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HERE On the Brokenness of Skin
An experimentation on dance and philosophy
Ana Mira

Abstract

«HERE On the brokenness of skin, an experimentation on dance and phi-
losophy» is a piece of writing that emerged from a dance practice of listen-
ing to the body movement in relation to a reading of the oeuvre The under-
commons: fugitive planning and black study, by Stefano Harney and Fred 
Moten (2013). The result is a series of distinct written fragments that call 
forth a sense of embodiment in study and research.

Hapticality, the touch of the undercommons, the 
interiority of sentiment, the feel that what is to 
come is here. Hapticality, the capacity to feel 
through others, for others to feel through you, for 
you to feel them feeling you, this feel of the shipped 
is not regulated, at least not successfully, by a 
state, a religion, a people, an empire, a piece of 
land, a totem.
If he moves me, sends me, sets me adrift in this 
way, amongst us in the undercommons. 
So long as she does this, she does not have to be.  

(Harney and Moten, 2013 : 98)

HERE is a piece of writing that reflects on sensations emerging throu-
gh a dance practice of listening to the body moving. Throughout the 
writing process of this piece, a reading of the The undercommons: 
fugitive planning and black study, by Stefano Harney and Fred Moten 
(2013) was taking place. The piece of writing is not conceived to ex-
plain neither the dance practice nor the concepts elaborated in the 
book, but rather to translate to language and conceptual thought an 
experimentation on dance and philosophy as a series of distinct frag-
ments that can reveal an embodied approach to study and research. 
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The dance practice undertaken HERE calls forth a change at the level 
of embodied formations, suspending the investment of the sensory-
motor patterns of the organism and disorganizing its models. Throu-
gh attentive listening the body that dances connects sensations and 
movements in a permanent recomposition of dynamic images. 
In HERE, the «we» takes the place of the «I» in reference to dancing 
together and «the undercommons»: 

a space and time which is always here. Our goal – and the «we» is 
always the right mode to address here – is not to end the troubles 
but to end the world that created those particular troubles as the 
ones that must be opposed (Halberstam In: Harney and Moten  
2013 : 9). 

«Hapticality» is the «touch of the undercommons» through which 
we feel «that what is to come is here» (Harney and Moten 2013 : 98). 
The «undercommons» is understood HERE as a means not to rebel 
against opposing forces, but, and as part of the movement of things, 
to move otherwise. 
WE are many and together we make this dance, nothing can stop us 
because we were already changing, we were already at this place here. 
We experience the tensigrity of our relations in inner and outer 
worlds till separation no longer exists. Remember, we are many. We 
landed here, fell asleep and now awaken. In this place here we were in 
quiescence for a long time, just sensing. To ourselves, we gave per-
mission to experience the ocean of our fluid bodies, that in the begin-
ning we could only listen to from far away. We allowed it to take over 
us and it took over us as we were sensing, without strangeness, this 
ancient encounter. We stood up, reached out our hands, our eyes and 
chest supported by our grounding legs that moved as earth quakes. It 
was silence that bought a life of death interrupted, a life of life awake-
ned, a resistance and a world that, in our bodies, has emerged.

BREATH, we can’t breathe! Lungs clogged with dust and humidity. 
Our moves are slower than slow. Eyes close and hands loose their will 
to touch, legs become heavier than ever in this trembling body with a 
scared heart and feet no longer feel the earth’s supporting quakes. 
Lungs give themselves in to disease as they forget their resilience. 
Breath, we can’t breathe…feel. Feel the two lungs sliding side by side, 
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in conversation going up and going down: without crossing over nei-
ther under, yet. We sink in each lung throughout minor levitations, 
descents, slides and curved stalks. Here we cough deeply, loud and 
full of dark smoke. We begin again. We notice how we forgot the legs 
and how our hands were placed in our heart, surrendering to the 
movements that came from the back. The hands cross the chest, he-
art and lungs, they touch and adhere to the depths of lungs multitude 
of paths, they ask for the weight of the lungs as they give support: we 
land here once more. This gesture of the hands’ touch and support of 
the lungs endured till time became again quiescence. From depth to 
fluid density, we remained, a lot was happening here. We don’t re-
member how lungs reunited; we feel the differences and the air going 
smoothly through its channels in new configurations. We breathe, 
breath. We are breath.

MINOR TIME. We need to accept a minor time of existence and re-
main here, where movements connect in slowness. How to find the 
courage to remain in a minor time? What is a minor time, at the most 
minute and slow movement of our bodies? We did not know this 
smallness. It is another place, another city and a whole new commu-
nity of beings. We dialogue amongst ourselves while we continue in 
stillness and affirmation: we push, transfigure, dilate, condense, hurt, 
breathe…we do not count time because we are time. Eyes closed, sen-
sing the forming of new territories.

CHAOS. We experience a continuum by opening and reconnecting 
our bodies to chaos. Through taking care of each movement, we give 
ourselves to an unmeasured surrender to the matter of sensations, 
common spatial-temporal references gradually fade, codes dissolve 
in conduits of a minor expression, commanding voices are drowned 
out, forms of the body are broken, images of ourselves and the world 
sink in a corporeal plasma that confuses, mixes, blurs, scratches and 
reconfigures the images. Maybe that is the reason for the recurrent 
stillness as a centre of deep immobility of the body when silencing its 
actual movements. And also by restraining the body dislocating in 
space: a figure perched in the distance. Maybe, we don’t know, wi-
thout that suspension of our bodies sinking in our own appeal to re-
pose, we wouldn’t be able to absorb or bear the processes of emerging 
within our emptiness and chaos. Maybe we would not endure and 



Ana Mira

154

would tear apart, break and disintegrate by the impact of having been 
totally absorbed by chaos.

HERE. Where are we? It was the question that arose together with a 
request to rest with our differences. Slowing down till slow becomes 
a margin for flow, sometimes fast. Rivers getting through channels 
that connect in silence. We are living within our intimacies. Where 
are we? We were not able to follow every instant of perception there 
were cuts in our experience of moving, at the same time we were 
more than able to follow its parallel paths. There we were. Ghosts and 
lizards taking our form in a gentle reaching of the upper spine to-
wards the lower spine, beginning and end of the spine gave their 
small hands by the making of space inside our bodies, in a long dune. 
Here we are. Not knowing where we are: a sculpture in the sand. The 
long voluptuous fish change into a spiral. Our heads hurt with so 
much pressure, all these animals coming, coming along, moving us 
and shaping us into their forms, shifting us away from the place whe-
re we once were. We bring tomorrow closer.

WE NEED TO EMBODY corporeal matter to carry out the meta-
morphosis of the body. Through touch we listen to the voices of our 
flesh. Hands push into our bodies. Bodies push into bodies, in a mo-
vement of condensation. Hands holding on this whole process – the 
flesh of a body found in only one hand. Flesh harvest. Flesh is crum-
pled and extended on the ground: heavy, fluid and full of volume. 
Attention dissolves while flesh asks us to stay in this place that only to 
it belongs, flesh rules. Here we remained. While standing in a stable 
disequilibrium, during the pressure of our bodies moving into each 
other, we embody our flesh until pressure reveals the subtle horizon-
tal slides of our many layers. Flesh enters its state of fine slipping lay-
ers. Here we open up to amplitudes, directions and durations of ma-
nifold movements. Remaining in this place here, where we can be 
anything and rather not embedded in a silence where any event may 
occur.

WE ARE MOVED by the movement itself of our bodies as it fulfills 
us with desire. Our backs converge and diverge. For a moment we 
stay in captivity and are suspended by a thread from the heart. At 
first, the chest of the heart and, afterwards, the back of the heart. We 
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feel suspended here by our own forces, we were thrown at them, we 
embody them and we do not decide this dance. The thread loosens 
up and our faces sink in the ground, our masks disfigure and dissolve: 
our mouth shifts to one side, our eyes move to both sides of our skulls 
like at the beginning, one eye is more closed than other, the ear 
against the floor listens to sound stories of other people. We go there, 
where those people are, following a sound line and we come back 
differently. Fingers are buried in the inside space of our shoulder bla-
des and ribs and we cannot find the words to describe such pain. Is 
this pain wholly ours? Our arms become their own spirals while our 
legs ask for a little more time to yield to the ground before we find the 
dense lightness of levitation.

HANDS TOUCH and break the iron shelter in our flesh. We hesitate, 
nothing yet and already. Hapticality, he whispered to me, is in the 
movement of things when a hand adheres to the touch of our flesh 
distilling its armor. Holding on for a moment, giving in to a conden-
sation of fluid meaning as our hands hold our hearts and our muscles 
tremble. We sink our shoulder blades in each other’s hands, we shiver 
and realign with something of more sense than before. Birds listen 
and speak to us, landing in our chests in movements of psycho-ecsta-
sies. An eagle lands in our terrestrial, but nationless, bodies. Here, 
unsettled and unregulated, in the feel of hapticality we move through 
others and other things and we feel ourselves feeling others and being 
felt by them. Thrown at each other, we sense the feeling of hapticality. 
Here, in the water of our skin, our hands touch, or love.

TRANSMISSION. Sensorial knowledge is what we give each other, 
owe each other, it is what we learn here in a wheel of desire. It is the 
movement of our bodies together translated by our words and gestu-
res. Reaching out our hands in unsubstantialized and unconscious 
touch, we call for the potential of our actions and we stay close to 
support each other’s tremors. We give ourselves space to get lost and 
come back in another ungraspable form of our bodies just before it 
dissolves again. Our petrified thoughts fear corporeal constellations 
till those thoughts break to form ruins, which stones we apprehend 
and wounded paths we follow, vertebra by vertebra. Here, there are 
places made of stones, made of bones, sand and water and us. We 
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study the dust of our exfoliated skins. Amongst us, haunted bodies 
transmit their ghosts – to follow. 

WHAT WE DO. We have got to keep doing what we do, finding me-
anings in the forming and letting go. Demystifying, distorting, un-
chaining, unnaming, although channelling our forces into forms and 
finding again the courage to let go and begin again, we are changing. 
That’s what we do. Our head curves forward and downwards making 
us feel the possibility of an inversion, but it seems that we were not 
yet ready for it and it ends up taking place somewhere else. Anyway 
that gesture became an event. In that moment, that is all that matters, 
the passage of an inversion.

VIOLENCE here is of another sort. We want to change, we want to 
change together and do now know how. Say Hi, that’s how – tell us, 
in a dream, the Rasta shaman who decided to set up a community on 
the southern side of the river. Further south is the desert. Here vio-
lence is the pain we feel in our bodies, afraid to lean forward 
backwards and many other bear constellations. Here violence is the 
pain of resistance to change because we do not know yet that it is in 
this bending of our bodies that we evolve to our own potential, which 
no one can capture including ourselves-already-space. Violence is in 
the breaking of our forms and going beyond the fear of remaining 
broken. Remember to keep making the archive of destruction from 
dusk till dawn and reflect upon it, with fractal shades of ghosts 
projected in our skins and released through our sacrum and its small 
holes.

DISORIENTATION. We go nowhere and we stay here together for a 
long time. We feel scattered, confused and dizzy. We are going into 
places that we know not where, what they are, what we become in 
them. It feels like we could stay out here as if there was no more going 
back. Once we stayed here for too long and everything else faded 
away except a deep sense of belonging. We woke up by squeezing our 
muscles strongly and letting us know the place of a more felt sense of 
being here together. We were told of the danger of not being able to 
come back in order to prevent us from going here nowhere. So-
mething in us is afraid, but something in us desires this place and 
nothing can hold us back.
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HOLDING SPACE. Our work collides with corporeal resistance to 
change, at the same time, that we become able to transform embo-
died formations. Because the investment on sensorial motor-patterns 
of the organism is suspended and its models disorganized, we feel 
disoriented. We do not have a body schema nor an image of the body 
for what our bodies might call for and endure. Our processes of lear-
ning consist of, through sensation, dis-investing certain embodied 
patterns and opening our bodies to the elasticity of its tissues; the 
space in the joints; the flow of energy; the heart pulse; the breath’s 
rhythm; the relation with gravity; the encounter with the other; the 
becoming space. Our bodies become dis-invested of certain inscrip-
tions and formations, we transform and are transformed. In this har-
vest we need each other to hold this space of corporeal metamorpho-
sis. We are each other’s earth.

SOUND we scream, bark, growl, howl, cry, sing and run. We get dir-
ty and clean the dust with underwater love, before getting dirty again 
with mud under our bare feet. In the mud’s driest crack, earth sings 
in our bodies. At the surface, earth and skin quake and break, mu-
tually. Trains pass by in a becoming rhythm of a somewhere-else-
here. Each heartbeat becomes a seismicity of thought, the only fissure 
that could mould a different gesture. With the earth we vibrate and 
tear apart the stratum in a fusion of rhythms. 

ELEMENTS, even though be still. Feel. The hold is not a hold, it has 
never been a hold, but a delusion of a hold that we believe in until we 
feel that the hold is also trying to hold to something else in the conti-
nuum of our experimentation. By being still and sensing, comes a 
touch that is touching the fragility of the hold. Hands and wood that 
change into fire and go to the earth that shines small metal stones, till 
water crystals feed the trees again that hold to human warmth.

EACH DAY, we bring stillness into movement by letting ourselves 
adhere to the forms that arrive. On the floor, which particles exfoliate 
our skin until it breaks, meanings are lost. We dismantle our own 
shapes till we become ourselves space, smoke and background noise. 
Then, against the walls, we yield to space all around, we embody 
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forms that only just arrive and are already departing. As we rise 
among us now, forms become our embodied fantasy. Each day we 
begin again, breathing that nothingness that deforms us. There are no 
secrets in the empty space, just potential yet unknown to us, always 
unpredictable and, once arrived, ever waited for. In the still hidden 
places, in the here nowhere of our encounters, in our tactile bodies, 
life will out.

UNSETTLED places we engender with, just by leaning our heads a 
little off centre and a little more embedded in the dizziness of our 
inner ear’s labyrinthic pathways. We pass to another side of ourselves 
by aligning our eyes at water level. Close your eyes and lean your head 
backwards. After all, nothing was ever fixed, or settled. Come see, the 
smokiness of these images here, as we watch through each other’s 
eyes. Come feel, the duration of these formed images. Come, sense 
how clear, or transparent, they are in their beginning and end, how 
affirmative they are in their own timing, how tran-substantialized 
they become in our bodies, so dislocating us into more than us, here.

MUTATION. The nuts are pretending to be small stones, a child told 
us. Here, we break and mutate. We hope no more, instead we learn to 
trust our mutant bodies in times that only mutation can shelter us, 
terribly. Again moved, sent and set adrift, now tattooed in her back 
with a blue broken circle connecting her signs. Here she was in the 
brokenness of her flesh moved through others, scattered in the many 
she already was and, only here, she does not have to be. A stone, a nut, 
a child, a wild beast.
Aaaaaooooooooowwwwwwuuuuuuuuuuu…
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