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Saturday Morning

Collective  
Opening 
Statement 

 

WE WERE STILL FINDING OUR PLACE IN THE WORLD. In March  
of 2020 the streets of Los Angeles emptied of traffic. The city 
suddenly had the best air quality of any major metropolitan area in  
the world. We were facing the effects of a pandemic, a strangely 
suspended present that gave us the chance to experience our lives 
non-linearly, quarantined inside the same walls we were destined  
to see every day for the next unknown number of months. 

One Saturday morning, Edie asked a group of women she 
thought would engage and inspire each other to send a photo of our 
morning routine. Coffee, tea, a bite of toast, a bowl of grains. Our 
“gatherer of souls,” she invited us to meet at 10:30 a.m. over Zoom. 
Many of us were strangers, and this brought a certain freedom of 
listening and curiosity to the group. We faced our screens with 
feelings of relief that we were not alone, but not without a mix of 
vulnerability, shyness, and intention. It did not matter. One Saturday 
morning turned into many, and this ritual gathering became a place  
to share our voices and be heard in the middle of such uncertainty.  
It is a silencing of the heat and exhaust of the days. We get to know 
each other while meeting our internal selves on Saturday mornings, 
brought forth by our collective experience. We explore how to stay 
healthy and sane, how to find the courage to cope with society’s ills 
and the ongoing pandemic, how to find new ways to lead our public 
and economic lives, how to call out our leaders and ward against their 
violence. We cycle through exhilaration and dejection, hope and 
despair, oftentimes completely adrift in such a sea of enormous 
shifts. It is our dawn chorus of birds, a place for checking in — we are 
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still here — reporting on what is beautiful, what is not OK, how we see 
the days, how the days might get better or worse, words of 
reassurance, advice, recommendations, ideas, news. 

Most spiritual practices in their search for enlightenment 
involve isolation and a time of introspection. On Saturday mornings, 
we do this collectively, a flickering constellation of voices by which we 
navigate while moving forward. We bring from this time consideration, 
finding, for once, the time it takes to reflect, the stillness it takes to 
consider, and the internal space and openness this consideration 
requires. We seek other voices, other lives, other perspectives, and 
the socio-structural keys to the health and wellness of all beings. We 
know there may never be a time like this again, and we find it important 
to observe what we are thinking and making during this time — our 
recipe for the future.  

This project, Saturday Morning: Notes from Now, for Tomorrow,  
is a sampling of these observations. It’s a time capsule of creativity in 
quarantine, or a catalogue of sorts for an art show that will probably 
never exist in physical space (but which might one day). We all feel 
the simultaneous weight and lightness of transformation. Messy. 
Confusing. Painful. We see the potential for revolution, our familiar 
world unravelling, stopping, and listing towards the unknown. Emotions 
travel at light speed. Seeing this, we wanted to take this dream that is 
now and shapeshift it toward a greater good. These creative markings, 
thoughts, and contributions are just the beginning. 

UPON THIS PUBLISHING, WE ARE STILL IN A PUBLIC HEALTH 
CRISIS. We are reeling and trying to heal from centuries of racism 
embedded in the culture of these United States of America. Our 
government is fighting over how we vote. Our book is a tribute to  
our gatherings and a step toward what will be new. It is our creative 
DNA and our field notes on what it means to escape the rush of 
predetermined thought and expectations. Our ephemeral nature 
blossoms on Saturday mornings. This is a record of that. 
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Julia Paull

Gatherings: 
Grow 
Walk 
Distribute 
Root
Nourish

While unemployment climbs
Sprout purple pole beans for neighbor A and mom
Rest leek roots on sunny windowsill
Change water daily
Return to soil when new root growth forms
Compost rotting failures
Refrain from picking all dill before seeds scatter
Help neighbor A identify weeds and learn to water
Take home bouquet of collard greens from L’s garden
Get grapefruits from J’s tree, leave oranges and herbs
Receive LQ eggs from mom on Saturday afternoon outdoor visits
Dig up chicken poop compost in LQ’s yard
Bury around fruit tree leaf line
Make overnight shit tea to pour around vegetable plants early morning
Keep L’s buttermilk culture alive
Pour one cup buttermilk in quart mason jar, fill with milk and cover 
with cloth
Ferment on counter to desired thickness and taste, then refrigerate
Save one cup, repeat
Excellent in steel cut oatmeal or sourdough pancakes  
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14 15JULIA PAULL GATHERINGS: WALK

Watch Ron Finley masterclass advertisement
See random dresser drawer transformed into herb bed
Go for walk
Take abandoned pine trundle bed frame leaning on lamp post home 
Lay in garden
Unscrew metal sliders for use as trellis
Fill bed with dirt and amend 
Plant zucchini, beets, and kale seeds from C
Add heirloom tomato seedling from M & D
Save liquid cartons for drip system
Drill hole in lids, cut off bottoms, and plant upside down in bed
Fill with water as needed

Walk



Give to friends, neighbors, strangers, family, and 3-year-old girl
Instinctually she knows nature is shared
Staring at tree from half a block away she says, “Daddy, I want  
an orange.”
Share seeds with neighbor M and LQ
Distribute plants to A, R, LQ and K
R picks up during curfew and social distances in garden
Gunfire sounds directional, fireworks multidirectional
Garden excessively to reduce anxiety
Lemon from neighbor M offered with sign, “Free Lemons.  
Please don’t take the bucket.” 
First purple pole beans and favas from the last bits of summer dried 
on the vine and stored
Mail to CC, H, J and LS
Deliver to A, K, LQ, and W
Set in bowl under wet paper towel and keep damp till roots form
Plant 3-6 every two weeks depending on future eating habits
Fava beans add nitrogen to soil and create shade for lettuce
Weck jar from yard sale, 6 for $5
Heirloom garlic chive patch ever expanding
Stop from seeding again
Give whenever possible
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Eat males after pollinating female zucchini flowers
Dip finger in male flower and gently touch center of female
Feel inception
Repeat daily for all plants in similar position as long as pollinator 
insect shortage continues
Amaranth, another gift from L
Volunteers continually
Produces more grain when given space and water
Leaves good in salad
Mojito mint arrived intertwined with blueberry bush
Pick often
Use, root, or dry
Wait patiently 6 weeks for remaining arugula plant to finish flowering 
and go to seed
Gather seeds and distribute to Alphabet
Pull dead plant and water site to create new patch
Sow remaining seeds elsewhere
Thin arugula and chard seedlings in beds to let others reach full 
potential 
Eat all forms of growth in salad
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Nourish



Lorna Turner 

Friendship Sticks
FRIENDSHIP STICKS SYMBOLIZE BELONGING TO A LIVING 
GROUP. These sticks found on neighborhood walks, materials 
unearthed while cleaning, combined into these colorful stories while 
the conversations unfolded each Saturday morning. 

Each stick becomes denser weekly, growing and changing by 
layering bits of fabric, wrapping colorful string, as the topics move 
among people. No stick represents one person or a single week; 
instead, a developing story about growing and building new friendships, 
the collection represents all of us as one Saturday collective.
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I HAVE SO MANY THOUGHTS about saturday morning,
which, for me, as the ex-Los Angeles resident (but forever in my heart)
means afternoon in the Catskill mountains

i’ve had many feelings and thoughts
as the pandemic, the year, has progressed

with so many things “happening”

the personal things, dealing with a move 
across country and relocating
my head to the new world 

and the new world order, 
which as it turns out is the same old 
world order, but without the oblivion

renegotiating my relationship 
WITH the world and myself

which has been both an interesting
AND rocky road

between the quarantine and my new location,
all my pre-settings have been thrown into flux
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Bee Murphy 

Portraits



sometimes everything is perfectly delightful, and sometimes it
feels as if I lost the game of musical chairs and there is no seat for me,
as if I am spinning and spinning, as if i’ll never land

as if the gnawing in my gut will always be there
as if laughter sounds strange 
and all that was familiar 
seems foreign

so to find the island of saturday morning, where
there is a place to listen 
to the voices of others and 
remain connected to Los Angeles

and my friends, 
to wash up on a friendly beach

it’s been a constant pleasure
and balm

even when sometimes I’ve
been feeling uncomfortable
and weird 
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I FOUND MYSELF SKETCHING 
while listening 
and talking (of course!)

i played with the sketches
i wanted to layer them
to create patterns

irregular patterns
with rhythm

faces coming forward 
and dropping back
sometimes visible

then not

my intention was to animate
them and try to create a moving portrait
that was a poetic version of 
what was happening with us
as we talked 
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Sarah Bay Gachot 

Excerpts from a 
Journal (annotated), 
03/01/2020 – 
05/23/2020 
(selected days)

 03/01/2020 Sunday 07:19 am
. . . It’s really move-out day.1 The 
birds and squirrels seem to know. 
. . . I wonder what commercial 
project I will be writing this week. 
Or maybe everything will dry up 
because of the coronavirus.2 . . . 

03/04/2020 Wednesday 7:38 am
. . . I bought tons of soup. Of course, 
it’s enough for 10 days if that. . . .  
I think this is it for the nails.3 No 
more until this virus blows over. . . .  
How many people are taking this 
seriously like you4 and how many 

1    My husband and I were notified in January that our landlord was divorcing and wanted  
to move in to our house. We put everything in storage, took a sublet in Highland Park, and 
expected to travel, visit, and live with friends in Europe June through July.  
2    My day job is ghost writing for commercial film directors. Work did dry up in middle  
of March and didn’t pick up again until the end of June. I spent most of May working on  
a curatorial project for the California Museum of Photography, an exhibition on the 
photographer Bruce Davidson. 
3    From March 2017 to March 2020 I wore press-on nails. It started on a whim, but I found  
it solved many of my nervous habits, such as picking my hangnails bloody and scratching 
myself in my sleep. However, during the pandemic, they seemed unsanitary and therefore 
unwise to wear. 
4    “You,” throughout this journal, is my husband. I began addressing my journals to him very 
early on. I have kept these journals since April, 2011.

are devil-may-care about it like me? 
What the fuck is happening? . . . 

03/06/2020 Friday 6:50 am
. . . I think I will be working a lot in 
the next few weeks with little time 
to go out and get the coronavirus. 
It’s true, we could slow climate 
change with this thing. . . . I should 
be getting my shipment of food 
soon. I wonder what we got? It goes 
into the closet. The earthquake / 
coronavirus closet. . . . And what 
else. What else? What void am I 
trying to fill by finding things that 
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I must do? It’s an urge. What if it 
was my job to just BE? Nothing to 
do. Just to BE and think and BE 
and love and BE and eat and BE 
and clear my soul. . . .  

03/07/2020 Saturday 6:54 am
Well, I guess I’m not going bowling 
today. The most coronavirus-y 
thing around. . . . I’m sort of liking 
the idea of never leaving the 
house. But then again, I hate not 
being able to do things. A lot of 
wonderful stuff besides the 
lessening of climate change could 
come from this coronavirus, like 
people could be urged to spend 
more time creating. . . . What would 
it be like to have a party online? 
People wouldn’t be able to pass 
by. It would be awkward to go 
from one person to the next. . . .  
I think people will still go to work 
protected if things really get bad. 
I think people will realize that 
getting the virus is not going to 
kill you any more than getting in  
a car will. I think it will be OK. . . . 

03/08/2020 Sunday 9:08 am
I wish I was not fighting with you 
over whether or not we were going 
to die. I wish I could go bowling 
this morning and share a bottle of 
rosé. What. The. Fuck. . . . It does 

simplify life. It does keep the 
outside, outside. It is perfect for 
social anxiety. . . . I must be careful 
about my resentments. It’s like we’re 
being grounded by god. . . . I want 
to get out of crazytown, really. I 
feel like I’m in crazytown. . . . And I 
swing back and forth like a gullible 
pendulum. Maybe you are right. 
Maybe we don’t want to get this 
sickness, this cold, this flu, this 
virus. I’ve had plenty of viruses and 
they haven’t gotten me yet. . . .

03/09/2020 Monday 7:51 am
. . . It’s like everyone woke up with 
blue socks on and they are trying 
to figure out why. . . . 

03/10/2020 Tuesday 9:43 am
. . . . What I really wish is that this 
virus was not a really good reason 
not to do what we were going to 
do. You go to someone and you 
say, I’m just going to make this 
Broadway play, and they say to you, 
No. And you say, OK. Well, I’m 
actually going to do it anyway. 
And you realize them saying no 
wasn’t that big of an issue anyway. . . .

03/12/2020 Thursday 9:45 am
. . . This is absolutely insane. It’s 
like the game, Don’t Walk on the 
Hot Lava. Except that it’s kind of 

like warm lava with coals hidden 
here and there that will really burn 
you. . . .  that will really fuck you 
up — and meanwhile everything 
above the floor is actually 
becoming much worse. . . .

03/13/2020 Friday 9:07 am
. . . But here we are. . . . Late night 
shows didn’t have audiences. . . 
We can stop watching the news  
I think. We can stop trying to learn 
more. I think I get it now. It’s about 
slowing the progression of people 
getting this thing. Because if 
everyone gets it at once, like they 
think could happen, it would 
overwhelm hospitals. That’s the 
simple up and down of it. . . . I 
predict that the creative output of 
the world — books, movies, poetry, 
plays — will be amazing in about  
six to twelve months from now. . . . 

03/14/2020 Saturday 8:44 am
Things will start to dull. The news 
will try to find other things to talk 
about. This will be the new normal. 
I’m not sure if people will start to 
get sick. . . . This is a time to share 
with you. To remain wise and 
good. Try to put petty things 
away and heal myself from the 
need to consume. This is my real 
5    Previous essays started, but not finished. 

sickness right now. Alcohol is 
nothing. Sloth is nothing. Social 
anxiety is nothing. My real sickness 
is constantly thinking of things I 
need to buy, to get. I woke up this 
morning and within minutes I was 
thinking I needed to buy a basket 
to replace [C’s]. . . . 

03/15/2020 Sunday 8:22 am
I am waking thinking of nail polish 
and alcohol. Two very non-
important things in the scope of 
transmuting energy. . . . I don’t 
know about this sun. It’s a little 
too festive for my frame of mind 
right now. I thought it was going 
to rain for the next couple of days 
and that was fine with me. . . .    

03/16/2020 Monday 8:46 am
It might be that time stops now. I 
think I should try to write something 
new rather than going back to 
these old pieces of marble5 that  
I bungled months and years ago. 
You are going through the highly 
agitated phase. Next would be 
depression. . . . You are saying that 
people need a nap. I agree with 
you. People do need a nap. This 
is a response to the way we have 
been pushing it so hard, so far, so 
much. It’s time to sleep some. 
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Regenerate and revive. . . .

03/17/2020 Tuesday 7:54 am
. . . I feel like I’m having a harder 
time recalling things, though 
really it’s only been a week. . . .

03/18/2020 Wednesday 8:01 am
. . . Yesterday I was overwhelmed, 
aggravated, annoyed, disappointed. 
We had the freak out that there 
would be martial law and shelter-
in-place. That we needed our 
tent now. Looters, riots, unsafe 
conditions everywhere. We were 
afraid of this. It hasn’t come to it 
yet. So we drove to storage to get 
the camping equipment. . . . 

03/19/2020 Thursday 8:24 am
. . . Yesterday. I cried about my 
fucking dancing and I can’t stop 
thinking about it.6 . . . 

03/20/2020 Friday 8:01 am
. . . The news is getting to me. It 
seemed important to hear about 
the new development that we are 
ordered to stay indoors. They didn’t 
say shelter in place. They did say 
it’s not martial law. But they did 

6    I began Zumba classes in June of 2019. When the studio went online, I danced in the 
living room of our new sublet and the downstairs neighbors complained. It was too loud. 
They asked me to dance in the public parking lot next door, closest to our WiFi. I said I 
would try it. 

say there are very specific reasons 
one must have for going outdoors 
and one of them is for a walk. The 
other is for bike riding. Then all 
the other necessary stuff. I’m sure 
dancing in the parking lot will be 
on that list. . . . Keep a fucking 
sense of humor. . . . I’m not sure 
how to rope around, lasso back, 
the humor sometimes. We just 
spiral into a bad feelings place. . . . 

03/21/2020 Saturday 7:48 am
. . . The kinds of people who are 
reacting to this situation. 1) There 
are those who are very scared of 
getting sick. 2) There are those 
who are trying to not infect others. 
3) There are those who are finding 
other things wrong with them to 
distract from what’s really going 
on. 4) There are those who really 
couldn’t care less and think 
everyone is being had by the 
government. 5) There are those 
who think this is all a big social 
experiment to see how much we 
can be controlled. 6) There are 
those who think this is an 
intentional action to slow climate 
change. 7) There are those who 

think this is an intentional act to 
trim the world population of its 
weakest. 8) There are those who 
actually, truly, don’t know anything 
is going on out of the ordinary, 
but wonder why there are fewer 
people around. . . .

03/22/2020 Sunday 9:46 am
. . . Some say the rich and famous 
are taking this time to get plastic 
surgery. The mildly bourgeois 
over here are taking this time to 
grow back their eyebrows. . . . I 
dreamt last night that I was riding 
my bike and found this little fluffy 
white dog running, disoriented.  
I tried to take it back to its owner. 
I dreamt that the elections were 
happening and people were 
revolting. They were showing it 
on the news but only their feet. 
People were throwing rocks. I 
woke thinking about throwing 
rocks at trains. . . .

03/23/2020 Monday 8:22 am
. . . I just feel like I am slipping into 
a depression today. I mean, 
maybe it was seeing myself trying  

7    I began posting videos of myself dancing on Instagram Stories. I felt humiliated for 
having to dance in the parking lot, so I thought I would just take that emotion all the way 
through to social media; and maybe it would inspire others to dance as well. 

to dance.7 . . . 

03/24/2020 Tuesday 8:16 am
. . . Really. Really? Even I am over 
this I think. Give me my stupid 
work back and give me the ability 
to go out to a stupid bar. Maybe 
we’re all in the anger phase now. 
Though I should be a little ahead 
of the game. We’re all tired of the 
news and the coronavirus jokes 
maybe. I’m tired of thinking about 
how I want some damn nail polish 
or my nails back. . . .

03/26/2020 Thursday 8:24 am
. . . Today I woke up and this all 
seemed normal. What if we lived 
somewhere where we had a shop 
for making things, a studio for 
making things, a room for music, 
a field. . . . 

03/27/2020 Friday 8:31 am
. . . Time doesn’t have much use 
here. . . . And Boris Johnson has it. 
The devil in me smiled a little at 
that. He seems like a jerk. . . .  
Holy shit I just had the best idea. 
Quaker meeting over Zoom. I 
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wonder if anyone is doing that?  
I wonder if Quakers would be 
offended if I did that? 8 . . .  

03/29/2020 Sunday 10:01 am
Life is so not normal right now. . . . 

03/30/2020 Monday 8:07 am
We need to laugh. . . . Looong 
dreams last night. Much teeth 
grinding. . . . I also woke up won-
dering how many people hope 
their partners, parents, even 
children, are one of the 200K who 
might die. I’m sure everyone has 
someone they hope, if only for a 
moment, would be wiped out from 
this. Me, our president already. . . . 

03/31/2020 Tuesday 9:43 am
. . . We watched two videos last 
night, one that was very cavalier 
saying it’s actually quite hard to 
get this virus, all you have to do  
is not touch your face,9 and the 
other was very much about doing 
what I did yesterday with the 
groceries,10 which was insane. . . .  

8    My epiphany about holding Quaker meetings for worship over Zoom led me to find that 
Quakers were indeed already doing this. I joined several Woodbrooke Quaker meetings  
for worship, held online from Birmingham, UK; http://https://www.woodbrooke.org.uk. 
9    Dr. David Price, March, 2020: https://youtu.be/hTsBM-GRx6U 
10    Dr. Jeffrey VanWingen, March, 2020: https://youtu.be/zmoBI5m2_uw 
11    An unhoused man lives in a tent in the parking lot where I danced. He began to sneeze  
a lot. My husband was worried about my proximity to his sneezes. 
12    The neighbors.

I am starved of humor is what I am 
starved of. And energy. . . . I would 
like to feel like I can let loose and 
be silly. I would like to stand on 
my head and make noises without 
worrying about the downstairs 
neighbors. I would like to laugh with 
you. And be excited about our 
prospects rather than feeling bad 
for making plans for the future. . . .

04/01/2020 Wednesday 08:40 am
. . . So many people are mentioning 
how they have it good and they 
shouldn’t be complaining. Or that 
other people have it worse. . . . 
You are getting more and more 
upset about me being out there.11 
. . . Maybe I could try dancing on 
this rug. I’ll talk to them.12. . .  

04/02/2020 Thursday 9:16 am
I am not looking forward to this 
writing because I should have a 
few come-to-Jesus moments 
right about now. Not beating 
myself up, but taking a hard look 
at how I am contributing. What 

joy am I bringing to other people 
in the world. I’m not sure I am in  
a way that is meaningful. . . . I don’t 
know, thoughts in the head getting 
short circuited before they get on 
the page. . . . I was in a state yester- 
day. It was not the day to do what 
I did, not the day to blather on 
about things to my therapist. Not 
the day to talk to the neighbors.13 
It was stupid. . . . There are problems. 
Wanting to just be real. I just want 
to be honest and respectful at the 
same time. There are things you 
don’t have to say but still speak 
your mind. My mind. Drinking too. 
That’s been fun. These little cans 
of Presto are delightful.14 I wonder 
if I can order them. Bad stuff. I was 
thinking of just drinking all day one 
of these days but I wish you could 
join me.15 Maybe today. Ergh. 
Seriously. It will get bad. . . . I became 
one of the 6 million to apply for 
unemployment insurance, and 
this is seen as a travesty. Maybe 

13    I gave up on the parking lot, told the neighbors I was going to dance in the apartment, 
and they said: no. I was completely flummoxed. I said I would try the front of the house, 
where the surface is uneven, but that it would likely not work and I would have to dance  
in the apartment, even though they said no.
14    Little cans of bubbly wine in brut and rosé.
15    My husband and I have some rules about drinking alcohol: he only drinks in December;  
I do not drink in February (No-bruary), June (Ju-NO-ne), and October (Sober-tober).
16    In 2019, because communities around Silicon Valley had accused tech companies for 
contributing to the housing crisis in California, Google said it would give $1 billion for 
affordable housing in the Bay Area; Facebook pledged $1 billion; Apple said it would give 
$2.5 billion.

people should just be able to live. 
Maybe some people want to 
work. Maybe some people’s work 
is something else entirely. 

04/03/2020 Friday 9:06 am
. . . One thinks one’s going to have 
all this time to do interesting things 
and then one ends up drinking 
rum and gin the whole time. . . . 

04/04/2020 Saturday 10:11 am
. . . I’m going to try this damn 
dancing today in front of the house. 
I’m not looking forward to it. . . . 

04/05/2020 Sunday 10:22 am
. . . I feel positively energized right 
now. Vibrating. Alive. Something 
about yesterday was so good. . . . 
At this point, literally anything is 
possible. We can all be surprised. 
. . . Last night my conspiracy was 
that Silicon Valley put billions  
of money towards low income 
housing16 because they know 
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they are going to be personally 
responsible for the elimination of 
these jobs we are seeing out on 
the street right now — the vulnerable 
jobs — these are the jobs that do 
not require human interaction. 
Neither are these the jobs that 
can’t be done from home. 
Therefore, these are the jobs that 
can be done by robots. . . . 

04/06/2020 Monday 8:41 am
. . . What would I write about if I 
were to write about this? George 
Saunders says keep your notes. 
Take notes. Keep the correspond- 
ence that you keep. . . . But if I were 
to write about something, maybe 
it would be that. . . . the great nap, 
the stillness, the small worlds that 
we inhabit, the inability for me to 
know what’s happening across 
town, or next door. Dancing. 
Dancing during coronavirus, and 
the way this made me feel. Did  
I write about that? I mean, did I 
keep notes on that? . . .   

04/09/2020 Thursday 8:24 am
The first thought is usually: is this 
prison? The refrain: there are 
others who have it worse. 

04/10/2020 Friday 10:34 am
. . . It’s so cold and rainy right now. 
I decided yesterday that having 
the same field of view all the time 
has made me incredibly sensitive 
to whatever goes into my body, 
foodwise. . . .

04/11/2020 Saturday 9:28 am
. . . I have nothing to say this 
morning. . . .  There are still planes 
in the sky, but Los Angeles has 
become the cleanest city in the 
country, air-wise. . . . 

04/12/2020 Sunday 10:23 am
. . . What do I fear? I fear that my 
knee will not heal. I fear that I am 
addicted to alcohol and it will 
destroy my brain. I fear that I am 
worthless. I fear that you will get 
sick. I fear that my lungs are 
damaged. That my stomach is 
damaged. I fear that I have nothing 
to say, or that it will come out too 
tangled to understand. I fear that  
I can’t express it with words and 
that it takes too much to express 
it another way. I fear that it’s going 
to be very cold today all day. I fear 
that we are stuck here because I 
have failed to support myself. I 
fear that I will do a bad job on this 
show, not making anything that 

means anything.17 I have not read 
enough. My attention span is too 
thin. I have no substance. I have 
no soul. I fear that my anger drives 
me without me knowing it. I fear 
that I have no compassion and 
that when people ask me for help 
I answer in the wrong way. I trip 
and I fall and when I get up there’s 
shit and mud all over me. I fear 
that I am becoming invisible. I am 
becoming a face of pain rather 
than joy. I am weak and lazy and 
distracted. I have no focus. I forget 
about love for things that makes 
me honor and revere and hold 
dear everything, love that I would 
do anything for. I fear that I do have 
this love — I know I do — and that I 
ignore it and take it for granted. 
This is you. This is my curiosity 
for things. This is my art. I fear that 
I am killing my art with commercials. 
I fear that these boxes / bubbles / 
distractions are making us worse 
as human beings. I fear that I go 
around life thinking I have nothing 
to fear. I fear that I want to start 
drinking right now “Because it’s 
Easter. Because it’s a holiday.” I 
fear that I am prone to all of the 

17    The exhibition I was working on.
18    On Easter, I looked to a deck of Medicine Cards to learn the significance of the  
Rabbit card. This card is all about fear. https://medicinecards.com/
19    Of illness, not Covid-19.

convoluted reasonings that we 
have been educated to believe 
are like 1 + 1 = 2 when it comes to 
capitalist consumption. I want to 
get outside, and the only way I 
can justify it is to have something 
to do. I fear that too. I fear that I 
don’t just want to be. I do want to 
be, and that being is who I really 
am, but what I fear is that there is 
no being to be. . . . That was a lot  
I unloaded about fear. As I was about 
to start writing I was thinking:  
I’m not fearful of anything. Then  
I realized there is so much.18 

04/14/2020 Tuesday 8:30 am
. . . [M] died.19 . . . This felt, in some 
ways, like the beginning of the 
end. Someone dying like this. It 
will only get worse as we age. At 
this point, this was a death of age, 
not a freak accident, in the pool 
of friends. It’s also the beginning 
of a pandemic, one which we 
have no idea where we’ll end up 
and it’s impossible not to fear 
incredible mishandlings of power, 
decrees, judgements, decisions, 
money, lives, health. Everything. 
Everything is crumbling except 
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nature. She is doing OK and that’s 
beautiful. But even in our own 
sickness someone is trying to 
keep her sick by using this time to 
loosen the regulations made in 
the name of air quality and the 
health of our oceans, or so I am  
to assume, believe, etc. . . . Why do 
I feel OK today? This is a horrible 
time. . . . Death on a sunny day. 
Thinking about death on a sunny 
day. . . . One of the reasons I looked 
forward to Easter at [H] & [A’s] each 
year was to see [M]. . . . It never felt 
like small talk with [M]. It wasn’t 
that he was incapable of it, it just 
didn’t exist around him. Maybe 
there was always another meaning. 
There was always a meaning. . . 
I’m happy he did these things in 
his own way and therefore lived 
life that much more fully. I could 
take a lesson from that. Don’t 
compromise or add to things just 
because you can. There’s a perfect 
amount and a homeostasis to 
everything. Too much or too little 
is not enough. I never felt a part 
of [M’s] circle of close friends, but 
I was there on the outskirts 
admiring, and sometimes angry 
for not finding a way in, but when 
he left that inner circle to come 
say hello, he was always so real 
and funny and present. I could 

never be anyone but myself with 
him, that’s what it felt like. Some 
people are like this and, some,  
it’s easy to fall into a rhythm that 
both of you are playing. Sometimes 
it’s impossible to catch a connection 
at all. He was a tone poem of one 
note, but in that one note there 
was a universe of thought and 
response. Something like that. I’m 
not writing a eulogy here, or even 
have any reason to present my 
thoughts on this man. He was 
someone who affected me and 
I’m happy to have known him. I’m 
sad that knowing is in the past now. 
I wish I could have told him that. 

04/16/2020 Thursday 8:42 am
I’m spending too much time 
thinking about the downstairs 
neighbor. What I could say, what  
I should say. The text I want to 
send to him, saying, Hi, after 
much thinking and struggling 
over this, I want to give you a 
heads up that I’ll be dancing 
upstairs at the below times, with 
some regularity. . . . 

04/17/2020 Friday 8:24 am
I feel it today, the body falling 
apart, the weight pocketing into 
fat, the addled brain. . . . 

04/18/2020 Saturday 10:08 am
. . . I was thinking last night before 
bed about how this is a time 
when people are allowed to say 
how they really feel. How some 
days are not great, how they are 
weepy, or lost it, or going crazy. . . . 
We’ve been going so long saying 
everything is fine. I think twice 
before responding “Fine,” or 
“Good,” when anyone asks me 
how I am. . . . 

04/20/2020 Monday 8:36 am
. . . Don’t just do something, sit 
there. That’s a Quaker joke. I 
learned a Quaker joke. . . . I was 
moved to speak in online Quaker 
meeting yesterday, but it was just 
to you. I said, I love you. . . . 

04/22/2020 Wednesday 10:08 am
. . .Thinking about jokes I’m 
working on. . . . I haven’t worked in 
so long my work-anxiety dreams 
are now work-fantasy dreams; 
silently farting in public is no 
longer a problem. Those are the 
two I’ve got so far. . . . 

04/26/2020 9:05 am Sunday
. . . I am saying, OK, I trust all you 
people who are telling me to stay 
in. I really don’t know. I could die 

if I go outside. So, I’ll just stay in 
here and try not to go to the store, 
because, you know what? I like 
this game. The game is called 
Make Do With What You Have. . . . 

05/02/2020 Saturday 09:31 am
. . . I do want my old life back but 
with the wisdom I have found 
now, which I am still finding. . . . 
Maybe I could just find one 
interesting little thing to say. Just 
a little interesting thing. Go back 
and look for something and a 
picture. Something about virtual 
life. I find myself looking back at 
another world. Not so far away, 
but with a slightly different tenor. 
. . . 

05/04/2020 Monday 8:52 am
. . . The thing that is getting to me 
right now, that I am really 
confused about, is that people 
are not changing. People are 
talking about change, but they 
don’t know what that change is. 
But this is the funny thing about 
new things. People don’t recognize 
them because they are new. They 
are nearly invisible until they are 
recognizable. Change is invisible 
until it is no longer change. . . . 
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05/09/2020 Saturday 9:16 am
. . . Then I will hang out with you 
while I drink and we will talk 
about our day and speculate 
about the future and touch each 
other and try to make each other 
feel good. We are lucky that we 
have money and food and a place 
in which to live, but we are most 
lucky because we have touch. . . . 
This is touch, cooking dinners, 
and a sweet for the day, and a 
recurring thing like scrabble,20 
and these weekly calls. . . . 

05/11/2020 Monday 9:18 am
. . . There were these two essays 
that [B] and [J] sent the group,21 
and they were both about staying 
inside and the world before. 
Sabrina Orah Mark: “I can’t pin- 
point what this lesson is exactly. 
Something about identification 
and possession. Something 
about buying time. As I empty  
the bags and touch the moss,  
and the leaves, and the twigs,  
and the berries, and a robin-blue 
eggshell, I consider how much 
we depend on useless, arbitrary 

20    We found an online way to play a Scrabble-like game with my brother-in-law and  
his wife, and did so almost every night.  
21    “The group” are the authors of this project, Saturday Morning.
22    https://www.theparisreview.org/blog/2020/05/07/fuck-the-bread-the-bread-is-over/ 
23    https://www.artforum.com/print/202005/andrea-zittel-82833 

tasks to prove ourselves. I consider 
how much we depend on these 
tasks so we can say, at the very 
end, we succeeded.”22 Andrea 
Zittel: “[I was discussing with him] 
Jenny Odell’s book, How to Do 
Nothing: Resisting the Attention 
Economy (2019), which has 
gathered a huge following in the 
past six months. I observe that in 
the book, even when the author  
is doing nothing, she is still doing 
something (bird-watching, walking, 
reading), and I find myself noting 
that at no point does she describe 
that jangly nervous tension you 
feel when you truly do nothing.”23 
But there is also something 
missing from these quotes: the 
drive to seek that energy and 
madness within that so-called 
“boredom” or the rejection of 
“useless, arbitrary tasks.” Because 
I was talking to you about Little 
Richard dying and you were 
saying that “it takes irrepressible 
energy and jolly madness to 
change culture.” . . . Roy Stryker 
said to Gordon Parks, bigots look 
like anyone else, you know, so 

why don’t you go photograph the 
people who are suffering from 
their bigotry. My question is, why 
did he think these people would 
look any different? Is the oppressor 
invisible because they are the 
majority? Or is it because there is 
a bigotry even in the assumption 
that they are the norm and the 
oppressed are the anomaly? . . . 

05/15/2020 Friday 8:51 am
. . . [F]eeling kind of husky. That’s 
the word that keeps coming to 
mind. If you don’t drink enough 
water your cells will turn to husks. 
The world out there seems like a 
husk of a world. Nothing is really 
that interesting. . . . I keep wishing 
that something bigger would 
happen. Not a nice feeling. . . . 

05/16/2020 Saturday 8:54 am
. . . I went to bed feeling like life is 
wearing down for me, and I woke 
up feeling like a jerk. Not doing 
anything. There are people out 
there who can go to sleep and 
wake up feeling like they’ve made 
a difference. I don’t feel that way 
so much. I look around and think, 
Where’d I put my phone? And then, 

24    I was on one of the only two jobs I got in May at this time, writing for a director bidding 
on a French finance ad.

How can I make this advertisement 
for a bank more to your liking? I 
am getting paid to write like some 
people get paid to short stocks.24  

05/17/2020 Sunday 9:12 am
. . . I’ve been thinking about how 
this atmosphere of capitalist new 
modernism is like the worst form 
of fascist nation building. . . . 

05/19/2020 Tuesday 8:43 am
Yesterday I did not want to get 
out of bed. The question is, if I am 
OK with this, the low socializing, 
the not getting out to dinners, 
drinks, and the like, does that 
mean that I am OK with living in  
a remote place in the world? Or is 
this OK-ness not trustworthy, and 
I’m really not OK with it? This is 
where the depression is coming 
from and, after a while, I will 
become stupider for it because 
my brain will lose the muscle it 
takes to navigate in a social world. 
Writing and looking at movies 
and the internet doesn’t cut it. . . . 

05/22/2020 Friday 8:44 am
And then there was the moment 
when she realized what could 

54 55EXCERPTS FROM A JOURNAL SARAH BAY GACHOT54 55

https://www.theparisreview.org/blog/2020/05/07/fuck-the-bread-the-bread-is-over/
https://www.artforum.com/print/202005/andrea-zittel-82833


have been a really interesting 
time was not interesting at all. . . .  
And then there was the day she 
woke up to the feeling that these 
were not special times at all.  
They were just dead, uninspiring, 
and fearful. . . .

05/23/2020 Saturday 8:46 am
“What do you want to take with 
you from this time, into the future? 
What would you like to offer from 
this time, to the future?. . .” From [S] 
for the book we are making about 
this.25 . . . And last night I asked you 
to send me this text: The very time 
I thought I was lost, My dungeon 
shook and my chains fell off. . . .  
From a spiritual quoted in James 
Baldwin’s book26 . . . I’m really 
trying to smite myself these days 
now. I predict that I will end this 
day drunk. . . . I have this feeling 
we’re all going to wake up and 
ask, Wow, what was all that?? But 
the devastation will be done. 
Things that didn’t make it through 
the tide will remain closed, ceased, 
done, unable to make it back 
because they just realized, what is 

25    This refers to this project, Saturday Morning, and the prompt given by Steffie Nelson, 
editor. 
26    From Baldwin’s “My Dungeon Shook: Letter to my Nephew on the One Hundredth 
Anniversary of the Emancipation,” in The Fire Next Time. The spiritual, “Free at Last,”  
was also referenced by Dr. Martin Luther King in his “I Have a Dream” speech.

 it all for? . . . I really just want to go 
out and lie in a grassy field and 
have a picnic with a really big and 
delicious sandwich. How good 
would a sandwich be right now?

[On May 25, 2020, George Floyd 
was murdered by police during 
an arrest for allegedly passing 
a counterfeit $20 bill. Peaceful 
protest and passionate revolt 
surfaced across the globe. Floyd’s 
death, as one more Black person 
killed by authorities, represented 
the persistent cruelty that Black 
people endure and provoked a 
resounding demand for justice 
and an end to racism. “Excerpts 
from a Journal” is a snapshot of 
the moments just before this 
time; moments that were personal 
and specific to the Covid-19 
pandemic. Outside of that frame, 
and what came next, is bigger 
than the contents of a journal.  
I am watching for the words of 
change as they come.]

Dancing in the Parking Lot, March 19, 2020
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The Air is Singing
Edie Kahula Pereira

never imagined.
unimaginable.
twilight zone.

state-of-being-state-of-mind,
transition.
a-kind-of-peace.

tranquility.
discovery. 
flora & fauna.
vibrant! 
alive!

slow.
movement.
moving sounds.
bird sounds.

the air is singing.
sings.
sang.

For moving visual, sound  
& voice, please click here.
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WEATHER REPORT: A LITTLE SHAKY, FEELING LOST. The morning 
sun feels brighter now that there’s Lou Doillon. Seven day forecast 
shows soft feminine breezes every morning at 9 a.m. 

Today, I discovered Lou Doillon’s Live gatherings on IG  
@loudoillon. During the Covid lockdown in Paris, she started her 
hour-long online bohemian salon daily at 5 p.m. (CET), 9 a.m. (PST) in 
Santa Monica, California. Raising her hand and singing hello hello 
hello. It’s five o’clock, it’s five o’clock, it’s five o’clock. Bonjour, il est 
cinq heures. Bonjour, il est cinq heures. Bonjour, il est cinq heures. 
Hand opening and closing, opening and closing, opening and closing 
to display her five digits with that infectious smile of hers. Opening 
and closing, she announces en Français and in English the programming 
for that day — her list of poésies et chansons, poems and songs.

The first half hour was dedicated to literature and poetry from 
authors and poets, the likes of James Joyce, Sylvia Plath, Charles 
Bukowski, James Baldwin, Virginia Woolf, Edgar Allan Poe, etc. Some 
days, she read mostly in English, other days she favored French. Even 
though Je ne parle pas Francais, I used her French moments to discover 
the intriguing person before me. Her daily ensembles of French 
vintage rocker girl street style is not me, but I absolutely loved her 
personal fashion expression on her — leopard here, vintage lace there, 
plummeting necklines, unbuttoned jackets worn topless, or a loosely 
wrapped garment left untied just about revealing her breasts but not. 
She is a muse to many, I am sure. Her voice — not high, more low, soothing. 

Edie Kahula Pereira 

Weather Report
March 23, 2020
Santa Monica, 
California
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Lou Doillon, Paris, April 18 and March 19, 2020.  
Instagram images courtesy of @loudoillon

I’d be making my breakfast. Her French speaking voice in the 
background — my mind would wander. Thinking about travel. How 
long it’s been since my last visit to the City of Lights. Never venturing 
much beyond the city limits and never to the South of France where 
her mother, Jane Birkin, lives. Jane would pop in (via Skype) from her 
home in Provence. Sometimes she’d say hello and leave. Sometimes 
she’d read a children’s book, a poem. Sometimes she’d stay the full 
hour in support of her daughter, her dog making dog sounds, along 
with the heavy breathing & snoring of Lou’s dog Gus. As a side note, 
have you seen the movie La Belle Noiseuse where Jane plays the 
partner (and ex-muse) to Michel Piccolo’s artist and Emanuelle Beart’s 
new tortured muse — do you think their movie home is actually Jane’s 
real home? #LOVEVLOVELOVE 

In addition to her serious love of literature (showing us well 
worn and new books), she sang her songs and songs by others —  
Leonard Cohen, Björk, Bob Dylan. And she celebrated the music of 
Patti Smith, The Stones, The Beatles. Always apologetic for not quite 
getting the songs right, she was very generous of herself and her kind 
spirit. Once the readings were over, “the set” changed — she’d stand or 
sit on a chair arm, long lanky legs open, her guitar rests. The second 
half gave us glimpses of Lou’s below the waist fashion and the full 
length of her many layers of necklaces! Requests and hearts would 
float on my screen, viewers calling out their favorite songs. She’d 
sometimes say that she’d need to practice and would sing the request 
another day or just go forward, practicing something new for us. 

During the last few minutes of her salon, Lou would close 
singing ”Hand-in-Hand” from Milan, from Marrakech, from all the 
cities where followers were tuning in from, hand-in-hand all around 
the world. Then, Paris ended their lockdown. She sang the final Hand-
in-Hand on May 10, 2020. I felt so sad to lose this lovely morning ritual, 
this pleasing distraction that started my day. The morning glow of  
Los Angeles sunshine, my cafe latte, avocado toast + fruit, with Lou 
from Paris in the late afternoon.
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Steffie Nelson 

Bio Luminous IN THE EARLY DAYS OF QUARANTINE IN LOS ANGELES, I found 
myself dreaming about empty rooms. It was impossible then to avoid 
seeing images of the coronavirus, with its spiky prongs poised to 
lodge in your lungs like a burr. But while its “crowns” were often 
painted crimson by the media, the virus, of course, was invisible. 
Anywhere that wasn’t my apartment became a potential minefield  
of these deadly pathogens. 

Before it came to our shores, we had watched Europe and Asia 
go under lockdown, and witnessed in horror as the bodies stacked up 
and families were prohibited from comforting the dying and grieving 
their dead together. But this was still America, where such barbaric 
things didn’t happen — until they did. When the mayor’s “safer at 
home” order was issued on March 19th, businesses were shuttered 
and all social activities were cancelled, effectively overnight. Yet while 
being “in this together” actually meant being inside, I still had to walk 
my dog, twice a day. Each time I left the house, I bristled as I stepped 
onto the sidewalk, scanning the blocks for any humans in sight. If I 
was going to pass someone, I took a wide berth into the street. In 
those days we were told — perhaps criminally, in retrospect — that 
masks would not protect us, so I didn’t wear one. I held my breath and 
averted my gaze, because making eye contact required the silent 
acknowledgement that yes, this was really happening. 

Hurrying along the avenues of Highland Park, I felt oddly 
disembodied. It was as though my limbs and synapses were straining 
to make contact with a physical world that had disintegrated. The 
memories of these sensations left ghostly imprints. Passing security 

For every atom belonging to me as good  
Belongs to you. Remember? 

 — “Singularity,” (after Stephen Hawking),  
    by Marie Howe (quoting Walt Whitman)
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gates and locked shops, my spirit pressed against the cage of my 
bones, yearning to move through a doorway — any doorway — into  
a space filled with air and light, where the simple exchanges of life 
could transpire: I could turn to a stranger and smile; my imagination 
might be ignited by beauty; a hunger might be fed; a new path could 
appear; I could breathe. The void of such possibilities became its  
own presence, like a cloud across my vision. The lens of “reality” had 
closed so quickly that I felt dizzy, unable to find stable footing or a 
point of focus. When I returned home, I turned the lock with relief. 

THE FEAR IN THOSE DAYS WAS LIKE A WILDFIRE, my brittle self 
ready to go up in flames. I spoke to my family on the East Coast almost 
every day and usually cried after hanging up, never knowing if this 
would be my last chance to say goodbye — or which one of us might 
go first. I thought about writing my will; I made arrangements with  
a friend who kindly (and courageously) agreed to drive me to the 
hospital if I had Covid. I know I wasn’t alone in my mortal terror, and  
of course the media only fanned the flames. But there was one place 
that I could find shelter: the virtual world. For a surreal, delirious period, 
when those of us who weren’t facing immediate financial or medical 
distress tried to approach quarantine as some sort of beneficial “retreat,” 
our screens became magical portals. They were spaces to socialize, 
exercise, be educated and entertained, spiritually connect, and travel —  
sometimes all on the same Zoom call. I had not heard of Zoom before 
I downloaded it in March, but since the grid of faces on my computer 
screen was the closest approximation I had to being in the company 
of other people, it instantly became essential. 

My standing weekly calls gave shape to the hours: I had sessions 
with my therapist; chatted with other writers and American expats in 
France; learned the week’s planetary movements from an astrologer-
artist friend who laid the blame for the pandemic squarely at the feet 
of Saturn, Pluto, and Jupiter all in Capricorn; and gathered with a group 
of women over coffee every Saturday morning (although for a few of 

us it was afternoon or evening, and the beverage might be wine), with 
whom I would eventually conceive and create this record of our days. 

Peering into the little box of each person’s existence, nose 
pressed to the glass, the general effect was uncomfortably similar to 
animals under observation in a lab, but I think ultimately we were all 
grateful to see and be seen. I don’t know if these meetings would be 
satisfying in another context, with other options available, but at the 
time they felt vital. 

With the virus as our common enemy, altruism became a primary 
motivator. The sheer volume of suffering created the sense — or was it 
just a wish? — that our experiences must have some greater meaning. 
Spiritual leaders pointed to this moment as one of change and 
reckoning — a moment we had, in fact, all been waiting for. We were so 
desperate to understand our sacrifices and grief that when something 
felt like a key to survival, we shared it with our networks, be it immune 
boosting advice, tomato growing tips and banana bread recipes, a 
powerful article or poem or essay, video clips of opera singers on an 
Italian balcony, or trumpets blaring in a California canyon. Sometimes 
it was an actual healing practice offered in real time. Living alone, I 
welcomed these offerings from the ether like the energetic visitations 
they were. I lay on my living room floor with headphones and received 
crystal bowl sound frequencies, hyperventilated and howled through 
breathwork sessions, lit candles and recited prayers during moon 
rituals with witches, talked art and cinema with scholars and curators, 
practiced yoga with some of my favorite teachers, and tuned in to the 
daily Instagram missives from the French chanteuse Lou Doillon, who 
played her guitar and read Anais Nin and James Joyce aloud, inviting 
us all into her perfectly Parisian study. 

If the offerings were beautiful, the generosity that inspired 
them was truly life-affirming. The L.A. choreographer and dance 
teacher Ryan Heffington gracefully embodied this spirit, leading 
hour-long “Sweatfest” dance sessions — named for his Silver Lake 
studio, the Sweat Spot — from his Joshua Tree living room. He started 
this before the mayor’s orders were officially in place, and word 
spread quickly; soon thousands were tuning in via Instagram live.  
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I joined for the first time on my birthday, March 24th, pulling on gold 
glittery tights and black ballet slippers because this was, essentially, 
the biggest party I would attend — even if nobody would see me. 

Every Sweatfest started with a flutter of typed hellos and emojis, 
participants shouting out where they were quarantining — Brazil! 
Brooklyn! Echo Park! — as the numbers climbed on the feed. I would 
send out a heart or a waving hand, and sometimes, “hi Steffie!” would 
pop up from a friend getting ready to dance in her home, across the 
city or the country. Following along to moves like the “happy hippie,” 
the “pretty pony,” or “gummy arms,” while exuberant dance anthems 
and nostalgic hits pumped through my phone, my scared, tense body 
gave shape to fabulousness, tenderness, wildness. I was a little surprised 
to find myself twirling to the high trills of Janet Jackson with tears 
streaming down my cheeks, or sniffling as I sang along to “Summer 
Nights,” from Grease, but I realized that these outpourings were not 
only grief but also relief, that I could still feel silliness and joy, even 
when certainty and security had been taken away. 

Ryan closed each class with a guided meditation that allowed 
us to leave the earthly plane entirely. Carried on his voice, we rose up, 
into the stars, and drew all the light from the cosmos into our beings —  
Take it! Take it! he called out — and then, when we were filled with 
stardust, we shone it back out to each other and across the planet. 
Returning to earth as Ryan assured us that we’ll get through this, my 
tears came as no surprise, and I shed them gratefully.

SOMETIME IN EARLY MAY, as the weeks of quarantine stretched 
into months, a friend posted a photograph of a beach at night — dark 
and grainy except for a strip of blue neon, emanating from the waves. 
“I sat here for hours,” she wrote. It stopped me in my tracks. 

Decades earlier, one summer night after high school graduation, 
my best friend and I went swimming with some boys at the New Jersey 
Shore. I dove and swirled in a luminous ocean as the drops fell from 
my body like liquid light. The boys casually called it “phosphorescence,” 

as if such magic was common. I didn’t ask for any more of a reason; in 
that moment I assumed such wonders were part of the mysterious, 
grown-up world I was entering. Yet while the memory stayed with me 
for the rest of my life, I never experienced it again. 

More photographs with the same otherworldly azure glow 
continued to appear over the next few days, and I learned that this 
phenomenon was caused by a red tide along the Southern California 
coast — a bloom of bioluminescent phytoplankton that lit up in 
response to the motion of the waves. Although we were still officially 
under shelter-in-place orders in Los Angeles, and beaches were still 
closed to the public, I knew I had to see it for myself. I reached out to 
a friend in my very small “bubble,” and we made plans to meet after 
sundown at a certain corner in Manhattan Beach, even though we 
lived in the same neighborhood on the east side. I hadn’t driven 
further than the grocery store in weeks, and the speed and sounds of 
the freeway were shocking. The illicit nature of the journey added to 
my unease, but once I parked and found my friend, we had a singular 
purpose. Joining a steady stream of people, we rushed through the 
gauzy, golden darkness — salty air lit by street lamps — toward the 
sounds of crashing surf. 

At first, when we stepped onto the cool sand, the ocean was 
barely visible. The wind was high, and a full moon rose above us, but 
the water was dark. Until, suddenly, a lip of turquoise light peaked in 
the distance, elongating across the crest as it came closer. “I see it!”  
I called out, and soon the horizon was aglow, the tides swelling and 
unfurling in radiant force. Electric blue explosions were punctuated  
by the waves pounding the shore. Sitting side by side like friends have 
done for aeons but forbidden in this time, we screamed with delight 
and disbelief, turning to each other wild-eyed; illuminated. It was as 
though Mother Nature was opening herself as a gift, calling us to 
worship in awe, answering our anguished questions with a simple, 
embodied yes. We took our masks off. Between the wind and the salt 
air and the beauty, I think we felt a little bit invincible. And when I think 
back, the smile lighting up my friend’s face is almost as memorable as 
the incandescent sea. 
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Illuminated, Manhattan Beach, May 2020. Julie Mond
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Saturday Morning at Rancho Relaxo, by Hilary White.  
Pictured: Aspirational Combine #2, work in progress, by Kasper Kovitz and Manuela Pizarro.

HELLO, HELLO!
About gathering this Saturday at Rancho Relaxo . . . that’s what 

we call our place, there is a sign on the gate that says so :)
The Rancho is on a half-acre lot in the foothills of the San Gabriels. 

We are still in the city of Los Angeles, as far north as you can go in the 
city. We are at 2200 feet elevation, it’s warm and dry out here, and it 
will be warm on Saturday. 

It’s very easy to be outside here and social distance. We have 
one large shaded area in the back under the trees, there is a table 
there and a number of chairs, with a few other smaller shade pools, 
and large rocks to sit on. The green grass is now summer yellow. 

TO BRING: A hat and sunglasses are good out here, it can be 
bright. If you have a picnic blanket and/or pillow, that might be nice, 
too, to get comfy outside. Hand sanitizer :).

I propose everyone bring their own drink, cup, snack to keep 
things simple. . . .

BATHROOM: We have a guest bedroom that has its own 
entrance to the outside and its own bathroom. I will leave the door to 
the room open so no one need worry about door handles. No one has 
used the room or bathroom for weeks. 

I thought it might be helpful to know a bit about how my 
husband Kasper and I have been managing with quarantine, and 
things opening up. I want everyone to feel OK about this. . . .

We see very few people, and rarely leave here except for 
groceries mostly. We have occasionally had some friends who live in 

Christian Kasperkovitz 

Excerpts from an Email Invitation  
for a June Gathering
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Saturday Morning at Rancho Relaxo, by Hilary White.  
Pictured: Steam Egg 2, 2015, by Michael Parker

the neighbourhood come to the rancho for outdoor social distanced 
hellos, or a glass of wine . . . bring your own, no sharing. 

My personal level of comfort at home is I feel OK sitting 
outside without a mask if I am ten feet away from others. I keep a 
mask around my neck so it’s easily available. I am not proposing this 
as the best protocol for our gathering but that gives you a sense of 
where I am coming from. I hope this information makes things easier 
to feel comfortable. I really understand if it does not, but I know that  
it helps me to do this. . . .

And two hot air balloons will be heading east — one to New 
York and one to London, to collect Bee and Toni ❤

xx christian 
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Christian 
Kasperkovitz

A Doodle a Day
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I CREATED THE RECIPROCITY PROJECT IN MARCH 2020 when 
parts of the United States went into lockdown. I wanted to connect 
with other photographers because we could not safely meet in 
person. And, the Los Angeles Center of Photography in Culver City, 
where I am a teacher’s assistant, had to close its gallery space. 

I chose to create a visual conversation on Instagram with 
photographers in the two cities I call home: New York and Los Angeles. 
We shared our posts live, offering a glimpse into our experiences. 
First there was fear and uncertainty, and then shock and anger.

People took to the streets to protest the chaos and destruction 
wrought by the Trump administration; the massive death toll of loved 
ones and essential workers, and to honor George Floyd and the other 
African Americans who were killed at the hands of white police 
officers around the country. 

Curating a mix of contemporary and archival photographs,  
we photographers responded to light, shape, color, content and 
mood in one another’s posts. There’s this moment of surprise, and 
then you see a pattern emerge. 

Images from The Reciprocity Project: A Visual Conversation 
are now part of the history about life during the pandemic. A new 
series of @reciprocity_project triptychs will be presented in a group 
exhibition at the Los Angeles Center of Photography and will be 
featured at theyearofnotknowing.com in January 2021.

Hilary White 

The Reciprocity 
Project:  
A Visual 
Conversation
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Hilary White, Venice, CA 

Keegan Holden, New York, NY
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Hilary White, Los Angeles, CA Keegan Holden, Los Angeles, CA
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Hilary White, Los Angeles, CA

Keegan Holden, Los Angeles, CA
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Keegan Holden, Los Angeles, CA

Hilary White, Los Angeles, CA
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Hilary White, Santa Monica, CA

Lisa Futterman, Brooklyn, NY
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Hilary White, Venice, CALisa Futterman, New York, NY
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Hilary White, Santa Monica, CA

Lisa Futterman, Brooklyn, NY
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Edie Kahula Pereira 

Words Keep 
Coming

109EDIE KAHULA PEREIRA

Words keep coming...
loaded expressions. Stories. 
Personal. People stories. 
Stories so deep. In and of a 
time, a culture, an era. In this 
time. Sound bites. News 24/7. 
Bombarding. Addictive. Breaking 
news flashes. Continuous ticker 
tapes across our screens. 
Banners. Sounds. Noises. 
Internal noises (that hurt. I 
feel pain.) Grief. Insecurity. 
Racial divide. Internal divide. 
Political divide. Societal 
divide. Wear a mask. Choose not  

to wear a mask. Human 
responsibility. Fragility. 
Inclusion. Exclusion. How much 
can we hold. Hold on to. Mind, 
body, spirit, soul. Generosity. 
The words keep coming. Repeated. 
Repetition. Actions. 
Consequences. When do we change. 
When do we heal. When. How. The 
words keep coming. Ammunition. 
Photo. Opportunist.
Please raise your right hand. 
Right hand over your heart. I 
pledge allegiance...the words 
keep coming.
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Asuka Hisa 

justice
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JUSTICE  CROPPED 02 | 03

114 115JUSTICE ASUKA HISA



Andrea  
Lenardin Madden

Stillstand
BEING ORDERED TO “SHELTER IN PLACE” IN MARCH of this year 
was a life-altering experience for most of us. The nationwide reset 
engendered public anxiety that tipped over into alienation as the reality 
of restricted mobility, curtailed social life, and empty supermarket shelves 
settled in on us.  Yet it also unleashed a spirit of self-reliance empowered 
by the possibility of working from home. The blurring of formerly distinct 
spheres — work and life — over the past decade was not only boosted 
by Covid-19 but turned into a new reality for office culture worldwide.

What does this mean for the workplace, commercial real estate, 
and our personal lives?  The role of the office has shifted, transforming 
the traditional site of production to one of conceptualization, where 
colleagues convene and conjure up ideas while busywork happens, 
commute-free, in the comfort of one’s home. The person-to-desk ratio at 
the office will likely go to 1.5 people per desk, with an upward tendency 
as work-from-home policies are more readily embraced, freeing up 
office space and creating the opportunity to redesign the workplace.

The newfound freedom of being fully in charge of one’s own 
time while working remotely — answering emails while petting the 
dog, supervising your children’s e-learning or tending a Bolognese 
sauce — is likely an illusion. The historic achievements of the labor 
movement in terms of regulating the workday and protecting 
personal time have increasingly been challenged by digital innovation 
in recent years, and are now in danger of being eclipsed by current 
circumstances.

Seen through a historic lens, the notion of a domestic haven 
born of confinement harkens back to the epoch of Biedermeier. Roughly 
two centuries ago, a similar reset occurred when Habsburg chancellor 

Because every epoch is like a sphinx that hurls itself into 
the abyss as soon as someone has solved her riddle.

Denn jede Zeit ist eine Sphinx die sich in den Abgrund 
stürzt, sobald man ihr Rätsel gelöst hat.

 — Heinrich Heine  
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Hello Sunshine – Multiple, A L M, Adaptation of Champagne Cup Tafelservice 4, 
Lobmeyr

My Summer Reading List – Tom Burr, Tanizaki Jun'ichirō, Vilem Flusser,  
Sakaide Tatsunori, Steffie Nelson
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Stillstand, Nature Morte, Vienna 2020
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Klemens von Metternich limited personal freedom of movement and 
speech in an attempt to repress the growing middle class and maintain 
the status quo for the Habsburg reign in the aftermath of the French 
Revolution. This systematic confinement found a means of release by 
sparking a new form of design expression — Biedermeier, an early 
version of form follows function, is defined by elegant simplicity and 
genuineness through material.

Biedermeier’s clarity of vision influenced the design culture  
of generations to come. The product of a Stillstand, a stasis, that led 
to a reset fueling that desire to redefine and valorize the essential, is 
very much like the conditions that informed the Bauhaus movement 
in the 1920s and ’30s — which in itself was reacting to a similar set of 
restrictions — as well as the situation in which we find ourselves today, 
another century later. Looking at our homes from the perspective  
of their potential to adapt to multiple new functions has led to the 
discovery of opportunities to declutter, condense, and think domestic 
space anew: a true Nowhaus for our time. 

The murder of George Floyd Jr. by police in May put the nation 
on the edge, igniting a “woke” general public staging massive 
nationwide protests — adding another layer to the historic parallels: 
Vormärz, a literary movement contemporaneous but diametrically 
opposed to the bourgeois pastimes of Biedermeier, agitated for 
political and societal change, challenging Metternich’s authoritarian 
policy of censorship, and ultimately ignited the March Revolution of 
1848. While defeated in the short run, this set the stage for the birth of 
the democratic modern Europe. Having arrived at a similar moment in 
time, we must effectively reform our social and economic structures 
without unleashing another bloody revolution. 

Has domestic exile in combination with digital interconnectivity 
created the platform to accomplish this? Will design once again be 
able to take the lead in imagining tomorrow? In the 21st century, 
design is not a purely aesthetic métier but one that demands a holistic 
perspective to create a genuine new vision. As European Commission 
president Ursula von der Leyen has recognized with the formation of 
the creative initiative NextGenerationEU, described as “a new European 
Bauhaus,” economic, environmental, and social change can only be 
led by cultural change. 

STILLSTAND



we l c o m e we l c o m e 
to               my wo r l dto               my wo r l d

     my l i fe     my l i fe
                                                                                                        

my h o m emy h o m e

my l i t t l e  wo n d e r smy l i t t l e  wo n d e r s

Kali Nikitas

i am nothing  
without my 
influences
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Iris Anna Regn 

A Small Collection 
of Grief and Joy

On June 8, 2020

From the poem “Coal,” by Audre Lorde, in Coal,  
a collection of poems dedicated “To the People of Sun, 
That We May All Better Understand”

“Love is a word another kind of open — 
As a diamond comes into a knot of flame
I am black because I come from the earth’s inside   
Take my word for jewel in your open light.”
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On July 20, 2020

Interior (Quarantine),  
by Milla Durfee.  
Gouache, crayon, 
Micron pen, and  
pencil on paper
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On August 21, 2020, for my daughter, Milla

“Child in Red” by Rainer Maria Rilke

Sometimes she walks through the village in her
little red dress
all absorbed in restraining herself,
and yet, despite herself, she seems to move
according to the rhythm of her life to come.

She runs a bit, hesitates, stops,
half-turns around . . .
and, all while dreaming, shakes her head
for or against.

Then she dances a few steps
that she invents and forgets,
no doubt finding out that life
moves on too fast.

It’s not so much that she steps out
of the small body enclosing her,
but that all she carries in herself
frolics and ferments.

It’s this dress that she’ll remember
later in a sweet surrender;
when her whole life is full of risks,
the little red dress will always seem right.
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I’m thinking about your redwood cabin
right across from the park
how it sits there, crookedly at peace
beneath the shade of the rainbow eucalyptus
silver garlands rustling in the breeze
remember when we strung those crazy lights over the deck
the ones from the thrift store that never really worked
but flickered on and off all night
as we swam in the pool
salt water mingling with the taste of beer
the distant roar of the crowd
whenever someone hit a home run
It felt like we spent the whole of last summer outside
floating on our backs in that cool water
watching the sky do its usual magic 
fading into night
never imagining a world so in pieces
that I can’t even
touch you.

Toni Spencer

hill house (near 
dodger stadium)
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Beth Katz

Conversations  
with Mirena

M: you know how to create a complete world
B: because it was just my world

your mark making, the way your ceramics sit in a space, there’s always 
been a throughline. it’s so complete. do you ever want to be shocked 
out of it? or are you really happy continuing with the throughline?

both at the same time. i’m not done with clay. i have this fear — if i stop 
making the things that people know me for — to make what I want  
to make — that it would be similar because it’s all coming from me.

i become afraid because i have to earn a living. 
i really want to draw. 
i’m also terrified.
i have this opinion that i don’t know how.
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bee once told me just to draw my own pots, and i loved it. 
i wanted to draw my line sheets and order forms but there just wasn’t 
any time. i’m frustrated, you know? when you have a creative urge and 
there’s just not enough time.

somehow, it’s like now — not being able to go out and play. it kills you 
a little bit at a time.
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i told Juliette about how i would love to draw my pots. but i’m a ceramic artist,  
i don’t draw. she sent me to my studio and asked me to draw my lamps. she  
turned them into silhouettes and made these beautiful posters out of them.

i haven’t done it since
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what if you could draw non-representationally and focus  
on the marks? 

i’d love that. my brain gets in the way of drawing.

your pottery, i see a lot of pattern and repetition in the marks.  
what would that look like when you put that on a piece of paper?

the surface designs of my pots. maybe it’s because i like pattern  
or because i think of them as an alternative to color. i’m not that attracted to color 
but i really like texture.

it’s not random.

i’ve worked on a series that was more random, a non-repeating design inspired  
by my grandmother’s brother who was an abstract painter.  
i didn’t do it with him in mind but when i was working on it, i felt him.
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i see myself starting to relax a little bit. i’m also interested in collage.  
i like paper in that it’s the opposite of clay in weight and feeling.

i’m excited to see what comes from your studio. i don’t know how  
and when all this (pandemic) is going to end but i think it’s making  
us look a little more critically at our lives.

i often think that when i’m uncomfortable, it’s a sign, actually  
an opportunity.
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Mirena Kim

My Busy Life
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ABOVE: Out of the Blue, OPPOSITE: We Were Together
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ABOVE: We Danced, OPPOSITE: Sun Came Down



No End In Sight
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Staci Valentine 

I Feel Tall Today
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Lynne Richardson 

Finding  
Mary Oliver 

I HAD NOT HEARD OF MARY OLIVER before the pandemic. But 
early on, during lockdown, I came across her poem “Today,” which 
pretty much summed up everything I was feeling at that stage  
and stirred me enough to order her collection of poems, A Thousand 
Mornings. What a find! She is not well known in my homeland of 
England, although it’s fair to say that I’m not the most voracious  
poetry reader.

Randomly, and fortuitously, other Mary Oliver quotes and 
poems found their way to me as these months have dragged on, their 
meaning seemingly amplified, constantly startling in how they echo 
my psyche at the very moment I chance upon them. 

FROM “Today”:

I hardly move though really I’m traveling 
a terrific distance. 
Stillness. One of the doors 
into the temple. 

I GUESS A WRITER’S LIFE OFTEN REQUIRES BEING A HERMIT,  
so sheltering at home is possibly not so very different, but here I was, 
with time on my hands for a change. With life on pause. With time to 
reflect and review. Time to reconnect with family and friends near and 
far. Time to reconnect with me. And time to think about our lives and 
how we got here. 
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CORONACOASTER 2020. At times I felt like I was living the preamble 
to another zombie movie. Or, was I an unknowing participant in some 
kind of Stanford Prison Experiment scenario! Time to enjoy the 
unaccustomed silence. Time for a personal odyssey. And a global  
one too. Many of us were sequestered away in our Own Private 
Idahos, and I was grateful for this rest. This moment to breathe.  
To live the peace. To love the peace. Whilst worrying about the 
greater issues at hand.

AND HERE’S ANOTHER quote from Mary Oliver, this one from 
“Starlings in Winter”:

I want to think again of dangerous and noble things. 
I want to be light and frolicsome. 
I want to be improbable beautiful and afraid of nothing, 
as though I had wings.

Oh, yes, we all want to break free AND BE BACK OUT THERE 
IN THE WORLD, living our best lives. And we shall, no doubt. And we 
hope we will be creating a better world, with all our pent-up energies 
raring to go. “Be bold and mighty forces will attend thee,” as Goethe 
told us. I can’t wait.

More recently I came across this wonderful poem by Mary, 
“When I am among the Trees.” This one touched me more than all 
others. Trees have always been my friends. Mary says, and I concur: 

“I would almost say that they save me, and daily.” 
I have been struck more by nature during this Covid time than 

any other time since childhood. The respite from the usual busy, busy 
life-and-work treadmill, the constant chasing of our tails, has gifted 
some of us with time to ponder, among other things, the natural world 
around us. And the joy we receive from the enchanting birds, the 
flowers, the mountains, and, of course, the darling trees, have lifted 
and spoken to me these past months in isolation. And I am beyond 
grateful for their companionship.
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AND HERE, from “When I am among the Trees”:

“It’s simple,” they say,
“and you too have come
into the world to do this, to go easy, to be filled
with light, and to shine.”

THANK YOU for the reminder, Mary Oliver. 

MY HOPE IS WE will come out of this confinement somehow 
cleansed and with abundant energy to do what we are here to  
do. I believe the energy will be magnificent, as we all create a  
better tomorrow.

We should not take one moment for granted.
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Caroline Jurovic 

Two Hearts 
Precariously 
Perched  
on a Green Ball 
That Will Never 
Stop Rolling

Two Hearts Precariously Perched on a Green Ball That Will Never Stop Rolling,  
by Madeleine Nyhagen, age 5

If you don’t take care of yourself, you can’t take care of 
anyone else. 

  —  Effie Kuriloff from the Effie Kuriloff Archives  
     at City College of San Francisco

First I had to learn. Over decades  —  to take care of 
myself. Are you listening? I had to learn. I had to gain, 
pebble by pebble, seashell by seashell, the courage to 
listen to my self, my true inner self.

  —  Juan Felipe Herrera, former US Poet Laureate,    
     from “America, We Talk About It.” 

ON THE MORNING OF TUESDAY, MARCH 17th, the San Francisco 
Chronicle headline, “Coronavirus Pandemic STAY AT HOME,” jumps 
at me from the front porch. “STAY AT HOME” is both humorous and 
chilling to me as I have no home at the moment. I have been house-
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sitting for the past six years; initially, a temporary solution that later 
became a strategy to resist the outrageous cost of rent in the Bay Area. 
Now that travel is not recommended, all of my house-sitting gigs have 
vanished. For the past two weeks, I have been at my cousin’s home in 
Berkeley, but she will return the day after tomorrow. Wanting to leave 
her home cleaner than I found it  —  and coronavirus free — I frantically 
disinfect all surfaces as I contemplate where to land for the duration 
of the shelter in place order. With no other options, I decide to head 
to my mother’s, knowing she will need help navigating the crisis. I am 
calm but on high alert, mind calculating essentials: what I need, what  
I do not. Body in motion, movements in efficiency mode, I put some 
unnecessary things in my small storage unit and take some 
necessities out, pack up provisions, suitcases and load my car. Sitting 
behind the wheel, I feel agitated as I imagine the seven hours drive 
south to Palm Springs on the I-5 and the possibility that city or county 
borders might suddenly close. What if I get stuck?

Berkeley’s response to the shutdown is one part conscientious 
disaster preparedness, one part block party. By the time I pull out of 
my cousin’s driveway, the streets are filled with residents walking in 
the crisp air, greeting neighbors from a respectful six feet distance.  
I cry as I roll down the street. I cry because I will miss the lively, cohesive 
sense of community. I cry because I love the Bay Area despite its 
impossible terms. I cry because I am leaving a place that gives me a 
palpable sense of well-being. I cry because I am headed south. As a 
young woman growing up in Southern California, I was overwhelmed 
by the sprawl, the traffic, the smog, tract homes, freeways, strip malls. 
I felt an impending sense of doom, as if some apocalyptic event —  
seismic or nuclear or instantaneous combustion — was inevitable.  
I often woke at three in the morning, heart pounding and anxious as  
I tiptoed into my sister’s or brother’s bedroom, lay down on the floor 
next to their bed, listening to the sound of their breath, trying to sync 
my breath with theirs. Sometimes I fell into the rhythm of their breath 
and drifted into sleep; if not, I ran through our sleepy suburban neighbor- 
hood until my breath came hard and fast. I ran in an attempt to exhaust 
myself. I knew I had to leave Los Angeles. Pulled north to San Francisco, 

the scale of the city — walkable — made sense to me. I felt safe 
knowing the proximity of the city’s surrounding landscapes: the  
rugged coastline and the wide open, green spaces. When I reluctantly 
returned back to L.A. years later, I found refuge beyond its basin,  
at its edges in the mountains and beaches and deserts — and in the 
creative community. Even so, Southern California is the last place  
I want to be in a disaster.

In March 2011, I was living in Los Angeles, in a treehouse perched 
on Edgecliffe Drive, when a magnitude nine earthquake struck off the 
coast of Japan and the resulting tsunami caused a level seven nuclear 
meltdown at the Fukushima Daiichi Nuclear Power Plant. Though it 
was an ocean away, I felt the shock waves. As I sat on my balcony, 
listening to the news of destruction and lives lost, looking at the 
Hollywood sign and feeling the disconnect, I was horrified; adolescent 
anxieties of doom triggered. I felt hopeless. I already felt physically 
wrecked. A month before, I had fallen at work. A tangle of cords snared 
me as I jumped up from my desk to walk to the printer. My upper body 
moved forward with momentum, but cords entangled my ankles and 
my feet could not move. My arms stretched out as far as possible, 
hands and fingers reaching for a column inches away to catch myself, 
but I was hobbled, unable to reach it, going down fast and hard, face 
down. My elbows and knees broke my fall just before my ribs hit the 
concrete in a full body impact, cords pulling computer and everything 
else on my desk down in a loud crash. Internal organs spasmed. My 
body felt crooked, weak, broken. For weeks I could not hold a cup, 
book, or tools. I had to quit the jewelry and weaving classes that 
inspired me. I was only forty-nine, but I felt old, empty, as if the best  
of my life was over. When Fukushima struck, I considered the possibility 
that the best of life for everybody had ended. 

Living alone for the past three years, the treehouse apartment 
had become a refuge from the hectic pace of work and life. In the small, 
quiet space, I cherished my solitude; felt nourished by the stillness. 
My best companion was a semi-feral cat who jumped in the window 
to sleep on my chest, protect me; the vibration of her purrs, in sync 
with my heartbeat, revived me. In the dark, I learned how to breathe 
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through the pain and spasms that woke me. In the silence, I listened 
to my body. In my daily life, I paid attention to what gave me energy, 
what drained me. For thirteen years, I had devoted myself to work in 
the fashion industry that demanded all of me — work I had loved — but 
I was almost fifty and still living paycheck to paycheck. I was exhausted. 
It was time to take care of myself. A friend from India taught me simple 
yoga, breathwork that resuscitated me, cell by cell. My acupuncturist 
aligned my spine and mended my spirit, moving me out of pain into 
potential. Day by day, as pain receded, I began to inhabit my body more 
fully, take up more space inside, discover new reservoirs of strength. 
My morning regimen of breathwork and movement helped me to 
define boundaries and recover myself from the chaos of life. Morning 
walks grounded me in the real world before the day swept me up in 
an onslaught of emails, phone calls and long hours at work. 

In January 2012, I saw the 3D documentary about Pina Bausch. 
Encouraged by the strength of the bodies, inspired by the choreography,  
I felt the dancers’ motions in my own body. I felt a call to move, a call 
to dance, a call to live my life, now or never. I would be fifty years old 
soon, and I had not danced — except in my living room or at parties —  
in over twenty years. Flamenco, tango, salsa had long been on my 
must do list. Now or never! I enrolled in a salsa class at CalTech and 
surrendered to the thrill of twirl and dip. Dancing, I found my rhythm 
again and with it a source of vitality. I determined to balance my 
commitment to work with investing in myself, tending to my own 
inspirations: dance, weaving and traveling. For my 50th birthday, I 
booked my first true vacation — free time that did not revolve around 
family holidays — a solo trip to Mexico to improve my Spanish before 
meeting family in Peru. Mexico nourished my spirit. I returned five times 
that year, carving out five day weekends from my available vacation 
time. The next year, days before Thanksgiving, my employer of 
thirteen years let me go without warning. I did not look back. I was 
now free to head north for the holidays; first to the annual Kolo Dance 
Festival at the Slavonic Cultural Center in San Francisco where my 
grandfather’s friend, now in his nineties, would be teaching the 
traditional dances of Croatia; then to Portland, Oregon to spend 

Christmas with my daughter, Madeleine. When I returned to L.A.,  
I let go of the treehouse — temporarily, I hoped — to save the money 
necessary to pursue a decades old dream of traveling to Peru to 
connect with my family and work with textile artisans. I became a 
body in motion that stayed in motion, occupying empty spaces as 
friends and family traveled, settling into homes for days or weeks, 
then moving on to the next. Moving frequently made me hyper alert 
to my most basic needs. Minimalism was no longer an aesthetic choice; 
it became a coping strategy. I began to define essentials in stricter 
and stricter terms, stripping my life down to the most essential of 
essentials. My body became my home; its health my foundation, as I 
pursued long deferred dreams before they festered.
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OVER THE PAST THREE DECADES, I have driven the I-5 from L.A.  
to S.F. so often that, today, I am on autopilot. My mind races. As I drive, 
I listen to the news for clues to the now uncertain future. Tuning in 
and out, my thoughts ebb and flow, revisiting the past to gather 
strength, remember my skill set of survival tactics, convince myself  
of my resiliency. I give myself a pep talk as I imagine pandemic 
catastrophes: skyrocketing infections, more quarantine restrictions, 
essential food chain breakdown, severe shortages, economic collapse, 
social unrest, gun hoarding vigilantes. Could destabilization spark  
a revolution? I am driving through the San Joaquin Valley, known as 
“the food basket of the world” — ironically, also the most food insecure 
region in the state. The essential workers who tend and harvest this 
land suffer most from lack of fruits and vegetables. Outrageous. I 
can’t help but think how justified they would be to take a stand and 
organize a strike like Cesar Chavez and Dolores Huerta. Since many 
are migrants, I wonder how they will fare with this new level of 
insecurity. The I-5 is the spine, the central corridor of California, along 
which lies its infrastructure and resources: the food basket, the oil 
fields, the aquaduct, the hydroelectric power plants — and high levels 
of poverty. As I listen to the radio, the news of rising coronavirus 
infections and toilet paper stockpiling, I have little faith in my fellow 
humans — even less, in our country’s government. I imagine the worst.

Driving deeper into the Central Valley, I am struck by an ominous 
sight: row upon row of felled fruit trees, naked and barren branches 
outstretched toward an ever darkening sky. The trees remind me of 
M, a homeless woman I knew who was obsessed with photographing 
trees in Golden Gate Park. In the 1990s, she was a regular at the bar I 
tended. Almost nightly, M sat, nursing a cup of coffee, chain smoking 
and excitedly sharing her most recent shots of anthropomorphic trees, 
trunks, branches; pointing out how this or that looked like a woman’s 
posture, gestures. Summer or winter, M wore the same gender neutral 
armor: navy, down filled ski overalls, parka and knit hat. Head shaved 
and leathery skin, she might pass as an older man, but listening to 
Barry White over and over on headphones, she beamed like a teenage 
girl with a big crush, smiling a blissful, toothless grin. At 2 a.m. as I 
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cleaned up, M settled in for the night on one of the velvet Victorian 
sofas where she slept. A few years later a group of bar patrons found 
an efficiency studio for her, but M did not stay. She preferred the 
freedom of the streets, using her government check for camera and 
film, coming to the bar to warm up and see her friends. When I moved 
to L.A., I lost track of M for twenty years. Five years ago, we reconnected. 
I never would have recognized the petite lady with the neat white bun, 
straight white teeth, wearing a chic ensemble she found at my favorite 
Salvation Army just up the street. I took her grocery shopping then we 
met a mutual friend from the bar at a sing-along holiday concert by a 
local youth choir. At lunch we caught up, and she told me that she had 
received an incorrect diagnosis that stuck in her medical records in 
San Francisco for decades. One day she went off her medicine; her 
life unraveled to the point that she ended up in Washington State —  
a blessing in disguise! Now in a new health care system, a new doctor 
diagnosed her accurately and prescribed a different medication that 
stabilized her. Ultimately, she reunited with her children for the first 
time in decades. I wonder how M will fare living in a group home 
during the pandemic.

As I fly towards the grapevine, the narrow passage of highway  
is surrounded by a panoramic vista of bright blue sky. Clouds drift. 
Clouds loom. Clouds warp in stages of metamorphosis; some 
disintegrate, some linger on triumphantly. My eyes rest on a pastoral 
scene of white lambs dotting green hills, mirrored by fluffy, white 
clouds in the quickly changing light. Suddenly the scene shifts. Clouds 
become shadowy; sky streaked in charcoal grey, darkening by the 
second. Epic thunder rolls and jolts of lightning rip the sky. The skyscape 
is magnificent, compelling, downright biblical. For the next hour, I am 
awestruck as rainbow after rainbow comes to life before my very 
eyes — more rainbows than I have ever seen in one single time frame —  
including a double rainbow. The extravagant light show titillates me, 
lightens my heart. I am thrilled, delighted as a child. The excess of 
rainbows gives me hope as my fully loaded car and I hurtle on, up the 
hill through the Tejon Pass. I am amazed, reminded of the many ways 
life has surprised me when I least expected. “Life is subject to change 

at any moment. Anything may happen! Just keep moving forward,”  
I tell myself.

I arrive at my mother’s close to midnight, exhausted as I unpack 
the car and head to the room I set up the summer before, a petite pied- 
à-terre — literally, foot to earth, a place I can land. 2019 was the most fluid 
year of my life, marked by incredible momentum as I pursued my 
dream to work with artisans, my roaming market — Tumbleweed Tienda. 
I had needed a rest stop, a place to catch my breath. The entire year 
was a leap of faith. I moved through the world, moment to moment, 
on a shoestring budget that seemed to expand in direct proportion  
to my effort. I drove 17,816 miles along the I-5 from marketplace  
to marketplace, dashing back and forth, north and south through 
California. Even longer distances were traveled, longitudinal and 
latitudinal shifts, but also temporal shifts between time zones, even 
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centuries as I traveled to ancient homelands, connecting the dots 
between ancestors and living relatives. In April, my mother, daughter, 
sister and I met in Cuzco, hiked Machu Picchu in the footsteps of our 
ancestors; visited the crumbling hacienda where my grandmother 
Lita was born; navigated the streets of old Lima. Walking with my 
great-great-grandmother’s memoir in hand, we discovered the cathedral 
where she was married at midnight and the building where my great-
grandfather and twelve siblings lived before war pushed them out 
through a window one night, scrambling across rooftops, seeking 
refuge. In Miraflores we met cousins for a week of lively reunions. In 
August, my mother and I flew to the Basque region of France where 
we stayed in an old family home, then drove through old family towns, 
driving closer and closer to the Pyrenees then to Spain where we 
explored three dying towns in the mountains and the seaside near 
Guernica — the origins of our family, as mentioned in an old family 
tree. I felt a deep sense of fulfillment as I worked hard to make so 
many long held dreams come true. When I reflect upon the timing  
of life — how 2019 took shape in a mad dash — I feel fortunate. I had 
imagined 2020 would expand upon my ventures. The window of 
possibilities felt wide open. In retrospect, it feels like 2019 was a 
closing window of last chances — now slammed shut. A sudden stop. 
Now what?

Who knows? It feels so good to simply stop propelling myself, 
to let go and collapse on a soft, clean bed in a bedroom — my bedroom! 
My eyes scan the room to anchor myself before I turn out the light. 
There are Madeleine’s very first drawings, my grandfather’s watercolor 
of the East River, the Manhattan skyline my mother painted at age 
thirteen, my first weaving, the long strip of charred bark I found dangling 
from a tree after fire swept through the Angeles National Forest a 
decade ago, a hummingbird nest, some shells from Peru, agates from  
a beach in France and familiar faces in fading family photos. Specimens 
of magnolias in many stages — spiky pods, red seeds, velvety buds —  
spark sweet memories of my childhood fascination; stripping flowers 
down to essentials: pistil and stamen, the tender, bruised petals and 
the overwhelming fragrance. Each object reminds me of a specific 

time and place in my life. To step into this room, see these objects,  
is to stop, step back into other worlds, to reflect upon previous lives, 
to marvel at the force and momentum of life. These objects feel 
substantial like ballast, giving weight to my life, grounding me; not 
simply sentimental heirlooms or mementos. For a moment I am 
home — a momentary home, sweet home.

My eyes rest on Madeleine’s painting before I close my eyes.  
As I drift off to sleep, I recall the recurring dream I had as a young, 
single mom. I am walking breathtakingly high above San Francisco on 
a tightrope stretched across the city from the Embarcadero to Twin 
Peaks. The tightrope cuts through the city on a diagonal, suspended 
above Market Street. It is a beautiful, sunny day with blue skies. No fog, 
no wind. I am not afraid. I am in motion. Each step requires an internal 
awareness, an engagement of my center of gravity like an internal 
mechanism clicking into place. Moving from my center, I stay light on 
my feet. I head west from downtown, in between skyscrapers, through 
shadowy canyons. I see San Francisco sparkling in my peripheral vision, 
eyes looking straight ahead, knowing not to look down. I pass the 
glittering dome of City Hall. I pass Mission Dolores, sensing my 
neighborhood, our flat at 68 Landers Street, but I cannot stop. Stopping 
interrupts momentum, throwing me off balance. I cross Church Street 
near Aardvark Books and up ahead on the hill on the right, I can see 
Peixoto Park and Rocky Mountain, Madeleine’s preschool; on the left, 
the Castro Theatre, her favorite roller skating destination. I navigate 
our neighborhood from on high. There really is no choice. I know 
there is no way off the tightrope other than moving forward.

One day when Madeleine was five years old, she came home 
from school with a painting that struck me to the core. She had titled 
it Two Hearts Precariously Perched on a Green Ball That Will Never 
Stop Rolling. The painting is so simple, so efficiently executed: two 
voluptuous hearts, the larger pink heart balancing on top of the orange 
heart, both tilting in slightly opposite directions, both balancing on a 
green circle with a trail of accidental paint drips behind it, as if it were 
a ball in motion. Precarious. She must have learned the word from me, 
probably from a comment I made about the elaborate, height defying 
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architecture she spent hours upon hours building with wooden 
blocks. At preschool, the adults encouraged the children to talk about 
their artwork, transcribing their running commentary. Often whole 
stories would emerge, especially with Madeleine who was a prolific 
storyteller, songwriter and dramatist. In this case, Madeleine’s words 
are intriguingly succinct, capturing so well the feeling of movement 
in the painting; her use of the word “precarious” a precocious comment 
about the balancing act we were living at that time.

At night I walked a tightrope; by day, my life as a single mom was 
a juggling act focused on paying the rent by patchworking income 
from bartending, teaching at my daughter’s preschool, watching five 
or six of Madeleine’s friends at home after school and creating a 
children’s clothing collection — all at once. Madeleine was thriving, 
enjoying a busy, creative life filled with friends and free play. Hope 
was the air I breathed as Madeleine and I attended our first protests 
together, walking up Market Street from City Hall to support ACT UP, 
No Nukes, Free Mumia Abu-Jamal and to protest the Gulf War and 
Operation Desert Storm. I joined the Women’s Action Coalition where 
we strategized and planned demonstrations. Most exciting was the 
public elementary school that a handful of parents and I were working 
hard to create thanks to the state’s brand new charter bill. At the time, 
the charter process was democracy in action: identifying a need, 
collectively articulating an educational plan, writing the charter, 
gathering signatures for the petition, hiring the principal and teachers, 
securing an existing school site and presenting the charter to the San 
Francisco Board of Education for its ultimate approval. We wrote the 
Creative Arts Charter as an inquiry based, hands-on arts and science 
curriculum inspired by Reggio Emilia schools in Italy and a mandate to 
enroll a diverse population. Thanks to my years at a co-op preschool,  
I had found my voice as a parent and teacher, and in the process, a 
community that felt like extended family. I felt empowered. I felt like  
a supermom. Perhaps I was not afraid while walking the tightrope 
because our school, our neighborhood, even the city, functioned 
democratically — listening to and responding to community needs. 
Friends, neighbors — even kind strangers — would be there if we fell.

Out of the blue a series of incidents threw me off balance. At 
the bar where I worked, I stood up as a witness for a fellow employee 
who was injured when a shelf of liquor fell on her back. I was shocked 
when I was fired. Shortly after, I was rear ended by a drunk driver. A 
few months later, I was broadsided by a city employee who ran a red 
light. I stopped driving. I toppled under the stress of day to day survival 
as a creeping fatigue invaded me. Hoping to move the dull weight out 
of my body, I threw myself into my Afro-Haitian dance classes as if  
my life depended upon it. The rhythm of the drums lulled Madeleine 
to sleep while I worked up a sweat, feeling strong at first, then the 
opposite, as if life was draining from me, as if the world in front of my 
eyes was fading. Leaden limbs, I could not dance. Something inside 
was out of place, off kilter. I felt weak. Certain foods, smells, chemicals 
triggered strange reactions. The world felt more and more toxic, and  
I became more and more sensitive, feeling as if I was being poisoned. 
In six months, I went from feeling like a supermom to feeling fragile 
and exhausted — hardly able to walk up the stairs of our flat. Life became 
surreal — harsh — as lights seemed too bright; sounds, too loud. When  
I saw the movie Safe, I was struck by the haunting last scene as the 
lead character moves through the toxic world around her in a 
protective space suit. I, too, felt like an alien in the world, felt alien  
in my own body. My body had become a separate entity I observed 
with suspense. At night as I became more and more disembodied,  
my heartbeat became more and more faint, and I became more and 
more frightened. I called my mother every few nights to give explicit 
instructions for Madeleine’s care should I die before I wake. Doctors 
had no answers for the fatigue that gutted my life in those years. I felt 
utterly alone in the unknown terrain of a mysterious malaise, mystified 
and terrified by my own body. Why had it forsaken me? Or had I 
forsaken it? 

Madeleine’s preschool teacher and my mentor, Effie Kuriloff, 
encouraged me to dance with Anna Halprin who had confronted 
cancer, AIDS, the disease of whole communities, in her work, but I 
substituted weaving for dance, rendering my dreams of dance just 
that — dreams. Twenty-five years later, when I moved back to the Bay 
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Area in 2017, taking classes with then ninety-six years old Anna was 
my priority. I had waited for so many years that I felt I had arrived at  
a place of pilgrimage. My first time in Anna’s class, she bent over me 
as I was lying on my back, reached underneath me, her hand pressing 
gently between my shoulder blades — a particularly tender and 
resonant spot of long ago injury. “Open up. Open your chest, your 
ribcage, your heart,” she commanded. I obeyed. I summoned courage 
and opened. I danced as if my life depended upon it. In her class, we 
explored the mechanics of our own anatomy and physics, moving 
with gravity, force, speed. We played like children. I savored each and 
every moment, knowing that time in this body, with this teacher, on 
this earth is precious. Dancing on Anna’s wooden deck, surrounded 
by redwood trees with hawks crying overhead, I felt at home. I felt at 
home in my body. I felt at home in the world.

In June 2019, my weaving teacher retired and gave us this quote 
by Martha Graham on the last day of class: “There is a vitality, a life 
force, a quickening that is translated through you into action and 
because there is only one of you in all of time, this expression is 
unique and if you block it, it will never exist…” I took it as a sign and 
made a commitment to further explore dance with the intention of 
helping others to find their way into their bodies and out of pain. Every 
weekday last fall, I studied in an intensive training program founded 
by Anna and her daughter, Daria Halprin. Time slowed down then fell 
away as we explored movement. Move from inside out. Move to 
discover. Move to ease pain. Move to express joy and fear and anger. 
Just move. Or don’t move at all. Let gravity pull you down. Lie on  
the floor motionless, but pay attention to the impulses that keep you 
there or pull you up off of it again. Find your center. Decenter. As I 
moved, I encountered the adolescent me who danced on the edge  
of a diving board, rolling her head round and round, faster and faster 
to the point of oblivion; the single mom walking a tightrope and the 
older woman I am now, balancing daughter, mother, grandmother, 
great-grandmother. I suddenly understood that for most of my life I 
have driven myself like a vehicle, always moving forward, racing hard 
and fast, pushing myself up and down hills, terrified I might run out  

of gas. Dancing, I felt like a child, sometimes moving for the sheer 
pleasure of locomotion; sometimes moving to express an emotion  
or chase after one. As I listened more deeply to my body, my body 
listened to me. We moved together as one. For the first time in years,  
I felt like my body and I were communicating. Ever so slowly, a story 
emerged — a story that helped me make sense of the past, ground 
myself in the present and prepare for the future.

On December third, I relive my tightrope dream, moving the 
metaphor into dance — a thirty-minute performance. Torrential rain 
falls as I dash down steps carved into the steep hillside to Mountain 
Home Studio. It feels warm inside like a glowing redwood box 
recessed into the wet, luminous green landscape that shimmers and 
flickers beyond the windows. Three walls of tall windows open out  
to redwood trees, green forested hills; Mount Tamalpais is so close  
it seems I can touch it. Inside, I set the stage. To help materialize the 
story I will tell, I create an altar composed of artifacts from my life.  
My daughter’s painting, Two Hearts Precariously Perched on a Green 
Ball That Will Never Stop Rolling, is the centerpiece — my inspiration —  
my music. A painstakingly rendered anatomical self-portrait presides 
over photos of six generations of women on the maternal side of my 
family; from my daughter, Madeleine, to my great-great-grandmother, 
Maria Rosa. Audience silently streams in, sitting on the edges of the 
open space, as I silently light candles, burn copal and place the last 
items upon the altar — nest, stones, sea shells, and magnolias in various 
stages of metamorphosis: red seeds, spiky pods, green velvety buds, 
and a vase of fragrant ivory flowers in full bloom. The falling rain hushes 
us all, gently tapping on the roof and wooden deck, sloshing in pools 
and puddles and down the hillside in rivulets as it lays down the 
gentle but persistent rhythms of nature as a soundscape for my 
dance. My internal score is deafening: deep breaths, pounding heart, 
blood rushing in my ears as I gather my grandmother’s mohair blanket 
around me and turn to face my peers.

Walking towards the audience, I stop, take a deep breath. I feel 
my bare feet on the smooth wooden floor. I stomp in staccato, flamenco 
rhythm to punctuate the growing tension of silence. I hear my breath 
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form words: “I come from a matriarchy, a lineage of strong women with 
a few broken branches, five generations of single mothers. I dedicate 
this dance to these women, beginning with my great, great grandmother, 
Elinora Regan, mother of Leah and Charlotte, whose husband, Arthur 
Harrison Allen, upset by the arrival of a second daughter, dropped his 
wife and daughters off at his parent’s in Ithaca, New York in 1895, 
abandoning them to pursue a desire for sons.” Breath and emotion mix, 
becoming words, declaring my dedications for each single mother  
of five generations, acknowledging a legacy of trauma, survival skills 
and resilience. I state my most fervent hope that I will be the last in 
the chain, expressing my hope that my daughter, Madeleine, will 
break the spell to enjoy the work and wonder of being a mother with  
a partner — if she ever chooses to become a mother at all. 

I dance Madeleine’s painting. I dance to break the spell. Breath 
by breath, dredging from deep inside, emotions surfacing, propelling 
me into movement, accompanied by the sound of my own voice offering 
fragmentary observations out loud as my movements conjure memories 
that rise to my throat. I feel the softness of my grandmothers’ hands 
leading me to dance until I am standing alone. Now I am on the 
tightrope. On tiptoe, I tentatively walk a fine line then stop, teeter 
tottering. Arms flail. Torso swoops, bends. Feet flutter. Fluttering feet 
maintain my position, my tiny postage stamp size of territory. Gaining 
composure, I tune in to that sweet spot, my center of gravity, align 
myself head to toe, marvel at the sudden surge of energy, as if some 
channel opens. Feet steady and still now, I pull up tall, straight, strong. 
I feel light. I hold the moment of stillness for as long as I can. Just 
before I fall, I take a deep breath and make a choice — not to fall. I step 
off the tightrope. I move largely through the studio, spinning round 
and round, moving faster and faster with momentum, taking up more 
and more space. Breath becomes sound then song. I am free now.

PANDEMIC NIGHTS IN THE DESERT, I fill empty spaces in the family 
tree; gather missing ancestors, points of light to navigate by. Night 
after night I search, but my great grandmother, Ruth, eludes me. My 
grandfather’s birth certificate states Ruth gave birth on January 31, 

1908 at Sloane Maternity Hospital in NYC. Ruth’s maiden name is Frey. 
Born in Canada, 18 years old and her address is 504 W. 147th Street, 
NYC. My great grandfather is living in Canada. Separate residences?  
I question the relationship between my great grandparents though 
her name includes his surname. A DNA test connects me to a 2nd 
cousin who confirms my suspicion that Ruth was unmarried when she 
became pregnant. Did my grandfather’s father know? Did her family?  
I imagine she journeyed alone from Toronto to New York City. Sloane 
offered cutting edge obstetrical care and admitted those who could 
not pay for free. Was she staying with a family member? How did she 
manage? Did she work? The next account of my grandfather is at the 
Foundling Hospital, an orphanage in NYC where he is listed as an 
inmate, aged 2 years, 3 months. Did Ruth die? Was she a victim of a 
typhoid outbreak? Or did she try to raise him alone then give him up? 
Searching US census records and Canadian voter records, I find no 
Ruth Frey from 1908 to 1937. Finally, in a 1938 Canadian Voter report,  
I find a Miss Ruth Frey listed as an assistant dietitian, in residence at 
McGill University in Montreal, Quebec. Intuitively, I feel that Miss Ruth 
Frey is my great grandmother — but is she? Perhaps she returned to 
Canada, inspired by her experience as a patient at Sloane Maternity 
Hospital and dedicated herself to a life of health services. In 1945,  
I find Miss Ruth Frey, dietitian, living in residence at Falconer Hall, a 
beautiful, ivy covered building nestled between Philosopher’s Walk 
and Queen’s Park at the University of Toronto. If this is my great 
grandmother, I am relieved. In a 1949 Voter Record for Toronto Ruth 
Frey is living with two men — her father and brother? Ruth would be  
59 or 60 years old. Did she retire, return to her father’s home, perhaps 
to care for him until he died? I consistently find Ruth Frey, changing 
addresses every few years until the end of her life sometime around 
1975 in a nursing home, a year before my grandfather died, never 
knowing his mother. 
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MORNING RITUALS SLOW DOWN during quarantine as my sense 
of time slows to a near stop. Each morning I tune in before rising. 
Staying still, I listen. How is my heart? Blood flow? Breath?  What is 
happening inside? Hands locate dullness and pain, gently sending 
warmth. Starting from the tip of my toes, I slowly engage muscles by 
tightening them, one by one rippling up to the top of my head. I let the 
sensation of blood flowing through me wake me. At sunrise I silently 
move outside to watch the sky lighten, listen to the birds, feel the sun 
and wind on my skin, then slowly drop into stillness, remembering 
ancestors by name, saying each name aloud: Ruth Frey . . . Magdalena 
Tocto, Maria Francisca Poco, Catalina Sissa Chimpu Ocllo . . . I breathe 
deeply, move ever so slowly. Every cell is awake now. I feel like a child, 
heart wide open and excited as off I go, out the gate and into the 
wider world, wondering what I might find on my morning expedition 
to the base of Mount San Jacinto. Walking, I am fully present, letting 
thoughts, ideas, feelings come and go; sorting themselves out as I pay 
attention to the mountain, the desert, the sky. With each breath I feel 
more alive, all senses alert as I inhale the aroma of creosote and sage, 
pick up rocks and collect plant specimens. I note each new message 
of spring: the bloom of flowers, the swarm of bees, the kaleidoscope 
of butterflies. Walking off trail, my heart pounds. My eyes and ears 
open wide, watching for mountain lions and snakes. Instead, I find a 
desert tortoise. I crouch to watch. It inches toward me, crawling in and 
out of my legs, my shadow, until I move away. Walking on, an 
abundance of baby rabbits bounding about delights me, makes me 
lighthearted and giddy. Nature persists. Spring bursts forth.

Just off the path, I find a semi-circle of boulders secluded from 
view, where I stop to let the rhythm of my breath and the beating of 
my heart move me from simple repetitive movement into expressive 
motion, then into dance. I find myself yearning to connect. My arms 
reach up and out, stretching long. Hands ache, longing to make 
something from nothing. Fingers move, searching, until I imagine 
pulling strands of fiber from fluffy white clouds above me. Forefinger 
and thumb pluck and pull in quick precise motions. Hands pull slowly. 
I plant myself with my back foot as I lean forward, using the weight of 

my body in a slow, long, hand over hand pull, feeling stretch and 
strength, pulling with all of my might. Now what? What to do with all 
of this fiber? At first, I spin round and round, cocooning myself in it. 
Then I unwind. I twist and roll the fibers between fingertips. I roll it 
into many ropes. Avoiding entanglement, I order the ropes into separate 
lines, then into a grid. Where two ropes intersect, I tie a knot. I imagine 
the intersection of the ropes as the intersection of the maternal and 
paternal lines of my family; the points of intersection, the knots, are 
my ancestors. I am creating a safety net. I am mending my family, 
reconstructing the family ancestor by ancestor. I am constructing a 
safety net of ancestors to catch my daughter, to catch my mother —  
to catch us should we fall.
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Quynh Nguyen 

How did you learn 
to care?
 

“How did you learn to care?”
“I think I learned it before I was six.”

Before six, I was perfect. 
Before six, I had no self.
Before six, I was curiosity and joy.
Before six, I was not a girl, not a boy.
Before six, I was an essence, a spirit. 
Before six, my smile hid nothing.

After six, I was a girl.
After six, I was wrong, a lot.
After six, I had opinions and ideas.
After six, I asked too many questions.
After six, I wasn’t perfect.
That’s what they told me.

And years later
I became identified with 
A self I didn’t recognize.
I began to wonder again.
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How do I go back, 
Undo everything after six,
To be that perfect again.

In silence
I heard their voices
And fears,
Felt my body
And fears,
Saw the mystery,
And I listened.

Surrender the past
Surrender this self
Grieve. Silence spoke. Exist
In rewilding, untaming, and reclaiming
This perfect space
The past and future conjoined
This moment.
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Silvia Rigon

Biological Clock A CONJUNCTION OF OPPOSITE FORCES changed my life more 
than a decade ago. When I became pregnant for the first time, my 
mother was also diagnosed with a terminal illness. She passed away  
a few days before my daughter was born. This accelerated unfolding 
of life and death had a profound effect on me; I became acutely aware 
of the hidden, unrelenting labor of the body and the invisible structural 
complexities that underscore our material condition.

I learned that my mother was sick when I had just started my 
dream job, a teaching position at a prestigious art school on the east 
coast. Feeling nervous but also excited that years of study and sacrifice 
were finally paying off, I sensed the pressure to do well. I wanted  
to connect with the students and live up to the expectations of the 
Chair, who had believed in me. 

I received the news while running to class; when the phone 
conversation with my father ended, I was already late. His words 
replayed in my head, spilling into my consciousness, slowly sinking in. 
I tried to give my lesson, but was caught by surprise when my voice 
box tightened and froze. I stood silent while my students’ eyes locked 
onto my face. I looked back at them, trying to jerk out of the paralysis, 
but nothing happened. The link between thoughts and sound had 
been severed. From that moment on, speaking became a difficult, 
stressful task.

Soon after, I left everything behind and returned to Italy, to the 
house where I grew up. I spent the end of my pregnancy and the last 
months of my mother’s life by her side. It was a time of sorrow, angst, 
and forced surrender. Every moment weighed heavily on me as 
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precious and also terrifying because her symptoms progressed  
while her life slipped away. Stricken by grief, I was unprepared for  
the bolt of joy that radiated through my body at the first glimpse  
of my newborn daughter’s face. 

After my mother’s death and my daughter’s birth, I came back 
to the US. My husband worked long hours, and I was home alone with 
the baby most of the time. With my extended family back in Italy, I 
was left without the solace of their company and our shared sorrow. 
My friends from grad school had also scattered far away, following 
teaching and work opportunities. I felt lonely.

The long days were a time of profound isolation, yet I was not 
alone; my daughter demanded my care, attention, and time. I could 
not be with my own thoughts, to process the events that led to my 
silence. I was afraid any attempt would suddenly break me and the 
outpouring of sadness inside would be uncontrollable. I felt a 
responsibility to protect her from this and could not allow how my 
unpredictable grief would negatively impact her innocence and 
fragility. So I chose to be present with her in silence. I would interact 
with her in primal ways, through touching, cuddling, and holding. I 
consulted a child psychologist who told me that if I smiled, my baby 
would probably not perceive my profound sadness. I made sure to 
smile at her all the time, yet it did not feel forced. She smiled in return 
and this response felt magical. I continued to hold back from working 
through my grief because my voice could have broken this spell. The 
silence felt safer. 

I understood on a rational level that I needed to deal with what 
had happened, to make time for my healing. Instinctively, I turned to 
an embodied and creative practice — knitting. At five, I had learned to 
knit from my mother, and it was a form of expression that had always 
been available to me. At this point, it made me feel closer to her. As 
soon as I started knitting, almost subconsciously, I started thinking 
about abnormal growths. I could see the images of the microscopic 
biology of illness that had obsessively filled my mind for months. How 
every stitch corresponded to a cell and cells together created tissue. 
My understanding of reality is through visual mental 

Visit to my mother’s resting place with my newborn daughter

My pregnant mother kissing two-years-old me
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representation — it’s fundamentally aesthetic. Absorbing the medical 
and scientific terminology to comprehend what had happened to my 
mother required a tremendous amount of imagination. At this point, 
speaking was still hard labor, and knitting allowed me to process my 
thoughts in my own way, without the pressure of speaking. 

The controlled repetition of the knitting pattern created an 
evenness in the fabric, while missteps in the process created an uneven 
and unpredictable surface. I wanted to examine what happens when  
a set of instructions that determine the emergence of a particular 
design stops functioning correctly and begins to replicate errors. I 
started experimenting with knitting misinterpretations that changed 
the simple algorithmic rules of this material arithmetic. I ended up 
producing knits that looked similar to scientific, histological images 
that I had seen in my quest for understanding my mother’s disease.  
I was replicating some of the circumstances in which neoplastic tissues 
grow. I came to understand that we are impermanent. We are not 
fixed beings, but rather are continually rebuilding and regenerating 
our body and tissues. The information system that regulates our 
biology brings order to this renewal and repetition. It supervises how 
every DNA sequence in every cell gets copied. 

According to feminist philosopher Rose Braidotti, knowledge  
is located, embedded, and embodied rather than just an abstract 
understanding. Embracing these ideas, I began to recognize and 
value my personal history, to make explicit my visceral experience 
with loss and love. I experienced first hand how invisible processes 
have fundamental effects on our physical reality. These realizations 
and my experiments with knits resulted in my first project that was 
directly linked to mother’s death, my daughter’s birth, and the silence 
that took over during that time. They would eventually come to 
influence my fascination with microscopic scales, biological patterns, 
and the body.

Early in the coronavirus pandemic, when the virus started 
ravaging Northern Italy, where family lives, it became clear that older 
people were dying at a higher rate than young people. The virus’s 
discriminating effects reflected themes that I had been exploring  

Neoplastic Sweater. Created for “Dark Night of the Body,” a dance theater work by Stefanie Adkock
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in my art practice. I had been working on a series of drawings and 
sculptures examining different tissues of the human body and  
how their structural patterns and composition change over time. 
These ideas touch on the temporality of our material existence  
where our body’s inherent, yet invisible, dynamics at different stages 
of life determine our resilience and our ability to recover from 
entropic forces. 

This pandemic has triggered a tremendous amount of anxiety 
and has forced us to assess our age as an element of vulnerability.  
We are labeling the young and the old, where the latter inhabits a 
rejected and devalued body — a body more subject to mortality. But 
for many of us, someone older is a loved one, dear to us, irreplaceable. 
As I reflect on these issues, I think that categories such as “old” or 
“young” are misleading, as they imply a stable condition. However, we 
don’t exist in a permanent state; the biological clocks of our internal 
tapestry are continuously unfolding — like everything else that exists 
in our world.

Neoplastic Knitting: Growth. Knitted wool, 60 × 72 inches
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opposite: Biological Clock I
this page: Biological Clock II
Ceramic, glass powder composite. 
6 × 6 × 6 in (15.24 x 15.24 x 15.24 cm)

Biological Clock
A series of small sculptures 
about bone tissues whose 
structural pattern and 
composition changes over 
 time. I am interested in how 
temporality is expressed in  
the biological clock’s weaving 
our internal tapestry.

A magnified young bone’s highly- 
dense architecture stands in 
contrast with the osteoporotic 
porousness of the old one. The 
temporality of materialization  
and dematerialization is something 
I wanted to explore with these 
sculptures. The work is about the 
formation of the bone-inspired 
object but also the void, the 
empty space devoid of mass 
embedded within.
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Juliette Bellocq 

Made Up Shapes 
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Jessica 
Fleischmann 

Learning I’m  
an Introvert:  
On the Quiet  
of Quarantine  
and Other  
Possible Futures

MEMORIZING A POEM

WHEN I WAS NINE OR TEN, MY FAMILY SPENT SOME TIME IN 
THE LAKE DISTRICT on a side trip from our biannual visit to see our 
cousins in London. We stayed in a rambling old house-hotel on a 
hillside, with expansive romantic gardens and a dining room where 
we took some meals, where I told a growling grown man that he 
shouldn’t smoke at the table, his smoke was disgusting. It hid the 
subtle taste of the fresh lake trout and parsleyed potatoes — such a 
waste — and bothered my eyes. For some reason this was “not done” 
and was considered rude by the man, his companions, others in  
the room, but I think my family was, though mortified that I’d broken 
the invisible British wall, secretly proud. This was the trip when we 
traipsed down to nearby Grasmere and bought sugar-white blocks  
of Kendal Mint Cake and grass green pocket compendiums of 
William Wordsworth’s poems. This was also the trip where I got in  
a fight with my sister, got so mad that I screamed and slammed the 
wardrobe door so hard that the mirror shattered. I’d like to say that 
 I was excruciatingly embarrassed, but I was just indignant.

Our parents challenged my sister, brother, and me to each 
memorize a poem and recite it before dinner one evening. Being the 
youngest and a bit lazy but also wanting to impress, I chose at random 
“Lucy,” or “She dwelt among the untrodden ways,” several stanzas yet 
short enough to fit in my little head with minimum effort. Bad 
choice? — this poem has haunted me much of my adult life. It got 

“What is normal? Normal changes all the time . . .normal 
is something elusive. It doesn’t exist. It was just a dream 
of mine.”

 — Marga Griesbach, a German Jew who lived 
through the Holocaust, quoted in “Surviving It All” 
Rebecca Traister, New York Magazine, May 26, 2020
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inside my head like some kind of a curse telling me I would always be 
alone and hidden away. Would my life have ended up different if I’d 
stretched myself and selected “The Green Linnet” or “I Wandered 
Lonely as a Cloud,” just one or two stanzas more of several lines more 
per stanza, poems about communing with nature, rather than about 
loss and invisibility?

Would I have given myself over to consuming love if we’d kept 
in contact with our family who fled Germany to Argentina, and then 
went on a side trip to Isla Negra or Valparaiso, and I’d been given 
Neruda to memorize? At least we had no family left in Frankfurt, where 
we would have memorized Goethe and who knows what his short 
poem about the fly would have done to my pre-teen psyche.

This was the last family trip I remember before my parents split up. 

QUARANTINE 1

FOR A WHILE, THERE WAS THE QUIET. Everything outside stopped 
and the skies opened up to a chorus of birds, to brighter light, to 
cleaner breaths. It coincided with spring, this shutting down. And the 
rain. This Solitude. And the wind. This stripping back. Everything 
scrubbed. This Stop. The air. The trees. The buildings. The roads.

After I got over the shock of the sudden change, I adored the 
Stop. I needed no excuse to bow out, to burrow, to quiet the noise of 
quehaceres. Permission to zone out. Permission to not say no and still 
not go and NOT MISS OUT. It was magic. For a moment.

It’s been OK. The Quiet. Almost alarmingly so. I keep telling 
myself that I want a partner, a family, people. And I do. Yet the solitude 
is a balm. The not needing to go to this event and the not wondering 
what I didn’t get invited to and the not needing to decide between 
two or three or four places to be on a Saturday night or a Thursday. 
Basically the social striving — it’s put on hold. Don’t get me wrong — I 
miss people. I miss the hubbub. I miss energy exchange, unexpected 
and exhilarating and nourishing. I don’t miss insecurity. I don’t miss 
the calculations, the tentative hellos, the “do I even have anything to 
say?” Lord knows I don’t miss social anxiety. But people. Connection. 
Hugs. Smiles. Cheek kisses. Hugs. Hand on forearm, on shoulder, on 
spine. Hugs. Leaning on a friend, literally. Accidental fingers touching 
handing over cash, getting change back, receiving a package, a 
delivery. Hugs. Petting a dog with no fear of who touched that dog 
before me and is it safe? 

Is this Lonely something that I’m used to, so familiar from long 
ago? Is it because the speed and noise and clutter of the world has 
been way too much for way too long, and now I can begin to think in 
the quiet? Is it because so many social interactions are fraught with 
awkwardness and judgement and self judgement and clatter? Or is it 
because it’s actually fine being quiet, it’s fine taking time to just be.

The Quiet has shown me that being on my own doesn’t make 
me invisible, doesn’t make me not exist.  
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Monday, April 27, 2020, 4:54 and 4:58 p.m.

NOW I KNOW

THE HOUSE I GREW UP IN WAS QUIET, GENERALLY LONELY, 
though at times there were people. Gatherings. Dinners. Groupings. 
Us kids clustered together — wrestling or building Legos or watching 
TV, making a pretend restaurant or theater company for our parents, 
playing Monopoly or exploring in the yard, making tiny worlds, a river 
among the trees edging the wispy backyard lawn, creeping through 
the ivy jungle beside the pool. Hiding out in the tree house with the 
wobbly pull up rope ladder, a vantage point high up the Norfolk pine: 
from which to view and listen to the neighborhood. Nothing to see. 
Nothing to hear. The sound of absence. People behind their hedges, 
quietly slipping into their pools, sipping their icy drinks, popping 
tennis balls across distant courts. 

The house was long, L-shaped, “ranch” style. With too much 
space for so few people, generous, resonant rooms, outdoors all 
around but no views. Especially too much space for people who kept 
to themselves, who lived their interiors as if they were entire worlds. 
The living room with a pitched roof and a wall of glass opening onto a 
long enclosed deck — would you call it a veranda? — separated the 
kitchen hubbub from our bedrooms. Playing alone in my room I could 
hear people at the other end of the house, voices floating to me down 
a one way corridor. I could hear them, but they couldn’t hear me. 
When I was in my thirties, forties, I used to focus on the strangeness 
of this quiet, this imposed solitude. It haunted me. I used to describe 
to my therapist how I’d watch motes of dust float on beams of 
sunlight that streamed in my bedroom window. Summer days hearing 
airplanes buzz overhead. Reflected light dancing off the swimming 
pool onto the ceiling of my room. The expanse of days. That droning 
isolation under neverending blue skies. I spent plenty of time on this 
image, back when I went to therapy, on voices echoing from the other 
side of the house, being there and knowing that though I must have 
been loved, wasn’t heard, wasn’t seen. The specter of Wordsworth’s 
Lucy: “She lived unknown and few could know. . . .” Now it just doesn’t 
seem so dire.
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Parents floated in and out of view. We’d gather around the 
dinner table. My dad was often late and bent out of shape that dinner 
had slowly grown cold, annoyed at us for his absence. Sometimes 
there would be guests, parents would entertain, host an open house 
with days of preparations. Friends would come visit. We’d gather in 
the high-ceilinged living room after dinner. So there were people 
around but I just remember the quiet. For decades, I’ve pushed back 
against it so hard. What was missing from the family life, from me, that 
feels so lonely? Or is it fine, were we just quiet and interior people, 
aside from the outbursts, and the sometimes laughter? And why did I 
judge it so harshly, the aloneness? 

I swing back and forth between being so OK with solo 
quarantine it’s almost frightening and desperately wanting it to be 
over, or at least shared with a partner. Wanting to matter enough to 
someone that they’d want to be here, wanting to like someone 
enough that I’d want them around more than I’d want my solitude, this 
solitude that I’ve come to love.

I’ve discovered through this enforced quiet that I’m an introvert. 
How did I not see this before?

 

QUARANTINE 2

IT DRAGS ON. The thundering stupidity of me-first American 
exceptionalism. Aside from the blinding willful ineptitude of the 
government, a government that I so despise I barely want to mention 
it. We’re at week # fill-in-the-blank and it’s still not stopped because 
of the criminal disregard of the so-called president and his cronies, 
and because so many refuse to think of others and just wear a mask.

And then. The fight of the shock of the perfect storm of that 
fucking criminal of a cop and the sacrifice made by George Floyd that 
started, we hope, a revolution. The surfacing of a collective rage, 
multiple loud voices, the effectiveness of protests and letter writing. 
The change. I’d always thought that letters, petitions didn’t count so 
why bother. Thanks to Black Lives Matter and so many others for 
engineering effective change, for showing that every small action 
makes a difference. There’s so much work to do, both internal and in 
the world, political, social, professional/business. There’s work being 
done, work that needs to continue to be done.

Before, there was a relief in paying attention to only one thread 
of news. Though we know a million things are also going on that we 
don’t hear about because, the virus. Tracking only pandemic reports 
and not all the other crises and disasters and corruptions and despicable, 
criminal selfishnesses. The minimization of noise, muffling of the 
constant anxiety of the news cycles that seemed impossible to 
change. Is anything changing now? Can we dare to believe in any 
kind of justice? Unpacking privilege, whiteness, and what it means 
and does in this world is something I’ve been aware of but haven’t felt 
like I had the power to change — how in the news the descriptor 
“white” isn’t attached to a person when Black or Latino or Asian are. 
How people experience different worlds because of persistent racial 
and socio-economic stereotyping. These are symptoms. The L.A. I’ve 
lived in has been somewhat diverse and open, yet substantial 
conversations about race and especially about Black oppression 
haven’t happened till now. And still don’t happen enough. This is 
nothing that everybody doesn’t already know.
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Today, September 23, 2020, another wave of protest because 
another absurd, heartbreaking ruling by a broken system that allows 
police to kill people, to kill Black people, with impunity. Is it stupid to 
have imagined something close to justice?

We went inside for a while. We’re still there. It’s a powerful 
place to be. I’m figuring out how to keep activism a regular thing, to 
plan for it, contributing to the world I want to live in. I want to bring 
forward the Quiet and the need to not be everywhere all the time, to 
just do the work, to trust that I exist, wherever I may be, whoever may 
see or not see me.

 

Saturday, May 2, 2020, 4:23 p.m.  Tuesday, May 19, 2020, 5:18 p.m.

MOUNTAINTOPS

THE YEAR I WAS TWENTY-ONE, I WENT TO ITALY. In between 
working for Carmen Gronau, an elderly friend of my dad’s who had 
been the head of Sotheby’s in Florence, in between serving as her 
companion and driver and bringer of her breakfast tray and Sunday 
meals, I journeyed to Assisi. At this time in my life when my rebellion 
was religion: folky-guitary, laying-on-of-hands, surfer community 
churchy Christianity. My rebellion was getting engaged at eighteen 
(which fortunately I’d called off the year before Italy because I couldn’t 
stomach being a child bride, getting married at nineteen or twenty, 
before I’d be able to legally drink at my own wedding, aside from the 
fact that though my fiancé — the man who introduced me to 
Jesus — was a nice guy, he really was not the one for me).

When left Santa Barbara for Florence, I was still in love with a 
shaggy wannabe-monk-surfer college friend who I fell for after I split 
from my fiancé. He was in love with Saint Francis and I wanted to be 
his Clare, so while in Italy I went to Assisi on pilgrimage one weekend. 
I wandered down a road at the edge of town searching out a chapel 
on a farm. Perhaps it had some significant frescoes or an altar. Or 
maybe I just intuitively found its profound quiet. Late afternoon light 
streamed into the small stone space, no one there, just farm sounds 
and the light. I wept. I don’t know why, but I wept, deep unbidden 
tears. Later in the trip, two Franciscan sisters befriended me. They 
were walking a few steps in front of me down a winding alley and 
moved through the world with such confidence and humility I was 
completely intrigued. Somehow they invited me for a meal and a 
prayer and later on to services in the Porziuncula, that tiny shack of a 
church within the massive Basilica. The life of this community was so 
rich and so pure, I made plans to return, to stay with them for a while. 

A few months later, when I returned to Assisi for a month, I lived 
with the Sisters, made friends with some of them and some of the 
Brothers, praying most of the Hours, attending services and soaking 
in an unconditional and richly impartial love in this community. It was 
enough to make me consider becoming Catholic, but I knew that this 
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was a special, kind, pure place and so was the type of person that 
Francis and Clare attracted. A kind of perfect religion. One of the 
Brothers was a guy from New York who had been a downtown theater 
actor and was now a Franciscan monk. Paolo was tall and maybe 
Jewish and queer and kind. He drove me to a monastery at the top of 
the mountain in a diocese Fiat Cinquecento, where I was to spend a 
weekend. One road up. One road down. The place was meaningful to 
him, and I was flattered that he wanted to share the experience. 

My room was a cell off the main courtyard, more like a stable, 
purely functional and probably lovely though I only remember the 
intensity and fear of that place. A place to sleep and reflect and take 
meals in isolation. There was no community, only an almost invisible 
group of people devoted to Jesus.

I wandered among the scrub pines that surrounded the 
mountain top monastery, walking and looking for something to fill the 
hours in between the liturgy and the prayers. This place terrified 
me — I hadn’t been prepared for the devotion of the monks who when 
they got to the part of the prayers where Christ dies, they fall down, 
they literally drop to the stone ground and stay there as if dead until 
the resurrection is spoken of. It was so intensely beautiful and 
disturbing that I could barely sleep. Beautiful because I realized that 
there are people across the globe whose prayers hold the world 
together, who have committed their lives to prayer. There on top of 
that mountain in that chilly stone building, I could feel the power of a 
global circuit of mountaintops where people lived unseen, whose 
prayers were essential, if unknown to the rest of us down below. And 
disturbing because I was afraid that if I stayed there much longer, I’d 
be called to join them. That that damn Wordsworth poem would 
apply to me and I’d have to live hidden away. I was so relieved when 
Paolo’s rickety Cinquecento chugged up the hill to take me back to 
the real world. 

Though now I wonder if they’ve stopped their prayers.
 

Monday, September 17, 2020, 11:17 a.m.
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QUARANTINE 3

PERHAPS THIS QUARANTINE is asking me to make peace with the 
solitude and the OK-ness of solitude. Maybe the quiet was OK before 
though I just couldn’t allow it? The fear that not being acknowledged 
was equivalent to not existing. That not being seen created a void. 
The pull of an undertow, the wave being so much bigger and stronger 
pushing me down, not caring because it’s just nature. The pull of a 
black hole. Spontaneous human combustion. Two phenomena that  
I was beyond terrified of as a kid — spontaneous human combustion 
and black holes devouring space. Two kinds of melting. Two generators 
of invisibility, both negations of matter.

I didn’t know then about needing to see myself, needing to 
hold on to the me-ness of presence. It doesn’t help that my parents 
were at times remote, at times absent, at times so consumed in their 
own circular dramas that they had little, certainly not enough, 
available for their kids, for their youngest. Now I can embrace that the 
tide has washed back in and always does, and somehow it’s easier 
knowing that everybody is in the solitude boat. The difference now is 
that I’m no longer bored — back then I was bored and didn’t know how 
to get out. Now there’s so much to fill days and nights, between work 
and cooking and phone calls and writing and reading and 
entertainment at our fingertips, and resting. Sometimes there is rest.

 

PARS FRACTURE / WHAT WE’VE BEEN LIVING WITH

THIS AUGUST I FOUND OUT that I’ve been living with a hairline 
fracture in my lowest vertebra, along with mild slippage between two 
vertebrae in my lower back. Though it’s a somewhat serious 
condition, it’s a relief to know that something is structurally wrong 
with my body so I can address the problem with physical therapy. And 
a relief that I haven’t just been a complainer, and a relief that I’m not 
just generally full of aches and pains — something is actually wrong 
and I can do something about it.

It’s the kind of injury/damage that a person often lives with for 
years, decades, without knowing it’s there. There’s no way to know 
how long I’ve had it, whether it comes from some childhood 
roughhousing that landed me on my ass, or I was born with it, or if it 
comes from lifting my old dog wrong. A pars fracture is known as a 
sports or gymnast’s injury, but I’m no gymnast. Never have been.

Is it heavy handed to draw a parallel between my back and the 
conversation that’s going on in this country around structural racism, 
this thing that has always been there, but not called out beyond those 
who suffer from it? Is seeing a parallel here just another manifestation 
of white privilege?

It sucks. It’s scary. But having a reason for the years of pain, an 
acknowledgment that something is structurally wrong is such a relief. 
It has to be the beginning of a healing.
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FIVE FIVE

THE DAY AFTER MY FIFTY-FIFTH BIRTHDAY I find myself happy. 
Deeply, palpably content. This is a surprise — this bright happiness, 
not a usual state of mind. Please don’t imagine that I walk around sad 
or down much of the time, but my contentment is generally more 
subdued, more subtle, not that bubbly, light word “happy.” This brisk, 
keen, fresh happiness is an uncommon, unbeckoned high. What does 
this mean, to be happy in this time of quarantine, of separation?

Last night I shared dinner with three dear friends to celebrate 
my birthday. So maybe this happy is the afterglow of the presence of 
love and chatter and delicious food, sustenance of drinks shared and 
the general comfort of people who know each other deeply and still 
like each other. This giddy is a surprise — I’ve dreaded this milestone. 
Fifty-five and single. Fifty-five with a serious structural problem in my 
back. Fifty-five and no kids, no family of my own. But the truth is more 
complex than I’d imagined. Two fives are ten. One and zero are one. 
This could be a beginning. Even amidst the ongoing and unfolding 
global catastrophe that has been 2020, there is still space for hope. Is 
there still space for hope?

Last night I dreamed I’d been given the run of a house that 
belonged to a contented, comfortable family. They weren’t really 
present but welcomed me in. In some ways it may have been my 
dad’s house, but larger, more grand, more sumptuous, more designed, 
more special. It wasn’t mine, but I’d been welcomed in. There’s a door 
to another space — quarters of some absent uncle, a famous artist or 
writer or creator of some kind. This space dark with lights focused on 
the art — long enfilade views from room to room to room, an extensive 
space marked with large paintings in gorgeous strong bright colors, 
tonal and surprising and glowing with life popping off the dark walls. 
There are objects and motion and vibrant dimensional works all 
strong and confident and content. Room beyond room, high ceilings 
and large open doorways. Rooms for living and rooms just for art, and 
those for living too.

Monday, September 17, 2020, 11:17 a.m.
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At the end of this expansive, magical apartment a big window 
looks into a space beyond, a college stairwell/gathering space/
corridor filled with students. I think the window was initially a painting 
to them, a fish tank, a message board. When the students notice 
there’s someone in the apartment, they gather at the window and I 
jump back out of view to find a door into the corridor. Just being in 
this special space immediately gives me respect and curiosity, i.e. 
attention. Not sure how comfortable I am with that. I step out into the 
corridor to explore the university, to hear what they’re thinking about. 
When I return to the apartment, I must have left the door ajar because 
at least one young woman is wandering through the space, looking 
and floating and looking. She is larger than me. She is audacious. She 
doesn’t question her ability to be there.

At first I’m concerned — should I feel violated? Should I protect 
this space and its spotlit wonders? But then I realize it’s OK. Others 
are already here with me in this place of rich, layered isolation. 
Another generation is already part of it. The young, curious person I 
once was isn’t ever alone, was never really alone. She just needed the 
door to open and for me to let her in.

Monday, April 27, 2020, 4:56 p.m.
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Staci Valentine 

Emotional Covid 
Word Find

alone
calm
change
community
creative

curious
driven
energized
inspired
inventive

nervous
patient
relevant
rested
retry

sacred
scared
strength
together

I B C R I A L O N E S K W T
R X S T R E N G T H C D A R
A D C H A N G E O C A L M E
F U R Y N A H X V B R A I S
D R S I S A C R E D E X E T
Q J V B V C U M A K D L P E
G N F L Q E N E R G I Z E D
R E T R Y P N B N C X C H C
I N S P I R E D C A J U C O
I I O K S Q W B R B V R I M

M N N C P A T I E N T I W M
N T Y V Q P O B A I U O U U
E S H Z E T G K T O D U Y N
R D M A I N E L I P F S H I
V C N U P B T R V G H U A T
O B N R Y P H I E X S Q K Y
U Y E S N J E X V C B E W M
S A C G T H R E L E V A N T
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Asuka Hisa 

mask / coffin

ASUKA HISA
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WEATHER REPORT: IT’S BEEN AN EMOTIONALLY ROUGH few 
weeks. Temperatures rising. A lot of noise in my head. Moderate to 
Unhealthy stress level.

Had a phone conversation today with Christian on my daily 
walk. She commented on a post on my Vote Forward IG account  
@peopleprojectforward (created June 5, 2020). I shared my frustration 
that Instagram denied my attempt to promote three politically neutral 
posts encouraging people to vote. I had been struggling with the 
political climate, how our world would be shaken to its core for 
countless years, perhaps decades to come, should the current 
administration not be defeated. I emailed a frightened and pissed off 
letter to top tier democrats — Nancy Pelosi and Hilary Rodham Clinton 
received USPS mailed letters. I also replied to the constant barrage  
of daily emails from various organizations asking for money; in addition 
to making a donation, I sent them my letter. I also sent the letter to a 
few friends, and it was perceived by some as being non-productive. 
This was so hurtful because to me it symbolized my personal protest, 
my personal march to reach the eyes of people whose attention I 
wanted. In summary and excluding expletives and CAPS, I said,  
“Enough about Trump. Please change your strategy. It didn’t work the 
last time. You’re not speaking the same language as the people you 
want to reach. Stop supporting Trump’s win. Democrats, Liberals, 
Progressives, Independents, Green Party, left of center . . . forget the 
minutiae of differences and collaborate to win.”

Of course, I know there’s nothing (in the short run) I can do 
about this extremely big picture. Sometimes it takes that one person 
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Edie Kahula Pereira 

Weather Report
September 15, 
2020
Santa Monica, 
California



to invest the time to truly understand what my protest is all about, why 
I started @peopleprojectforward, why I want to promote these posts, 
why I want to send out my own vote related post cards when there are 
tons of organizations already equipped to do this on a large scale. To 
top that off, I enjoy textbanking.

So, why? I believe in the healing power of creativity. That 
personal expression coming from inside. What emerges may not 
resonate with others — they may not understand it — and that’s ok.  
Yes, I also go the standard routes of expressing (my politics) — I vote,  
I volunteer, I march, I call. There’s that and then there’s what I need to 
do for myself. The yin and the yang of life. Kind and firm, constructive 
and gentle. Christian acknowledged a clearer understanding of 
where I was coming from and passed on to me a creative and 
inspiring suggestion. I felt calm after our talk.

I realized I have no expectations for an outcome from these 
personal projects. For me, it’s the act of doing and the potential for 
hope that at least one person would have experienced something 
positive from the content I put out into the universe. And perhaps,  
I encouraged one person to do their research leading them to vote 
their power (and in this case, in favor of the greater good). 

Vote focused postcards, handwritten, each with my personal message. 
Postcard designed and letterpress-printed by graphic designer Lorna Turner  
@smallchop_shop created for her personal Vote project and generously given to me  
and others to spread the word to get out and vote!
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Toni Spencer 

Anthology of Us
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Sakura

The secret of blossoms:

falling, 
without fear.
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Isolation 

We dance
in circles
at the edge of each other

reach out

I am with you.
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I know

there is nothing else I would rather be doing right now
than making this soup.
White beans slowly simmering in chicken stock and wine 
while I chop the garlic and leeks for later. 
The kitchen feels deeply peaceful 
with that warm dreamlike feeling when all is completely in place.
I stir, listen to Dylan sing ‘Simple Twist of Fate’
and for a moment everything is as it was  
as it should be 
the dogs curled up in the corner
soup cooking on the stove
and my daughter 
home
asleep 
in her room at the top of the stairs.
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In lockdown

the hours
melt
with a new found
grace
one after another
after another,
as if
ordained.
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Travelling at light speed

What has happened
has stopped
the world.

Imagine what
this silence
could bring.



Contributors
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JULIETTE BELLOCQ is a graphic designer 
whose studio, Handbuilt, specializes  
in collaborations with artistic, cultural, 
civic, and educational organizations in 
Los Angeles. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

The common good. How can we, as 
groups, be drawn to create the things we 
could not do as individuals. How can we 
all feel like we can create things bigger 
than ourselves, for the benefit of all. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Today, I have been thinking about Edie, and 
how gifted she is at bringing people 
together. Friendships are on my mind and 
much she knows about nurturing them. 

JESSICA FLEISCHMANN is an award- 
winning graphic designer / creative 
director in Los Angeles. Her studio, Still 
Room, is known for memorable, socially 
responsible work with artists, architects, 
and cultural organizations and its interests 
extend into the everyday experience of 
visual communication through color, the 
built environment, and furniture design. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Too hopeful, feels impossible but then 
yes. “Reimagine” has to include action. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Justice, law, and the judicial system —  
how it can be so biased and subjective? 
Because we just lost a smart, tactical, 
unbiased hero (RBG). 

What’s most on my mind is work, and 
how glad I am to have the work I have, 
even if it’s currently exhausting and 
nerve wracking. 

What’s most on my mind is — will we 
ever get out of here? how is this country 
such a sham of democracy? and how 
misiformed can people be to disregard 
science? But, that would be a long 
political rant so I’ll just focus on small 
victories like being able to drive across 
town to connect with a friend/client and 
know that there’s also the future. 

08.20.2020 in  
Los Angeles. Was 
to be in France. 

09.20.2020 
in Los Angeles.  
First haircut  
since lockdown. 

SARAH BAY GACHOT is a writer and 
independent curator who, since March  
of 2020, has been traveling. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Imagination has replaced the word 
creativity for me. This is what I seek now. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

I think about family, friends, my lover, and 
how they are doing, how to express that  
I am thinking about them. . . . When is the 
right time? And by what means of com-
munication? I try to untangle why this is 
so complicated. Why can’t I just pick up 
the phone? My lover is right here with me 
and our imbricated thoughts and missives 
makes for conversations and emotional 
tides day in and day out. I think a lot about 
how to make what is invisible, visible. 

ASUKA HISA is keen on human inventive-
ness, art, exchange, and social action. Her 
work in the cultural sector is here, there, 
and at the Institute of Contemporary Art, 
Los Angeles (ICA LA) as the Director of 
Learning and Engagement. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

To be honest, the term “reimagine” is 
already being overused. I simply like to 
say “imagine.” It’s something we must 
always do if we are going to create. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

How do people learn? How does the 
ongoing struggle between progressive 
and regressive continue? Why aren’t we 
only progressive? How does ignorance, 
racism, selfishness, and harm prevail.  
As someone with a voracious appetite  
for learning and a passion for fostering 
discovery, I can feel overwhelmed by  
how much I/we have yet to understand. 

I like this picture I made from a selfie 
with a mask. It captures my state of 
mind during this extraordinary time of 
mask wearing during a pandemic. Marley 
looks on and thankfully, stays calm.

08.10.2020 in 
Rhode Island, 
was to be in 
Europe. 

08.19.2020 in Los 
Angeles. Taking a 
break in September,  
Arcosanti bound.

274 275CONTRIBUTORSCONTRIBUTORS

http://www.handbuiltstudio.com/
https://www.still-room.com/
https://www.still-room.com/
https://www.instagram.com/sarahbaygachot/
https://www.instagram.com/sarahbaygachot/
https://www.instagram.com/asukahisa/
https://www.instagram.com/asukahisa/
https://www.theicala.org/en
https://www.theicala.org/en


CAROLINE JUROVIC is the proprietress 
of Tumbleweed Tienda; an archeologist 
sifting through artifacts, debris, searching 
for women in her family; a writer translating 
their voices into words, writing their 
stories — her stories — archiving memories, 
storing them like heirloom seeds for her 
daughter, Madeleine. In the past few years, 
she has found her own rhythm, dreaming 
herself into existence as a dancer; writing, 
she remembered that she has always 
been a dancer. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Essential 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

I am thinking about precarity. I am thinking 
about how little we truly need and how 
increasingly difficult it is to meet these 
needs. Fresh air. Clean water. Food, clothing, 
shelter. Love. Maslow’s hierarchy of needs 
feels far out of reach. I am thinking about 
my daughter, Madeleine. Will she have 
what she needs? What will she need in 
her lifetime that I cannot conceive, can 
never even imagine? 

CHRISTIAN KASPERKOVITZ is a Los 
Angeles artist (a.k.a. elkpen) who, since 
March 2020, has been mostly at sea in  
an imaginary boat at Cape Horn. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Reimagine: Everything 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Most on my mind today: how my belly 
feels, the Perseids, will i ever, did i ever 
feel rested, how to change everything. 

09.09.2020 working 
full time in Marin 
County, sometimes 
in Palm Springs.

08.12.2020 laying  
on earth, looking up.

BETH KATZ is an artist currently working 
with clay. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Love 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

A new administration. And moving. I’m 
craving weather and space to explore. 

MIRENA KIM is a Los Angeles-based 
painter and sculptor. #throwlikeagirl

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

“Redundant” 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Fear. And a little bit of hope. But mostly 
fear. 

10.01.2020 in Los 
Angeles, actively 
making ceramics 
and art.  

05.13.2020, 9 a.m. 
warming up my car 
on the first day 
back to my studio.
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ANDREA LENARDIN MADDEN, architect, 
designer, and creative director, lives and 
works in Los Angeles. Andrea has built an 
award-winning multidisciplinary practice 
engaging in all dimensions of a project — 
“Can I do more, only to arrive at less?” 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

The future. 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

How to reinvent the things that belong to 
specific locales and customs to energize 
our memories and create future memories. 

BELINDA “BEE” MURPHY 
Illustrator | motion graphics designer | 
piñata maker | problem solver 

born and raised in New Zealand 
ex-Londoner ex New Yorker 
ex-Los Angeleno 
currently living in the Catskills 

former incarnations and clients include: 
design director, Cartoon Network USA | 
Times of London | The Guardian UK | 
Clinique | Italian Elle | Soho Rep, NYC 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

c h a n g e 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Janelle Monae, her video turntables. 
These are heartbreaking times, the process 
of being divested of illusions can be 
painful. I’ve been feeling more hopeful. 
I’m looking at the long game. I’m also in 
the midst of fall. The fall, paradoxically, 
nature feels very alive to me now. I’m 
reading Luster by Raven Leilani — wonderful! 

08.13.2020. Lives  
in Los Angeles. 
Currently working 
from Vienna.

09.26.2020. Was in 
Los Angeles, moved 
upstate NY. August 
the cat moved in  
in August. Bee says 
stay strong.

Writer and editor STEFFIE NELSON 
moved from New York to Los Angeles in 
2005 and has been turning the Golden 
Dream inside out ever since. She recently 
edited the essay collection Slouching 
Towards Los Angeles: Living and Writing 
by Joan Didion’s Light. steffienelson.com 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

The chance to reimagine is a gift, but it is 
a process that cannot be rushed, like a 
bud releasing its clenched heart to reveal 
new, tender blossoms. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Most on my mind today is how we can all 
feel empowered enough to build the lives 
and world we believe in.

QUYNH NGUYEN — I sang in school choirs 
until I was fourteen and wanted to be a 
rock star. When I grew up, I learned that 
“rock star” was really a metaphor for killing 
it at life and this is what I aspire to. In my 
spare time, I am a problem solver; writing 
is my medium, and education, architecture, 
and design are my interests. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

I think of retiring worn words that have 
lost their impact. Words like community 
have value yet no longer inspire action the 
way they once did. “Imagine” was such a 
word and it has resurfaced — (re)imagine, 
coming back into relevance, inspiring me. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Today, and lately, I’ve been feeling frac-
tures, from seemingly minor personal 
disconnections to the larger societal 
breaks that seem irreparable. It has been 
overwhelming, and right now, I’m thinking 
about my capacity for moving beyond 
survival thinking, bearing the difficult 
feelings, and taking action to support 
myself and those in my sphere. 

03.27.2020, at 
home in Los 
Angeles when 
mask wearing  
still felt novel.

08.19.2020 
in Los Angeles. 
Finds solace in 
weekend trips to 
nature outside of 
L.A.
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KALI NIKITAS is an academic administrator. 
Her practice: graphic design and curating 
moments. She was raised to love people, 
architecture, art, fashion, sport, food, and 
conversation. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Courage 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

In today’s world, I continue to focus on 
what is right in front of me. I make “to do” 
lists throughout the day to keep my mind 
focused on what matters most, N O W. 

JULIA PAULL is an artist and educator at 
the USC Roski School of Art and Design. 
juliapaull.com 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Reimagine a more empathic, compas-
sionate, and loving society. One free of 
ego driven consumerism in the face of 
climate change, mass extinction, and vast 
inequality. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

The age of my parents, my cat’s earache, 
the miracle of Heather giving birth in Beirut 
just hours before the explosion, Kamala 
Harris’ winning smile, how pandemic 
online education increases surveillance 
practices, the necessity of research, time 
to become a more effective inclusive 
educator, how to achieve a safer and 
peaceful way of life. It is a beautiful 
August day. Black Lives Matter.

09.20.2020 in Los 
Angeles in 
solidarity. 

08.12.2020. Home 
in Los Angeles 
under the fig tree.

EDIE KAHULA PEREIRA 
A design for a leather bag, a topic for a 
roundtable discussion, a work collective 
of quirky creatives — these ideas come 
when I’m out on walks, meandering through 
museums, sitting in cafes, hustling through 
urban cities. I enjoy creating space where 
people can interact and connect. Not a 
physical space; a space in resonance. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Quality health care for all. Life essentials 
covered for every living person. Human 
rights-driven administrations/governments 
firmly in place, worldwide. Climate in 
check. We are in sync. The world is a 
healthy place. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

I am prey for the current administration. 
My life is their toy that is heartlessly and 
unceremoniously discarded. I am mean-
ingless, except as headcount, a number 
added to their trophy case platforms.  
I am target practice for this administration’s 
intent and mission for mass destruction. 
Enablers are safe. The corrupt and the 
racists are celebrated. Russia Russia  
Russia protected and coddled. Beware 
the crescendo of our singing voices, a 
chorale of strength that turns the triangle 
upside-down, then right-side up. 

IRIS ANNA REGN is an award-winning 
designer and creative strategist working 
with the Los Angeles County Department 
of Arts and Culture Civic Art Division.  
She dropped her daughter off for her first 
year of college in August of 2020. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Empathy, patience, joy. 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Would like to work towards a greater 
appreciation of difference and, concur-
rently, a better understanding of our 
common humanity. The KN95 mask, for 
example, is somewhat different from but 
not better or worse than the N95 mask. 
We need both right now. 

08.09.2020 
in Santa Monica. 
Thinking of Toni  
in the UK and the 
trips we’d take 
around Europe if  
I could jump on  
a flight.

08.18.2020 on  
the plane, final 
destination,  
New York.
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LYNNE RICHARDSON is originally from 
London. She came to the U.S in the mid 
’90s and, following a three-year stint in 
New York, she returned to Los Angeles 
where she’s been living and working in 
the film business. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Peace. Probably because of John Lennon’s 
song “Imagine” haha. But hope for a more 
peaceful world. Less division. Less violence. 
More unity, more love.

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

I wake up every morning in that semi 
conscious state, and as I lie there, I 
remember that we are now living in that 
time of Covid. And another day is to be 
endured during this strange time. This is 
the recurring theme. The good news is  
I’m able to indulge more in my own 
interests. So silver linings. Right before 
lockdown in March 2020, I was fortunate 
to see Patti Smith in concert at the Disney 
Hall. She talked about not living in fear 
because that causes stress. To keep our 
immune systems strong and stay healthy. 
She said: “Be happy to be alive” and this  
is mostly my mantra.

SILVIA RIGON is an Italian artist, designer, 
and educator living in Los Angeles. Her 
work explores relations between affect, 
imagination, and scientific representation. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

A path forward. Coexistence. Sustainable 
Future. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Today I am thinking about my daughter. 
Her future. And more in general, I am 
thinking about teenage girls. How similar 
to ours, but also how different are the 
challenges they are facing today. It 
saddens me that they are growing up in 
this complicated society that still makes 
them more vulnerable to negative experi-
ences. I wonder how race, immigration, 
and poverty can influence their develop-
ment during the tumultuous time we live 
in. However, it also occurs to me how 
many teenage girls display remarkable 
strength and resilience. They have shown 
to be able to influence the world around 
them. Their increased expression of 
political interest is a positive sign for the 
future. We need to foster hope. How can 
we support them in cultivating a positive 
and optimistic vision of their future and  
of their roles in their community? 

06.04.2020.  
Lives in Los 
Angeles. Here, 
enjoying her stay  
in Palm Springs.

08.19.2020 in Los 
Angeles. Summers 
in Italy but not this 
time.

TONI SPENCER is a designer and maker. 
In the fall of 2019, she moved from  
Los Angeles to London, and is currently 
exploring different modes of creating that 
respond to our new landscape in a people 
and planet friendly way. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Dream 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

We are in the middle of a heatwave here 
in London, no breeze, very still, on the 
horizon an impending storm, which is 
both welcome yet the current stillness 
feels potentially apocalyptic. It is a drowsy, 
heavy mood. Similarly, the idea that the 
virus was a short lived thing, that lockdown 
and disruption were temporary, is fading. 
We are at the beginning of a new epoch, 
which is exciting and filled with opportu-
nity for new creations. Yet today everything 
hangs very heavily. We are collectively 
exhausted and exhilarated.

LORNA TURNER is a graphic designer, 
freeway / Zoom educator pushing the 
creative confidence with the younger 
minds. When I grow up I wanna be a  
fine artist. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

To pivot from what I have learned and 
experienced to date to my future’s unknown 
life on this planet. 

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Today I have been thinking about staying 
healthy, mentally strong, and remaining 
curious, about the known and unknown.  
I will continue to wonder if there is a 
different place to be for my growth.  
And, am I living up to my potential as  
a good human? 

08.19.2020 in UK, 
was just in Italy 
enjoying pizza  
with her daughter 
on the edge of 
Lake Como. 

09.01.2020 in Santa 
Monica. Was in 
Trinidad, California.
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A Detroit native, STACI VALENTINE is  
a Los Angeles-based food and lifestyle 
photographer. She has worked on 
numerous books and publications.  
When she’s not behind the lens, Staci  
is beekeeping, concocting deliciousness 
in the kitchen, brainstorming ways of 
bringing people together, and hiking  
with her son Oliver and their Australian 
Shepherd. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Community 
WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

I am thinking about new ways we will 
come together to create community and 
the influence it will have on living spaces. 

HILARY WHITE is a photographer who 
focuses on personal narrative and fine  
art photography. Her work explores the 
coexistence of beauty and imperfection, 
strength and fragility, and the unspoken. 
She is an assistant teacher and student at 
Los Angeles Center of Photography.

WHAT DOES THE WORD REIMAGINE  
MEAN TO YOU?

Democracy — noun, plural de·moc·ra·cies. 
government by the people; a form of 
government in which the supreme power 
is vested in the people and exercised 
directly by them or by their elected 
agents under a free electoral system.

WHAT IS MOST ON YOUR MIND TODAY? 

Change. We’re experiencing change 
in a historic context now, as the entire 
world is struggling to contain the first 
global pandemic. In the United States, 
the response by Trump and his Republican 
administration has created an unprece-
dented recession and devastating racial 
injustice. Climate change is altering life 
on earth as we have known it. Some 
changes will bring much needed reform, 
but others will cause even further 
damage and destruction. I’m thinking 
about my daughters and their children, 
if they do have children, and the world 
we are leaving for future generations. 
I’m making photographs and photogra-
phy books that are part of the legacy of 
our times. Even if photographic images 
do not survive into the future, I am still 
overjoyed to have contributed.

09.20.2020 
in Los Angeles 
appreciating 
tranquility in 
Beachwood.

09.26.2020,  
in Santa Monica, 
#happydaughtersday 
thinking of my two 
greatest loves.
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