
Overlapping of the Installations

I began with the body.

Then, there were 4 movement installations.  Separate.  Pieces.  Rehearsed
separately.  In their own cocoon of space.  All was good.

Then we merged the installations together.  And, here are my notes.
“I was distracted, I missed the point.  I missed the body.  I lost you.  I lost 
myself.  Are we concerned how this goes?”

So, I had to trust.  To trust that this is what the work needed. To see the 
skin & pulp of the body.

I read about a curated evening of work presented by Movement Research 
in NY, curated by AUNTS, a dance collective of sorts.  They had a 
warehouse space, and they sectioned it off by tape on the floor.  Each artist 
had a section.  A piece of the space.  A part of the whole.

a part of the whole.

And the work co-existed.  In the space.  Simultaneously. 

So, we let our work settle into this chaos.  We had to let our bodies settle 
into the chaos.  We had to allow for permeability of the installations.

I found a description of what happens in the permeability of the cells, when 
they share their insides.

“....by causing large areas of membrane to flow from one place to another, 
or to fold, indent, evert, or pinch off, carrying with these movements 
substances bound to one or the other surface of the membrane, or 
embedded in it;” (source later)

WE had to fold into each other.  Indent.  Evert.  Pinch off and take with us 
what we knew from our own installation then take it into the next.

http://www.answers.com/topic/indent
http://www.answers.com/topic/indent
http://www.answers.com/topic/pinch
http://www.answers.com/topic/pinch


I think it is how I see things.  There is no one way to see things.  Yes, 
making a stance.  Standing.  is good.

But, there is always another way to stand.  Another way to see.  Another 
way.

I couldnʼt just say one of these installations brought me to the depth of the 
body.  IT was the combination, the blend, the folding in on each other that 
was more indicative of the whole.

When the pieces were still separate....in the space together, but still 
separate, they were not much different from our proscenium gaze.

they needed to spill.  into each other.

I asked the dancers “who wants to leave?, who wants to stay?”  “how does 
it feel when someone enters your space?”

Their answers in their bodies became the content for the overlapping.

Charlie and Skye were ready to explore.  Upon entering Brooke and 
LAurenʼs, LAuren felt violated.  She left to debate cheese with Adam, the 
taste of cheese, the desire for more cheddar, and Sarah felt betrayed, 
throwing silverware wildly to the floor.

I knew I needed to leave my corridor, it was time.  And, I found Cortney.

We needed to find our bodies among the noise.  Among the chaos.

We donʼt always have the space for focus on just one thing.  IT is the 
multitude of overlap, the texture of our flesh, the pleats and folds that lead 
us into the deepest crevasses.


