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“(F)lesh implies a sense of
bodilyness and material
sensuality, but also notions
of the abject, it prompts
investigations in a variety of
fields, such as aesthetics,
biology, cultural studies, art
and architecture.”

Marcos Cruz
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subtle interplay within. We are more
than mere matter.

Body Beyond is an invitation
to imagine the body beyond the physical
and sensory limitations we typically

familiar, the habitual, the actions embedded in muscle memory and expectation. The body is
conditioned to follow certain rhythms, but true transformation occurs when it sheds these learned
movements, stepping beyond the predictable. It unlearns the confines of routine, allowing each
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The Body Unmade:
A Speculative Chronicle
Beril Gok

I. Emergence

I etperge, not as a singular form, but as an accumu-
latlon—.a collection of minerals, fluids, and breath
woven into motion, drawn together by unseen
fo'rces that have shaped all matter before me and
will continue long after I dissolve. Born from dust
sustained by air, I take shape in the pull of unseen’
forces. My body hums with the memory of matter
I do not begin at birth; I begin in the sediments '
of time, in the restless migrations of atoms.

II. Growth and Intra-action

I'am a body in motion, shifting with every encounter
My skin hums with the memory of touch—of the .
warx.nth of another’s presence, the imprint of wind
car\'rlng its way across my surface, the quiet erosion
of time against flesh. My breath is borrowed and
returned in endless exchange, a rhythm not my own
but shared with the world that remakes me with
each inhalation. I am not bound; I am porous, entan-
gled. Each moment I am remade by the thing:.s that
pass through me. My edges smudge like ink bleed-
ing into damp paper, a sketch unfinished, rewriting
itself with every pulse. I do not own myself. I am

a confluence, an echo of evervthi
s ything I have t
and been touched by. ¢ uched

II1. Transformation and Material Evolution

Iam not static. I am layered, shifting—a body formed
from sediment and flow, from stone and water, from
the slow accretion of time pressed into marr’ow
Roots thread through my being, binding me to t.he
strata of time, interlacing past and present forms

of existence. I fracture, I reform, I absorb, I shed
My body does not resist change - it invites it. My
boundaries dissolve like salt in warm water, like
leaves breaking into loam. I wonder if I am g,rowing,

decomposing, or merel ifti ithi
. . y shifting within th
of life that holds me. ¢ eweb

IV. Return to Earth

I sink, not as disappearance, but as return—bone
into dust, flesh into sediment, breath into wind.
I break apart, yet I do not end. My marrow seeps
into the roots of unseen things, my remnants
taken up by the hands of time. The ground does
not consume me; it carries me forward, weaving
me into the quiet persistence of new beginnings.
My form unspools, a ribbon of sinew and dust,
unravelling into the ground that has always known
me. I do not vanish; I disperse. The soil does not
invade me; it welcomes me. I feel myself become
something older than I have ever been, something
waiting beneath the surface, restless and vital.

V. Beyond the Body

To see my body is to misname it, to anchor a wave
with a word that cannot hold. I am a shimmer in the
heat, an outline traced by absence, a breath caught
in a current of dust. I am less a figure than a flicker—
a hush before the tide retracts, before the soil
resettles around me. I am a transient note in the
great composition of matter, a chord struck and

left to resonate through the sediment of time.
Iunfurl, unlearning myself, peeling away the husk
of certainty, spilling into the world and being
spilled into in return. There is no final form—only
motion, only current, only the ceaseless unravelling
of a question never meant to be answered. And so,
I drift, neither lost nor found, like a whisper
moving through the cracks of existence.

+

What remains is not a body, but soil, waiting to
nourish new roots, to be carried by wind,

to dissolve into water - an echo of what was,
shaping what will be.

—
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How to Feel the Moon
ANNA BATLLE, SIGNE FERGUSON

First, ask yourself a few questions.

1.  What are these new crevices that

have suddenly appeared? Is it stress? Is it time?

Am I the moon?

How do you kiss the moon?

How do you scratch the moon?

What happens when your feet don’t hit the floor but the

rest of your body feels like it is resting on it?

How do I show you how I have embraced the moon?

7. What does it mean to know that the first structure on the
moon will be a mine?

DR
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Now, Reflect.

When I look at my own reflection I see new craters. And then
some things that haven’t changed at all. My skin still feels
recognizable from a distance. But sometimes 1 feel far, like
I am rotating in a distance. And like there is a lot of sudden
change coming, all at once, like a sneeze.

No. I am learning to kiss the moon. Tam learning to scratch
at the moon.

The scale of the bodies sometimes does not exist.

The hybrid doesn’t exist. We can’t be between your size and
my size. We are one or the other. We are big or small. We are

looking at you from the distance, or we are imagining being on

the surface of you.

RN

Many Indigenous peoples believe that we all share a skin.
We all share a body. My scars are your scars.
Share some skin.

You and I don’t exist but we exist,
Our skin is connected to everything in the room with us. The
sidewalk, fragmented, extends to my skin - beginning to crack.

The act of xeroxing is one thing. Moving your skin onto it is
another. Trusting your feet to feel the ground below you
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In dance, we trust the space to be discovered, or rather uncov- Back t0 poett
ered. Space doesn’t exist until the body moves through it. Lt finger tips-
These bricks are feeble attempts to make me turn right or left. Extem(ii Y((’) Sereyed
Screw your scenic window of pause. Extend ¥ body with time e
I prefer to smoke my cigarette next to the dumpsters in the Age _YO“:; n the aci ds of consequence:
back in-between of the buildings. 1;113;1;; i GEOAD for lgg ye::S
100 ye
B ¢ th body for
Take a moment to learn something new from Mars. If)ooor%talet Jour eyes fall Oz;ms o strugele bestow.
:qos God’s P
1965. Pre computer. Pre cell phone. It is the first year that What blessing o dition of
color is transmitted through televisions, available for mass 4 for paﬂicipatmg in the
market consumption. Mariner 4 was NASA’s probe, trying for Thank y?efﬂ the MOON.
the second time to capture an image of the surface of Mars. How 10

The actual image would take hours to develop, and in the mean-
time, engineers figured out a way to extract a binary from the
actual data in order to create a picture. A one to one paint by
numbers pastel drawing, with oranges and yellows, and browns
- far more representative than the black shrouded developed
image that eventually followed.

These are lessons we can take from Mars. Sometimes, we can
extend our bodies in the way, so that we are pastel coloring

on the surface of Mars. Using data, but then running it through
the body, is a remarkable way of keeping up with Al’s Jones’s.

In the summer of 2024, I was staying in a small town
called Kumai in Central Borneo, a place that, from Google
Maps’ aerial photos and online travel journals, appeared to be
an untouched, exotic landscape.
T was volunteering with a small peatland rehabilitation center
that summer, situated between a palm oil plantation on one end and
a national park on the other. Not far from the small rehabilitation center,
rows of oil palms stretched out in mechanical repetition, their thick,
waxy leaves blending into a crisp, uniform line toward the horizon.
As we drove past these orderly roads, I felt the strangest sense of deja
vu. A temporal rupture dislocated me from my body as the landscape
of Borneo folded into my memories of the suburban office park land-
scapes in California. This striking similarity allowed me to understand
how much of the world has been restructured by extractive industries.
That summer, my guide drove me through a palm oil process-
ing plant. The plantation’s industrial core had generated a network
of secondary industries around it, not dissimilar to the standardized,
rural network of an office park. The impact of the palm oil industry
is often framed solely in terms of deforestation and land loss, yet it also
imprints a temporal order—a placeless, regimented logic that stan-
dardizes time and space. As we neared the processing plant, my guide
pointed out small convenience stores selling instant ramen. Small road-
side eateries were selling what he jokingly called “Kumai fried chicken.”
In Borneo, I felt transported back to my childhood, to the nucleus of my
town in California, where an office park stood surrounded by endless
highways, homogeneous fields, and sun-scorched grasslands.
In the mornings and afternoons, I would wake up and take
a walk around the city as these trucks drove in and out to work.

I first heard the clanking.
I knew what I was hearing
before I saw it. I broke into a grin
as I walked towards the sound.
Clink-clink-clink-clunk.
The rhythm was almost musical, like a drum ringing through the
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Like the domesticated envi

family houses dominated by

arages i
truck, which would be useq garages supersized to accommodate a P

to.carry the fruits to the Pbrocessing pl

modern transformation.

This out-of-hod
was not just a personal r
ofah

_ ecognition—it was a con
Omogeneous, regimented temporal order th

Jjungle were being rewritten,
regimented logic of extraction

enced a landscape transformed

of the Bornean jungles.
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Y recognition of time I experienced in Borneo

frontation with the spread
at has become the global
norm. The layered histories of the

subordinated to the homogeneous
economies. That summer, I experi-
by the imposition of plantation time,

an imported temporal framework
that had taken root in the heart

I'stood there, starstruck, my eyes transfixed
on the methodical movement of his hand. He
looked up, gave me a warm smile, a nod éhen
lowered his head. Clink-clink—clink-clurik
My eyes followed his Menkakh as he broke. tile
after tile. The motion was hypnotizing.

. An aura, rich and green, surrounded
him; I felt grounded in his presence; connect-
eFI beyond language. His smile was i’nfec-
tious. When I spoke to him,
Icouldn’t help but grin like a little

boy. I’ve never experienced such a
warm and compassionate, ensnaring
gaze. Behind the warm blue eyes,
decades of wisdom, spirit, and a life
well-lived poured out, drowning any-
one who crossed them.

When I told him I was from
Egypt, his smile
grew wider. “We are
brothers!” he exclaimed.
We talked through hand

gestures, smiles, and
the few Arabic words we
shared. He invited me
tostepin, offering me

a seat beside him.

It smelled like bitter cof-
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fee and warm clay. After a moment of watching him
work, I asked about the pattern he was working on.
He laid it out on the ground beside him, a stunning

fourfold symmetry with a vibrant red cross

at the center, surrounded by deep blue “braids”
(dfira), and small white infill pieces. When he picked
up the Menkakh to break the next tile, I realized he
was working entirely freehand without reference or
guidelines, only pure intuition. I was in awe.

A handful of loose tiles lay on top of his
workstone. I asked if I could look at them, and
Ahmet gestured the equivalent of “certainly,” and
he started placing them in my hand one by one, nam-
ing them as he went... khatem suleimani, metamena,

betan, menferata... He then pulled
out a red mesh bag full of tiles from
behind him and told me to take
whatever I wanted. I chose my favor-
ites and tried to pay, but he refused.
Instead, he took out a crumpled
brown paper bag from beside him

and placed my
tiles inside.
Ahmet eventu-
ally agreed to
take my money, and I shook his
hand sincerely. We exchanged
smiles and farewell prayers,
and I walked off feeling whole.

When I was a few
steps away, I heard the clank-
ing start up again.
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