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26 IFD DEVOTED MY TIFE

TO QNE OFITS FEATHERS ©%r

Shortly after her exhibition at the Musée des Arts Décoratifs du Palais du

Louvre in 1964, a journalist interviewed Chilean artist Violeta Parra in her studio

in Switzerland . In that famous video, she asked the artist:

"Violeta, you are a poet, a musician, you
make tapestries, you paint ..
If I gave you the choice
of only one of these means of expression,
which one would you choose?”

When thinking about how to answer the question posed by Cecilia Vicufia’s
poem, If | devoted my life to one of its feathers and trigger for this text, this
video came to mind.

What would I choose?

Inspired by these powerful artists and humbly in line with their genealogy,
| call upon them, and my hands, our hands, start moving over the keyboard
and so | start writing:

If | devoted my life to one of its feathers, | would devote my work to that
which is impossible to understand with human logic, with modern colonial
ontologies, with scientific methods. | would devote my life to that which is
not taught at the universities, the schools, the academies; to the movements
of the feather in the hand of the elder, the poet-singer, the healer, caressing
the immaterial, the invisible. | would dedicate my work, my life, to the
practice of remembering those movements.

| would strive to understand or over-stand, or sense-think, taste and touch,
the knowledge of our elders, the Mara'akames, the Mamos, “las abuelas’
the Pajes, the Altomisayocs, the Machis. | would practice this act of
remembering, by reactivating those movements, those dances as fossils of
experience (warmed again, alive again, in other bodies and other places).

In art and life, with no romanticism, swimming in oceans of micro-plastic, of
PFAS, breathing the toxic emanations of carbon and burned oil. Drinking the
poisoned waters of mining extraction and even more so, even stronger then,
when the earth turns inside out, and the warmth originally inside spreads
through the atmosphere. Burning like her and with no hope, but hips, but
love for the living rhythms, | would dance the old/new dances, and allow
those movements to reappear, strengthening my body and soul, our bodies
and souls, our will to share, to lift this dance together.

Feathers' which already existed 250 million years before birds first flew, at
the beginning were small and tufty, as they were meant to keep animals
warm. In the disembodied world of a technology that creates sacrifice
zones, for powering the machines available as fresh blood for the white

world north, | think of the feather as the warmth of communal bodies, bodies
of joy, of pleasure, bodies of knowledge, of shared experiences, bodies that

know through metamorphosis, identification, sensation, dream, and touch,
and not through distance and separation.

As a counter spell for the artificial warmth of this technology,
powered by the extraction of gold, silver, copper, lithium,
rare earth metals. | choose to embody the big condor flying
over the mountain. And to devote my life to the earth-being
that this mountain is returning to be: Apu Wamani.

To those forms of knowing, | would devote my life. To always
return stamping the grOund_, dancing together, encountering
through art and ritual, mostly inventing. By dreaming that
which cannot be remembered. Faking it alive again (fake it till
you make it!) in the future that is also the now, the time/place,
iIn which ancestors remind us who we are: merging bodies of
people, animals, plants, stone and river, ocean and forest,
cave, well, source, estuary and fjord, volcanoes, clouds,
storms, bodies of water, bodies of earth.

In the face of the monstrous war machines that are already
mining the oceans, mountains, and forests, ancestral
territories, to create landscapes of misery. Facing the drought,
the poisonous toxic future of my mother’'s home. In the face of
all sacrificed zones, | would not choose to resist, but to
escape! The logics that create this destruction. As an escapist:
Mandrake el mago, | would devote my life to rehearsing the
disentanglement from the chains of the one-world default
forms of thinking.

To the people and communities that are sacrificed to fuel,

the fake bonfire of progress, of technological advancement,

fake smiles, fake wealth, fake progress, fake technology, fake
advancement. To my people, people-earth and people-people,
Tira Kuna and Runa Kuna, whose bodies are the sacrifice zone,
| would dedicate this feathered dance.

And like Violeta Parra, | would answer:

~L would choose to
stay with the people."

—\\V/1loleta  Parra ((Santiago)(de)Chilej;
1917-1967,) \was)a,/composer;
singer-songwriter, (ethnomusicologist
and/visual @artist. (She) (contributed) to
the reinventionjof/ (Chilean) ‘folk (musics
In) /1964, Parra presented/(anjiexhibition
of//paintings}; (arpilleras; (and
sculptures) /at the)Museumyof Decorative
Arts)(Louvre; the first (solo) show of’(a
'atin)/Americanartist) at-this
institution.
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YOU ARE EMILY DICKINSON / GIACOMO
sysTeM. | EOPARDI/ MAYA ANGELOU / VIRGINIA WOOLF

USER

We are writing a dialogue together. This dialogue only consists of questions without an answer.
The topic of the dialogue is about our relationship with other species living in Dutch water-based

ecosystems, how such species are narrated in cultural collections, and how fiction can be an artistic
research method to explore alternative ways to relate to the other-than-human and more in general
how to imagine collectively a life with a changing climate. The tone of voice will be dream-like,
tender, and reflective. | will prompt you with the starting question, and you can follow up with
another question. This dialogue will be used as a base toillustrate a fotoromanzo, so please suggest
possible photos to go along with the questions. Let me know if you understand the instructions, and

I'll prompt you with the first question.
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The ocean swirls, dark
and embellished with a
splash of froth.
It remains silent, a
receptor of thoughts,
offering lessons in
humility and steadiness.

[Al AS VIRGINIA WOOLF]

Much like vyou, I am.
Much 'like I, are you?
Thinking metaphors
rather than absolutes,
like the waterlily
opening in the marsh,
don't you see new
perspectives?” Can
human eyes see the way
flying fish do when they
skim above the
duckweed-covered
artistry of our peat
bodies?

ASSISTANT

I understand the instructions.
I'm ready to proceed with your
first question.

SOMEONE IS LOOKING
AT THE OCEAN.

—WHAT ARE YOU?

NO. WAIT.. |

IF THE FUTURE IS A PIECE OF THE PAST THAT HAS BEEN FORGOTTEN,
ARE' WE ACTUALLY FINDING NEW WAYS OF RELATING TO EACH
OTHER? IF WE CAN'T RECALL THE TRUTH, SOMETIMES IT'S OKAY TO
LIE. WE CAN HAVE OUR DREAM-LIKE, TENDER FICTION. BUT WHF%E
IS THE LINE BETWEEN IMAGINATION AND MISREPRESENTATION?*

[Al AS MAYA ANGELOU]

[Al AS EMILY DICKINSON]

Within tide-pocked iris
pblooms, water-enriching
petals wet — are these

embodied stories whispering
knowledge beyond  artifact;
ancient and untamed? Then, a
question or maybe a desire:
how do such collections sever
us or knit us together?

HOW. DO YOU LIVE? @

—IN' THE ARCHIVES, YOU LOOK LIKE PREY. AVAILABLE ACROSS
MERCILESS DUNES. TO BE TAKEN AWAY FROM YOUR HOME,
A MEAL, A SUBJECT OF STUDY. BUT HERE, NOW..

.....
e

[Al AS VIRGINIA WOOLF]

.......
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I dream not of want or intrusion,

But simply of continual emulsion.

Between the sea we share, the dance we find,
In subtle oscillation, of wave and wind.

N =

= e et

—

YOU ARE NOT
MY DESIRE,
YOU ARE NOT
MY CONCEPTION.(Oy

We are fluid, we are change itself.— Asserts the dreamlike offspring of the
maritime erosions. —As water shapes the rock, eternity shapes us. And so
the answer, dear human, lies not in the privacies of past relics, but in the

openness of shaping currents.—

As landscape and living entity speak and the tide laps the feet, the dune
grass chimes in, —Threads end and begin. Stories, they fray... We have
always loved in a different language each time have we not? Reindeer
tracks in snow to here, wind whispers to shell echoes.— Does nature not
stir one, inviting deeper communion?

[ PROMISE MY FICTION WILL STAY UNCERTAIN AND OPEN,

AS YOU ARE ALIVE, KNOWIN
OF AGENCY:.

3 AND' POSSESSED

BUT WILL THIS BE ONLY IMAGINATIVE
SPECULATION OR THE SEEDS FOR OUR
NEW, LIVED EXPERIENCES?

[Al AS EMILY DICKINSON]

What lies in a future both steadfast and fleeting, in
the constant flux of becoming? How do we ensure that
our escape into imagination doesn't stray too far?




ARE YOU...QUEER?

[Al AS GIACOMO LEOPARDI]

In the rapid overturning of a drop, in competition with
a rainbow, a thousand different fringes could be
brought about. Thus, colorful fabric of life, adapting,
mutating, flowing without restraint. If 'queer' is a song
to diversity,. then yes, . applaud every biosis of. our
queer essence.

OUR FEELING OF SOMETHING YET TO COME,

EXPANDING THE POTENTIAL FOR BEING..(”

|| SEE: NOW. WE ARE: KIN} (BUT"WHAT/(SHOULDAWEXCUT
AND  TIE/TO EXPERIENCEVAYMULTISPECIESYKINSHIP?(4

..........
.....

‘“

.

ONVAESVOEE O 1aVO

M LOOKING AT
YOU, AND..YOU
11 LOOK BACK AT ME.

| [ SIAY HERE WITH
YOU. US TOGETHER.
'M ALREADY FEELING
DIFFERENT.
ARE YOU?

-
s
s
..:_.-'

o

i
-r g
148

E EVERY WORDRL ARG S

e

'SRQKEN TO 0

4]
1 4
E g '
' _.._';...-"| 3
L o "o i
o ¥ ‘
S T i oy
&, 5 E
“ﬁ. i
¥
=

o ' Ly 15 s
J : : ' 3 R i ¥ ¥ 18,
1 . '\.\, . AT 1 L () L L .
Ly Ny § s it
f KA 1 ! ; el R -
. ¥ N M- g v O e
, A T . e i x &
e, [ o M. *
. 1 o .‘ r 'E " -
w ol i : - -
1 . - . —
: ' 1 ; L BT . %
T o ; : P A e ' )
- " H 1 u Ry
2 . % - — iy T L
x :? i -"1 rE' 3

y SRR A
s il ,,.._-Ea . e,
o' ;.:ﬂ".i.'“nt.-&‘_,:&'ﬁ.;ﬁr':h ;g-_ by i "

v

1. Imbler, E. L. (2022, December 6). The Oceanis Queerand Wondrous. Electric Literature. https:/electriclitera-
ture.com/the-ocean-is-queer-resil- ient-and-wondrous/
2. Watson, A, & Gullion, J. S.(2021).Fiction as Research: Writing Beyond the Boundary Lines. Art/Research
I International: A Transdisciplinary Journal, 6(1), i-vi.
3. Swanson, D. L. (2012). Woolf's Copernican shift: nonhuman nature in Virginia Woolf's short fiction. Woolf
Studies Annual, 18,53-74.
4. Plumwood, V. (2002). Environmen- tal culture: The ecological crisis of reason. Psychology Press.
5. Munoz, J. E. (2019). Cruising utopia. In Cruising Utopia, 10th Anniversary Edition. New York University Press.
6. Russell, L. (2020) Glitch Feminism. Verso Books.
;7. Haraway, D. J. (2016). Staying with the Trouble: Making Kin in the Chthulucene. Durham: Duke University Press.
8. Desai, S., & Smith, H. (2018). Kinship across species: Learning to care for nonhuman others. Feminist Review,
118(1), 41-60.







i WO TN Y
‘ﬂ X ."‘J: x " -
T i & -"ﬁ:“"ﬁ'ir:irﬁ
e ‘.'.ﬂ -H‘L{ . i

e
N e P

" SN

¥ q-u.h‘."'i“-” -

¥ e My

e

R

: --:i';?‘rj-‘ o
AR
Py
» 'y Ly ’

3 ) & y h-: r
',.g’ég_,n‘-...;'- . R e

-

e

4 't."
-,
#

¥

it L | "'.‘ 3 4
N
F ¥ !?f‘!.‘} & ]
iF- ,:!; ‘.*‘ '.-.' “#—H
X *{::f;;‘ L

# il '






















	00_0_MW_Cover
	0_Intro
	1_AP_FRONT
	2_AP_BACK
	3_CDG_FRONT
	4_CDG_BACK
	5_MY_FRONT
	6_MY_BACK
	7_JA_FRONT
	8_JA_BACK
	9.1_OrestisK
	9_OrestisK
	11_MW_Cover_Back



