

inherited not only through the genome but also through the work or labour of generations.  
 

Ahmed: 
 

 If history is ‘made of’ what is passed down, then history is made out of what is given not 
only in the sense of that which is ‘always-already’ there before our arrival, but in the active 

sense of the gift: as a gift, history is what we receive upon arrival.21  
 

Ahmed rethinks this inheritance in terms of orientations: a point of departure from which 

the world unfolds, determining a body’s space for action, perception and reach. In this 

way, spaces acquire the shape of the bodies that inhabit them, creating a circuit of habit, 

inhabitation and inheritance through which bodies and spaces shape each other.  The 

material, spatial, temporal, cultural and chemical conditions in which we are continuously 

embedded mould patterns and sculpt shapes. They form the background as a situation, 

from which we enter into situation. A body is inconceivable without the multitude of 

relations that also make possible the worlds it orientates within. 
 

Approaching orientation from the background of colonialism and Enlightenment, the 

phenomenological evaluation of left and right in phenomenology produces multiple 

 
20 Ibid., p. 552 
21 Ahmed, Towards a Phenomenology of Whiteness; p. 154, emphasis in original 
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meanings: what is considered right and what is left behind in their processes?22 In her 

project of decolonising knowledge, Seloua Luste Boulbina departs from the North pole 

as the reference point par excellence for orientation. Firstly, as a philosophical metaphor 

going back to Kant, drawing attention to the close relationship between space and body. 

To Kant, spatial orientation links to memory. His argument departs from being in a dark 

familiar room, in which he’s only able to orient by recalling his diurnal memory of it. If 

objects were to have been moved around “by a prankster” after nightfall, “one can no 

longer recognise oneself in what used to be a familiar environment.”23 We’ll come back 

to this idea later—that it’s oneself that becomes unrecognisable in the dark, through 

moments of disorientation. In the meantime, Luste Boulbina goes on to discuss the literal 

meaning of disorientation, and the mental geography of right and left, which produces 

differences as opposites. 
 

Luste Boulbina: 
 

This kind of physical, human, philosophical and political geography determines our 
common sense and viewpoint. To put it differently, we all have a camera obscura (a dark 
room) in which, despite the lack of light, we can locate objects, unless these objects have 
been moved by a prankster without our knowing. Isn’t there, however, always a colonial 

prankster who turned everything upside down? Is decolonization not a kind of 
epistemological reversal that moves what was once on the left side to the right side and 

transforms—axiologically—left into right?24 
 

If memory is tied to orientation, disorientation involves forgetting. Luste Boulbina 

explores a disorientation that forgets chronology and periodisation, considers time as 

progression without progress, brackets teleology and how it orients historical processes 

and saturates them with meaning consistent with implicit value judgements.25 To her, 

disorientation is a non-linear and subjective labour on the self, to lose one’s bearings, a 

means to renounce the right-left division that perpetuates a certain world order, which 

must be abolished in order to decolonise knowledge and power.26 
 
 

 
22 “If we were to think in this way, we would be able to move away from the terrestrial geography through 
which concepts such as high and low, and left and right, acquire their power and meaning. This is not a 
way of breaking free from the mental geography we’ve learned; it is a pictorial way of saying that our 
symbolic universe is infinite. What is transmitted, in this respect, is more powerful than what has been 
learned and taught, because it is less noticeable.” Luste Boulbina, Seloua. ‘Losing One’s Bearings: In praise 
of disorientation. On the necessity to decolonize knowledge.’ In; The Incantation of the Disquieting Muse. 
Berlin: The Green Box, 2017; p. 122 
23 Ibid., p. 118-119 
24 Ibid., p. 119, emphasis in original 
25 Ibid., p. 123 
26 Ibid., p. 120 
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Luste Boulbina: 
 

I believe we must learn to become disoriented and thereby to become decentered—from 
within ourselves and outside ourselves—in order to be able to reach out of regions of 

humanity long considered ‘backward’ by Europeans standards.27 
 

Ahmed’s phenomenology embraces the queer moments of disorientation “which involve 

not only ‘the intellectual experience of disorder, but the vital experience of giddiness and 

nausea, which is the awareness of our own contingency and the horror with which it fills 

us.’ Merleau-Ponty gives an account of how these moments are overcome, as bodies are 

reoriented in the ‘becoming vertical’ of perspective. A queer phenomenology might 

involve a different orientation toward such moments. It might even find joy and 

excitement in the horror.”28 The moments of disorientation also point towards the future, 

to possible deviations from the beaten path. Changing direction entails not knowing 

where some paths may bring us, and necessarily the risk (and potential) of getting lost. 

The very sensuousness of darkness, its moments of disorientation, spur different relations 

and orientations, perhaps radically so, to space, time and others. 
 

Ahmed: 
 

[A] queer phenomenology would function as a disorientation device; it would not 
overcome the disalignment of the horizontal and vertical axis, allowing the oblique to open 
another angle on the world. […] Queer would become a matter of how one approaches the 

object that slips away, a way to inhabit the world at the point at which things fleet.29 
 

Disorientation emerges in its potential to reorient bodies to objects, opening up pathways 

to see with another gaze. Darkness could be an act of sabotage, disorienting a predefined 

point of view. Shutting down ocular horizons, dimming them, blinding, the self becomes 

suddenly unstable; trajectories cut, hidden, derailed, to unfold differently. It’s an occasion 

to challenge common modes of knowledge, break with epistemological paradigms, 

warping that all-seeing vision, to create a situation in which imagination is not only 

possible but maybe even necessary. This moment of disorientation requires unmapping, 

unlearning and getting lost. Unlearning not only forms of knowledge but also how 

knowledge comes to be, through circulation and collaboration. This is less of a process 

than a kind of labour. Walk off the well-lit beaten path, let go of the mapped-out 

perspectives, to trail along the ones deviating from the normative and habitual into an 

entropic feedback loop of difference. My eyes gain another vision, my body 

 
27 Ibid., p. 118 
28 Ahmed, Orientations; p. 566 
29 Ibid. 
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metamorphosing, and through this labour, required by the dark, the darkness gifts other 

perspectives, other orientations, from which the world unfolds.  

 

Entering the dark is an uncanny becoming of body and world, a becoming without a 

specific end, working and walking in any and all directions. I plunge deeper into the 

workings of my perception. Expanding my vision of things, where vision is understood 

as a relational and collaborative activity, and all these ties, strings, inter-dependencies 

become more visible to vision itself. Through the moments of disorientation, things begin 

to move. The dark makes clear that the world we receive was already warped, to then 

again twist our perception of it. Warping in a manifold sense: twisting or distorting 

perception, to arranging another structure for it to cling to, to then twist it again, adrift 

inside it. It’s an open and open-ended process. A more speculative attunement, saturated 

with imagination. A “gestural disorder, a disruptive choreography that opens onto the 

meaning of things.”30 

 

 
 

  

 
30 Fred Moten in Lepecki; p. 78 
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seeing in the dark 
 

Bogard: 
 

We like to think that darkness “falls,” as though it were like snow, but as the earth turns its 
back to the sun darkness actually rises from the east to wash and flood over land and sea. If 

you’ve ever stood at dusk and seen a gloaming on the eastern horizon, as though clouds 
were gathering, a thunderstorm brewing, that’s what you’re seeing—the earth’s shadow as 

we rotate into it.31 
 

In language, the night always falls, never rises; the day always breaks, never falls. But 

actually, the night rises from the east, the earth’s shadow as we rotate into it. As we move 

into the dark, the human body, too, falls with the night, into horizontality, into itself, into 

sleep, stillness, non-consciousness, drifting along the sensuous trajectories of elsewhere 

and elsewhen. And that’s when the nocturnal takes over: my body entering, and being 

entered by, different dimensions of being, a different sensuousness as darkness seeps 

within me. Seeing (in) the dark changes my behaviour and movements, requiring me to 

pay attention otherwise, tuning myself through other senses to receive information about 

that which I, in the daylight, identify as other or external. The darkness surrounds me, 

circludes me, enters me, confuses my bodily borders. Immersed in darkness, now I was 

getting lost in it, disoriented. I paused, to notice what was stirred up.  
 

Lepecki: 
 

Massumi’s account of total vision is the opposite of a totalitarian vision: it is rather vision 
as immanent becoming, full visual potentiality. One of the results of this self-abstraction is 

a sense of utter disorientation, since space becomes itself again, a multiplicity detached 
from any exterior coordinates that make it striated, orientated, and subordinate to pre-given 

perceptual-symbolic grids.32 
 

In the dark I can’t perceive the world as I think I know it. Painting taught me this: to let 

go of what I think I know something looks like, in order to be able to see it—with, of 

course, the objective to depict it more realistically. Yet it confronts me with how pre-

conceived knowledge interferes with vision; recognition trumps seeing as letting-be-seen, 

that I see my own projected assumptions, pre-conceived ideas and classifications before 

the scene at hand. It’s an inattentional blindness. Like when you’re looking for a blue 

book in the bookshelf, but you can’t find it because what you’re looking for is actually 

not blue, but green. It brings out the limits of vision and how it’s imbued with power and 

 
31 Bogard, Paul. The End of Night, Searching for natural darkness in the age of artificial light, 1st ebook 
ed. New York: Little, Brown and Company, Hachette Book Group, 2013; p. 6 
32 Lepecki; p. 69 
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complicit in its alignment with knowledge. Light also blinds, or illuminates, only parts of 

the senses. Expectation—that kind of anticipation of the past—is undermined in the dark. 

Here, perception opens to what appears.33  
 

Taking darkness not in the sense of absence of light or the impossibility of seeing, but in 

its materiality, the dark appears more tangible, my situation and entanglements more 

apparent to me in the dark than in the clarity of visual space. The world doesn’t stop 

existing in the dark, it’s just my perception of it that’s challenged. Nor is the dark as much 

a lack of vision as the appearance of another vision, telling: some things are seen only in 

the dark. Or, “in pitch darkness, we at least see darkness.”34 
 

Didi-Huberman calls snippets of things or events that appear before the eyes ‘glimpses.’ 

Things that appear on their way to disappearing, a glimpse never lasts very long.  
 

Didi-Huberman: 
 

I use the term ‘glimpse’ when the thing that appears leaves, before it disappears, something 
like the trail of a question, memory or desire. This is something that lasts a little longer than 

the apparition itself—an after image, an association […]35 
 

Seeing glimpses requires another vision, one that doesn’t capture or hold, but a gaze that 

lets the seen be immediately released. It is to see a little less well. To glimpse, is rather to 

see in passing, to see something just before it disappears, “a being barely seen, half seen, 

already lost.”36 If Ahmed articulates the queer moments of inhabiting the world at the 

point in which things fleet, Didi-Huberman’s proposes an accompanying vision. 
 

Didi-Huberman: 
 

To see would be to use our eyes to know something real. To look at would be to involve our 
seeing in the economy of desire. To glimpse would be to catch mid-flight, within the real, 

something that has encountered—suddenly affirmed or suddenly contradicted—our desire. 
In reality, of course, everything is a lot less straight forward.37  

 
33 I draw here on Vinciane Despret’s practice of going visiting, which is to open for the possibility that 
something interesting is about to happen in an encounter rather than assuming pre-established conceptions 
or expectations of what is to be found, learnt or seen. Instead, visiting is about learning to be affected, to 
listen, to learn, to ask interesting questions, and making things interesting. See Despret, Vinciane. ‘The 
Becoming of Subjectivity in Animal Worlds’ In; Subjectivity, 2008, Vol. 23, Pelgrave Macmillan Ltd, p. 
123–139 
34 Sorensen, Roy. Seeing Dark, The philosophy of shadows, 1st ed. New York: Oxford University Press, 
2008; p. 240 
35 Didi-Huberman, Gerorges. ‘Glimpses. Between Appearance and Disappearance’ In; ZMK. Zeitschrift für 
Medien und Kulturforschung, Vol. 7, No. 1, 2016; p. 109 
36 Ibid. 
37 Ibid., p. 111 
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What complexifies glimpsing in practice is, on the one hand, the fact that we have two 

eyes, and hence, multiple and moving, each visual event is already composed of at least 

two things, two events. Second, the fact that desire is complicated by the problem of time: 

“the fact that we do not see anything or desire anything in the ideal element of the pure 

present. Everything we look at, everything we desire is complicated by time, is implicated 

in the complications—conflicts, erasures, traces, etc.—of time.”38  
 

Didi-Huberman’s notion of image is itself a glimpse, and it’s differentiated from the 

horizon—as is the gaze they each make possible. The image is a body that calls the body 

of the seer, summoning a sensation, or the sensation the image makes you summon. 

Against Plato’s accusation of the image “bearing or producing error or illusion,”39 Didi-

Huberman understands images rather as a vehicle of “something like a non-knowledge,”40 

not of ignorance or obscurity, but a non-knowledge that is imagined, thought and written. 
 

Didi-Huberman:  
 

[I]t becomes the night that moves, where faint glimmers pass and fill us with wonder in the 
dark, and make us want to see them again. Like fireflies when they make the summer night 

flicker, for example. We must hypothesise, therefore, that the relationship of non-
knowledge to knowledge—like disappearance to appearance—is something other than one 
of simple privation: it is rather a relationship of point of view. We can thus hypothesise that 
non-knowledge is to knowledge what the firefly is to the light or what a small image is to 

the wide horizon.41 
 

Didi-Huberman puts the eye to work in different ways: in its expansion to take in the wide 

horizon “that stretches, immense and immobile, beyond us”42 or the directing attention 

towards the image “that passes, tiny and mobile, close by us in the night.”43 The image 

and the horizon simultaneously make some things, and others not, able to be seen. 
 

Didi-Huberman: 
 

The little fireflies give form and glimmer to our fragile immanence; the “fierce spotlights” 
of the great light devour all form and all glimmer—all difference—in the transcendence 

of the final ends. Giving all our attention to the horizon means rendering ourselves 
incapable of looking at the slightest image.44 

 
38 Ibid.  
39 Ibid., p. 112 
40 Ibid. 
41 Ibid., emphasis in original 
42 Ibid. 
43 Ibid. 
44 Didi-Huberman, Georges. Survival of the Fireflies, Trans. Lia Swope Mitchell, 1st ed. Minneapolis: 
University of Minnesota Press, 2018; p. 61 
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As a project to disenchant the world, Enlightenment also disenchanted the gaze. Didi-

Huberman talks about the instability of images, but also about how a firefly-knowledge 

of memories and cultural historical values gets lost in the blinding spotlights of consumer-

capitalism. It is again a matter of perspective and orientation, as Didi-Huberman suggests; 

it’s not that the fireflies have disappeared, it’s the disenchanted gaze becoming unable to 

see them.45  
 

Cixous: 
 

I must escape from the broad daylight which takes me by the eyes, which takes my eyes 
and fills them with broad raw visions. I do not want to see what is shown. I want to see 
what is secret. What is hidden amongst the visible. I want to see the skin of the light.46  

 

I read glimpsing as a double movement: to see a little less well is at the same time is to 

see more, through “[t]ouching the edge of the unknown that sharpens the senses.”47 

Beyond the sharp image of disclosure, in the blurry edges, it sees also the operations of 

seeing, in its limits and flaws. To glimpse is a drifty vision, in terms of both the operation 

of the gaze itself and in the relationship between the thing seen and the one seeing. As 

such, this drifty vision immerses both the seer and the seen in a flow which also 

disorganises their relationship. Seeing in the dark becomes letting-be-seen, a vision that 

lets the seen come to the eye, the glimpse is also its trace, an echo reverberating in the 

body of the seer. A more haptic gaze, and the hapticity is always reversible: it touches the 

seer and the seen both, they touch each other.  
 

In a glimpsing manner, I try to move my mind’s eye and attention away from the form of 

that metaphorical spotlight. My imagination is trained under the metaphor of vision, I 

also gaze upon the insides that my eyes cannot see. My imagination imagines in images. 

I feed it fictions. I lend myself to darkness to challenge my perception, force my mind’s 

eye to rest, seduce it to metamorphosize. Sensations storm me, inform me, my attention 

drifts. It is not only what we pay attention to that determines what we perceive, but more 

precisely how we pay attention. I say pay attention. It is an economy, and where our 

attention goes, someone profits. They directed it there in the first place. How we see 

defines what is to be seen. How we listen defines what is to be heard. How we think 

 
45 Ibid., p. 12 
46 Cixous; p. 115 
47 Solnit, Rebecca. A Field Guide to Getting Lost. New York: Penguin Books, 2005; p. 18 
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defines what is to be thought. How we feel defines what is to be felt. Attention is, broadly 

speaking, a state of apprehension of information, a system of insourcing information from 

the world into a receptive body, where it’s processed and interpreted. All these ‘how’s 

are where dance engages with the relational and continuous labour of perception. I’m 

curious as to how darkness can disorganise, or sabotage, its patterns of continuity. 
 

Oliveros:  
 

As we listen, the particles of sound decide to be heard. Listening defines what is sounding. 
This relationship is symbiotic. As you listen, the environment is enlivened. This is the 

listening effect.48 
  

 
48 Oliveros, Pauline. Deep Listening, A Composer’s Sound Practice, New York, Lincoln & Shanghai:  
iUniverse, Inc., 2005; p. 40 
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inverted and interwoven perspectives 

 

A stage is swimming in a deep blue colour. It blurs the edges of the floor, spreading 

ocean-like around you as you enter. It’s filled with morphing tones and deep vibrations. 

As you find your seat, you feel it reverberate through the tribune and your body. The blue 

slowly fades, the sounds empty out. Darkness surrounds you. Soon, a light starts 

appearing, above you, lighting you up. As its intensity increases, you start to see 

something far away from you in the dark.  
 

The first time we met in the studio, I brought a big piece of reflex fabric for us play with. 

We turned off the lights and lit up a torch. A reflex is also darkness in this sense: casting 

all light off of itself. Rather soon the reflex fabric unfolded a problem of perspective. 

Here, distance entered. The fabric’s propensity to reflect is in the far distance. Not in its 

proximity, where it disappears. Its reflective capacity is relational, it reveals itself by 

reflecting light off of its surface. Its intimacy stretches across space. It performs this in a 

particular relationship and setting, a precise alignment required between the parties 

involved, the reflex, the light, the eye. No, not the eye. The retina, the dark field against 

Figure 3: Picture from the performance warp. Weaves made by reflective fabric and yarn together with non-reflective 
fabrics. On the floor you glimpse a bigger cloth of reflex. 
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which optical light figures. The light would have to align the surface of the retina with 

the surface of the fabric, for the reflex to appear as a phantasmagoria between the two. 
 

The darkness begins the performance, after which light enters, slowly illuminating the 

tribune from above. The audience sit in a dim light whereas the stage in front of them 

remains dark, an inversion of the theatre dispositif. Right as the audience’s light 

disappears, the adaption on a muscular level of the eye makes it feels like the eye 

swallows the darkness. The first darkness is thick, surrounding, proximate, as if it’s taking 

place in the eye itself. As the audience lights fade in, small glimpses of light appear 

momentarily before vanishing again: they are glimpses of reflexive materials revealed 

from inside our clothes. The glimpses appear across the width of the darkness, scoring 

your eyes to move to follow them. The moments in the light are dark too. Small glimpses 

of light move and morph, suspended in the void. Contrast vision is enhanced by 

movement, the reflexive pieces grow brighter and brighter, the darkness shifts. And in 

the end, you’ve shifted, too. Able to see in the darkness, it’s maybe even more dark, but 

so is your vision. 
 

The respiration between light and dark continues throughout the hour of the performance, 

sometimes fading for minutes, other times by a clean cut. For long durations the audience 

gaze into complete darkness. The changes in light reveal how the reflection works: what’s 

in front of you is not lit up by itself, but rather reflects the light above you back creating 

the image in front of you. With this I mean, it situates the perspective of the gaze, 

reflecting the operations of your own gaze and your subject position. We placed the 

audience right at the edge between the dark stage and the (at times) lit-up tribune, on the 

cusp between light and darkness, with the possibility to lean in and out. Or to weave the 

realities and perspectives together. I extend that movement into this text, to multiply the 

points of view that narrate the performance. 
 

The inversion of the dispositif happened as a response to the properties and agency of the 

materials in question. The activation of the apparatus was a decision made by the textiles 

themselves: this was the situation they wanted. The reflex fabrics caused the whole theatre 

to reverse itself, gently forging new relations in order to perform themselves. We simply 

listened as the materials responded; letting the process and enquiry follow their lead, 

making space for the objects to set the direction and even make decisions.  
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warp is a collaboration between (an inconclusive list): 

4 weaves, approximately 2.5 x 2.5 meters each embroidered with conductive threads  

4 touch sensors  

4 Raspberry Pi computers storing sounds 

4 speakers and 4 power banks 

30 meters of reflex fabric divided into one 12m x 3m fabric, one 5m x 1.5m  

and one 5m x 1.5m shredded in the middle, still connected at the ends 

8 PA speakers, and a soundscape panning in-between them 

12 LED profiles and 4 halogen profile projectors 

4 human performers: Amina, Rodrigo, Chloe and myself 

You 
 

We pondered the various relationships at play. Part prosthetic, part parasitical, part mask, 

part assemblage, part container and contained, our collaborations with the cloths 

suggested new embodiments, movements and becomings. The human figure disappears 

under the fabrics, in the dark, to appear in another way through the surface of the textiles. 

The textiles disappear inside our clothes, into the dark, into each other, by turning inside 

out. Sometimes you recognise the organisation of a human form, or an organisation of 

movements read as human, underneath the layers of cloth, revealing the mechanics of it 

all. Other times fragmented silhouettes appear in a strange way, revealed yet made strange 

at the same time. As there is no measure for scale, any recognised form appears warped 

and distorted. There is a rhythm through which the human figure appears; revealed and 

made complex at the same time. A set of hands seem huge, appearing as negatives against 

the reflex, displaced voices whisper from the weaves or in the dark, a sudden silhouette 

in a glowing cave. Other times still, the relation is simply pragmatic, us reorganising the 

fabrics.  
 

We share our imaginations with each other. What we see in the fragmented images, 

fabricated fictions which we feed back to our doing. What we see in the complete 

darkness, as the textiles appear as inverted shadows, almost glowing. Deep-sea creatures 

and monsters living below the Mesopelagic zone in the eternal night of the oceans, where 

light is only visiting. Bioluminescent creatures forming a posse coming to get you, planets 

and landscapes being sucked into black holes, heavy mammals, tectonic movements, 

squids, larvae, lava, fireflies, No-Face, ghosts, slugs.  
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Mostly, these figures move through various shapes, morphing, to spark readings, 

interpretations and the attention drifts, to imagine a plurality of fleeting figures in the 

images you glimpse. The gaps in-between the glimpses of images, or the moments of 

darkness, or in-between the image and the sound, quest for the audience’s imagination to 

enter and co-fabricate. The incompleteness and indiscernibility necessitate for the 

audience to complete the image or narrative with their imagination. As if instead of 

watching clouds in the sky you’d be watching them in the dark. With time, as one’s 

knowledge of the thing accumulates, the imagination might wander into new directions, 

feeding off experiences and memories of what has been. Sometimes, the break in rhythm 

or form gives the audience more knowledge about the situation which gives the 

imagination new possibilities while also sparking a retrospective renegotiation of what 

has been. Like a recalibration of your interpretation now that you have more information. 

Yet, it’s all fragmented, incomplete. The ways that materials emerge and disappear are 

multiple, but many times it all falls out-of-sight. It fragments continuity into images, 

glimpses. And other senses and scales of perception pick up in the gaps.  
 

By materials I mean: textiles, humans, practices, reflections, sounds, tasks, and affects all 

of which are open-ended processes that differ with each performance. One possibility is 

that the materials’  presences appear move vivid or loud by continuously disappearing 

before you. The dark forms the condition for the work’s visibility, the continuous darkness 

surrounding them on stage, and the total darkness as all lights turn off. And in the dark, 

Figure 4: Still from documentation. A first glimpse of a human form appears—silhouettes of hands against the reflex 
fabric. 
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the materials appear differently. The fabric’s tactility, patterns and materiality appear in 

different ways through the various shades of light and darkness. The darkness allows the 

reflex to become something else inside it. The cloths simply reflect light back. Beyond 

the ocular, inside the visually unstable or unsettled, the materials appear differently, more 

like apparitions, or another glimpse. Sometimes the weaves only appear through the 

sound they make. In one scene we change the colour of the light over the audience to the 

same blue that the whole space was filled with when they entered. Changing the colour 

of the light makes the reflex blue, and the materials appear to have changed colour, but 

it’s the same optical effect at play. The image saturated with the colour of the light 

reflected on it by reflecting it back. The blue is not in the reflex but in the eye. 

Another perspective: With all parameters combined, warp makes a surface for seeing 

what reflects back from what you reflect. Any surface is a balance of reflection and 

absorption. A reflex’s surface closes itself in a particular angle to total reflection without 

absorption. It shields off all light, dispersing it in multiple directions. A moon, not 

glowing in itself, yet it casts its reflection as a monochrome night.  

There are several darknesses at play. And each of them transforms during the course of 

the performance, the darkness itself is never fixed. Apart from hiding in the dark and 

reflecting lights, materials hide behind each other, cover one another, and there’s a 

darkness in-between them. Even when the lights are on. The constant contact or closeness 

between us and the objects foreshortens the horizon of the human body, limiting the sight 

Figure 5: Still from documentation. Mid-show the audience light turns blue. 
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to create a narrower view, making a kind of darkness, a micro-world of permanent dusk. 

That nearness also scores our bodies’ intentionality and trajectories. At first sight, limiting 

them. With practice, we found variation in the trajectories made possible in their stance. 

Over time, their disposition (of trajectories in a phenomenal sense) grew more and more 

complex. Not quite a mask, but still, the textiles offer a reduction of external stimuli, and 

maybe a shift of the internal, too, by depriving the visual. 
 

Another perspective: Underneath the surface in touch with the materials, we’re in slow 

and constant movement; drifting. Scored in various ways, the relationships between us 

are covered by the cloths but also, in the permeability of the textiles, seep through to the 

audience. For the most part of warp the audience's night vision doesn't have the time to 

fully build up—we make sure of it—but their eyes are at constant work; multiple, moving, 

adapting to the shifting intensity of light. Gently pushed to recognise itself (even not-

seeing appears to the eye as seeing). The audience have to work to receive the piece, the 

effect, the illusion, the imagination. Each resetting of night vision makes the darkness 

darker, and the contrast stronger. In the sense of bodies being covered, from the outside, 

the assemblage makes a surface for the audience’s reflection and drift. In the sense of 

being permeable, information from the inside seeps through. You don’t see our drift, but 

you see the effects of it, metamorphosed through the textiles, making a surface to incite 

another drift for the audience. These two layers of drifting, as a negotiation between us 

and the materials, on stage, and a negotiation between the stage and the audience, are both 

mediated by the textiles. I play with the idea of imagining the textiles as a plastic and 

vibrant fourth wall that is simultaneously a backdrop, a mask, a costume and a performer. 

(warp is also the first time I make a frontal piece. But the front is also a handmade rag 

rug spending most of the time in the dark.) Any human form that appears is silhouetted, 

our bodies producing a negative, a shadow not on the surface of the reflex but in the light 

that reflects back. Or: the front is the back, a ghostly inversion, to face the audience. A 

body or body-part appears as a negative against the reflex, puncturing a hole in the image 

(see figure 4). 
 

Another perspective: We form multiple bodies together. Where does one body end and 

another body begin? The body constitutes a border, but still there is porousness to the 

threshold. We venture on an exploration where movement and form are re-negotiated in 

this touch, as a drifting of both attention and form. Together materials become a body that 
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is both less and more than the sum of its parts.49 A human-textile assembly, a surface to 

negotiate their internal differences, the body they make together, where a thing ends, 

where another thing begins. The movement material is heterogenous, and various 

qualities appear throughout the duration of the piece. The weaves are in a constant 

metamorphosis.  
 

Exploring perspectives: A multitude of singular perspectives. We expanded ours, to feed 

our understanding of the situation. From the dark of the stage, the space is somewhat 

illuminated. If looking, we can dimly see each and every single one in the audience whilst 

the lights are on. We wove these experiences together, taking turns alternating between 

the activity of the visitors and that of the performers (‘outside’ and ‘inside’ would not be 

the proper words here). This alternation became our methodology: to multiply our 

perspectives and weave them together, to understand the materials and score from many 

sides, and get another point of view from which to understand our perspectives as part of 

a larger dramaturgy. This combined doing sparked imaginations in us: we proposed some 

of them back to the materials, proposing specific directions, scenes or images. We tried 

them and continued with our weaving.  
 

An open question: Is the theatre dark or lit up? What is its state of being turned on, and 

off? We had a discussion one morning and I realised I hadn’t really given it much thought. 

I just knew I preferred to spend time in its darkness. The darkness on stage is both fictive, 

in the sense of constructed, and real (have you entered a theatre when everything is turned 

off?) but never absolute: as the apparatus turns on, the many apparatuses that inhabit the 

theatre turn on, too. Small displays, communicative lights and exit signs all play part in 

fabricating a darkness that is highly individual and characteristic to any particular stage. 

And many times, not even that dark. Inhabiting it, we melt them into the background, 

fabricating darkness as vision, directing our attention to the spaces in-between which 

appear even darker as the eye uses the lightest point as reference. But soon this light 

pollution is enough to see in the dark. My interest in darkness derives from its multiple 

 
49 I draw here on the idea of hyposubjects as developed by Timothy Morton and Dominic Boyer. The 
hyposubject replaces the hypersubject as the companion to the hyperobjective era. Being less than the sum 
of its parts, hyposubjects inhabit multiple pasts, presents and futures. Rather than transcendent subjectivity 
(rising above relations), they are subscedent (moving toward relations). In a time of apocalyptic 
hyperobjects, the hyposubjects are the subjectivities of the Anthropocene. Boyer, Dominic & Morton, 
Timothy. Hyposubjects: on becoming human, 1st ed. London: Open Humanities Press, 2021 
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textures, spaces and subjectivities it unfolds. Sheltering, circluding, obscuring, 

threatening, dangerous, erotic, comforting, uncanny, scary, dense and small or 

commodious and endless. If light is the fastest thing scientists know of, what they turn to 

as a technology for speed, the dark is slow. The dark holds for other rhythms, time moves 

slower, leaving space for reflection and conversation, intimacy and closeness.  
 

Pondering the ontology of darkness in the theatre, the theatre is above all an apparatus for 

seeing and making visible. Its darkness is a means to make a spectator forget about the 

space, their own body, especially those around them and even the darkness itself.50 

Against that darkness, an illusion can be made.  
 

Against that background, the illusion is mimetic. Approaching performance in the dark 

suggests a momentary disruption of performance as a primary visual medium of self- and 

re-presentation and dance as radical presence. It interferes with the theatre as an apparatus 

for seeing and making visible. The difference is that the occasional light source is directed 

at the seer rather than the thing being seen. The thing seen is made visible through the 

echo of the light, reflected off the audience and tribune to the dark stage. Making the 

optical apparatuses visible, twice: in the case of the theatre and of the eye. A third time, 

more phenomenological, reversing the terms of visibility. Seen first, then seeing. Seeing 

yourself seeing. Not a disembodied view seeing everywhere from nowhere. There is a 

paradox at play. The light is needed for the piece to be experienced in this reflective 

dimension. Yet, the experience is still one of darkness, and the situation different from 

that transcendental or an authoritative principle organising the field of appearances. 

Instead, it’s only ever an indirect visibility caused by a double reflection: off the audience, 

back at the audience. The bodies and materials constantly remain in the dark. But the 

audience can visually glimpse them, visit them, by their moments in the field of light, of 

visibility. The scene is always a reflection of their visibility.  

 

And then later: A dim moon-like light enters together with the audience’s lights. It gleams 

on a part of the stage, the weaves and two bodies appear—they were always there, but 

this direction of light makes it visible—that lay underneath. Two other human-weave 

couples are still inside the reflexive dimension. Layered glimpses. Lying underneath the 

 
50 Elcott, Noam M. Artificial darkness, An Obscure History of Modern Art and Media, Chicago & London: 
University of Chicago Press, 2016; p. 14 
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weaves, we touch them, licking our fingers to make ourselves more conductive as copper 

threads activate small speakers within the weaves. Turning the weaves on in their 

capacitive properties, they make a cacophony of sounds, whispering a weave of words 

mixed with nocturnal sounds. We crawl out and on top. The ground crumbles, as if the 

whole landscape is sucked backwards, before they disappear back into the dark. The 

beginning reverses, the performance undoes itself; the image disappear in the middle of 

the darkness. And then appear as glimpses of light again, dispersing. During the course 

of the hour, darkness shifts together with the metamorphosis of vision and the eye itself. 
Ingold:  

 
[…] the power of the imagination lies not in mental representation, not in a capacity to 
construct images in advance of their material enactment. Imagining is a movement of 
opening, not of foreclosure, and what it brings forth are not endings but beginnings.51 

 

Another perspective: In the absence of external images, we create our own, internal ones 

by means of imagination. The inversion continues to take its place in the full-body 

imagination of the audience, in the virtuality of imagination. The lights are turned on to 

activate the apparatus differently, placing the audience at the edge of visibility, literally 

as well as metaphorically at the edge of vision, to practice spectatorship differently. 

Rather introspectively. Immersed in darkness, the distinction between real and imaginary 

might not be that relevant, they coincide; the scripted and imagined co-fabricate. The 

cloths become saturated with glimpses of virtual imaginations woven together with actual 

 
51 Ingold in Rougeaux, Alice. ‘Drifting,’ In; Vagabondi Efficaci, 250th ed. Ed. Constanza Candeloro & 
Émilie Ferrat, Vilnius: Offset Printing House KOPA, 2019; 157 

Figure 6: Still from documentation. Chloe and I playing the weaves. 
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images. The piece is a score for the audience, initially directing and distracting attention 

by moving glimpses in the dark, to become a landscape to drift inside, a situation to drift 

away from. 
 

The situation is shared. Coming together in the dark brings a vulnerability, it’s atmosphere 

can shift easily, a certain inter-dependency is at stake. In the moments when the lights are 

on, the audience gets confronted with their collectivity. Being visible is interpolated with 

anonymous strangers becoming visible too. Their overlooked choreography—bodily and 

social—glimpses in the field of vision.  
 

Coccia: 
 

If the day makes the world solar, visible, public, the theatre par excellence of exteriority, 
night is the space of interiority. But interiority ceases to be a psychological measure, but 

once again metaphysical. The interiority produced by the night is not the form and structure 
of consciousness: it is not an individual, human, local fact, but a universal and general 

phenomenon.52 
 

Another perspective: The space is in constant vibration from the sound of a drone. A 

composition of electronic sounds, associative and atmospheric; technological and 

nocturnal move across eight speakers in the room, a multi-speaker panning to disorientate 

the location of the sound, to bring the audience with it. Even if we don’t have a very 

developed sense of echolocation, sound stratifies a space, outlining its contours and our 

position inside it. Sound is about resonance, a response coming back, a relation with the 

surrounding, with other bodies. The soundscape echoes across the space, but its 

possibility for orientation gets warped through the multiple directions and movements at 

work. Then the sound moves to rather be located in the weaves. Displacing our voices 

into the objects, echoing between the weaves, they get new forms and readings. In the 

vibrating space all is moving, rendering space as something to be felt. Suddenly 

everything turns off. In the void they leave behind, their absence is loud. It makes a space 

to experience vague things, as well as things in their vagueness. It’s a shift between senses, 

between sense and nonsense through circuits of disorientation and orientation. 

Associative and textured sounds spark the imagination in various directions. Not so much 

a direction towards, as a moving away, a point of departure.  
 

 
52 Coccia 
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A subjective perspective: Fabricating an artificial darkness that is cared for, warp is 

something to hold on to as it accompanies me into, immerses me in, darkness. A darkness 

that enters my eyes, enters my body—by the end of the performance I feel part of it. My 

vision is different, as is my body, which now belongs a little bit more to darkness than 

light.  

  



 39 

body to body to body  
 

Behind the surface of the fabrics a somatic metamorphosis occurs, induced by the touch 

of the textiles, the memories they transmit, their textures, behaviours, inertia, the 

information that leak out of their bodies and into ours. A bodily drift, in a plastic sense, 

information and sensations temporarily align to form a body, then another, and another. 
 

Trained as a dancer and performer, my interests in dance tend to get me carried away, 

happily seduced by adventures and sensations which were always-already embedded in 

my body. The refinement of skill that my training entailed made these more palpable and 

present. Sensations seduce me, move me, and this is a skill I have acquired: discipline 

internalised to work at the level of desire. My training has provided me with a set of tools 

to acknowledge and enhance the movement my body is. I wake my senses up to be 

responsive.  
 

There was pleasure being on stage, but the intimacy of the moment with an audience also 

embarrassed me. Sometimes that was the thrill, the very thing the performing fed on. But 

another pleasure came from disappearing in a very particular way: disappearing behind 

the practice. Disappearing inside a collective body of which I was only a part. To me, 

dance has always been a social practice, both engaged and engaging. An alibi for spending 

time together, and more time than simply the time necessary. An endeavour to be carried 

out together, with other people, more-than-humans, materials; objects of knowledge 

whose boundaries are materialised by social interactions. In this setting, choreography 

becomes a means to construct these meetings and doings, to shift the boundaries from 

within, and the practice something to learn with, and from.  
 

In moments when there was no one to spend time with, I danced with echoes. Ghosts of 

bodies and dances kept me company. I found myself having many bodies: material 

memories of practices, techniques, dances—sensations, information, notions, parameters 

and experiences aligned in a particular way to fabricate a body on their own. They taught 

me to relate to dance differently, not through identification, but rather dissociation and 

disidentification. My subject and its verb required distance in order to come together, 

when dance could itself become a collaboration partner, with a body of its own. Both 

signifier and signified, yet the years that dance and I spent together made the sign spin 
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off to fill itself with more and more significations. Its body multiplied. I considered these 

bodies scores: as I visited them, a particular dance unfolded. Every time spent with a body 

altered it, complexified the score, put it in relation to more and more experiences and 

bodies. As such, these bodies carried this doing over time. Spending time with them also 

became about acknowledging the intimacy of that time with all other repetitions and 

practices that informed and shaped that particular moment. Further, they carried the 

potential of a particular undoing; recognising my body differently, always already plural, 

and with it, my sense of self had to change. Its contours blurred together with the notions 

that had previously kept it together. I turned to see all the objects around me. They kept 

my bodies company, seducing them into movement, operating as something to move 

from, with and through. A touch to be influenced by. A weight to carry. An impression 

to attune to. A body to wrap around. A form to yield with. They showed me new ways of 

moving, and with time, received me in forms that I didn’t know I missed. My bodies 

proliferated. My notion of a body and self exploded. 
 

Desiring company, I started to craft objects to dance with. They taught me different 

grammars and rhythms. Ways of making sense unfolded from them and orientated me in 

relation to them. I didn’t have a clear idea of what they would become, rather, they 

showed me along the way. The consequences were both subtle and not: my desires 

sparked a quest for new practices, relations, notions and skills. My attic was soon 

swamped. I noticed a curiosity towards mediums and methods I wasn’t previously 

acquainted with, or in some cases, mediums and methods I was acquainted with but didn’t 

have a professional relationship to. I moved between different materials. I stayed with 

textiles.  
 

Producing objects that in turn produce me, a chosen alliance with an apparatus that limits 

the range of available choices where, in my experience, there were too many. I inscribed 

desires into them in their making, and they did, too. Sometimes by saying no to my 

proposals, at times with an alternative added to the no, other times by a yes followed by 

disobedience. Sometimes their entropy escalated over time, whilst I was busy 

understanding our process as one of domestication. The process continued as the bodies 

we were making included us both, beyond the performative cut of the objects “being 

done.” 
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Eventually, each choreographic research would start with the crafting of objects. I started 

to see the objects as scores as well, meaning, that in the studio it was them that initiated 

movement and led the process. During the crafting of the objects, I didn’t have a clear 

idea of what they would become; they rather showed me along the way.  

 

Scores, like the theatre, are a device for directing attention in different ways. To me, 

considering the creation of objects as a choreographic craft means formulating a score 

through materialities and beyond the structures of language. This practice starts from the 

possibility of an object to orientate a body in a phenomenological sense, in order to 

understand the creation of objects as a choreographic practice and a way orientate bodies 

otherwise. My encounter with a particular object articulated a specific relation: a way of 

moving, of processing and synthesising the information we received together while 

moving which fabricated specific logics. What kept exciting me was the continuous 

becoming-with, which happens in various stages: in the becoming of an object, in the 

becoming of a body, in the becoming of a practice; a dance. I noticed how these relations 

slowly taught my practice to make itself a home in a space where object and subject were 

rethought. Where they met as performative agents by their own means, carrying 

narratives, histories, experiences, memories, references and scars.  
 

Objects have figured as protagonists in my choreographic practice for a while now. The 

use of the word ‘protagonist’ performs a movement away from a pre-assigned hierarchy 

of subject-object agencies, by involving the object as the main figure, a lead, which I 

follow. And in the frame of warp, it’s the objects that take centre stage. How the body 

moves scored by them becomes a technology inside the piece—the slow, sensing, 

drifting, horizontal body is not entirely what the piece is; the performance operates on 

other levels as well. I expand the ways of the object to reverberate through the entirety of 

the theatre apparatus. 
 

I’m curious about crafting objects and listen to what the objects do—in their 

performativity. Next to linguistic scores, a particular object becomes something to learn 

to read, communicate with, move with, and from. How an object scores is quite obscure: 

both listening and reception are at stake, as the object is physically present and 

continuously feeds back. Writing a score, or crafting an object, are two different 

choreographic processes and the space for interpretation dwells differently in them. 
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Specificity articulates itself differently. What interests me is how the point of contact 

becomes a surface to encounter the encounter itself, to trouble any experienced and 

embodied sense of separateness. Where the particular encounter at hand summons the 

networks that we’re both already immersed in, to confuse my sense of self. I’m interested 

in how the body is a convergence of material and discursive agencies, where the body is 

both flesh and subjectivity, inseparably. Somatic practices have played a fundamental 

part in the field of dance and choreography in regard to the agency of the dancer. Listening 

to movements, intelligences and desires at work inside the body, down to a cellular level, 

counters any idea of the dancer as an available canvas for a choreographic idea to be 

projected upon. Instead, form and movement become a negotiation between the internal 

and external, where the dancer’s body as a situation and archive co-choreograph together 

with the given score or choreographic material. To consider objects as scores, offers itself 

as a way to materialise this negotiation. I’m researching how two systems, a body and an 

object, give and receive form in-between each other, and how this process can reorient 

my understanding of our borders in the process. In a plastic sense, how systems 

communicate with each other, a negotiation of giving and receiving form.  
 

Chrysa Parkinson introduced me to the notion of plasticity as developed by Catherine 

Malabou. It has stayed with me over the years, informing my practice, a notion that 

recurrently responds to things that I encounter. As a brief and partial account of my 

interpretation of Parkinson’s use of the term, plasticity lends itself to the negotiation 

between the dancer and the dance, the body and the practice, in the reciprocal game of 

giving and receiving form from each other, which reflects back on the agency and 

authorship of the dancer’s experience. Finding plasticity in the encounter between “what 

I’m included in and what I’m made up of allows a productive gap that produces a 

particular, specific agency, giving and taking form. This is an ongoing, volatile practice, 

rife with glitches.”53 
 

To do things differently becomes a bodily work, a practice, to pattern the body differently, 

and with it the world. Catherine Malabou understands this patterning through her notion 

of plasticity. Plasticity unfolds its meaning between sculptural moulding—the capacity 

 
53 Parkinson, Chrysa & Bigé Romain, ‘Real-time Authorship: Experiencing is the work,’ In; Contact 
Quarterly, Vol. 43, No. 1, Ed. Melinda Buckwalter, Northampton: Contact Quarterly; 2018, p. 19 
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to receive form and to give form—and explosion. She sees the plasticity of the brain not 

only as the creator and receiver of form, but also as an agency of disobedience to every 

constituted form, a refusal to submit to a model. It dislocates the brain into a fluid process, 

nowhere and everywhere, and with it, the world. Its power to configure the world is a 

poetical and aesthetic force that is a fundamental, organising attribute of plasticity. 

Plasticity entails a double movement of emergence and disappearance of form: a past 

form cedes place to a new, as the threat of explosion structurally inhabits them. This 

contradictory resistance makes transformation possible.  
 

 

In Technics as memory Bernhard Stiegler talks about objects and language in a way that 

resonates with me. He says: You have the genome, the genetic memory of the species, 

encoded as DNA. You have the somatic memory, preserved in the nervous system, the 

memory of experience. And then you have this third memory, made from technics, an 

artificial memory that supports “the transmission of questions” intergenerationally. 

Technics—meaning objects, signs and language—are prosthetics that give qualities or 

potentialities. Saying that humans “do not find their being inside themselves but in the 

milieu composed of prostheses that they make and invent. This means that humans are 

free and destined to wander; this is what I called the originary disorientation. They have 

to invent their being-there, their existence.”54 This externalisation process is that third 

layer of memory: technics, which allows memory, i.e., knowledge, to be transmitted 

intergenerationally by non-biological means, creating intergenerational memory from 

individual experience, and these tools are adopted to transform our environment. 
 

He explores the ways in which mnemotechnics become naturalised: “in erasing the 

technicity, the facticity, the prostheticity and the historicity, and in becoming ‘second 

nature,’ memory cannot be perceived—in the same way that a fish cannot see the water, 

even though it is its element.”55 Once made familiar in this way, it falls into the 

background in a phenomenological sense. Mnemotechnics are techniques specifically 

formed to transmit knowledge, whereas technics are not directly made to retain memory. 

 
54 Stiegler, Bernhard. Chapter 2 ‘Technics as memory’ & Chapter 3 ‘Consciousness in the age of industrial 
Temporal objects’. In: Philosophising by Accident. Interviews with Élie During. Ed. & Trans. Benoît Dillet, 
Edinburgh: Edinburgh University Press, 2017; p. 49 
55 Ibid., p. 46 
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Yet, being tools made for a specific purpose, they figure as vectors for memory. They 

carry and transmit the gestures preserved in them.  
 

Through the technical gesture, an organisation is inscribed into the somatic memory, via 

an object, tool or sign, individually acquired knowledge transmitted from generation to 

generation, body to body. It counters a transcendental idea of knowledge, that knowledge 

can’t be received just conceived by the one who enunciates it. Departing from the need 

to draw or write, to externalise a problem as a means to ‘reconstitute’ or remember, 

Stiegler conceives of memory as always technical, making a particular memory sharable, 

and via the object, the memory is internalised in another body through its neuronal 

plasticity, the margin of indetermination in the somatic memory which makes learning 

possible. In this way, history and orientations are inherited through technics. 
 

The ties of memory with knowledge are troubled by forgetting as a simultaneous mode 

of meaning production. Forgetting is a key constituent of memory and getting it right 

shares centre stage with getting it wrong. It’s also memory that makes imagination 

possible, linking a however partial, erroneous, manipulated history to an imagined future. 

Without a memory of the past—there is no future. The bind between memory and 

forgetting puts sense-making at stake, dispersing identity towards unknowing. The 

complete dispersion of identity is also the multiple deaths figured by forgetting. From a 

plastic stance, form means we keep changing our minds. Thinking and doing things in 

seemingly new ways, bear material effects on the very substance of the body.  A mode of 

existence conceived in endless becoming. But this constant becoming works in multiple 

directions: not only positive and negative plasticity, but also destructive plasticity, is a 

mode of becoming. 
 

Malabou: 
 

No one thinks spontaneously about a plastic art of destruction. Yet destruction too is 
formative.56 

 

 
56 Malabou, Ontology of the Accident, An essay on destructive plasticity. Trans. Carolyn Shread. 
Cambridge: Polity Press, 2012; p. 4 
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Malabou’s destructive plasticity is a metamorphosis that affects and alters being itself, 

not just its form, untying identity in multi-directional mutation beyond morality.57 She 

critiques: “Form transforms, substance remains.”58 

 

Errors, holes, gaps, intertwined and entangled threads. Through our dancing, the materials 

continue to move around, making more holes, making holes bigger, revealing the 

structure’s aliveness as the system remains. The amount and rhythm of the ups and downs 

within the weave’s structure remains the same, but with different intensities as the 

materials gather and disperse along the warp. The alignment of the system with its pattern 

perpetuates in a continuous fabrication that works in multiple directions. The wear and 

tear of time inscribes itself on a material level into the weaves. The holes seemingly 

destroy the continuity of the fabric, but its rather the plastic work of memory. The missing 

piece is the presence of a memory, which is simultaneously a material loss. Forming and 

deforming, plasticity entails an irreversible change, where any return is impossible. It’s 

another code of signification emerging from destructive plasticity as a mode of becoming, 

a synthesis of another body. 
 

Benjamin: 
 

For the important thing of the remembering author is not what he [sic] experienced, but the 
weaving of his memory, the Penelope work of recollection. Or should one call it, rather, a 

Penelope work of forgetting? […] And is not this work of spontaneous recollection, in 
which remembering is the woof and forgetting the warf, a counterpart to Penelope’s work 

rather than its likeness? When we awake each morning, we hold in our hands, usually 
weakly and loosely, but a few fringes of the tapestry of lived life, as loomed for us by 

forgetting. However, with our purposeful activity and, even more, purposive remembering 
each day unravels the web and the ornaments of forgetting.59  

 

To return back to the use of scores: the process of externalising knowledge—via a 

prosthetic technicity transmitting it to mix with the somatic memory of another— 

plastically inscribes itself in it to alter that body on a material level. The objects are alive 

with inscriptions and memories that are themselves alive, too. Embodiment is not a 

solitary endeavour but a complex entanglement at stake in-between bodies with their 

surrounding situation. I turn to objects to investigate interpersonal and inter-body 

relationships. A body’s boundaries become permeable when we acknowledge its 

 
57 Ibid., p. 15 
58 Ibid., p. 7 
59 Benjamin, Walter. Illuminations: Essays and Reflections. Trans. Harry Zohn. 2nd ed. New York: 
Schocken Books, 2007; p. 202 
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entanglements. In warp, it’s likewise an investigation of subjectivity and embodiment in 

a hyper-technological time: we question our relations to technology, but also how these 

apparatuses and patterns are already encoded into our bodies and imaginations. These 

objects enter the game of orientation-disorientation by offering, through their technicity, 

ways of orientating (differently), ways of (full body) thinking, a thinking through worlds 

and desires of objects.   



 47 

the internet of things 
 

 

Before we started weaving, we cut. Before we cut, we warped. Meters and meters of yarn 

up and down through the weaving loom, around the hook in the back, drawn through the 

slit, then the hole, coupled up and tied. Again and again. 160 times per loom. Over and 

over again. Before we warped the looms, we built our own. They were frames, warped 

(in the sense of bent or twisted out of shape) by the tension our construction implied. 

After making three weaves like this we decided we needed better tools. We borrowed 

frames that could speed up our process. A joke about becoming more Fordist, our bodies 

learned other patterns, re-skilling our bodies. In the time we used to make 1 sqm we could 

make 8. I’m guessing. But we gained another productivity and learned another rhythm.  
 

Before our weaving could begin, the materials had to be made. Yarn spun, wool shorn off 

sheep, cotton planted and harvested, polyester synthetically produced from plastic. The 

loom built and assembled, later warped. The materials prepared and organised for the 

situation. We shredded reflective fabrics, mixed it with reflective yarn, and non-reflective 

Figures 7–9: Pictures from the process. Rodrigo and Chloe building a frame, Rodrigo and Amina later untying the 
weave from it, as well as the mid-process weaving on borrowed looms. 
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fabrics, also shredded, for various patterns and combinations to emerge. Weaving, we 

developed techniques which accumulated our skills, introduced us to a particular way of 

working together, crafting objects that carry the time it took to make them. Against speedy 

products, fast materials and expeditious methods, crafts unfold another temporality 

shared between the bodies involved. 
 

Plant: 
 

The yarn is neither metaphorical nor literal, but quite simply material, a gathering of 
threads which twist and turn through the history of computing, technology, the sciences and 
arts. In and out of the punched holes of automated looms, up and down through the ages of 
spinning and weaving, back and forth through the fabrication of fabrics, shuttles and looms, 
cotton and silk, canvas and paper, brushes and pens, typewriters, carriages, telephone wires, 

synthetic fibres, electrical filaments, silicon strands, fibre-optic cables, pixeled screens, 
telecom linens, the World Wide Web, the Net, and matrices to come.60 

 

We embroidered the weaves with conductive threads and tied them to the inputs of a 

touch sensor, connected to a Raspberry Pi computer that was then connected to a speaker 

and a power bank. Making them capacitive, they would play sounds in response to touch 

by another capacitive body, such as ours, being 60% water. The apparatuses were sown 

into a pocket in the cloths to make them wireless.  
 

E-textiles, or electronic textiles, are fabrics interwoven with digital components. There is 

a community of feminist artists working with e-textiles in an open-source and copy-left 

manner; it was through this community that I became interested in making e-textiles 

myself, in a DIY and learn-as-you-go kind of way. I got curious about the materials, their 

entangled webs of narratives and histories. The interweaving implied in crafting these 

objects warps the materiality and historicity of things that today are so differently coded 

in social, cultural and material terms: textile handicraft and technology or the Internet. 

Binary code (0’s and 1’s) as we know it in computer programming departs from weaving 

patterns. The objects become a bundle of stories, places and times in touch with each 

other. Layers of codes fabricating a complex and multifaceted texture. 

 

 

 

 

 
60 Plant, Sadie. Zeros + Ones, Digital Women and the New Technoculture, London: Fourth Estate, 1998; p. 
12 
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Again, with no professional relationship or proper knowledge of coding or programming, 

committing to these objects became a practice of troubleshooting. Despite the codes’ 

virtuality, in my hands, these problems were all very palpable and concrete. It either 

works or there’s an error message to decode. Understanding what hardware to use took 

some testing, and I then had to immerse myself in the software and worlds of signs that 

they brought with them. For warp, my body received new forms of Python programming 

language. A, to me, new syntax to learn to communicate with. Through glimpses of 

understanding, or making myself understood, I slowly became able to read the e-textiles 

differently. See the syntax seep through. The structure of bits and chains behind it all. 

Two patterns entwined with one another. Learning to communicate with this software 

became a practice of visiting, to ask interesting questions, and see what message it would 

answer back. Troubleshooting and miscommunication was the explicit motor for 

learning, and with my partial knowledge, it became the practice itself. The DIY manner 

is highly DIT (do-it-together), the community forums work by open source and copyleft 

principles. The practice requires learning to understand and communicate a problem. 

Learning how to make it shareable through language is itself a skill from which new 

knowledge can be acquired, transmitted in its technicity along the algorithmic looping of 

said forums and communities. Learning to read these syntaxes charged my vision with 

another knowledge, giving it another gaze. Seeing a little bit beyond the surface of things, 

deciphering the complex and always complexifying networks of circulating codes that 

are constantly undercover.  

Figure 10: Two weaving patterns expressed as a weaving matrix of 0’s and 1’s, as a weaving network 
of holes and not-holes, and their materialisation in the woven structure. 
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Data is numbers or figures as measure, information out of which knowledge-about is 

extracted, significantly entangled with predictability for control, marked by the supposed 

objectivity of calculus. Deciphering defines the strategy of seeking something’s ordering. 

To cipher designates a way to encrypt language, to conceal its meaning by superimposing 

another syntax and code of signification in-between the signs themselves. It challenges 

language as a system of signification, rather than the signs or figures themselves. The 

cipher is simultaneously weaving meaning in and out of the order of figures, drawing 

other paths, and with it, another system of reading.  

 

In Zeros + Ones, Sadie Plant traces the genealogy of 0’s and 1’s from weaving pattern 

code to the binary code used in computer programming. The first piece of fully automated 

machinery was the Jacquard weaving loom, introduced in the early nineteenth century by 

the use of punched cards to program and control its operations. The use of punched cards 

—papers that contain digital data expressed by the presence and absence of holes—dates 

back to the early eighteenth century.61 Grace Hopper made the Automatic Sequence 

Controlled Calculator in 1943, a machine that electromagnetically reads punched cards 

and produces either typed answers or answers outputted back onto punched cards. In 

1946, the first fully electronic programmable computer was launched, ENIAC, which was 

the first fully functioning machine running on 0’s and 1’s.62  

Braille is another type of binary code; the tactile writing system used by visually 

impaired. Similar to the punched cards, but rather than holes and not-holes, braille is 

written by embossing paper. It was developed by Luis Braille in 1824, when he made a 

relief code of the French language. Braille was an improvement of Night Writing, 

designed in 1816 by Charles Barbier for military uses. Night Writing consisted of a 6x6 

matrix onto which symbols expressed as dots were embossed, to be read by means of 

touch and possibly in the dark. Barbier’s Night Writing was improved by another matrix 

for the dots, making reading more fluid, as well as by inserting a system for punctuation 

and numerals, which became braille.  
Plant:  

 
[T]he zeros and ones of machine code do far more than hark back to the binaries their 

logical symbols represent. If zero is supposed to signify a hole, a space, or a missing piece, 
and one is the sign of positivity, digital machines turn these binaries around. In both 

 
61 Ibid., p. 14 
62 Ibid., p. 146 
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electronic systems and the punched cards of weaving machines, a hole is one, and a blank 
is zero, in which case there are two missing elements, if missing is where either can be said 

to go. No longer a world of ones and not-ones, or something and nothing, thing and gap, 
but rather not-holes and holes, not-nothing and nothing, gap and not-gap.63 

 

Numeration, representation of numbers by figures, in which 1 is not a number but the 

source of a number, while 0 or ‘nulla’ is “the figure of nothing, since by itself it has no 

value, although when joined with others it increases their value,” 64 a number balancing 

the negative and positive integers while exceeding their order. ‘Zero’ replaced the word 

‘cipher,’ both deriving from the Arabic term ‘sifr,’ meaning ‘void.’ The practice of 

counting with algebra was introduced to the West by Arabic scholars and Asian traders. 

As banking and trade increased in importance in fifteenth century Europe, the arithmetic 

counting with Roman sticks and the abacus no longer sufficed. Algebra introduced the 

symbols 1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9 and 0 which were given a value of position as well as an 

absolute value and introduced the decimal point, negative numbers, irrational numbers 

and a system of notation and recording results.65 

The symbol 1 replaced the Roman I rather easily, Plant writes. It resembled the Roman 

line and could thus be subsumed into the old paradigm: “To the ancient Greeks, one was 

everything and anything, first and last, best and good, universal, unified. It was the 

symbol of existence, identity, and being. Strictly speaking, there was nothing else. To be 

anything at all was to be one.”66 Zero, on the other hand, being neither nothing in 

particular nor anything at all, made more trouble: “If it wasn’t one of something, it 

couldn’t be allowed. Then again, the Church could hardly be seen to protest too much 

about something that, as far as they could see, wasn’t really there at all. If zero was 

nothing, it should be as easy to absorb as the Sanskrit one had been. And, sure enough, 

zero was appropriated as a sign of absence, nonbeing, and nothingness.”67 These semiotic 

and semantic codes echo through paradigmatic orderings of visibility and invisibility, 

bringing an ontology and a political order, establishing differences between what exists 

and doesn’t both socially and politically as well as hierarchies between different lives and 

life forms. The abstract processes of fabrication in weaving that underly it all: an initial 

 
63 Ibid., p. 56-57 
64 Ibid., p. 53 
65 Ibid., p. 51 
66 Ibid., p. 54 
67 Ibid., p. 54-55 
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mechanical reproduction, the ordering of chaos—and also how a network replicates itself: 

“textiles themselves are very literarily the software linings of all technology.”68 

Tiqqun: 
 

The unity of the cybernetic advances is owning to a method—that is, it has imposed itself 
as a method of inscription of the world […] of binary mathematical codification, the 

explosion of applied mathematics, for a coherent and total logic. […] Cybernetics 
transports the process of shared rationalisation to bureaucracy and to capitalism at the stage 

of total modelling.69 
 

Cybernetic circuits are systems that incorporate some level of self-governance and self-

regulation that feed back into the algorithmic looping. To create order out of chaos, 

probability out of uncertainty. First developed as a theory for a state of equilibrium in a 

context of crisis, the cybernetic theory is a response to a crisis in governmentality, 

translating the problem of uncertainty into a problem of information. “The computer and 

atomic bomb are born together,”70 and the Internet is a nomadic transformation of military 

strategy, analogous to the highway system: a plastic network able to reroute pathways of 

information even if almost all of the links would be destroyed. Circuits of feedback 

implemented to counter the entropy immanent to all technology to ensure and specify the 

iteration of the same.  
 

An autonomous whole perpetuating itself forward. But the autonomous machines are not 

hermetic; it is their capacity to register data, communicate with whatever outside world, 

that gives them some measure of self-control. The cybernetic episteme formed alongside 

markets, corporations, and states, an “information technology [which] aspires to form the 

sole basis of both value and power.”71 Inscribing a tentacular control that, on the one 

hand, entailed a democratic redistribution of speech, and on the other, a hyper-

individualisation and rationalisation of propaganda.72 The cybernetic project is 

furthermore a perpetuation of the mind-body divide, the Cartesian split outsourced to the 

entirety, and governance of, the social body, forming a communication system operating 

as the nervous system of societies, becoming the source and destination of all power.73 
 

 
68 Ibid., p. 61 
69 Tiqqun, The Cybernetic Hypothesis, Trans. Robert Hurley, South Pasadena: Semiotext(e), 2020; p. 42-43 
70 Ibid., p. 44 
71 Ibid., p. 10-11 
72 Ibid., p. 13 
73 Ibid., p. 30 
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Tiqqun: 
 

For if ‘system’ was talked about, between cyberneticians, this was by comparison with the 
nervous system, and if today ‘network’ is talked about in the cognitive sciences it’s the 

neural network that THEY have in mind. Cybernetics is the assimilation of the entirety of 
excising phenomena to those of the brain. By positing the head as the alpha and omega of 
the world, cybernetics guaranteed it would always be the vanguard of vanguards, the one 

behind which all the others were running to keep up. At its beginning, in fact, it establishes 
an identity between life, thought, and language.74 

 

Individuation, i.e., the separation, and totalisation that was developed separately becomes 

integrated in the cybernetic project. Singular subjectivities and collective totalities 

produced together with a fantasy of the Same operating by integrating the Other.75 

Beyond an initial appearance as a theory of information, cybernetics requires an extortion 

of information by separating beings from their qualities in a production of differences:76 

differences possible to control by installing optimal communication in the form of self-

regulating feedback loops. Materially embedded with coordinates that structure and 

inscribe de/valorisations into said difference.77 Sameness doesn’t only prevail; it feeds 

off structurally excluded differences socially, symbolically, semiotically and materially. 
 

Lepecki: 
  

The synchronous operations of biopolitical power and globalized capital are now capturing 
light in advance of perception. Before even reaching the eye, light is trapped, financialized, 

tamed, and only then released to the eye/subject through a relentless (and ideally 
inescapable) 24/7 circuity of massive photonic integration—fueled by bits of information 

zooming as increasingly more tamed photons.78 
 

Along the lines of the Enlightenment project, ambivalent concepts such as disorientation 

are considered in negative terms, as dangerous deviations from the social norm of 

productivity. Inside the cybernetic system of algorithmic control in an age of data 

totalitarianism, error-controlled regulation or feedback becomes a means to incorporate 

and extinguish any process of deviation that could push the system to the threshold of 

instability. This instability is the critical potential of disorientation, corrupting, making 

unreliable, through errors and alterations, the limited combinatory restrictions of an 

 
74 Ibid., p. 45, emphasis in original 
75 Ibid., p. 31 
76 Ibid., p. 40 
77“The ‘others’ are structured with distressing regularity along the axes of devalorized difference. […] They 
are the complement to that [dominant] subject, who constructs himself as much through what he excludes, 
as through what he includes in his sense of himself, his agency and his entitlement. […] Difference in this 
respect is indexed negatively on that standard definition of the human subject: normality is the zero-degree 
of difference.” artmap.com. Oliver Laric at Tanya Leighton Berlin - Artmap.com, 2014 [online] Available 
at: https://artmap.com/tanyaleighton/exhibition/oliver-laric-2014 [Accessed 21 Oct. 2021] 
78 Lepecki; p. 64 
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illuminated world of predictability. Darkness, here, resists the cybernetic equation of 

possibility with predictability.  
 

Lepecki: 
 

Given that, in our control societies of endemically and spectacularly optical capitalism, the 
possible is ever more confined to predictable, foreseeable, and forecasted ‘choices’ for our 
actions and desires, in such a way that the possible ‘precedes our perceptions, our actions, 
our thoughts, our statements, as if the future contained in advance all the possible,’ then 
any attempt to go escape from the possible, to go beyond it, are not to be taken lightly. 

Such attempts also inevitably ask for, or bring about, a certain darkness.79  
 

For most, participation in these systems is no longer optional—even withdrawal and 

deletion are shadowed by ghostly traces left via corporate commerce and state 

surveillance. Disappearing, invisibility and forgetting becomes key strategies stressing 

the right to be forgotten as visibility is no longer tenable in cybernetic capitalism. The 

error is not a figure of speech but a scene for persistent crisis. The missing pieces of 

information, becoming incomputable or disappearing, have a discontinuous status. Active 

disappearance interferes with the visible to disturb cybernetic value extraction and power, 

whereas passive disappearance makes visible the programmed exclusion of bodies that 

are deprived of a positive or present status. Yet both instances involve an experience of 

liminality, blurred territories where the excluded announces the power of the powerless, 

in opposition to the hegemony of the visible.  
 

Braidotti: 
 

Becoming is a question of undoing the structures of domination by careful, patient 
revisitations, re-adjustments, micro-changes. […] Becoming is a nomadic kind of 

revisitation or remembering which traces empowering transversal lines that cut across the 
staticity of sedimented memory, activating it by de-programming it out of the dominant 

mode.80 
 

 

Four computers, sewn into weaves, perform in warp. Partly, our shared practice produced 

disorder: threads crossing, the material folding in on itself, their auto-touch short-

circuiting the system. Working together requires trust, very different from predictability 

and docility. We needed more trust to make the collaboration work. I made different 

attachments that provided more stability to the connections. There are many hours of 

labour embodied into these objects, and a kind of labour that is often invisible: textile 

 
79 Ibid., p. 62-63 
80 Braidotti, Rosi. Metamorphoses, Towards a Materialist Theory of Becoming, Malden: Polity Press, 2002; 
p. 116 
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craft, wiring, coding as well as the operations of the codes themselves. Alive with 

inscriptions, woven textiles are materially ridden with narratives. They record 

communication and store information, not only on the level of the images that appear, but 

with no difference between the process of weaving and the woven design. Saturated with 

memories of the processes: the many hands that worked on them, the techniques used, 

the skills employed, the choices made, thoughts and meandering conversations. “The 

visible pattern is integral to the process which produced it; the program and the pattern 

are continuous,”81 as images emerge from the active matrix of weaving. The weaves 

embody their becoming, and in each encounter with them, the past is again touched upon, 

yet filled with a new set of memories and forms. Another undercover choreography: they 

start to intertwine; a sensing, horizontal, slow, drifting body and the precision, exactness 

and speed of the technology and codes. They don’t assimilate but layer and join different 

modes—the tension between them textures an atmosphere. 
 

Plant: 
 

The weaving of complex designs demands far more than one pair of hands, and textile 
production tends to be communal, sociable work, giving plenty occasion for gossip and 
chat. Weaving was already multimedia: singing, chanting, telling stories, dancing and 

playing games as they work, spinsters, weavers, needle workers were literally networkers 
as well.82 

 

About three quarters into the piece, we turn on the sounding capacities of the weaves 

through a touch that reads them, saturated with material and virtual images and memories. 

They sound. The rest of the room falls into silence. Having been moving across eight 

stationary speakers, the sound re-locates to speakers fixed inside the moving objects. 

Fragmented bits of language are encoded into the inputs the capacitive threads connect 

to. An auditory fiction fragmented and materialised, the weaves embody endless 

possibilities of narratives depending on the order and rhythm in which the strings are 

being touched. But the narrative is simultaneously corrupted by it, sense and nonsense 

collapses into a texture of sound. Sometimes meaning glimpses through. An intertext of 

myths, stories, memories of the process, dreams and fictions that we worked with in the 

piece. The setting links to pillow talk, storytelling, gossip. Our voices murmur inside 

them, whispering. Soon, nocturnal sounds join in, and later, all weaves re-appear in the 

reflective dimension. 

 
81 Plant, Zeros + Ones; p. 66 
82 Ibid., p. 65 
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Entering a theatre is simultaneously to enter its algorithmic networks and the many 

physical apparatuses that make it up. The theatre is a bundle of algorithms that are social, 

cultural and political, binary and digital. Its codes are a particular kind of score, too, 

choreographing any situation that takes place inside them. They usually take precedence 

as background operators, patching an illusion through which they disappear. These 

apparatuses are already embodied, encoded into our linguistic structures and metaphorical 

universe. warp is just as stratified by the algorithmic feedback loops; it merely twists the 

ways in which we can perceive them. The darkness illuminates them in a backwards way: 

making the theatre appear through its disappearance, subverting the structure by making 

it explicit and inverted. A double negation corrupting the binary system and code, 

deviating from the predictable paths. Scores in the dark potentially inhabit a liminal space, 

beyond setting the conditions for a possible, disentangling or suspending the cybernetic 

web of pre-given choices into a space of potentiality. 

Lepecki: 
 

These particular philosophical, critical, and political correspondences [of potentiality-
darkness-freedom] allow us to understand choreographic uses of darkness as a means by 
which a something else can be brought into visibility, audibility, and sensation because 
some thing has been set free, choreographically, from the reified photosphere that, onto-

historically, has bound dance’s coming into view as an illuminated (or enlightened) 
image.83 

 

Here is trouble. Another interference with circuits of production and economies of 

visibility made apparent by the apparatus of the camera eye. How to document darkness? 

Should you succeed in catching some of it on video, it becomes remediated into 2D and 

filmic expressions. Its other aspects are peeled off, detached and disembodied. Instead of 

a darkness that immerses, circludes, and permeates, filmed darkness operates as a black 

screen, barely even a visual representation of a dark situation. If the spatial experience of 

darkness is pure depth without foreground and background, artificial darkness is pure 

surface without depth or space. Dark performances surpass the eye of the camera, and 

don’t circulate well in today’s economy of digital visibility. As a minor act of resistance 

against how work gets shared, seen, recognised and programmed: dark performances, 

unequivocally, end up in the dark.  
 

 
83 Lepecki; p. 63 
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In warp, the rhythm of glimpses, (in)visible and (in)audible, appear and disappear both 

into and through the reflected light and the darkness. The glimpses continuously invert. 

As the audience lights switch on and off, different visions are produced. As they turn off, 

the image inverts into a moving ghostly shadow, the textiles slightly lighter than the 

darkness that surrounds them. As the reflex turns inside-out to swallow the image. As the 

superimposed re-inversion of the dispositif back to its conventional setup as we crawl on 

top of the weaves, our relationship inverts and their appearance shifts (a topography made 

of rag rugs). These multiplying inversions corrupt the binary code of positive-negative as 

it morphs into multiplying perspectives and different gazes produced by a shift in the 

setting. As a score for the audience, the darkness is first freed from being the signified 

negative of light, to then become a possibility that isn’t predicted. No longer light and 

darkness, but potentially not-darkness and darkness, to then continue to metamorphose 

together with the vision and experience of it.  It’s a darkening of vision, another invitation 

into spectatorship, a collective experience of darkness and perception of vagueness and 

imperceptibility, leaking into unruly potentialities of imagination and speculation, or 

drifting.  

In any transmission of code there is the potential of error: a transmitted one becoming 

zero. The error is relational, a fault occurring in transmission from here to (t)here, defined 

as erroneous by the difference of value between the point of departure and arrival. It 

metamorphoses, disorientated in the in-between, bringing attention to the field of 

transmission that is not nothing, a negative space that isn’t recognised as absence. The 

error does not exist without relation but rather creates new relations. In disorganising 

binary identity systems, the error leads elsewhere, its default is a faulty grammar. We 

recognise errors in the building blocks, the chains of codes and their ruptures. In the in-

betweenness of sentences where meaning gets lost along the way. Drifting in a suspended 

field where transformation happens in-between departure and arrival. Narratives 

corrupted by touch, entropic touch technology prone to auto-touch, flawed vision, an 

absent mind, a disorientated subject, erroneous images that slips away: invited to corrupt 

ways of attending in the theatre, drawing other paths, and with it, other systems of 

reading.   
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drifting in an in-between 
 

Cixous: 
 

Between the night and the day there is a long vivacious but fragile region where one can 
sleep even while being awake, where even standing on two legs one is still a phantom, 

where the doors do not yet exist in us between the two kingdoms, where what will be past 
survives, lingers, stays. […] The features of the world’s face rise, emerge, pass from the 

unperceived into presence. It is a sudden, dazzling, engendering passage. I feel myself see. 
Eyes are the most delicate most powerful hands, imponderably touching the over-there. 

From over there I feel a self return to me. 84  
 

While weaving requires a certain level of attention, its meditative rhythm and repetitive 

pattern also allows for one’s attention to drift, holding space for contemplation and 

meandering conversations while your hands are busy. Maybe maintaining a certain busy-

ness with the hands is what allows attention and conversation to drift in the first place. Its 

social aspect, the shared attention and rhythm, makes the drift shared, too. Collectively, 

attention drops. A loose knot holding you together as you stray into perceptual dispersion. 

As a companion structure, weaving establishes a rhythm for the attention, loose enough 

to let go of, solid enough to remain with. Walking or weaving: either way, once coded 

into the central nervous system and practiced so thoroughly that one reaches a certain 

habituation and to a certain level of automatization, the repetitive pattern becomes a 

mechanism making it impossible to concentrate on the activity itself. Your attention starts 

to drift. A drifter doesn’t move in any particular direction but is guided by unknown 

fluctuation—a whim. A multi-facetted becoming.  
 

Rougeaux: 
 

Imagination and drifting share the same language. In both we find an ‘actualization of the 
stream,’ the liminal and the affective. The presence of ‘image,’ it must be said, should not 
imply a dominance of vision. My previous appeal to song shows that is more a question of 

imagining’s energy and motion, across varying registers of communication and with 
sensorial multiplicity. 

 

September 2020—we were drifting by touching. We used touch as a technology of 

attention, moving through layers of awareness in the body. The scores articulated a point 

of departure: receiving us in one place to then let us go. We explored a touch that moved 

gradually through the space and our bodies, layer by layer, reversibly in both directions 

of the touch. Touch, moving and reciprocal, it slips and slides in-between layers and 

connections of the bodies involved, a constant oscillation between forms of perception. 

 
84 Cixous; p. 116 
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Nerve ends extending inwards and out, to blur our sense of bodily borders. It allowed us 

to experience our bodies otherwise and relate to things differently.  
 

The scores put us into a dream-like state, in-between wake and sleep, drifting between 

sensations and imaginations, here and not-here, now and not-now, troubling their 

distinctions. Bringing us close to the thin membrane that separates, we were weaving our 

way on the threshold: In and out of dreams that accompanied us in-between moments of 

almost sleeping and being barely awake, affected as they moved through the membrane. 

These touches manifested as a tissue that we could hold on to and that allowed our bodies 

to surrender. Through touch, darkness and drift, we approached quite a particular way of 

thinking about the body, through disorientation. 
 

 

Drifting happens to oneself, on a journey with no clear beginning. The movement of 

drifting follows no single path and has no set destinations. A journey that is not about 

arriving anywhere. Distraction attracts you away—a point of departure. In hindsight, it’s 

impossible to retrace the parcour that connects where you were, to where you are; your 

arrival is obscured. Rather, you find yourself perpetually in its middle; several places and 

times woven together in a non-linear, non-chronological and nonsensical manner. As if 

time was a huge piece of fabric folding, folded over itself, one part slowly falling before 

descending on top of an otherwise remote part of the same fabric. A stitch in the tissue of 

reality, where several places coincide. Catching yourself drifting, you’re thrown back into 

a situation and situatedness that is different from your last memory of it, finding yourself 

different, too.  
 

A full-body daydreaming, a drift, a mode of becoming. You are being done to. Blurred 

edges, interwoven with multiple things: the body remains a bundle of contradictions, 

inhabiting many times at once, animated by different speeds which don't necessarily 

coincide. That drift opens for a different kind of attention and a different way of thinking 

attention, which renders the drifter as amorphous as the activity they lend themself to.  
 

Rougeaux:  
 

[T]he drifter holds many affective potentials. These appear in the shape of the drifting 
body, which can be thought of as a conglomerate cloud of molecules or a blob making 
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lines. Its forces—the energy and whim of the drifter making their way—are, to use 
Deleuzian language, ‘forces of becoming’.85 

 

Alice Rougeaux wrote a notion of drift that is itself adrift, ambiguous enough to be 

versatile, embodying the variation and fluctuation of the practice itself. Drawing on 

Precarias a la deriva, a feminist collective who, referring to Guy Debord’s ‘dérive’ 

rejected the bourgeois and patriarchal characteristics of the flaneur together with new 

materialism, Rougeaux reconsiders how drifting can create relations that undo 

anthropocentric cognition and produce capacity for non-knowledge. She summons the 

drifter and their verb, making ‘drift’ a concept-verb, one that calls for existing differently, 

to know the in-betweens and the interactivity that resides there. To Rougeaux, “it implies 

thinking from within and as part of the material world.”86 
 

Rougeaux:  
 

To begin with, drifting necessarily implies movement and materiality. I am quite serious in 
calling to mind the cloud. Not simply because we like to say that clouds drift in English, 

but because of substance, body formation, meteorology and the flux of wind.87 The 
substance of clouds is, after all, water, and the definition of ‘dérive’ is both a departure 

from a river bed and the surrender to a current.88 
 

For the Situationists, dérive drew attention to the psychogeographical effects of walking 

through a city in a specific way. As a practice, dérive is to release one’s relations, and 

displace spheres such as work and leisure together with “all their other usual motives for 

movement and action, and let themselves be drawn by the attractions of the terrain and 

the encounters they find there.”89 This included both a letting-go, as well as “the 

domination of psychogeographical variations by the knowledge and calculation of their 

possibilities” which “provides psychogeography with abundant data.”90 
 

Plant: 
 

[T]o dérive was to notice the way in which certain areas, streets, or buildings resonate with 
states of mind, inclinations, and desires, and to seek out reasons for movement other than 

those for which an environment was designed. It was very much a matter of using an 
environment for one’s own ends, seeking not only the marvellous beloved by surrealism 
but bringing an inverted perspective to bear on the entirety of the spectacular world.91 

 
85 Ibid., p. 161 
86 Ibid., p. 156 
87 Ibid., p. 154 
88 Ibid., p. 157 
89 Vt.edu. Situationist International Online. [online], 2019 Available at: 
https://www.cddc.vt.edu/sionline/si/theory.html [Accessed 21 Oct. 2021] 
90 Ibid. 
91 Plant, Sadie. The most radical gesture, the Situationist International in a Postmodern Age, London & 
New York: Routledge, 2000; p. 59, my emphasis 
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To Debord, dérive is a behavioural disorientation which contributes to a metamorphosis 

of space. Drifting produces a state of mind, that of letting go, he says, that leans into the 

chaos of possibility without really falling into it. At the same time, it’s anti-deterministic 

and open ended. A study of maps—ordinary, ecological, psychogeographical—that shifts 

their boundaries. 
 

Debord: 
 

Today the different unities of atmosphere and of dwellings are not precisely marked 
off, but are surrounded by more or less extended and indistinct bordering regions. The 

most general change that dérive experience leads to proposing is the constant diminution 
of these border regions, up to the point of their complete suppression.92 

 

Rougeaux draws on Tim Ingold’s differentiation of walking the city as a maze versus a 

labyrinth, the first marked by the traveler’s intentions whereas the latter “give[s] way to 

a ‘discovery on the way to nowhere.’” The drifter disrupts the nothingness of transitory 

spaces precisely by experiencing them as such. Transiting between places becomes a 

movement of creation, an interaction with and transformation of space into something. 

Drifting brings out of the discursive ‘nothing,’ i.e., liminal spaces and times, their 

immanent wise to chaos, communion and imagination. A call to exist differently, to know 

the interactivity of the in-between. In its joyousness, I invite drifting as a practice of the 

disorientated body, how its recognition of itself gets stirred up in the process. 
 

Rougeaux: 
 

The drifter can materialise into the figure as such because they exist at and as a threshold, 
making apparent the porous borders between the drift and the walk, the maze and the 

labyrinth, or the active and the contemplative. […] Benjamin calls the contemplative the 
‘actualization of the stream of life’. Following this aquatic image, contemplative walking 

is, to borrow Ingold’s terminology, the making of a line, or, to draw on Deleuze and 
Guattari’s ‘refrain,’ the halting and starting of a song.93 

 

Attunement makes qualities come to matter. More contemplative than active with an 

amorphous basis, drifting’s attunement becomes a poetic creative process. To Rougeaux, 

the practice of attunement, attention, correspondence and contemplation are all matters 

of the always-already. That is, encounters with the phenomenal world in which things are 

not disclosed into objects but all-enveloping and multisensory experiences.  
 

Rougeaux: 
 

The drifter can be at once persona, cloud, or a threshold on the move. The walk explicitly 

 
92 Situationist International Online  
93 Rougeaux; p. 155-156 
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performs the body, understood as a process of becoming.94 […] They are aware of being 
beyond-human in motion, of their nothingness by embodying the threshold between two 

points.95 
 
There is a rare pleasure to be carried away, for your attention to wander freely, when 

otherwise constantly called for, controlled and capitalised. Our attention gets exhausted 

when being held in place, and our capacity to do so by will-power is constantly 

decreasing. My work with drifting departs from practices working with touch, time, 

sensation, somatics, imagination, visualisation. They produce a kind of full-body 

daydreaming that carries me to many different places. The body and situation are already 

merged, and inside I was walking around attuning to the psychogeographical effects, to 

borrow the language of Debord. But there was a lot of friction. The way that visualisation 

and attention direction is employed in dance practice, as a strategy to develop perceptual 

skills for an extended awareness, is disciplinarily training attention to hold more, be more 

present, mindful of more information sources to interpret and act on. This re-skilling is 

still aligned with the objective of radical presence, a re-skilled virtuosity in an ever-

increasing post-Fordist way. To sense more, to mind more allows one to be more present 

in the moment. Any experience, sensation and knowledge that I encountered on these 

drifts would be employed to feed the present and my presence in it. Make it thicker. 

Richer. I felt cheated.  
 

My interest in drifting was sparked from a desire to escape the rigour of here-and-now, 

to embrace the ambivalence that comes with being in many times and places 

simultaneously, to relax my attention and enable it to yield into new forms. Drift as far 

away as possible, in a multi-directional and -temporal sense, to decentralise that idea of 

present. Drifting along the currents and worm holes of a haunted time I realised that the 

point of departure wasn’t any more present that any other time and place I’d find myself 

in. I guess my drifting was more of a time warp in a story where the characters don’t 

return home in the end.  
 

Foucault: 
 

[M]odernity is the attitude that makes it possible to grasp the ‘heroic’ aspect of the present 
moment. Modernity is not a phenomenon of sensitivity to the fleeting present; it is the will 

to ‘heroize’ the present.96 

 
94 Ibid., p. 163 
95 Ibid., p. 167 
96 Foucault, Michel. ‘What is Enlightenment?’ In; The Foucault Reader, Ed. Paul Rabinow, London: 
Penguin Books, 1991; p. 40 
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Drifting, like darkness, enables a critique of the modernist construction of the present—

as the driving motor of capitalism and how it organises time, to profit off the present, 

profit in the present. Being ‘more present’ is entangled both with an ahistorical and 

futureless now, at the expense of bodily, social and ecological sustainability. We know 

that how we live is at the expense of our own, but even more, other’s possible futures. It 

runs through the modern function of art, employed as a way of heightening presence and 

reflecting the present. I ponder drifting in darkness as a way to warp the chronology of 

time into webbed or woven temporalities, where reflection is a relational endeavour made 

possible through memory and imagination.  
 

If Enlightenment was a way out for Kant, the ultimate exit from immaturity, Foucault 

approaches modernity not as an epoch, but as an attitude taking various guises over the 

course of the last two centuries. 
 

Foucault: 
 

By “attitude,” I mean a mode of relating to contemporary reality; a voluntary choice made 
by certain people; in the end, a way of thinking and feeling; a way, too, of acting and 

behaving that at one and the same time marks a relation of belonging and presents itself as 
a task.97 

 

Modernity, as an attitude, is defined through an antagonistic relation to attitudes of 

counter-modernity. These oppositional attitudes are absorbed, and as such, this 

antagonistic and dependent struggle is a core mechanism of modernity. Characterised in 

terms of consciousness of the discontinuity of time, being modern is recapturing 

something eternal in the ephemeral and contingent movement within the present. The 

heroisation of the present is ironic, Foucault says. The attitude does not treat the passing 

moment as sacred, doesn’t perpetuate it or sustain it, nor approach it as an interesting 

curiosity.  
 

Foucault: 
 

The flâneur, the idle, strolling spectator, is satisfied to keep his eyes open, to pay attention 
and to build up a storehouse of memories. In opposition to the flâneur, Baudelaire describes 
the man of modernity: ‘Away he goes, hurrying, searching… Be very sure that this man… 
—this solitary, gifted with an active imagination, ceaselessly journeying across the great 

human desert—has an aim loftier than that of a mere flâneur, an aim more general, 
something other than the fugitive pleasure of circumstance. He is looking for that quality 

which you must allow me to call ‘modernity.’98 
 

97 Ibid., p. 39 
98 Ibid., p. 40 
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The relationship to the present in modernity is one established individually, an ascetic 

elaboration on the self through which the modern subject is compelled to invent and 

produce itself. “Baudelaire does not imagine that these have any play in society itself, or 

in the body politic. They can only be produced in another, a different place, which 

Baudelaire calls art.99 
 

To Rougeaux, drifting troubles identity: “if the drifter is necessarily whole and 

multiplicity (the porous body, the path-forging cloud), a sense of self would be confronted 

with the same.”100 Drawing on No-Face, the characters from Spirited Away (who drifts 

because they lack self, showing up places because they lack place) and Trouscaillon 

(who’s given so many names that the reader lose track of any fixed identity), she describes 

drifters as becoming parasitic, emphasising the ‘para-’ of the drifter, the existing in 

relation to, neither inside nor outside, through their gaze of relationality. Drifting moves 

in the liminal spaces that destabilise the power play inherent in distinguishing non-being 

as non-doing. It is a matter of tuning in to acknowledge thresholds for the messy things 

that they are.  
 

Rougeaux: 
 

The drifter refuses the nowhere, the non-, the lack, by embodying it.101 
 

We played with different ways of moving with the fabrics. In the dark. Approaching the 

textiles as materially riddled with inscriptions, meaning, values and memories of our 

making them. The processes of production they experienced before we met. The hands 

they touched before ours, the forms they remember, what behaviours and tendencies they 

have. We moved with and through them as scores in themselves. In a plastic sense, they 

guided our bodies, received us in forms given by them—at times congruent, at others 

conflictual. Like a parasite that infects the host with other ways of behaving, corrupting 

its patterns to then form a mutualism, one body becoming integral to the other, in both 

directions. Body and body, together forming a dynamic micro-world turned onto and into 

itself. The morphing movements were a mere echo of an intra-active negotiation and 

collaboration. The dramaturgical score of the piece operates, internally, as a structure that 

 
99 Ibid., p. 42 
100 Rougeaux; p. 167 
101 Ibid., p. 161 
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supports, yet also counters, our drifting by guiding us, a landscape to remain within to the 

extent of not making a clean cut from our surroundings. Together these scores unfold 

various bodies and relations, by drifting through embodiments and entanglements. 

Disorientated both by the textiles and the darkness, the score remains as nodes to orientate 

around. In the next instance, when the score is what makes me disoriented, the textiles 

remain as something to orientate from, and with. 
 

We continued to imagine ways we that could extend this drift in order to share it—though 

differently—with the audience. The darkness sets the frame: when there is nothing to see, 

nothing to find, but the search itself, the search for vision, for direction, for a fixed point 

of reference, darkness assists by continuously moving all available reference points 

around. Drifting in the dark is to see in glimpses. And the glimpse a slight shove setting 

things in motion. The perspective moves together with your perception of it, oscillating 

between passing images, the trails they leave behind, and the visionary re-route as you 

walk along them. The audience is invited to attend differently: to let go of the situation 

around them; to let go of the present, of conceptions of distance, scale and duration. 

Drifting is a commodious space that opens pathways just as much outside the body as 

inside of it. Some paths appear inside the landscape of the body itself; others stray off 

completely. All of them, embedded in the body and how the world is embodied in it. 

Drifting along associations to subjective and embodied links, references and desires, 

linked to, or simply just louder or more urgent, than the situation in front of you. The 

point being that where you go is as much part of the situation around you, on the level of 

materiality: there is no distinction between them. The effects of drifting might as well be 

the trails of the glimpses in front of you. Approaching the performance as a score for the 

audience to drift, and drift away from. And so, the piece continues to invert by weaving 

imaginations and glimpses together. 
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something material to hold on to 
 

This writing started as a way to fabricate a meantime to a process that got interrupted by 

lockdowns and was suspended for a year. Somewhere along the way, something 

resembling a thesis presented itself. Was the thesis a destination or a point of departure? 

More of a question drifting in-between them, it slipped away when I tried to grasp it. At 

work in my writing, yet itself lost inside it: a disoriented and reorienting question trying 

to navigate the territory which unfolded around it. What could choreography mean inside 

this writing? Where is its ‘graphia’ written from, and what does it act upon? These 

questions appeared as traces of the reflexes; a multiplying inversion of the theatre 

apparatus, stirring up its notion to ponder what a post-scopic theatre might be. As a 

practice expanded to an extent where this writing would not be imposed to act upon 

materials but could potentially emerge as a system of communication between them, to 

encounter materials as mediums of thought with singular sense-making structures. Instead 

of a theatre about appearance, I centered the question of disappearance, I wanted to notice 

how disappearance itself could become apparent. And this meant stirring up perspectives 

and their formative relations. I wanted to understand how undercover choreographies, 

that emerge through the dark, could accommodate disappearance’s appearance. A 

disruptive choreography that opens the meaning of things, where the mediums themself 

set the conditions for a practice.  
 

The research surrounding warp entered the dark curious about its potential for 

disorientation. I started to imagine warp as a score, addressing the audience and the work 

they’re invited to do. A score to open the situation differently, not to hold their attention 

in time and place, but rather to hold them company as it opened the situation differently. 

To accompany a letting go into drifting. A score that engages the whole theatre apparatus, 

and the apparatuses therein, to propose a way of spending time together beyond the 

duration of the piece itself. For an audience that drifts away, the score remains a material 

to hold on to, return to, let go of. To warp the consistency of a performance’s times and 

places, to fabricate a situation that is as much ‘over there’ as it is ‘here,’ as much ‘then’ 

as ‘now.’ A situation in which the division between real and imaginary, between world 

and body, have been interpolated. A performance that does not seek to reconcile the 

differences between that which (materially) figures and that which is experienced through 

the activity of spectating. warp fabricates a background, a surface of projection, upon 
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which dis/appearances manifest. We could think of the audience’s experience as material 

woven collaboratively by both what you came for, and what you came with. Where you’re 

left without means to clearly grasp it. 

 

This text brought together the disturbing processes of disorientation and drifting and was 

manifested through their transformative and erroneous qualities. Approaching a darkness 

that troubles knowledge production by closing out the light for a while, to fabricate a 

space for minor things to appear. warp temporarily suspends recognition, to open the 

space for another kind of seeing, for the appearance of non-knowledge. Curious about 

what can be encountered when inhabiting the dark, these processes hold a plastic potential 

to corrupt habitual patterns that are carried between bodies, that are socially coded, and 

maintain and assert systems of value. As an act of sabotage, darkness disorientates any 

predefined point of view, obliterating the centres and centred subjects inhabiting an 

illuminated world in order to disentangle sign and signifier, a semantic suspension, 

corrupting spatial-discursive maps of the day. The dark gifts other perspectives, horizons 

and relations, from which the world unfolds differently, is embodied, and refuses the 

distance required for processes of abstraction. To learn to become disoriented, we inhabit 

the world at the point in which things are fleeting: we navigate through glimpses. Our 

bodies are transformed in the process––drifting in a suspended field where transformation 

happens between departure from the day and arrival in the night. It is not what you see, 

but how you see and when you can’t see.  

The gaps filled with imagination, the sensations storming and informing you,  

the imprints you hold on to, the drifting of your attention. 

 

A loose thread, a missing link, a connection detached and rewired.  

Warped, then messed up, to get lost in yet another fabrication.  

Something moves, suspended in a near distance. 
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