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More than half of your body consists of water. From the softness
of your eyes, lubricated by every blink, to the tenderness of your
fingertips turning each page. It is a molecular fact, a material fact. It
is one, or maybe the reason why we are alive.
As an anomaly, still puzzling today’s scientists, water is one of the
most peculiar substances found on earth,
swiftly changing shape and state, still so
ﬁ] common, inside and outside of all of us. If
water is a transformative material, could
1-:.:' one say that water has a different kind of
y :‘\ 3~ logic, proposing another kind of dance?

How can we understand, move and be moved in the world through
this anchor, and share space with all living things, socially and
economically, ethically and artistically if water is in all of us at
every moment?

“We are all bodies of water,” writes scholar Astrida Neimanis,
pointing to how we as human beings are interconnected as liquid
entities to the oceans around us, to the water we drink, to the
water we pollute, from the fjords of Norway to the Suez canal in
Egypt. Through water’s circulation across bodies, species, lands and
materialities, everything is connected.
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As watery, we experience ourselves less as isolated entities, and more
as oceanic eddies.

Water has strong cohesive qualities; its molecules have a tendency to
stick together.

If I perceive the water in you, perceive you as water, how might my
relationship to you change? How will engaging with you on a liquid level
change the way my body, and the collective body, moves?

D@ H’a (Swedish verb): to participate.

D@ lTa (phenomenon): lowlands and islands, occurring at or
outside the mouth of some rivers, so-called river deltas.

U@ lTaz a collection for choreographic and performative
work to be shared and exercised. A platform and publication
for participating projects, dance, knowledge
exchange and choreographic inquiries.

U@ lTaz the fourth letter in the r 33}
greek alphabet, meaning change in r e ™ =
mathematics. > '
In 2019, Delta was first e ™ = =

organized as a series of
six interventions with six

invited artists/artist duos, 3 V "ﬂﬁ,

accompanied by a zine

the artists to share their gt o
work with an audience. . ’
In 2021, Delta continues, 0 s
reshaping its format to move and

as another platform for 2 Q . 4
o

think differently. Using Pontus’ " (A e

choreographic research project “All

4

.

Departures Are Waves” as a liquid foundation, we have invited
fifteen artists, writers and curators to share new or previous work
on water histories, narratives and watery practices. With their
contributions, Delta is extra wet. We invite you to submerge!

Text in italics is taken from “Bodies of Water: A score” by Pontus Pettersson and Hannah
Zafiropoulos from the book Red Love: A Reader on Alexandra Kollontai (2020).
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During recent years,
curator Bronwyn
Bailey-Charteris has
created a curatorial
theory and practice
named “Hydrocene,”
which argues tor
artistic methods ot
thinking with water in
the age ot accelerating
clitmate crises. In this
text, Bronwyn
brings us back

to the Tirst rain

as a possible

Tirst dance. How
rain keeps coming
back to our bodies,
rousical memories;
a perpetual drear
coming true.
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Let’s begin.

It’s in the waters, and it’s a process of
unlearning water.

In the work Cloud Studies, the collective
Forensic Architecture interview a man
whose home in Gaza has just been bombed.
He coughs into the microphone, “I am
breathing in my home.” Dust, toxins, body
parts, fumes, concrete itself, blown back into
dust. Time compressed, deleted, airborne.

Let’s begin again.

Precipitation is a term for the process of
water moving from clouds to earth, also
known as rain. Now that all rain is acid rain, in
this dissolving climate, how can we approach
the rain? [ have been working with an
image in my head, around collective
learning, where I think of collective
learning, especially with art, as a
. kind of rain, both materially and
metaphorically. The way rain moves,
between us, and of us, explains my
understanding of the way knowledge
moves, between us, and of us. Ideas
rain down on us, but also we carry the
rains with us, they overflow, they move on
without us, as Astrida Neimanis writes in
the book Bodies of Water, “we are all bodies
of water.” In this watery matter, I wanted to
ask more about some sort of participation in
art, how do we participate in these rains and
where do rains complicate participation?

These are the questions I resonate
with and what appears to me as a kind of
answer is a new word, a missing piece, the
word is ‘precipitational.’ It’s a merging of
participation + precipitation. Rain meets
participation in the field of art, and together
they merge into a way of sensing: meet the
precipitational.

I take the word home with me, try it on,
keep it around, and it begins to perspire. It
wants to reach out to others, it seems to be a
word in a rush. Always going somewhere. But
now I have rushed ahead. Let’s return to the
beginning of all this.

To begin again. Let’s begin with the
original. Before the B sides and the covers.
Let’s begin with the original rains. Scientist
and writer Rachel Carson describes them
best in her 1951 book, 7%e Sea Around Us.

To be at the beginning you need to lay
down and close your eyes. It’s just better.
Then you need to lean into it. Breathe. And
hear the first rains.

Rachel says that when the earth was
molten, shifting, angry reds, hard to hold
down, not yet settled, pubescent in some
way, the planet we live on was unstable. This
was right near the beginning. Clouds began to
form. Dense and diligent the clouds gathered,
they grew in common. Rachel says, that
“the gradually cooling earth was enveloped
in heavy layers of clouds, which contained
much of the water of the new planet.” There
was no release. The clouds became fuller and
fuller, like maternal breasts with plentiful




milk. Keep your eyes closed. There was no
way to see through the clouds. As Rachel says,
the “rough outlines of the continents and

the empty ocean basins were sculptured out
of the surface of the earth in darkness.” In
darkness, the clouds can form. In darkness,
the pleasure is hightened. In darkness, the
suspense can grow.

And as this new young planet, all larva
and unsettled, was just as uneasy as it had
ever been, it reached a tipping point,
it touched something cool, and
immediately began to cool down
itself. The hot land beginning
to become what would
eventually be land, but still
rocks, no bacteria yet, no
whales or unruly forests. That
was all still to come. As the
Earth released its tantrum breath,
let go of the heat, in the dark still, just then,
quite suddenly, the first rains began. The
clouds who had held in everything they had
buried deep inside, started to rain down.
Rachel says, “[...] never has there been such
rains,” and she says “they fell continuously,
day and night, days passing into months,
into years, into centuries.”

Ghe original rains were the
Tirst movement.

I told you. Precipitation—it’s always going
somewhere. It’s busy, impatient, lustful.

A —

Someone told me the rain remembers
where it has been and it’s always trying

to get back to where it was. It’s searching,.
Always listening to the longing of the land,
trying to return.

The first movement, you could call it the
first dance, the first rhythm, was the rain,
moving minerals from the land to the hollow
oceans. Like wide mouths gaping open,
waiting to be fed, the concave empty oceans

slowly began to fill, with the rains, and

the minerals who the rains brought
with them. Rachel says that “over
eons of time, the sea has grown
ever more bitter with the salt of
the continents.”
Saltiness. A taste in your mouth.
Stay lying down but you can open your
eyes a little. Flickering pleasures of light.
The saltiness of the seas are starting to brew.
You could try licking. Run your finger from
forehead to chin, follow the contours, sense
what the rains delivered. They brought the
salt. They moved. The first dance.

In their first dance, the rains landed as
puddles, and then overflowed, unsatisfied;
they moved into lakes, still hungry; searching
they became rivers and deltas. In their
durational performance piece, the rains were
insatiable, playing to full houses, the crowds
were wild. Fans of the rains threw themselves
into rivers, dragging themselves along,
throbbing, moving, wild parts.

This was the beginning of the great
dissolving. Endless, relentless, inescapable.

The rains continued to make new pieces.
They became a classic. Books were written
about them, myths and cosmologies,
tempests stormed, arks floated; the rains
always played their part. Prayed to, hoped
for, the rains continued their rhythmic
performative practice of watering fields and
oceans, substantiating every surface. In this
era, the precipitational flourished.

And yet, as waters began to be controlled,
the rains lost work. Regular venues had shut
down. Tours were cancelled. As the waters
became piped, resource management took
over, grey bureaucracies, toxic runoffs, the
fun had started to go out of it. The rains
became illusive, regressive, cancelling last
minute. Songs were still sung about the
rains, but they were never the headline act.
The precipitational was harder to locate.
More and more the rains became a worn-out
backdrop. They were rolled in for special
performances here and there, but the rains
were frail. Dusty. Tired. Toxic. Drained.

YYou can open your eyes now.
You can even sit up.
[t's a new day.

There is a workshop. It’s where I am being
assembled. The parts to make me are:
squelchy organs, slipping into place, bacteria
multiplying, snuggling in, bendy fascia,
twisting and tracking. I am made of and

with the factory. It’s not dark here. I sense
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my organs shifting, gravity pulling at me,

pieces in place, things ticked off a clip board.

In they go. There is no looping evaporation
and precipitation here. And yet, there is

a faint cloud in the corner of my vision. A
shimmer of a small one hanging about by
the door. Over time, there are more vapours
coalescing on the floor. A quiet mist rolling
inside. Quietly the cloud approaches me. My
eyes begin to close again, and I am slowly
undone. Pieces of me, drifting, gathering, a
sense of hunger returns.

You can drift too now. Close your eyes
again if you wish. Breathe into particles.
Become vapour. Consensual, sensual cloud
making. Maybe the rains will play again.

Bronwyn Bailey-Charteris
February 2021, Stockholm

Complimentary to this text
is the Precipitational Playlist
with watery lyrics. Ghis
playlist aims to assist you

to locate the precipitational
inside yourselt and others.
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Drip drop drop, still
not dry; waiting tor
you to take over. In this
contribution, artist and
choreographer rontus
Pettersson shares some
0T his waterworks in
the shape ot scores
together with his long-
terw project “Ghrough
my mothers hands”
colouring the pages:
the backdrop ot your
dances to be.
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A LICK OF NTY ‘CONGUE,
A CHOREOGRAPHY OF
GHE AR

Take the arm of which your writing hand
is attached, right or left. This is now a tongue.

With your arm, start licking yourself,
cleaning and/or tasting, with no area left out.
This is done with the motion of your arm,
simulating a giant tongue. Like cleaning your
teeth, the architecture of your mouth is now
turned inside out and the cavities are legs
and buttcheeks, fingers and neck.

Wave; Flow indiscriminately.




PUBLIKHAVET

Publikhavet means the sea of the
audience in Swedish.

Publikhavet starts with a group or simply
yourself sitting on a chair, placed frontally to
something, anything. Individually imagine
or think of this situation as a performance
in itself; the performance of someone sitting
and watching a performance. Whether there
is nothing or an actual performance, it does
not matter. If there is nothing, or an actual
performance does not matter; whatever is,
is the performance. (One can also imagine
a performance one has seen, want to see, or
make one up in your head.)

Note: as with any performance it asks of
your attention, however boring or exciting
it is.

After a few minutes of watching, you
start sensing yourself as an image rather
than an event happening in time and space.
You have frozen, and become an iceberg
with eyes.

As with any theater, the lights get hot; this
starts to slowly melt you. Start to melt down
on your chair, thinking of your body as a
slow running viscose material, with two eyes
still busy with the performance.

When completely down on the floor,
finding yourself next to or just under your
chair, you slowly take your arm and push the
chair up in the air facing the direction of the
performance.

Remaining at this position, as your arm
and body stutters to organise the erected
arm-to/too-chair, the motion of waves
merges with this image. Let this have its way
with you.

A sea of floating chairs, as any boat on
the ocean, is either going somewhere or
being taken somewhere; your journey drifts
continuously until you cannot hold up the
chair any longer.

Poery Tor inspiration:

IseeIsealeye sea
Audience see, a sea of audience
Staring out at the sea you see
Isealsaw
An audience a sea
Sea the audience

Iseelsea
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CLEANING BHE DANCE FPLOOR

Cleaning the dance floor is preferably
done by a trio, but can be performed in any
number of constellations. The score consists
of three minor choreographies/bodies
following each other.

The first choreography/body is to do
the water practice while dancing/moving
forward in space. The water practice as a
dance can, in this aspect, just be to dance in
any watery way you find fit or fun.

The second person follows the first
person with their body recording the first
person’s movement. This is done with the
whole body (your writing machine). What
you decide to document, mark into your
body schema, is up to you and can change,
from just a movement of the hand, to toes,
spine, whole body, etc. As imprints continue
moving your body, you can think of yourself
as a tensegrity structure.

The third person following the second
person is “erasing” what has just been
“written down,” thinking of the body as a
wet cloth or mop, sucking in the chalk off a
black board.

Wave; The recording or writing with the
body is in this case understood when a
movement or action is somehow recorded/
felt in your body, so that the possibility to
revisit this movement is possible.

Wave; As both material and mediator,
water is also a strong solvent, a creative
force through destruction and a life-bearing
quanta.







FROW S5P1C B0 WIRROR

Assume a mermaid position. The pool starts merging into a mirror, like
a small lake inside of a stalactite cave.
Through this position, see if you can feel

a spiral and turn your upper body circa Instead of one reflective surface, the small
45 degrees, lean over, and place both of bubbles that are made from your spit act
your hands on the ground in front of you, as individual windows from your past and

as pillars of an ancient Greek temple. For future. Take a peak!

the rest of the score, this is your sacred

space. You sit still, a formation of flesh, an Take

architecture of lush material that is you.
Your
You start moving your tongue inside
of your mouth, forming saliva; when you Time
produce enough liquid, you start letting
this pour out of your mouth and continue
throughout. You have started making a small
lake or well of spit.

The time-quality of your own saliva
production stands as a clock and measures
the following transition.

The more you empty out, the bigger the
pool; this is felt through your mouth, but
draws from your whole body. Take a chance
to empty yourself, now when you have
already started the procedure.










OCEAN POETRY

Ocean poetry is primarily a sound
performance and a solo act.

The performance is done by using a sink
or anywhere where you can find a tap that is
connected to water that you can turn on or
off in different degrees of pressure.

You start by opening the tap on the sink
for the water to flow, raising and decreasing
the flow of water and the sound it makes,
imitating the sound of waves.

This is you playing the ocean.

Connect to your inner rhythm and waves
of the sea within.

Playing the basin for a while, letting the
sound you are making affect you, vibrating
you. Stirring up the water inside of you.

This is the mixture.
This is the undercurrents coming up to

the surface. Whales greeting the sun and
letting out steam.

Like looking out at the horizon (probably
an imaginary one), you let the water, like
all waters, flowing back to the sea, connect
you to the ocean. The water in you is this
same water; let this water speak. Like a
poetic oracle, any words or sentences are
directly wired from the big blue. It’s your
temporarily hotline for you to speak/listen
to/for/through water. Any formation of
poetic strata is now for the world to hear.

Wave: This is a performance for anyone
(including you) to witness.

Wave: We are all bodies of water.
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RALNDANCE

With any kind of movement, with your
body, you try to make it rain; this is a dance,
this is you engaging with your own and the
collective liquids—making it rain.

The more the merrier!
Wave: join forces.

Raindance like written above was first
elaborated and performed together with
Sandra Lolax and Adriano Wilfret Jensen
in their collective piece Debut from 2013,
Display festival, Weld, Stockholm.










The water snake is a choreography for
several people. The choreography starts
with the first person doing a slow bending
over from standing (simply said, rolling
down). First person, take a moment to just
stand before you start heading down.

The overall choreography aims at creating
an image of a large snake moving through
space, the choreography consists of a
continuous moving line of bodies, as an
ensemble animating the figure of a snake.
The choreography can be seen as a reversed
‘evolution of man.’

On an individual level the body is
juxtaposed to the larger body of the snake,
with the back of the body being the front of
the large snake. The spine is the dominant
source of inspiration, the vertebrates, the
spinal liquids and the whole spine “closest”
to a resemblance of an actual snake. This is
the platform/space for your embodiment.
While doing the choreography, let the water
circle of weather be your inspiration.

When the first person has started, the
second person can join, adding to the chain
of bodies (or the vertebrates of a snake). The
second person starts by placing one hand
on the first person’s back. You can think of
this gesture as similar to when one puts the
key in the car for the engine to start. This is

CHE WATER SNARE

also the start of your own water circle as well
as the hook to the person in front of you.

Wave: The water snake is a sequential
score for a group, you cannot start or end
before the person in front of you has started
or ended. This is up to you to decide when
that is.

Wave: The hand on the other person’s
back is your fluid link, the threshold or
interface for two bodies of water becoming
one body of water.

With one hand on the person’s back, the
second person starts their own water circle
while still staying and merging with the
motion of the first person, creating a link of
actions.

When starting your participation of
the water snake, you also want to create
the illusion of the snake moving forward
in space, even though you are facing the
opposite direction. Let your back be the face
of the snake until the next person joins.

Note: The inner choreography and outer
choreography might create a separation of
actions and embodiment. Like water, you
have no centre.

From standing, to bending over and
rolling down, finding yourself on the
floor, you as an individual part of the
choreography end when you are completely
down on the floor; you can think of this as
the floor being the surface of the water and
you have completely submerged yourself
into this water. Upon doing this, you gently
leave the floor and start waiting again
for your turn, adding to the continuous
building and moving of the snake. As the
choreography is perpetual, the end can be a
fading off or preset in time before you start
the dance.
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AN OCEAN CALL

Start by sitting down in a comfortable
position.

Close your eyes.

Start listening to your breath, let the
imagination of your breath sounding
like waves amplify your innerspace—the
imaginary space of looking out to the horizon
of an open sea.

Listen to your breath like waves of the
ocean. Stay here, for as long as you need.

3
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Choreographer
Adham Hatez
paints a paintul,
yel poetic picture
oT interspecies
wigration through
the history ot

the Suez Canal (n
Bgypt. bointing at
how practices 0T
othering have shaped
histories and how
nature continues to
organise us.

q2

Based on a research
by HaRaKa

Platform, within the
framework of the
project ‘In 50 Years
Or So, with Mona
Gamil, Lamia Gouda,
Sara Soumaya

Abed, and Adam
Kucharski.

(T was about 150 years ago
when the Suez Canal was inaugurated
in Egypt, in 1869. One of the largest
man-made canals in the world, the
structure connected the massive Red
and Mediterranean seas, opening the two
water bodies towards each other, leading
to the irreversible enormous migration
of sea creatures known as the Lessepsian
Migration. At the same time when the
canal was being dug using forced labor
and slavery practices, European art
forms and architectural practices were
instituted in Egypt by settler colonialists,
and elevated to a higher pedestal, while
' o P 3y 3 local artistic practices
3 and ways of living
: were shunned,
banned, or
criminalized.
Over the
period of the
past 150 years

«
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or more, fishes have migrated north away
from their homes in Egypt, creating a
massive loss of biodiversity in the Red
Sea. Simultaneously, Northern European
artistic practices were being ingrained in

Egypt as the only viable aesthetic canons.

Parisian boulevards erased earlier city
structures, Opera replaced 7agateeq, and
Ballet banished Zar.

Yet we continue to think of our dance
history away from Earth history, while the
story of Suez begs to differ. The Suez Canal,
that water highway, was the spark of this loss
of biodiversity, and of cultural multiplicities,
as well as it was the accelerator of modernity
itself. Modernity, as a European political
project, had to happen at any cost.

‘Everyone must be struck with the
grandeur of the idea of dividing two
continents so as to enable large ships

to proceed directly from the ports

of Europe to ports of the East. The
realization of such an idea would
certainly be quite in accordance with
the spirit of an age in which so much has
been done to annihilate time and space;
and, doubtless, neither talent, energy,
nor wealth would be wanting to make
the attempt, could even a chance of
success be shown.’

—Bedford Pim, “Remarks on the Isthmus
of Suez” (1859) from Proceedings of the
Royal Geographical Society of London.




Egy DT was studied in Europe, by
European scientists, authors, and artists.
Redesigning the Earth was a common
discussion too by the ‘modernists.” Bedford
Pim speaks of a moment in history where
time and space must be annihilated. He
speaks of modernity. The eroticism of
modernity was celebrated and paraded
with large machines to dig the Suez. A
triumph of the industrial revolution, -
of science, and of the British
Empire colluded in digging

a waterway that is almost

200 kilometers long. Egypt

became a complicated

place: a gateway between

three continents and several
empires, and an “other”

against which the Empire

could conceive of its own
modernity, and of its own image.
Modernity as a political project needed

a distant “other” in need of civilizing—beings
that were deemed as not sovereigns of their
own fate or their own bodies. And hence,
starting with Napoleon and continuing
through the British Empire, laws were drawn
and exercised to regulate Egyptian bodies,
habits, lands, dances, songs, and sexual
practices.

Hapldly, the country became a
playground of colonial fantasies. The
Khedive Ismail, the ruler of Egypt at the
time, called Cairo Paris-sur-Nil. Modernity

4

needed Opera and Ballet. The savant belly
dancers (in Arabic called Awalem, meaning
the knowledge-bearing ones) were banned
from dancing, and several were said to
have even been killed. Meanwhile, a new
ground for dance was being laid. A smooth,
flat, uninterrupted floor, for classical Ballet
ancers to glide, tiptoe, spin and jump
on. The architecture of Western
theatres gradually became
o the main structure one

and performance. A
~  newfloor changes
old dances. A new
%  water highway
- _ changes our times.
¥ Classical Music
and Ballet took over.
Egyptian and other
indigenous African and
Arab dance and performance
forms $tarted to diminish. The worksongs
of the slave diggers of the canal perished,
all but a few survived as remakes during
moments of resisting the colonizer, the
monarchy, or during WWL

(illions and millions of fish and
marine creatures continued to migrate
north, with the newly inaugurated canal.
Hundreds of thousands of Egyptian and
other African corvée workers died while
digging the canal. Endless migrants from
the north continued to settle in Egypt. The

&
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would visit to see dance

incoming migrants from the north required
their own schools, clubs, drapes, ladles, and
pudding dishes. Literally! Lengthy print
records of these objects exist at the National
Archives in London—long lists of what was
needed in order to promise comfortable
living conditions away from home, and to
construct small British, French or Italian
cities by the Red Sea, with details as specific
as how many pudding dishes or ladles will
be there. Schools were built for the children
of the European engineers and diplomats
according to the educational systems in
Europe. Exclusive sports and social clubs
for their women were erected. An incoming
English teenager would have to study the
glory of the British Empire in Port Said,
while an Egyptian teenager would have to
die digging the canal a couple of miles away.
Local history, of course, was not taught in
those curricula. Such histories are not even
taught today in British schools. Egyptian
dance is also not taught in European dance
education programs. Egyptian dance
continues to be marked ‘Egyptian,” while
Western European contemporary dance is
just ‘contemporary dance.’ Old habits from
early modernist times: the European body
is the standard, everything else is the other.
Others are to be marked as such.

Brachidontes Pharaonis,a
small sea clam, is argued to be the first
recorded migrant in the history of the
Lessepsian migration. Millions of creatures
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and hundreds of species have migrated
from the Red Sea to the Mediterranean,
because of the Suez Canal, in a never ending
migration that is considerably massive and
rapid when seen within the geological time
scale. Pharaonis lives on rocky seafloor and
on coarse debris back in its original home.
When its species moved from the Red Sea, it
flourished and heavily colonized the Eastern
Mediterranean, a zone that is nutrient-rich
because of the River Nile sediments gushing
into it. Pharaonis started forming stable
colonies of large populations. But, given the
softer seafloor of the Eastern Mediterranean,
Pharaonis started sticking, ironically, to the
ships passing from the Mediterranean back
to the Red Sea through the Suez Canal. Yet,
it wouldn’t make home for itself in the Red
Sea again. Pharaonis became a troublesome
migrant, damaging the structure of sea
vessels, which was the closest thing to a
‘home’ it could conceive of, given its love for
hard surfaces which is absent in much of the
Eastern Mediterranean. Pharaonis started
damaging the sea vessels of the British
Empire and other large imperialist ships.
Such poetry!

AT the same time, the other
migrants continued moving southward from
Europe into Egypt. Human migrants. Their
ways of life were favored
over the local ones. New
urban centers created

to house the migrating,

qq

settling colonizers: Port Said, Port Fouad,
Ismailia, and Suez were new names given to
older cities around the Red Sea. Downtown
Cairo was erected by the Khedive, old
houses and streets demolished, farmlands
eradicated, and new Parisian boulevards
constructed. It was there where the Opera
House was built. The Khedivial Opera House,
the first Opera House in Africa, the Arabic
speaking region, and in the Middle East.
Middle of what? East to where? Ask her
majesty in London.

The event of the inauguration of the
Canal and the Opera House was a rupture,
geologically, poetically and epistemologically.
Egyptian music was not commissioned

to mark the inauguration of the Canal. It
was Verdi who was commissioned. Others
hurried to compose music dedicated to

the event, from Billema to Strauss, each
with their Suez pieces, that are entirely
constructed within the convention and the
canon of Western Classical music. A new art
history in Egypt was written the very same
minute a new Earth history was written,
but we continue to see them as separate
events. Our academic frameworks continue
to speak as if linearity was possible, and

as if contamination and migration never
happened. With that very first Operatic
note that was sung in Egypt, Opera changed
ferever. With this very first clam that

{mi grated to the Mediterranean, the marine

history of the two seas changed forever.

And we all wanted to take those fast
moving ships, through the new highway of
the Earth. And we all wanted to learn those
lithe dance steps, and forget about feet
sinking into the sand while dancing Haggala.

In 201 ('7, Mona Gamil, Lamia Gouda,
Sara Soumaya Abed, Adam Kucharski and
myself were conducting research on the
history of the canal. We were creating a
triptych performance called ‘In 50 Years

Or So, trying to understand and document
what happened to humans, to animals, and
to many lifeforms in 1869. Trying to explore
an aesthetic that was brought to a grinding
halt by the fanfare of Suez’s inauguration.
Trying to create alternative dance floors
from mud, from sand, and grass that made
all the dancing we ever learned ridiculous
to perform. It was in 2019 when we learned
that Earth has about 50 years or so of topsoil
left, and of fishes in the sea, before all is
gone. We were investigating indigenous
songs and dances that commonly spoke to
nature, or of nature. We were curious about
how so many of these dances and songs have
disappeared. The curious realization was
when we found that with the inauguration
of the Suez canal and with the gradual
decline of fish populations in the Red Sea
and the irreversible change in its salinity
and temperature levels, seen now as an
Anthropocenic change in the geological and
biological history of that sea, the songs and
dances disappeared. Younger people living




in these canal cities today mostly
do not remember the songs. It is
almost as if the performance
forms disappeared alongside
the fish. For what are you
going to sing to, when the
songs are about the bounties
(\_ of the sea? How will you
dance the dances of fishnets
- when fishing in the Red Sea is on
an intermittent state-enforced ban,
with the number of fish decreasing? And
it has all come down to operating petrol
digs, or working mechanically on massive
ships, or trading at the Duty Free Zone?
The Bambouteya dance, that mimicked
the rocking movement of the sea, as if
one is standing in a small boat trying to
keep balance, is one of those dances that
gradually became obscure. Known to some,
with its revival and documentation in the
1960’s by troupes such as Reda Troupe or
the National Dance Troupe, the form is not
taught in dance programs, nor makes it to
contemporary stages. Bodies were told their
dances were lesser than those brought by the
colonizer. Their environment was manicured
and tamed. The Earth was being redesigned,
and modernity continued its regime of
extractionism and accelerationism, as more
indigenous performances disappeared.

And this is not new or unique.
Fishermen’s songs from the Ghanian coast
to Gaza in Palestine have disappeared with

the rapidly changing ecosystems around
these communities, with colonialism, with
apartheid, and with the industrialization

of fishing. Even in Europe, Sea Shanties, as

a genre of sea worksongs, rapidly declined
with the introduction of motorized sea
vessels after the industrial revolution.

When the environment changes, the canon
changes. The aesthetic responds to the
geological and the political through ways
our current methodologies of dance making,
dance teaching or theorizing does not equip
us to articulate. We continue to struggle

in how to think of art history through an
environmental paradigm, or through tools
that need to be developed interdisciplinarily
within the Anthropocene. And as we think
of our songs and dances that disappear,

and as the planet keeps reminding us

that it is finite, let’s perhaps hope for new
possibilities of complicating how we think of
our artistic histories and the historiographic
practices we grew accustomed to when
engaging with the aesthetic regime.

When we think ot performance
history after Suez, we must think of the
separation of humans from nature as a
modernist project. Modernity fails to see
the world that it has created as a mere
construct. ‘World’—this treacherous word
that operates within a planet. One among
many that coexist on the stage we call
“planet.” The loss of other forms of life—
what we now call “biodiversity”—should

not be limited to flora and fauna. For if
humans are part of nature, then the “loss of
biodiversity” can also include human forms
of life. Only in this way are we finally able

to imagine a decolonized way of thinking.
Expanding the notion of biodiversity to
include the disappearing Egyptian cotton,
Haggala dance, Brachidontes Pharaonis clams,
the slave children that died digging the
canal, Khayal Al Zell shadow plays, oysters,
fishermen’s dances, and coral reefs makes
us all political beings. Be it political clams,
or political humans. The Earth inhabits us

as we inhabit it. Our sovereignty and agency
is mitigated by earthly phenomena, and
microbiomes within our bodies. Yet we still
construct a linear historiographic account of
dance, performance or art in general. Pure
and uncontaminated in a world that is only
contaminated.

And the water continues to
flow through the Suez Canal, from the Red
Sea to the Mediterranean, changing the
marine world of Europe forever, as Red

Sea predators find no natural enemies in
the lush and nutrient rich Mediterranean.
And the dances and songs that came before
continue to be forgotten, as we glide within
controlled environments, within our dance
studios, within our climate regulated
theatres, to dance about the sea, to dance
about nature, to dance about the future.
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OCEAN is a system
powered by artist
Daniela Bershan in
collaboration with
Deborah Birceh,
Sara Leghissa and
Sabrina Seitried,
and has previously
been presented as a
pertormance.

Here, Daniela has
translated the
relational layers oT
OCEAN into maps that
untold new layers

oT the pertormance,
and in collaboration
with Sabrina Seitried
into a series ot
collages, expanding
the territories ot
this vast work ot
Teminine energy,
reproductive labour
and dewystitication.
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CHOSEN BY TUE
BARNACLES
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"Chosen by the
Barnacles” (s the last
song on the albu) "Ghe
Fishing Dance or Other
Costic Contessions,”
and a participatory
collective score in the
pertormance with the
same title. Bhis text

(s read on the stage by
the Tive pertormers.

[t has been written
collectively Trom

an lmprovisation
method by dancer and
choreographer Sindri
Runudde, together with
the composers Julia
Glertz and [larkus
Alkvist, and with text
support trom writer
Frida Sandstrom.

oY

We invite you to read,
listen or practice this
score by scanning the QR
code on this page.

Find a resttul position thatyou
can stay in for a while. Standing up, or lying
down, or anything in between. Make yourself
comfortable.

BGake a deep breath. sense the
edges of your body. You can always adjust
later on, but right now you are here. If you
like, you can close your eyes.

Lean in to what is leading you.

Focus on your Skin. Find the edges
of your body. Be very precise in defining
where your body ends and where it begins.

Now there 1S dark blue water
surrounding you. You sink down and you
are absorbed by this body of water. It’s all
around you. It seeps in through your skin.
And you start to feel the water moving
under your skin. The currents creating new
pathways inside of you. You are not sure
where your body ends and where the water
begins.




You stay within these moving
waters.

Bach stream, each current,
each movement. You map them all
differently. The movement of the water
around your body leaves traces; you are
forming a map.

AS you create an awareness of
this map, your focus becomes stronger. You
orientate your mind in one direction.

What you teel is setting the
course, like a massive ship, moving straight
forward through crystal clear waters.

‘Ghe ship is heavy and secure.
Sense the weight. Sense the resistance of the
water and the caress of the currents.

low a barnacle shows up and
attaches itself to you. It settles down under
the water, on to your skin, on the hull of the
ship. It’s choosing you.

Ghis tiny
hermaphrodite has
the ability of producing
everything needed in
order to give birth to
its own offspring. The
barnacle creates new life at
the edge of your body.

One by one, other barnacles show up.

‘They continue choosing you.
Choosing you. Choosing you.

‘Zi’hey Wwill stay with you as you
slowly peel away at the vast vessel you took
so much time building to stay on the surface.
Ripping through the rubbles and remnants
of the effort you used to build up this
strength. They will stay with you for as long
as it takes for you to dissolve.
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{low you gaze at the horizon. The
setting sun is caressing your chest and your
face.

Place your hands on your waists. If
you sit up, continue moving your arms until
your hands meet behind you, on the lower
back. If you don’t have arms or hands, or
if you experience pain, simply guide your
intention to follow these words instead.

Your elbows are pointing out on each
side, like a pair of wings. Your hands are
shaping a tiny little tale behind you.

[T you are lying on the ground, just
point your elbows out. Form wings.

Lean Torward.

Chere 1s a stwall duck family
swimming in the sunset. Gracefully the
mother guides her ducklings into the
twilight future. You are one of these duck
babies, you belong to her family. You glide
over quiet waters as the last rays of warm
sunlight stay with you.

YYou can now release the position.

What remains within you is the memory
of being chosen, cared for and full of
courage. Yours is the courage and strength to
carry on.

[ am me. I am many.

6l




F aa ."‘P‘ F ',
-~ ﬁ P f
=

)

SUBMERGED .~

— L
"“
? ."‘l

VIBEKE HERMANRUIVIN
FLIY VADSEIH

P— ;

"'ih
.~ ™

6O

' &



(n the attermath ot the
exhibition “Submwerged
vortal,” curator Vibeke
Hermanrud talks with
artist Blly Vadseth on
water, Hydroteminsm
and her pertormative
video work with jellyTish
in the Oslo Tjords.

tt's minus 10 degrees Celsius
outside. Elly Vadseth's studio is spacious
with a high ceiling. The afternoon sun beams
through the windows facing a dense forest,
and we can get a glimpse of the Oslofjord
through the naked trees. Pictures of jellyfish
are hanging from the ceiling mounted on a
soft, skin-like material. Notes, quotes, books,
pictures and sketches are neatly scattered
across the tables and walls. Surrounded by
Elly’s art projects, I sit down on a warm sofa.
The room is filled with pleasant aromatic
scents, and Elly explains that it is mint and
thyme. She gives me a cup of tea, and I can
feel that my pulse slows down. I let out a
light sigh. With two meters distance, we are
catching up on what has happened since the
last time—about adventures and upcoming
artistic projects. We are both happy that the
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strict Coronavirus measures have eased up,
even if only a bit.

Elly Vadseth is an interdisciplinary artist
and researcher with a background in video
art and performance theory/choreography
based on Nersnes, a peninsula in the
Oslofjord. Her artistic practice circulates
around water, environmental philosophy
and ecology. Upon returning to Norway
after half a decade studying and working
in the U.S., she discovered several uncanny
changes in the fjord where she had grown
up. The cod is almost gone, mussels are
disappearing, and nearly invisible sea
walnuts are drifting in, multiplying in
increasing numbers, changing the fjords’
bodily feel and ecological constellations.
She looked at the narratives being told
and believed it lacked nuances. In her art
practice, she seeks to look at the deeper
roots, about why this is happening and the
human entanglement.

Elly was one of five artists invited
to participate in a group exhibition
titled “Submerged Portal™ at Kunstplass
Contemporary Art [Oslo] dedicated to
the world’s complex ecosystems, and
particularly the basic element sustaining
us all, namely, water. As a curator for
this exhibition, I drew inspiration from
Astrida Neimanis’ theory of hydrofeminism
and her book Bodies of Water. 1 believe
Hydrofeminism offers us a new approach—
or portal—to interpret ecological ethics and
intersectionality. In line with Neimanis’

thoughts, I came to realise the obvious:

We are all bodies of water—and hence
connected to each other across time,
spaces and species. Our watery bodies

are inseparable from other bodies of
water, the oceans, and the global pressing
ecological wounds and world’s troubled
waters. Water is life-giving, but also linked
to power structures and politics. The world
is experiencing frequent water crises such
as droughts, fresh-water shortages, floods,
contamination, construction of mega dams
leading to displacement, and control over
bodies of water.

In the exhibition “Submerged Portal,”
Elly showed her video-installation Sezsate
Drifier(s). In our conversations prior to the
exhibition, she told me that she is exploring
corporeal interactions as well as human
and suprahuman watery choreographies
in addition to ideas of protection and
interspecies vulnerability. I have come
to Elly’s studio to talk more about her
conceptual thinking behind the video
performance Sensate Drifier(s) and her
artistic practice in general. I am particularly
curious about hydro-choreography.

Vibebke Herrmanrud: 1 want to go
straight to the performative video
work Sensate Drifier(s). With your
background in choreography and
contemporary art, how was your
artistic process when you created it?




Elly Vadseth: I started as I usually

start when I make works: There is
something in my surroundings that
influences me and that I become
curious about. In 2019, I came over a
large bloom of jellyfish, transforming
the fjord where I live to what can

best be described as a gelatinous
membrane. A warning sign, perhaps,
of dramatic changes happening in
known and unknown worlds below
sensory surfaces. After this intense
encounter, I have researched the life
and rhythms of gelatinous beings
through a scientific, philosophical and
embodied lens. 'm interested in the
choreography of the everyday, both
biological and socially-constructed.

In Sensate Drifier(s), 1 worked with
gelatinous beings during the seasons;
from spring, through summer, and until
they start to disappear in the autumn,
as a lens to research larger ecological
constellations.

The rhythmic and relatively slow
movement of these oceanic drifters
with an embodied intelligence that
sits in their whole body has inspired
me to think and move differently
in order to imagine alternative
movement patterns in relation to
watery ontologies that are undergoing
large changes. Through Seznsate
Drifier(s), 1 chart out a constellation
of relationships between different

organisms, rhythms and technology
that connect different temporalities.
The jellyfish are some of the oldest
species we have on our planet and
have historically been overlooked

by science. I'm curious about what
our own bodies and a closer, more
intimate intra-action with these beings
can teach us about our possibilities
for collective adaptation in the
dramatically changing climate that is
becoming wetter and warmer. Jellyfish
are some of the water species that
seem to be very resilient to changing
conditions in the ocean. Honing

in on their rhythmic and watery
choreographies, I'm interested in
what we can learn by slowing down
and living more cyclically. These are
questions I have begun exploring in
the piece. I believe that connecting
deeper with other organisms and
their lifeworlds in the Anthropocene
can make us understand on an
emotional level our own vulnerability
in the constantly shifting state of
interspecies relationships, both now
and in the future.

The work Sensate Drifier(s)
represents the first work on a longer
journey, which I hope will have
many manifestations and connective
flows. The sequencing of the work
is a constellation of relationships.

In Sensate Drifier(s), 1 stitch together




aquatic constellations including
microorganisms, gellata, cyborg jellyfish
and the human aquanaut in intra-
action within the screen and outside.

I find these jelly-like bodies
mesmerizing and mysterious in the way
they move with the ocean currents.
They are everywhere—aliens like in the
deep part of the oceans, fluorescent
beings navigating troubled waters,
drifting through plastic debris and
migrating from one place to another
with ballast waters of cargo ships
connecting oceans. On a sensate and
personal level, I have encountered
many Stenophora drifters gliding over
my skin when I swim in the sea and
have through the work sought out
Cyanae Capilata, the stinging jellyfish
native to the waters where I live. These
encounters are sometimes unpleasant
or strange, but also make me feel
connected to a textured reality of
the changing alchemy of the ocean.

I think the ocean is not a beautiful
thing separated from us; instead, I

am interested in our multisensorial
entanglement. When stretching out,
the lion’s mane jellyfish seeks out food
or feels out their environment. When
the human and the jellyfish connect,

a sensorial nestle transfer happens,
which we sense on our own skin when
we step out of the water.
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V).Y. Have you been inspired by Astrida

E.V.

Neimanis’ Bodies of Water and
Hydrofeminism, which is a conceptual
backdrop in the exhibition “Submerged
Portal?”

I was delighted to discover the

work of Astrida Neimanis through
the “Submerged Portal” curatorial
project because this work builds on
my previous research and collective
practice in the U.S. centered around
water, knowledge production and
performance with the organization
Mountain Time Arts. I have also
engaged with other work theorizing
submerged perspectives and emerging
embodied epistemes through the
work of Macarena Gomez Barris

and others. Reading Hydrofeminism:
Or, On Becoming a Body of Water by
Astrida Neimanis during my own
creative process, I found the words
for many of the things that I had
been exploring through intuitive and
embodied methods. I was especially
taken by the concepts relating to
hydrology and water-logic. Jellyfish
are watery organisms that have a very
interesting rhythmic hydrology; in
some ways, I think jellyfish and their
blooms can be seen as sensate signals
or watery manifestations of the ocean
and her health. Our body also has a
hydrological rhythm, especially female




bodies, which I think is important

to listen to more attentively and
make more space for in daily life.
Post-human phenomenology and
corporeal philosophers such as Donna
Haraway, Macarena Gémez-Barris and
Stacy Alaimo give voice to these more
embodied knowledges and questions
socially and historically constructed
thoughts and movement patterns.

In light of this, I find it inspiring to
reimagine how we can potentially
perform/dance with other organisms
and weather.

In our moment with so much
overstimulation, I think what we need
is space in everyday life to move more
slowly and think slower thoughts. This
slowness has been amplified in the
pandemic when it comes to travel and
economic growth. It is paradoxical
that many of us feel that there is “not
enough time,” because we have it. I
think we need to reconnect with the
environments we are a part of and, in
the process, our own body.

V. Y. Can you say something more about

how you work with movement in your
video practice, which you refer to as
video performance?

E.V. The camera is a choreographic tool

in my video performance work. The
camera allows processes to unfold and

submerged gestures to be revealed
within the intra-actions of weather,
body, ecology and space. I'm interested
in the possibilities within video
performance and video installation
for sensate worldmaking that play
with time, scale, transformation and
connectivity between beings. This way
of working with video has a long history
within cinema and contemporary
dance, where the working methods

of one discipline leaks into another.
Since I am originally trained as a
painter, video performance allows me
to work affectively with time, colour
and movement, making works that
become over longer periods of time.
I'm interested in the screen as an
intimate companion in contemporary
life, where we constantly consume
stories and audio-visual information.
Media affects our bodies in many ways
and I'm critical of this influence while
trying to create new video experiences
where we are not disembodied, but
become more aware of our bodies in
space. In my work, I want to create
spaces where there is an active
interaction between the virtual bodies
inside the screen, in the case of Sensate
Drifier(s) both the jellyfish, human

and the small microorganisms, and
the body that is on the other side of
the screen in an exhibition space.

The actions are non-linear, like our




movements—cyclical instead of having
a beginning and an end. You can enter
the experience at any time in the video
and different narratives might emerge
through the scenes. In its most basic
form, choreography is a sequence of
movement. Likewise, the video is a
sequence of connections, movement
images and time. A journey looping,
perhaps like how time is measured

in different places? Changing based
on who is deciding how to measure

it. The human can thus find several
paths through the work. There is not
one conclusion, but rather opening

to different choreographies and
choreographic images.

V.. Do you also work with live art,

performance and choreography?

E.V. Yes, live performance is at the core

of my process for making video
installations. I don’t really consider
them as separate entities. I feel like the
boundaries of what is live and what
is mediated and what is “the real” is
a magical space to explore. I perform
live as a performer in my own work
when I'm out in public space making
the work. The audience in these
instances can be birds, insects, trees
or other human beings. I also work
collaboratively with other artists as a

performer. I have worked with the artist

(0

and choreographer Ann Carlson as a
dancer and an assistant choreographer
in the piece 7ke Symphonic Body|Water,
which was a performance made entirely
of gestures and included fifty people
from the Gallatin Valley who shared
their lives and work. For the piece, we
met with each performer and built
gestural “portraits” together based on
their oral stories and body language
connected to water. I've continued
working in this vein, thinking of the
conscious and unconscious gestures

of life. Currently, I'm working within
Margrethe Pettersen and Richard Sveen
on their sound work “Remembering
with Rivers,” which is a 10-year

project from 2020-2030 with one

year dedicated to each river running
through Oslo. The main question in

the project is “What can we learn by
listening to a river?” We are creating a
performance along with the Alna river,
who is the central actor in the piece.
The choreography will reflect on the
shapeshifting nature of the river during
the cycles of the year and the plant life
sustained by the river and wetlands.

V.Y. From your part, the artistic result more

often becomes a video or multi-channel
video?

E.V. 1 like working within the installation

medium because I can then work

performatively over longer periods of
time, often many times over several
years, creating worlds in motion.
Through improvisational processes,

I explore connectivity between
interconnected bodies affected by

the atmospheric processes around

us and the biological signals we send
and receive. In my installations,

I'm interested in opening up new
worlds where organic processes of
composting, rest, activity and growth
are scores. A sense of play and humour
is important to loosen up strict
boundaries between our own bodies
and other bodies and intimacies.
Gestures like submersion or drifting
repeat in many of my works, including
Sensate Drifier(s), with an intent to
move through, with and beyond what
is easily described in oral language.

As a continuation of Sensate Drifier(s)
gliding through water surfaces, I'm
now working with the changing states
of ice, using my own body as a research
tool of new winter choreographies.
The icy water is powerful. It can be
very sharp, or soft, translucent and
gelatinous when melting, forming a
floating membrane on the water surface
like the bloom of gelatinous beings that
started this project.




When leaving Elly’s studio, itis
getting darker outside and the winter gives
my cheek and nose a cold bite. I imagine
Elly swimming between ice floes, and

am amazed by her courageousness and
inspired by how she combines conceptual
thinking and bodily experiences when
creating art that matters.

1) The group exhibition “Submerged Portal” at Kunstplass
Contemporary Art [Oslo] took place from 12 December 2020
to 17 January 2021. The exhibition was curated by Vibeke
Hermanrud as a result of a participatory and explorative
process that started on a hot summer’s day in August 2020. In
addition to Elly Vadseth, who presented the video installation
Sensate Drifier(s), the other participants in the exhibition
were Kristin Bergaust, Randi Nygérd, Elin T. Sgrensen and
Tanja Thorjussen. The exhibition was accompanied by an
exhibition catalogue, which had been developed into a small
anthology consisting of texts, poems, art works and quotes by
the artists in the exhibitions, as well as others who have been
of inspiration. Worth mentioning is a text about the video
installation 7%e Fountain by Rebecca Belmore (CA) and a brief
interview with Ingela Thrman (SE).

It
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“Conftessions oT a
swimmmer” is the Tirst
chapter ot historian and
writer Axel Andersson’s
book “Ghe Colonial
Swimming 5chool”
(published by Glanta in
2071b). Bhe book draws
a global history ot
swimming: between
swimming cultures
and transmission ot
body techniques. In the
book, Axel points at
how crawl-as a once
torgotten swimming
style in the West-

(s re-introduced
through colonialism
and appropriated as

a western technical
rnowledge.
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The scout from Wapakoneta, Ohio,
was a certified pilot before he
got his driving licence. But now,
he seemed a bit nervous, for
understandable reasons. It’s not
every day that you experience
something for the very first time.
It’s 1969, and Neil Armstrong’s boots _
are blindingly white against the %
sooty lunar gravel. Nineteen minutes
into the two-and-a-half-hour-long visit,
he is joined by his colleague, Edwin ‘Buzz’
Aldrin. Both are veterans of the Korean War.
This time, there is no enemy as such. The
astronauts perform a long line of carefully
prepared experiments. For a few minutes,
Aldrin tries different ways of moving in this
environment, whose gravity is equal to one
sixth of Earth’s. He jumps in his big, white
suit. Like a wrapped-up preschooler among
puddles. A dance in weightlessness. You
can’t see any facial expressions behind the
visor, but it’s not hard to picture a smile.
Sixteen years later, a little boy in a mill
town in western Sweden experiences
similar weightlessness. In other words, a
repetition. And this time, it’s more about
tight-lipped survival. Gravity lets go without
the subsequent smile. But everything else
is right. Children don’t have to go to space
to understand. The moon landing had been
shown on TV. A foot angled against the tiles
of the swimming pool floor to kick off. The
boy’s body floats up towards the surface, to
then slowly sink again. His arms fold out as if

between them. It’s supposed
to be breaststroke. It’s not
breaststroke. The boy is
cheating.

He tries to avold
the audience.1t’s
better if nobody sees his
leaps. They are absolutely
not to be immortalised like
the moon landing. The best
thing would be if they remain
a private story, one that you can try to
forget. Swimming instructors patrol the
edges of the pool. They are armed with
giant aluminium hooks, exaggerated
bishop’s staffs, wandering to and fro as
if on ramparts, looking down into the
moat. But that’s not what’s happening.
In reality. Sometimes, they bend down to
offer advice to a child who isn’t doing very
well. If someone starts flailing about and
losing concentration, they lower their staffs.
The boy focuses on Buzz Aldrin’s hops.
He touches his foot to the bottom when
the adults look away. When his head goes
under the surface, he clenches his eyes
closed compulsively. He can’t even watch
underwater documentaries on TV; looking
under water is out of the question. Just
thinking about it fills him with terror.
It’s twenty-five metres to the other side.
An eternity. It feels like an atmosphere
almost devoid of air. Blood rushes through

an invisible fan had been placed




his body. But eventually he arrives, and
climbs up the ladder. Feeling the weight
placed on his shoulders is surprising. He
runs to the changing room on his tiptoes,
but is no longer light as a feather. Cheating
is wrong. He knows. Is it possible to say
that this was an emergency? Space is as
frightening as it is fascinating. Water, on
the other hand, provokes almost nothing
but anxiety, at least under the surface. No
matter how hard he tries, learning to swim
seems impossible. He has given up. Nobody
has noticed. He feels an emptiness. As if he
were invisible. Nobody even tells him to go
slower across the
cool tile floor.

In the
summers, Swedish
newspapers
are filled with
gruesome
drowning accounts
of people who
were swimming
one moment, and
disappeared into
a silent death battle the next. Over one
hundred people’s dreams and expressive
faces are erased every year in the murky
waters of Nordic nature. They are often
men, and alcohol is often involved. Evening
dips leading to eternal night. Another large
group is children. Suddenly, the number of
young ones playing at the beach is reduced
by one. Someone ends up under the surface.

== =)

Drowning is the most common cause of
death among young children in Sweden.!
Adult women, however, are markedly
underrepresented in these statistics.>
These statistics show a picture of different
societies, and expose more differences
than those between the genders. Drowning
deaths are an issue of class, and in the end,
of colonial fault lines. Every year, 450,000
people drown in the world. Far more than
the number of comrades of Armstrong’s and
Aldrin’s who fell in the Korean War, and even
50,000 more than the number of Americans
who died fighting for the US’s star-spangled
banner during the country’s four
years in the Second World War.
97 per cent of those who die from
drowning currently disappear
under the surface in what the
World Health Organization now
_\calls low- and middle-income
457, countries. An African man is twice
_as likely to drown as a European
' man, and an African woman
three times as likely to drown as
a European one. Similarly, the
differences between European low- and
middle-income earners and high-income
earners respectively are enormous.3

The tact that poverty and the risk of
drowning go hand in hand is evident from
Swedish history too. In 1890, 1,078 Swedes
met their deaths through drowning; the
number of deceased persons per 100,000

people was then greater than for the African
men of today (21.7 and 19.2 respectively),
the group currently fairing the worst in
international statistics. Since then, the curve
has pointed downwards: in 1940, 475 people
drowned, in 1990, 169.4 From historically
low numbers during the first decade of the
2000s, there has now been a slight increase;
137 people disappeared into the depths in
2014, and almost nine out of ten of them
were men.5 In 1898, drowning was the most
common kind of violent death in Sweden.®
The reason for the high numbers was
mainly a lack of swimming ability, which,
throughout history, has mostly affected
children, whose ability to evaluate risks
is poorer than adults’. Only slowly, and
through mass education from organisations
such as the Swedish Life Saving Society, did
the trend turn around. In 1899, only 12 per
cent of Swedish schoolchildren could swim,
a number that had risen to over 22 per cent
in 1913.7

The Swedish curriculum’s swimming
ability requirement was clarified in
September, 2007. Swedish schoolchildren
must now, at the end of sixth grade, be able
to swim 200 metres, of which 50 backstroke,
but according to a 2010 report from the
Swedish National Agency for Education,
8.3 per cent of the students don’t reach the
goal.® Reports about dramatic differences
in swimming ability within the city of
Stockholm came out in 2012. In Ostermalm,
a wealthy part of the capital, 67 per cent

(5



of children in second grade had some
swimming ability before they came to the
Sports Office’s swimming training; in poorer
parts of the city with a higher share of
children born outside Europe, like Tensta,
the figure was four per cent.?

Liberal Commissioner of Education Lotta
Edholm’s response to the exposed inequality
was that ‘all children have different starting
points. Many come from cultures where
being able to swim isn’t considered as
important.”™ ‘Children of foreign origin who
are unable to swim’ has, in Sweden and large
parts of Europe, appeared as a new category
of drowning victim." There are frequent
discussions about how swimming ability is
‘viewed, i.e. swimming’s cultural dimension.
The fact that Sweden has been going through
a cultural revolution since 1890, changing
from a drowning to a swimming nation, is
talked about less often. And one thing that is
practically never discussed is that swimming
used to be ‘viewed’ as important in large
parts of the world, and that swimming ability
was far more widespread outside Europe
than within the continent’s borders.

Galking about ‘cultures risks
leading to static stories about ‘peoples.’
And in cases where cultural changes over
time are discussed, it’s mostly in terms

of ‘development’ or implicit civilisation
advancement. History is, however, far more
complex than that. Swimming is indeed
culture, there is nothing ‘natural’ about
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different ways of staying above the surface
and moving through water. Swimming is a
technique, and as such it has been invented,
taught, passed on, and often also forgotten.
The simple difference between nature and
culture is that culture requires teachers to
train new generations. This is a book about
how the West lost its swimming teachers
during the Middle Ages, and found them
again in the modern era. More specifically,
it’s about the fastest and perhaps most
refined swimming technique, the craw/, a
technique that the swimmers of the West
learned around the turn of the twentieth
century from a world that had retained

its swimming ability—the world they had
colonised.

There are two stories about how the
little boy in the mill town in provincial
Varmland learned to swim. For a long time,
his childhood visits to the waterside were a
frequent form of torment. He had cheated
his way to a swimming badge in order not to
have to get in the water. Instead, he brought
books to the beach, read and fantasised, and
eventually became an T.

The first time I learned to swim cannot be
described in any other way  #&© 9
than as a swimmer’s origin y.
story. It was, of course, in
the classical Mediterranean
Sea. The sea of Odysseus
and Leander. The night I
ran through was warm and
black as ink. I flew over

)

the edge of the Turkish pier and fell for an
eternity before I hit the soft embrace of the
water. I sank wondrously and for a long time
before everything changed and my body
rose. The mere thought of doing something
similar had previously filled me with terror.
Once I reached the surface, I discovered two
things: I wasn’t scared, and I could swim.
Something fantastic had happened.

Or had it? This is where grammar’s
first person singular disappears into a
familiar story. Sudden exposure and then
conversion. The story has been written
many times. It’s a product of European
romanticism with its epiphanies and
individual victories. I can, contrary to my
rational reasoning ability, deceive myself
into believing that I learned to swim when
peer pressure on a school trip dissolved
my judgement, and I ran straight into the
Mediterranean. That is not what happened,
of course. Swimming isn’t a reflex. I had
received instruction on how to swim in the
municipal swimming pool before my test.

I had also seen others swim. The fact that

I cheated signified fear rather than lack of
ability. The fear of water needed
merely to be incapacitated for
one crucial moment.

[ could Swim, but that
was it. A slightly desperate and
splashing breaststroke, for a
few minutes. Even though I




was basically an adult, I was still unable
to swim one length in the pool. And the
requirement for my development was
probably not more nightly dips. The
missing component was teachers.

Swimming is part of what French
anthropologist Marcel Mauss described as
les techniques du corps, or ‘the techniques
of the body’ in a classic lecture from 1934.
They include basically all our movements.
How we walk and how we stand, how we sit
and eat and run and make love. All of this,
we learn from teachers. Even Buzz Aldrin’s
hops were the result of a kind of education.
Not at astronaut school, but at nursery or
among friends he played with. It’s thanks
to technical stories that we can see through
the romantics and their baggage of innate
talents, natural skills, and predetermined
destinies. In Europe, swimming is intimately
connected with the romantic movement,
which has led to its historical background
being forgotten. The purpose of a technical,
anti-romantic approach is to remember, to
recall the forgotten.

But for technical history to be fully
understood, the term ‘technique’ must
also be reviewed. The bodily technique
that Mauss spoke of, and the mechanical
technique or technology that our
information society is so fascinated by, can
be understood as a situation in which a
certain form only includes given content,
one function. Thus, in technology, individual
intertwinements between form and content

appear self-evident, even natural. All the
parts come together in one unit, like a
body movement or a computer. Eventually,
it becomes difficult to separate form and
content from each other, which can make
trying to understand what happens when a

technique is mastered incredibly frustrating.

Suddenly, the penny drops. We are

able to ride a bike, or swim, and

we don’t think about it anymore.
So, the West had to learn to

swim again, especially when

it came to the crawl. It was a

historic process. People in Europe

=%

had largely forgotten how to swim =

at the beginning of the modern age, i.e.
from the end of the Middle Ages to the end
of the 18th century. Only one technique,
breaststroke, remained, and played an
important role in swimming’s renaissance,
which was connected to the early 19th
century’s romantic cultural currents, with
their classical ideals and fascination with
nature. What we call the crawl seems to
have disappeared completely, however.
This technique was ‘imported’ from places
outside the West in the colonial world, in
the late 1800s and early 1900s. The West
attended a colonial swimming school.
This view of swimming’s history could
be presented as a body technique unit,
but it’s not complete if we don’t, for a
moment, keep the parts (form and content)
separate. On the other side of ‘technique’
are the mediums, such as the text in which

the technique is recounted (mediated or
metaphorised). In the story, it becomes
possible to separate form and content.
The story, which can also be an image,
is the only chance we have to learn a
technique, and, perhaps more importantly,
_to remember that we have learned it. When
the technique appears monolithic,
it means either that we don’t
understand it, or that we have
forgotten that we once learned
it. This can have far-reaching
effects. In swimming’s case, it
has meant that the importation of
a non-European movement could be
so incorporated into Western culture that
many people now believe that westerners
are naturally good swimmers. In other areas
of our technological reality, this can lead
us to give enormous power to the few who
manufacture and provide our technology
and technological systems. Which is what
is currently happening in our high-tech
society. Only a small number control and
understand the devices and structures that
have become essential for society at large.
Media played an important role the
second time I learned to swim, for real
this time. I was in La Paz, Bolivia, and
incidentally lived close to a swimming pool.
3,600 metres above sea level, the lack of
oxygen means that gravity feels doubled. A
simple stroll takes effort for a recent arrival,
and running is a real challenge. One side
of the swimming pool building was made

({



of glass, and the building was high up, just
by the edge of the steep valley, a crease in
the Andes, to whose sides La Paz clings.
From the somewhat lowered angle in the
water, you could see through the windows,
straight across the space of this valley. Your
gaze would land on the highlands, northeast
of the city, and on the Andes cordillera,
mountain range, a never-ending row of
six-thousand-metre-tall peaks reaching
for the sky. Thus, in one direction, if I did
breaststroke, I had the pleasure of sinking
down into the water with my stroke, to then
rise out of the blue and see all this. There
was often a layer of fresh snow on the peaks,
as if someone had carefully dusted them
with icing sugar.

The swimming pool in which I tried to
learn to swim was also used by conscripted

seamen from the nearby military compound.

The navy lacked a swimming pool, and had
to use the municipal one. Since Bolivia lost
its beaches to Chile during the War of the
Pacific in 1883, the soldiers also lacked a
sea. Each year, thousands of conscripts are
prepared for life on non-existent ships on
a sea they don’t have access to, yet. They
must master techniques, like swimming,
which will one day fulfil a purpose. There is
something beautiful in the idea of a nation
instructing its citizens in something that
remains a dream.

Unlike me, the young, conscripted,
Bolivian men had an instructor. I began
studying instructional videos on YouTube

(3

ey
ahead of each session -, ) -
instead. What I saw was a., - (%)
fascinating mediation
of technique. The
more professional
videos used under-
water images and slow
motion. The knowledge
of my new teachers
seemed unlimited. Once
I achieved moderate success
in mastering a steadier version
of my previously splashing breaststroke, it
was time for the crawl. It didn’t take long
to discover a number of breaststroke and
crawl hybrid techniques. Soon, it became
just as interesting to understand how the
techniques appeared and were passed on by
various teachers around the world as it did
to learn them.

We, and by this | mean a human
collective that includes both Bolivians

and Swedes, have often learned that the
West is responsible for most of the world’s
technological advancement. From the
political institutions of the Greeks to the
looms of Lyon and Manchester, and the
Apple computers of California. The rest of the
world has had to adapt and try to catch up.
Reality is, of course, more complicated. The
crawl technique may appear insignificant in
the context, but it’s simultaneously deeply
emblematic. The story of how the West
learned to swim in the colonial world is an

illustration of the kinds of processes
that are rarely discussed, and
even less frequently studied.
Oblivion has been, and is,
colonialism’s tool of choice.
A new, post-colonial history
requires memory to play a
more active role, and in a wider
sense than remembering the
terrible crimes that were and are
part of the ravages of colonialism.
The idea of naturalness is often oblivion’s
' best ally. Part of Western mentality has
een based on the idea that white people
are naturally superior to groups who don’t
physically look like westerners, and who live
in other cultures. According to some, this
supposed superiority is evident in white
people’s ability to think rationally, and to
master certain body techniques, such as
swimming, for instance. The defence for
these kinds of arguments has often been
that other groups are good at other things.
Naturalness is a deceptive argument in
scientific clothing, which has little to do
with science. Next to nothing is natural on
a general, human level. The physiologically
biggest differences in what we look like
can be found between the genders, and
these differences are the same in all ethnic
groups. When it comes to expression, only
our reflexes can, in any way, be described
as natural, even if they have developed
evolutionarily over time. But it’s about as
hard to build cultures from reflexes as it is




to learn to swim by jumping into the water
without prior skills. Man is a technical
being, and has been since long before we
invented what we now commonly refer to as
technology. Humanity is actually a process, a
becoming that is characterised by the ability
to retain skills across generations. Even
animals, mainly other primates, can become
part of a similar process of becoming more
and more human-like as they practice the
same ability. This ‘retaining’ of skills takes
place through constant re-teaching, which,
in turn, is only possible through mediums;
body language, tales, songs, written stories,
sound recordings and moving images.

Belief in naturalness has been so strong in
the West that it has also put on an irrational
costume. When it comes to swimming,
the romantic movement was crucial for
disseminating the idea that this activity
was natural, a way of distancing oneself
from mechanical society. At the end of
the 18th century, and the beginning of the
19th, when Europeans sought out beaches
and waters, they were harbouring a desire
to be reunited with nature. The central
poets of the time, like Lord Byron and
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, spread an
image across the European continent of
swimming as the perfect way to embrace
the elements. In swimming, the body not
only observed nature, but entered into
a palpable coexistence with it. The deep
waters were also, ultimately, a symbol of the
sublime, limitless reach of the natural world.

The swimmer became a hero, and separate
—like heroes are —from the every-day,
human world, which comprised predictable,
mechanical ugliness. Even if the romantics,
inspired by Jean-Jacques Rousseau, were
often proponents of (an exotic glorification
of) ‘primitive’ man, very few seriously
believed that non-Europeans had the graces
required to become swimming heroes.

The romantic swimmers have their clear
place in the cultural history of swimming,
but it’s a mistake to let oneself be seduced
by their ethno-centric flirtation with
nature. Even in their version, ‘naturalness’
becomes a barrier to, rather than an aid
for, understanding history. We have a lot to
thank the romantics for, but as interpreters
of technology and mediums, they’re
pretty useless. The fact that their ideas
still have so much power is as confusing
as it is problematic. Part of the reason
can be found in colonialism. Throughout
romanticism, the West could claim that
even its nature worship and spirituality
were expressed in ways that were superior
to other cultures’. The 19th century saw
the beginnings of a kind of argument that
remains to this day: non-Western peoples
have now adapted to the West so much
that they have degenerated. This made and
makes it possible for white men and women
to play at being ‘indigenous’ on a level that
better lives up to the created fantasy of
indigenous peoples.

(n this story about swimming,
the already mentioned French
anthropologist Marcel Mauss and his
conclusions about techniques in humanity’s
culture play important roles. One of the
techniques that fascinated Mauss was
indeed the crawl, which then, around

the mid-1930s, had become the most
popular style of swimming in France. His
conceptualisation of body techniques
benefits from being combined with a much
later theory about what colonial reality
looked and looks like. In the 1980s and 1990s,
various ideas based

on a criticism of the
Western interpretative
prerogative within

the humanities
developed models

for understanding
colonialism beyond

the binary division
between the known
and the unknown,
which was part of the
colonial exercise of
power. At the beginning
of the 1990s, American
language and literature researcher Mary
Louise Pratt formulated theories around
contact zones, a term to describe the contact
zones where tangible colonial meetings
took place, and where new, fragmented
and hybridised realities were created for
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both the colonisers and the colonised.”? The
meetings were often violent, of course, and
the game was rigged in the Western party’s
favour. At the same time, this era of genocide
saw constant negotiations about positions,
and exchanges of ideas and techniques.

New, mixed cultures were created in the
meeting between people, who, in many
cases, had neither chosen nor desired these
meetings. These contact zones still exist to

a very high degree, as colonial patterns still
dictate our world, and because the societies
of today (like ours) are as multicultural as
they’ve always been. They also exist on
digital platforms, and before that, they could
be found at the cinemas. That’s where the
audience of the time, like Mauss, could go to
look at non-European techniques. The idea
of contact zones allows us to understand

the environment in which techniques

are mediated against the background of
colonialism. It breaks down the binary image
of an essential West that disseminates its
knowledge and power across the world, and
where other people simply adapt. What
appears instead is a different, and far more
complicated world, with a history that is
global in every way.

‘Branslation: Lisa Klevemark
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2) 376 women died in drowning incidents from 1997 to 2011.
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Hydrocapsules.love

s adigital intertace
edited by D.ILA. (Dina
El haisy Friemuth,
leda Sanat and Anita
Beikpour). During the
summer ot 2020, as
part ot the 11th Berlin
Biennale, this intertace
hosted works by various
artists, presented an
online reading cypher
and produced digital
content provoked

by tdeas on eco and
hydroteminisms.
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(n this contribution,
D.A’s manitest is re-
published, and previous
D.0.A posters have

been transmwitted into
stickers: ready to dance
away trom these pages
into new locations and
objects oT your choice.




89 0 oy

stmncu RESEAREY

o9

RESEARCH



‘NUNI
TTIM AHHL ANV "TTIM AHHL 'HSVID
O.L SINH.LSAS HH,L, ANVINHA LI

O.LNI ¥NOd S.IAT '28aAH S1 S15180

"ANNILNOQ

OL NOLLYSYHANOD AH.L QHAN AM
ANV MON LHOTH ONINAddVH SI

LVHM ANOAZE HOVAY OL SISTED V

A0 NOR¥SUAAN0D AHL AN -2\ 4

‘00.L NOA OL NAddVH A'TNOM SIHL -+

MHNI HM ANV DNIHSTIHd ANV
DNISAVTIOD ST Q7200 A0 AL

LNO AMIDNS ANV AAAOYULSHA
NAHI HAVH SHLLINNININOD
‘SHIMNLNHD YO SISTID NI NIH4d
AAVH HLNOS TVIOTD AHL 0
ATdOAd "HTdOHd ANVIN ¥Od "SHINLL
ANVIN Q2Q02 8¥F1 QWO 21

‘OOL ONIHILANWOS Ad AA.LOHIAV

HYV AHH,L HSOAVOHT SISTHD

AA'TIVO-OS V . LNO4V DNDI'TV.L,
HIV 520 2HL N1 272024 (\ON

‘v

- "HINLL DNO'T AMAA
¥ Y04 SIST¥D V NI NAAd SYH ANV
SI ATIOM FHL WAL TVIANAD V

SV SISTID AHL O.L Y2424 1710\ 20\

SIS AHXL 0L AMOI AN



1}

5 VN

A\0

L)

\ &

~ "DNIMOYD “DNINMOYA ‘DNLLLND

Er “DONIZATEA “ONILVO'TA “DNIAOIN

S %y CHONVLSISHY J0 SHIAOT HIV

C oY EMYHLVM 4O SHIAOd TV YV

Co- Yo HMODINNYHS SVH HINLVN ‘HAA2
. Q¥R AN 2UOW 51 HALE A

iSO SLIAANAL LI OS NOLLVSYHANOD
HHIL 20241024 0 22N a6\

4

"HLIM NIDA4d OL WA'TdO¥dd AHL
AALVAED 1dd LA LVHL LADYOA
INOM AM INg "1dd LA A0 LOTV Ad
dHIdNDD0 NAHI SVH SINSINIINAA
ANV ‘ADO'TODH “ADONVHD HLVINI'ID
LNOIV N01Q¥SI2AN0D AR

"SHINLONYLS

YIMOJIAINS ALLIHS ATIVTINIS

ANV AHDYUVIULVd ‘ADVINHUINS

ALIHM 0 ADNANOASNOD AH.IL, ST LI
‘ALINVINOH 'TTV 40 ADNANOASNOD

AHL ST AYNILYN ¥NO 40 HNIIAIANS

~ AHI LVHIL ANYL LON ST OSTV

N LI LA ANV LINVDOOYYYV SI LI
‘o Lt HSNVOHT WHHL V SV @I LNOd
| o~ AM HDIHM—ANADOJOYHLNY
“THL SV 'TTHAM SV IWSINTINGI0DHA

“TAILVM ‘AIVINTTD AHI LNO9V

MTV.L M HDOIHM NI AVM HHL

AZ1N0092A 02 A4 A\

-
-






o °
- R e ’

28 BHE WATBERS.

- O RECALL

~ Fh'. F"

~

)

PAUL ‘e -
NAHEKE -

37



(n his contribution,
artist Paul Maheke
revisits the video
installation "What
Elows ‘Ghrough and
Across” through text
and tmages. Presented
at Assembly Point in
London in 2017, this
work is part ot Paul’s
project "Becoming a
Body ot Water or How
to Unlearn kesistance
as Opposition,” which
experiments with new
interactions between
dance and movin
ttmages. Ghe wor
draws trom Astrida
Neimanis’ concept
HydroTteminism, and
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considers water as
an atrective watter
and a receptacle tor
embodied history.




What Flows Through And Across, Assembly Point, London (2017). Photographer: Ben Westoby




Bverything started here.
This is exactly where the waters of my body
first brought me to dance in my work.

As they recall what they’ve stored and
stacked over the years, the waters also
understand they are History. Information
and knowledge stacked and stored, here
in the watery core of a body that is also
History. Be aware they won’t let you ignore
the way they have stratified overtime to
record the raw quality of what has passed
through them.

As they find themselves chatting you up,
they realise how much they made my body
wander the beaches in a relentless quest
for understanding. Probably in the hope
that the sea would speak to me, I didn’t
disobey—oblivious to the feeling of being
left exposed.

They now awkwardly echo Audre Lorde’s
words; at the water seeking a place where
her past and future intersect, she writes “I
hear the water’s song, feel the tides within
the fluids of my body.”

The waters speculate about embodied
History and stories that are also bodies,
leaking into and sponging off of each other.
They speculate about a metaphorical space
where confinement and vastness interact.
A space where the body they use as a
container would expand beyond the border
zones of its membrane; set adrift while
trying to grasp what flows through and
across.

20




As the Waters Recall, Baltic Triennial 13 at Tallinn Art Hall (2017-2018). Photographer: Karel




As Far As You Are Unconcerned, The Showroom, London (2016). Image courtesy The Showroom.
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What Flows Through And Across, Assembly Point, London (2017). Photographer: Ben Westoby
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During recent years,
dance artist Alice
Mackenzie has worked
with text, scent, liquid
and zine-making as

choreographic tormats.

(n this contribution, a
bodily writing into and
through myth, Alice
uses text and tmagery
to blur and merge with
personal, tictional and
ythological stories ot
the past and present.
Pollowing the textwork
(S a series ot cyanotype
prints ot seaweed and
other material Tound
near coastlines.
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WIACERIALS

[ Know That Smell
Alice MacKenzie

Bottled
scent
extraction

Do not drink.

The contents of the bottle
attached to this publication
have not been made to food
standards.

A scent extraction made
from steeping plant material
gathered along the water’s
edge at Bokeniset, Udde-
valla and Kevinge Strand,
Danderyd.

For the most intense smell
pour over the hot stones of
a sauna.

Cyanotype

An early form of
photography in which

paper or fabric is painted
with a combination of ferric
ammonium citrate and
potassium ferricyanide to
make them sensitive to light.
Anything placed on the
paper during its exposure

to sunlight produces an
image. Used by 19th century
botanists, the technique was
also previously used to make
blueprints. Anna Atkins,
botanist and photographer
(1799-1871) applied this
process to document her
collection of algae and
seaweed. She is believed to
be the first person to publish
a book of photographs,
Photographs of British Algae:
Cyanotype Impressions in
October 1843.

lmages

Contact printed cyanotypes
Rehydrated-seaweed;
seaweed tincture; mugwort;
St. John’s wort; February
sunlight, Stockholm.
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FVERY OCEAN‘*

% HUGHES"



(n this essay, artist
Bvery Ocean Hughes
writes about changing
her name, tracing
intimate story lines
and oceanic mermories,
caretully weaving an
exquisite tapestry ot
words, queerness and
choice-making.
Ortginally published
Tor Failed States
Journal in 2018.

2

l‘t‘ was a S lOW, persistent desire,

a process rolling over me. It was everywhere,
it was nowhere exactly, but it didn’t go away.
I had been softly considering it for twenty
years. I used to fantasize about it together
with my mom; we'd sit on her bed and make
lists. She understood that I didn’t need my
father’s name. I didn’t really know him and
so why, with all the love I have and have
been given, am I identified by a name I don’t
have a living connection with? Many people
have this disorientation through estranged
family, gender assignments, and the impacts
of colonial and slave histories. Names can
be a place where people claim, define and
exercise power over others. I've written a
new one for myself, a new sentence, Every
ocean hews.

Ocean is giving me space as I go about
telling people I feel differently. As a sound,
a space, a shape, a territory in the middle of
my new name, I asked for it. But I made this
change without understanding it completely
and whenever someone says Every Ocean
Hughes I am surprised to hear it. Willful and
blind, I announced my new name thinking
people would skim over ‘ocean’ and that
it would be just for me, like some form of
shelter. And a part of me feels that I still
don’t know, can’t believe you know, have
heard, and are calling me that.

My first disorientation could appear to be
a classic single parent story, but I'm happy to
say there is an unconventional punch line. I
have three moms. My mom, her best friend

and my grandmother raised me. And now
I've taken a name from that lineage.

Hughes was my grandmother’s name. She
was Welsh, born into a family of singers and
boat captains. She was my emotional home.
I helped her die. And when she died, I didn’t
think about it anymore, I felt it, and I stepped
into her name. I've wondered what she would
think of this whole thing. She was humble.
Gentle, generous, quick to laugh, comfortable
in silence. Music soothed her, everything
could be talked about. She knew her own
struggle and met it in others. She would have
understood. When she was dying, I used my
hands to soothe her, stroked her hair and
head. On her last day, I kissed her forehead
and she said, “I know you love me.” A little
while later she said, “I just want to get out of
my own way.”

Enid loved the ocean. When she wasn’t
living with us, she lived on the ocean. She
revered and feared it, never once going in
above her ankles even though she sat quietly
on its shores for a lot of her life.

My family, funnily shaped and rarely
sharing space, would gather at the ocean.
We: grandmother, mother, other mother,
brother, other brother and me, we used
to know where to find my dad. Even if he
hadn’t come around in a long time, we could
find him on 12th street. He didn’t really
communicate much, he’s deaf, phones were
difficult, and so when I was young we'd go
there to check in on him. I'm surprised to
be writing this, but changing my name is




paradoxically making me think about him
more than ever.

I remember the first time I moved away
from home to go to school and we were
introducing ourselves through family
narrative and geography. I said my dad was
a beach boy. In that privileged environment,
the other new students thought I meant
‘beach boy’ as in pop harmony Beach Boys.
But what I was saying was I grew up visiting
my father in the sand while he rented
umbrellas and boogie boards every sunny
day from his mid-teens through his forties. It
was the only job I'd ever known him to have,
until later when he tried to open a health
food store between an industrial chicken

factory and a Coca-Cola plant on a long

rural road in rural Maryland.

After the years of visiting

him, knowing he was with the
umbrellas on 12th street, and
then at the health food store
(short-lived), I lost track of
where he was. I only know a
few things. I know he’s always

/ stayed close to the water. I know

he made a campaign sign in 2012
that was pro-Obama, against Mitt
Romney and had flip flops hanging
from it.  know he’s alienated from everyone
he’s ever known. I don’t know where he gets
money to survive. I don’t know how lonely
he is or if he likes being alone. I don’t know
if I'll ever see him again.
I've chosen to change my name away

from the one he and I have shared, yet he
still seems to be a part of the story and has
a place in my new name. Apparently there
is a lot of room in ocean, even for alcoholic
dads. Changing a name is negotiating
history, family, inheritance, but I've mostly
thought of the spaces it opens up. I'm forty-
one years old and instead of consolidating
my narrative I've dropped the thread. I've
taken pleasure in not knowing how to

introduce myself, stuttering between names.

Pleasure in the moment of recognition
when someone says this new name and I
get to reply. Pleasure in knowing that some
people won’t know that I've also been Emily
Roysdon, and just being Every in front of
them is fine.

The questions of administration of self
are also opportunities — for complexity,
messiness, simultaneity. 'm embracing
these, to be more than one thing. I think
each person who changes their name
invents their own individualized method,
but I can say in my case that having friends
as role models opened a world of courage.
I was animated by the spirit of queer
invention.

Queer invention. Feminist lives. Gay art
history. Gay beaches. A few weeks before
Enid died, I was on Fire Island staying
in a collective house of friends. It was
absolutely my heaven. No cars and lots
of nudity. The gay beach of my dreams.
Friends galore. I remember one afternoon
in particular. After a morning of group

13
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swimming and beachy-ness, people settled
into solo afternoon activities. I was in the
double height living room standing by the
windows, looking at the ocean. After a while,
maybe thirty minutes, Nicole Eisenman,
who had been nearby painting, looked up
and asked me if I was working,. At first, I
thought she was making fun of me... I felt a
flash of formless next to her masterful form,
but then I realized that Nicky respected my
process. She saw it and named it.

For a few years, I have been writing about
transitions. About ‘not being the thing itself;
uncounted experience, waves expressing
the contour of their bottoms, and finding
long lost things underwater that could shift
dominant paradigms and ordering energies.
I made work about alive time. Then I helped
my beloved sister-mother-grandmother die
and that experience shifted my ordering
energies. To be a part of helping someone
have a good death has been the most
meaningful thing I've ever done, and since
then I've been thinking about something
called ‘queer death,” wondering what it
could mean and building a platform to
understand it.

Many years ago, Enid was in her mid-80’s
and she visited me in NYC to attend her
first LTTR* event. The next morning she
said, “You wouldn't have known anyone was
any different (read: queer) if they hadn't all
been so nice to each other.” She was attuned
to enthusiasms and kindnesses where she
could find them. Being kind was queer.

Helping someone you love die is queer.
Changing my name is a kind of queer death.
I got out of my own way.

SV,
f}
f;‘;%’(

*LT'TR was a feminist
genderqueer artist collective
with a flexible project
oriented practice. LTTR was
founded in 2001 by Ginger
Brooks Takahashi, K8 Hardy
and Emily Roysdon. From
2001-2006 LTTR produced
an annual independent art
journal, performance series,
events, screenings and
collaborations.




Every Ocean Hughes, Beyond the will to measure, Gwangju Biennale, 2016. Photography by Doyun Kim. .{ .{ 5







100 WAYS
. OF WABER,

PONTUS ©
PETTERSSON
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100 ways ot water (s a
selected list oT water
aphorismws trow artist
and choreographer
vontus Pettersson’s
work "Hydrologics: Or,
the water practice.”

‘Ghe water aphorisms
can be seen as such;
aphorisms as well as
a possible dance, a
question to ponder,
a choreographic
instruction or
premwonition. Ghey
are conceived trom
ditrerent texts by
authors like Astrida
Nleimanis, Rosi
Braidotti and Fred
(loten to Heraclitus’

113

ever-changing river to
the Atrican concept ot
ubuntu. Ghe aphorisms
are sometimes direct
quotation, sometimes
bastardisation or
mutated versions as
well as Pontus’ own
writing. For exact
origin, please get in
contact.

How To use: choose an

aphorism ot your liking,

or whichever speaks

to you in this moment.
Cut the aphorism Trom
the paper, wrap around
your wrist and secure
with a piece 0T tape.
Wear until it talls otT.




It is only a question ot time

Creating new patterning ot thoughts

Untolding both backwards and torwards

Changing the possibilities ot change

Thinking with matter

We are never thinking alone

Remain open, attentive, and curious

Find another relationship to nature

What are you giving back?

‘The body as multiple
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A body becomes a prison when it contracts into a whole

Where have you drawn what tlows out ot you?

Contingently & Changeably

Solid enough to ditterentiate, but permeable enough to tacilitate exchange

Watery being is never directly or symwetrically returned

Always carry traces

Water cannot be disentangled tromw what we itvagine it to be

Bmbodied & Embedded

Always becoming in webs of mutual itplication

Provide the conditions Tor an unpredictable plurality to tlourish
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lelancholia expresses a Torm ot loyalty

Ethics has to do with creative becomings

Attirmative and geared to creating empowering alternatives

A nature-culture continuum

We are in this together

Bo be handled with care

Daily activism

Critique & Creativity

Shedding an old skin

Multi-locality is the attirmative translation ot the negative sense ot 10ss
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A pursuit ot attirmative values as an relational project

A qualitative leap through and across

Amor tati

Che attective state underlying all religious experience.

Joytul, connective, and integrative

[Uew socialities

Bverything lives, moves, everything corresponds

Wuminate the transparent network that covers the world

An ego disturbance that unsettles the boundaries ot the selt

Faith holds the key to the act ot speech itselt
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Because l believe, | speak

Loss is the precondition Tor all symbolic processes

Radically alter your orientation to the world

(t's a Teeling, iT you ride with it, it produces a certain distance trow the settled

AT rest with the ones who consent not to be one

The sea is that which unsettles being

VORE and LESS than ONE

A citizen oT the sea s to be stateless

Remain in the break.

Deconstruct notions ot the subject as bounded
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Fluidity is an abstracted quality

Shitt & Shape

Processes ot porosity, tluidity, and absorption

Water as the medium ot material sociality par excellence

Viscosic, as a mode 0T resistance

We manitest in Torms that are provisionally sedimented

Giving voice to a vitality intrinsic to materiality

Slip & Slide

Bo be surprised by what one see

A collapse ot linear time
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‘That which must be given to God

Take a step toward a more ecological sensibility

Water is gestational

Draw upon our own bodies as a well

Frow potentiality to actuality

Webs of physical intimacy and tluid exchange

We are all bodies ot water

Be water, my triend

Water as tacilitating bodies into being

All departures are waves
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A new hydro-logic

Challenge the phallogocentric enlightenment vision ot discrete, atomized, and selt-sutticient selt

As watery, we experience ourselves less as isolated entities, and more as oceanic eddies

Water tlows through and across ditterence

Water is a conduit and mode ot connection

Shitt & Shape

Yield into a Tluid experience

Eye |, see sea

Lam a singular dynamic whorl dissolving in a complex tluid circulation

Join Torces
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Flow indiscriminately

Like water you have no center

We live in a watery common

Hydro-logics suggest a new ontological understanding ot body and community

Ride the wave

Being the material and the mediator

Take a connection

Water have strong cohesive qualities, they tend to stick to each other

Follow sorrow

What it the water in me is the same water in you?
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Let it disco

You cannot step into the same river twice

Our bodies take the shape ot the contact they have with others

Go water go

Watering this experience

>¢
You are because ot others
>¢
Cle and space passing
>
Radical love making
>¢

A constant tlow

Bverything has been touched by water
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Axel

Andersson

(b. 1978), is a Swedish
historian and writer whose
work investigates themes
connected to concepts of
nature, colonialism and
art. He is the author of the
books A Hero for the Atlantic
Age: Thor Heyerdahl and the
Kon-Tiki Expedition (2010),
Den koloniala simskolan
(2016), Atlanivirlden (2018),
Absolut farmakon: kéirnavfall
och evighet som tanke och
konst (2019) and Negative
Geology: A Cultural and
Technical History of Early
European Mountaineering
(2021):

Daniela
B@ rs h al aka. Baba

Electronica is an artist,

DJ and independent
researcher. Through

her work—ranging from
sculpture and performance
to community building
and sound—she proposes
practices of collective
intimacy and care as a

way to study and honor
affective and relational
structures. Her current work
is exploring the ecological,
historical, emotional and
political dimensions of
reproductive labour and
its re-organisation through
different registers. She
composes and holds
potentia-spaces for erotic/

aesthetic practices and non-
monotonic thinking. Daniela
co-founded and directed
FATFORM (NL), and is co-
organising ELSEWHERE &
OTHERWISE at Performing
Arts Forum (FR) in
collaboration with Valentina
Desideri.

Bronwyn
Bailey-
charteriSisa

Swedish/Australian curator,
writer and lecturer based

in Stockholm. Research
interests are focused upon
processes of watery thinking
in contemporary art, ecology
as social metaphor and
feminist methodologies of
curatorial practice. Working
with practical learning
platforms, publications,
and exhibitions, she
currently works with
curatorial matters of art
and research at Accelerator
and as a lecturer at
Stockholm University

and guest lecturer at the
Royal Institute of Art and
Stockholm University of
the Arts. Bronwyn is also a
current doctoral candidate
at the University of New
South Wales, where she
develops her curatorial
theoryof the Hydrocene.
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[zabella
BO rzec l’&a works as

a curator, producer, editor
and organiser in Stockholm,
Sweden. She is the founder
and director of the non-
profit organisation PAM,
which operates as a mobile
library, residency, publisher
and organizer with focus
on experimental forms of
publishing, choreography
and otherwise movement-
based art practices. She
has been active in the
independent cultural
sector in Stockholm for ten
years, as Director of c.off,
Producer at Kritiklabbet,
and Chairperson at FOLK

i Skidrholmen, to name a
few. Together with Pontus
Pettersson she is co-
organiser of Delta.

Dmé\ brings

international feminist
collective FCNN’s members
Anita Beikpour and Dina

El Kaisy Friemuth together
with artist and music
producer Neda Sanai.
Together they have started
a new project sydrocapsules.
love, which proposes a space
both digital and physical.
'This new project functions
as an ecofeminist organism
of different collaborations
and conversations about an
ecological time and space

in crisis. Instead of reaching
out to be rejected, tokenized

or stepped over, the project
organises, takes ownership,
and creates communal
agency. In this case, the
collective is a feminist
strategy that cancels the
singular artist model as a
producer of finished art
commodities. The project
has been created for the
11th Berlin Biennale 2020
curated by Maria Berrios,
Renata Cervetto, Lisette
Lagnado, and Agustin Pérez
Rubio and is in continuous
flow and ever change.

Alex Pisher s

a writer and curator from
Buffalo, New York based in
Kyiv, Ukraine and Knislinge,
Sweden. His interests are

in performance, lyricism
and lingo in the built
environment, and (de)
formations of legacy. A
graduate of the University of
Pennsylvania and a Fulbright
scholar, he serves as Artistic
Coordinator at Milvus
Artistic Research Center.

Adham tHatez

is a theorist, choreographer,
performer, curator, and
composer. He writes on
contemporary performance

undertone. She is currently
in her last year of a MA in
Curatorial Practice at KMD,
University of Bergen. She

has previously a BA in Fine
Arts and Economics from
New York University, and she
holds an MSc in Management
of Agriculture and Natural
Resources in Tropical

Areas from NMBU. She left
international development
work in 2011 for her love

of the arts. From January
2021, she is the Head of The

history outside of western
paradigms, on climate
change, and postcolonial
legacies. He is the founder
of Egypt’s first performance
studies and choreography
research platform, named
HaRaKa (movement, in
Arabic), and, together with
his colleagues, the produce
publications, pedagogic
programs and international
conferences, as well as create
works striding installation
and performance practices

for over fifteen years. He Arts and Cultural Heritage
studied for his PhD at Department in Drammen
New York University’s Municipality.
Performance Studies —

Department. He holds a =" 'E \

Master’s in choreography
from Amsterdam Theatre
School, a Master’s in Political
Science and Arts from
Sciences Po Paris, and a
Master’s of Philosophy in
Performance from New York
University.

Sara haamanisa

graphic designer interested
in the intersections of
publishing technologies,
bodies, politics, performance
and poetry. Since 2012, she

is the graphic designer and
occasional co-editor of Girls
Like Us, a magazine featuring
art, writing, politics &
pleasure more or less female.
With Maryam Fanni and
Matilda Flodmark, she forms
the research collective MMS,
focusing on investigating the
(labour) histories of graphic
design via feminist theory
and practice. Their book
Natural Enemies of Books—

A Messy History of Women

in Printing and Typography
(Occasional Papers) was
published in 2021. Since 2016,
she is Senior Lecturer in
Graphic Design at Konstfack
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Vibebke
Hermanrud

(NO) is a curator, cultural
producer, communicator,
activist and feminist,

with an interdisciplinary
educational and professional
background. In 2012, she
and Henriette Stensdal
established Kunstplass
Contemporary Art [Oslo] as a
venue for contemporary art
with a political and feminist



University of Art, Crafts
and Design in Stockholm,
and head of the BA program
in Graphic design and
illustration with Catherine
Anyango Griinewald. As of
fall 2020, she is a teacher at
the MA in Graphic Design
at Estonian Academy of Art
in Tallinn. She grows plants
and r_elehtionships.

Lisa
hlevemare

Following graduation from
upper secondary school in
Kalmar, Sweden, in 2004,
Lisa moved to London.
The idea was that she
would go back to Sweden
after one year, but that
never happened, and
she still lives there today.
She started working as a
translator in 2012. Some
linguistic highlights include
translating Tage Danielsson
(childhood hero) and Nils
Ferlin, and defeating her
husband (a native English
speaker) on the Scrabble
board:
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Alice
Tackenzie is

a dance artist based in
Stockholm. Her work
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currently tangles speculative
fiction, voice and movement
scores alongside medicinal
plants and cultures of
bacteria. She shares these

as performances of intimate
intra-action and leaky zines.
Alice graduated from the
MA in New Performative
Practices from DOCH/SKH
in Stockholm in 2019 and
from the BA (hons) in Dance
Theatre from Laban, London
in 2007. As a performer, she
has worked alongside artists
including Eleanor Bauer,
Siriol Joyner, Ina Dokmo,
Mirko Guido, Tino Sehgal,
Yvonne Rainer and Oreet
Ashery.

Paul Taheke .

1985, Brive-la-Gaillarde,
France) lives and works in
London,UK. After studying
at ENSA Paris-Cergy, Paris
and Open School East,
London, Paul Maheke’s
works and performances
have been shown at Tate
Modern, London, the
Venice Biennale, Centre
Pompidou, Paris, Lafayette
Anticipations, Paris, Baltic
Triennial 13, Tallinn,
Manifesta 12, Palermo

and Chisenhale Gallery,
London, amongst others.
With a focus on dance and
through a varied and often
collaborative body of work
comprising performance,
installation, sound and
video, Maheke considers the

potential of the body as an
archive in order to examine
how memory and identity
are formed and constituted.

Every Ocean
Hu%hes (EOH), fk.a.

EmilyRoysdon (born 1977),
is an interdisciplinary
artist and writer. EOH’s
recent projects take the
form of performance,
photographic installations,
printmaking, text, video,
and curating. EOH was
editor and co-founder of
the queer feminist journal
and artist collective, Z77R.
Her many collaborations
include music with The
Knife, Colin Self, and JD
Samson & MEN; costume
design for choreographers
Levi Gonzalez, Vanessa
Anspaugh, Faye Driscoll, and

the band Le Tigre.
——

Pettersson i

a choreographer and

artist based in Stockholm,
working in the expanded
field of choreography

and contemporary dance.
Pettersson’s artistic work
is always a mix of practices
and genres, where text,
objects, sculptures, and

choreographic instructions
are always a part of the
whole piece. Applying
choreography into
everything he does, his
work goes from installation
work, poetry, and fountains
to object making, cat
practicing, and dancing,
Besides Delta, he is the
initiator and curator of the
dance and performance
festival My Wild Flag
together with Karina
Sarkissova.

BRunudde is a swedish

dancer and choreographer
working internationally.
They are working across
different fields such as
sound art and visual art, and
are previously educated in
contemporary circus. As a
freelance dancer, Sindri has
worked for choreographers
like: Stina Nyberg, Carl Olof
Berg, and Martin Forsberg. As
a choreographer, they have
created “A sensorial lecture,”
“Vanda och vrida” for
Stockholm city theater, and
“The Fishing Dance,” among
others. Sindri works from a
queer feminist perspective
in their works, and from a
lived experience having a
visual impairment. They are
highly involved nationally
and internationally in

the disabled/crip dance
community.

Sabrina
561?(‘1 ed is a fashion

designer and stylist based
in Hamburg (DE). Her

work situates itself at the
intersection of fashion and
costume, with a focus on
the various visual forms

of pop music—from music
videos to editorials and live
performances. Sabrina is co-
founder of the fashion label
ADDLABEL in collaboration
with Taalke Schoningh,
teaches at the fashion design
department of University
of Applied Arts Hamburg
(HAW), and is working

with artists like Deichkind,
Lady Bitch Ray and Peter
Honnemann. Her works,
projects and collaborations
have been shown at
Kunstverein Harburger
Bahnhof and Il Caminetto
and have been published

in ZE/T magazine, REVS
magazine, /uice magazine
and ARTF magazine.

Blly Vadseth

(NO/USA) is an artist and

researcher exploring shifting

ecological, biological and
atmospheric relationships
and somatic knowledge.

She holds an MFA from the
School of the Museum of
Fine Arts at Tufts in Boston,
USA. Vadseth’s projects have
been screened, performed
and presented in solo and
group shows in museums,
galleries, on buildings, in
rivers and industrial sites.
Recent projects have been
presented at the Boston
Museum of Fine Arts

(2018), Mountain Time Arts
(Bozeman, 2018), Difrazioni
festival (2019, Italy), Adelson
Gallery (2019, Boston), Henie
Onstad Contemporary

Art Center (2019, Norway),
Asker Kunstforening (2020,
Norway) and at Kunstplass
Contemporary Art [Oslo]
(2020).
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Delta isa coming together for
choreographic and performative work to
be shared and exercised, a place for sharing
work by doing the work. A container for
participatory projects, dancing, exchange and
choreographic inquiries. Delta is organised
as evening dance classes, artist zines and
thematic publications, like this one: On water
histories, narratives and practices.

Water voth divides and merges, varies
and manifests in different kinds of shapes and
structures, acquiring different relations with
its surroundings. As a transformative material,
could one say that water has a different
kind of logic, another kind of dance? In this
publication, the contributors Bronwyn Bailey-
Charteris, Paul Maheke, Axel Andersson,
Sindri Runudde, Vibeke Hermanrud, Elly
Vadseth, Daniela Bershan, Sabrina Seifried,
D.N.A. (Dina El Kaisy Friemuth, Neda Sanai and
Anita Beikpour), Every Ocean Hughes, Adham
Hafez, Pontus Pettersson, and Alice MacKenzie
share their multi-layered practices, writings,
memories and scores on water, inviting you
to submerge!
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