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friend [fiend
to collectivize

Notes on Staying Alive

] v/i.+t. to place oneself within the world;
land; to be honest; to care; to organize; to share;

to feel joy; to understand with the heart; to fight; to give;
to be in a process of exchange
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FREEDOM 3—FRIENDSHIP, PLAY AND QUANTIFICATION

with your arms, legs, cows, slaves, etc. Your rela-
tlons with property, are somehow prior to relations
with anyone else.

The alternative is to say that a free person is one
‘who has the ability'to make friends, to make com-
mitments to others—which, from a purely liberal
sense, are restraints on your freedom. This would
take us back to Kant, or anyway, to Mehdi's chias-
matic structure in Kant, but perhaps (1 hope) with
the shadow of the Roman magistrate now finally in
retreat. This non-liberal notion of freedom is defined

Freedom 3—friendship, play
and quantification

| DG: In Germanic languages, including English, the
| word “free” derives from “friend,” because the idea
is that a slave can’t have friends.

MBK: It's interesting since we also say that rich men
don't have friends.

DG: Or kings. When T was studying divine kingship,
one common theme is that there is a hidden affin-
ity, even kinship, between kings and slaves, because
they are the only kinds of people who have no social
relations other than relations of domination.

1 guess I'm struggling with two ideas of freedom.
On the one hand we have the idea inspired by the
notion of the “ability to have friends.” If you assume
that people are the sum of relations they have or
have had with others, this is self-determination.

by your ability to voluntarily enter into relations of

constraint and get out of them again. Freedom is the

ability to make promises, which is precisely what
e oot P Ll ps & e fprian 5

slaves can't do. ™77

The question is how to square that conception |
with the sense of freedom as play—as autopoiesis, if |
you like, the self-generation or self-organization of |

systems (though that might not be the best term to
use, since it’s been taken up in very specific ways by
biology and systems theory.)

My own way of framing it has been through the
opposition of play and games. Now, in English this
is especially easy to express because there are dis-
tinct words for play and games, a distinction which
for some odd reason doesn’t seem to exist in any
other human languagd—at least, none I'm aware of.

On the other, if you have the purely individualis-
tic definition of freedom, well perhaps its inevitable
you end up getting boxed in with these Roman-law
property definitions [ was just talking about.

MBK: It's a real question, because you can say that
there’s a far-right anarchism that is libertarian.

MBK: And what is the distinction?

ATZ: Play is immanent; it's something you do and [
its purpose is itself. Children in a sandbox play. \
Games have a design, a delineated space and time, |
rules, stakes—and somebody wins. |

FREECOM L FRESDAHIP, PLAY AND QUANTIFICATION

N

: Unless they are quantified, in which case it
omies absolute and that is the issue! So the other
erence between play and game is that in one
dy keeps count, or does so without record.
en we “play for nothing” we don't keep track
of scores, whereas in games you do. It is quantifi-
on and record-keeping that corrupts the rela-
between play and game, Our ability to move
n them is corrupted when the winners of a
le suddenly refuse to start from scratch again
once the game is over. Which T guess is why people
ke the Nuer or Dinka didn’t understand why hav-

Ing lost a war with the British meant prolonged sub-
avtanes Ac fare ac thaw conld tell theu'd iust lost




The human body, however, is not just a collection of bones, muscles,
flesh and souls; we are inhabited by diverse microorganisms, bacteria,
fungi and viruses: some 30 trillion microorganisms live on and

in us, making our existence possible. This unimaginable number is
roughly identical to the number of cells in the human body.

So, who am I speaking for? What does independent mean?
Independent of what?
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296 Essential Essays

criticism or a treatise on poetry. For Glissant it becomes a means of

| referring to a kind of expressive consciousness, embedded in lan-

guage, a movement toward coexistence and connection., He does
not minimize the risks and difficulties of such a consciousness. One
way or another, the emotional apartheid of domination is a legacy
of global history. For Caribbean peoples it has been that of the Plan-
tation; for most people at most times some version of the apartheid
of power: between the imposers of hierarchy, the violent censors of
other languages and lives, the appropriators of culture, and those
who have—not without resisting—been silenced and penalized for
their languages, their art, their selves. Pervasive throughout, as
Amartya Sen has shown, lies that rift of inequality between the free-

* doms implied by wealth and the absence of freedom intrinsic to pov-
- ’Lr e ! v.* Glissant opens a huge window onto the possibility of another

model: the “human imaginary” he calls Relation.

Relation for Glissant is not a panacea or a utopia or any pseudo
solidarity.® It is not comfortable and sweet; as Gerard Manley Hop-
kins said of Peace, “It does not come to coo.” Relation is turbulence,
exposure, an identity not of roots but of meeting places; not a lingua
franca but a multiplicity of languages, articulations, messages. It can
appear to us, accustomed as we are to thinking in terms of separate
and unequal nations, ethnicities, religions, tribes (and, I would add,
genders), as “indecipherable magma.” We fear it means chaos. But it
is a transformational mode of apprehending.

Lavie’s work, neither as ambitious nor as mature as Glissant’s,
nonetheless provides an instance of the problematics of Relation and
its poetics. The conjunctions of the Mzeini with foreign incursions

personally I would never exaggerate), understatement, metonymy, evasion, paranoiz,
aphorism, assonance, cacophony, cacsura, rime, mosaic, blurring. . .. Poetics makes

~explicit what is otherwise inexplicit and, perhaps more important, makes unex

Harvard University Press, 1992], p. 160.) To which it must be added that militsss
occupation is the continuation of war by any means possible: humiliations, detes
tions without charges, searches and seizures, censorship, rape, demolition of homes
destruction of harvests, withholding of medical supplies, and so on.

™0
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To friend is radical, in the 14" century meaning of radic
vital to life. The word derives from Latin radix, meaning
root. Root in the sense of grass root, grass root in the sei§
rhizome, rhizome in the sense of multiplicity, heteroge
and connectivity; connectivity in the sense of Poetry is ¢

only way out of here, out of here in the sense of we are allfin f::;“;::j:;; ]ii:“ﬂ‘]h_fi Carbon dioxide plus
the same boat and the boat is not full, but the water is s@bn to chiorophyll in the hea:tfr:.ﬁsf,f:ﬁ,fi:ﬁ:ﬁ::
be gone; soon gone in the sense of soon gone: s“;:i::::‘:;ﬂ:]ii"ﬁ;sugara;d oxygen. Phoro-
99% will die of thirst and 1% will drown in liquidity. et Ve ve combin e o ron” 81202
will get us nowhere. We are not accidental victims of difficult :::::;:;Th of sugar — the stuff of redwoods
times; these are the consequences of our actions. To friehd i flsand corn. Straw spun to gold, water
radical. To friend is a practice. To friend is to stay alive

Robin Wall Kimmerer

said that sometimes a fact alone is a poem. Just so,
the people of corn are embedded in a beaurifu)
poem, written in the language of chemistry. The

turned to wine, photosynthesis is the link
between the inorganic realm and the living
world, making the inanimate live, At the same
time it gives us oxygen, Plants give us food and
breath. Here is the second stanza, the same as
the first, but recited backward: Sugar combined
with oxygen in the beautiful membrane-bound
machinery of life called the mitc, uid
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Robin Wall Kimmerer

extraordinary abundance of wild rice harvested
by Native peoples; in just a few days, they could
fill their canoes with enough rice to last all year.
But the settlers were puzzled by the fact that, as
one of them wrote, ‘the savages stopped gather-
ing 1Ung before all the rice was harvested.” She
observed that ‘the rice harvest starts with a cer-
emony of thanksgiving and prayers for good
weather for the next four days. They will har-
vest dawn till dusk for the prescribed four days
and then stop, often leaving much rice to stand
unreaped. This rice, they say, is not for them but
for the Thunders. Nothing will compel them to
continue, therefore much goes to waste,” The
settlers took this as certain evidence of laziness
and lack of industry on the part of the heathens.

/)

People of Corn, People of Light

your breath is mine, It’s the great poem of give
and take, of reciprocity that animares the world,
Isn't that astory worth telling? Only when people
understand the symbiotic relationships that sus-
tain them can they become people of corn,
capable of gratitude and reciprocity. The very
facts of the world are a poem. Light is turned to
sugar. Salamanders find their way to ancestral
ponds following magnetic lines radiating from
the carth. The saliva of grazing buffalo causes the
grass to grow taller. Tobacco seeds germinate
when they smell smoke. Microbes in industrial
waste can destroy mercury. Aren't these stories
we should all know? Who is it who holds them?
In long- ago times, it was the elders who carried
them. In the twenty-first century, it is often sci-
entists who first hear them. The stories of buffalo
and salamanders belong to the land, but scientists

—

The Honorable Harvest

all day long they poled through the rice beds,

knocking the ripe seed into the canoe. ‘It didn't

take long to collect quite a bit,” he reported, ‘but
it's not very efficient. At least half of the rice just
falls in the water and they didn't seem to care.

It's wasted.” As a gesture of thanks to his hosts,
a traditional ricing family, he offered to design
a grain capture system that could be attached to
the gunwales of their canoes. He sketched it out
for them, showing how his technique could get
85 percent more rice, His hosts listened respect-
fully, then said, “Yes, we could get more that way.
But it's got to seed itself for next year. And what
we leave behind is not wasted. You know, we're
not the only ones who like rice. Do you think
the ducks would stop here if we took it all?’ Our
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Robin Wall Kimmerer

variations on a single word and I was feeling that
this was just way toe hard. The threads in my
brain knotted and the harder I tried, the tighter
they became. Pages blurred and my eyes settled
on a word — a verb, of course: ‘to be a Saturday.
Pfftt I threw down the book. Since when is Sarur-
daya verb? Everyone knows it's a noun. I grabbed
the dictionary and flipped more pages and all
kinds of things seemed to be verbs: ‘to be a hill,’
‘to be red,’ 'to be a long sandy stretch of beach,’
and then my finger rested on wiikwegamaa: ‘to be
abay’ ‘Ridiculous!’ I ranted in my head. “There is
no reason to make it so complicated, No wonder
no one speaks it. A cumbersome language,
impossible 1o learn, and more than thar, it’s all
wrong. A bay is most definitely a person, place,
or thing - a noun and not a verb. [ was ready to
give up. I'd learned a few words, done my duty
to the language that was taken from my grand-
father. Oh, the ghosts of the missionaries in the
boarding schools must have been rubbing their
hands in glee at my frustration. ‘She’s going to
surrender,’ they said.

And then I swear I heard the zap of synapses
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teachings tell us to never take more than haif,

Learning the Grammar of Animacy

firing. An electric current sizzled down my arm
and through my finger, and practically scorched
the page where that one word lay. In that moment
I could smell the water of the bay, watch it rock
against the shore and hear it sift onto the sand.
A bay is a noun only if water is dead. When
bay is a noun, it is defined by humans, trapped
between its shores and contained by the word.
But the verb wiikwegamaa — to be a bay - releases
the water from bondage and lets it live. “To be a
bay’ holds the wonder that, for this moment, the
living water has decided to shelter itself berween
these shores, conversing with cedar roots and a
flock of baby mergansers. Because it could do
otherwise — become a stream or an ocean or a
waterfall, and there are verbs for that, too. To be
a hill, to be a sandy beach, to be a Saturday, all

are possible verbs in a world where everything is

alive. Water, land, and even a day, the language
amirror for seeing the animacy of the world, the
life that pulses throngh all things, through pines
and nuthatches and mushrooms, This is the lan-
guage I hear in the woods; this is the language
that lets us speak of what wells up all around us.
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1: It was so dark outside two of my plants died. Some sort of
protest: they do not belong in pots nor in closed rooms some-
where in Germany. They are rooted in sunnier fields. They
couldn’t bear to just dream of being in the soil among and with
all other in-earth inhabitants for much longer—so, they did what
they had to do to get back in. Tough it isn’t in the South. Just

a German compost. It’s sad. I cry. I don’t cry because the plants
are done with their service of giving me joy, I cry because I
un.derstand them. Feeling guilty for having plants in captivity.
Wishing I could lay my body on some warm ground. .

2: Is it. ok to kill a fly? No, it is not. Everybody agrees to a
mosquito genocide. Why—because the mosquitos bother you?
Because they hurt you? Cause you harm? Then what about a
'systen'l causing harm? Destroying life, producing cancer, poison
}nfertlle soil, death, famine, war, depression, anxiety, stl,ress :
insomnia—how about destroying that system? Trees, plants’
afld grass, animals with and without vertebrae, fungi, bacteria
viruses of all kinds and yes: mosquitos!-and our dependencies,
on them are real, whereas the dependency on central banks

and consorts is a well-indoctrinated illusion.

14

i\n ovohs

o seta W Y pordortat
o petamed TR

RO Ao deotre
N o dat

\ LAQ-MM‘!
do i K do elisbasd
M. Gaaiis o /
diors  Cppn trreiornn

L M.'L\.x T

Ve Laas
_ _Y}'ﬁ%d-f‘deﬁu OQw co(Ltive M:.:’f j:g::;\,afu

boef-fal
wtain ol we e T st e

tening to each gther became 8

hanging our pedagog!
y ways: we understood that
imposing our opinions and Loudly insisting on them |ts 3
not the bestway to persuade someone, The Zapatista
strategy admirably demonstrates how the :om_sis_ o
istening can be use :
l:‘i;ffir:eng;z positions, im order to raack! a paltn.cula{ g:rslal.
in a particular situation, place and time, while clea Ly
understanding that this "yes" does not mean sa\,ln:g
“no” to other opinions and self-dzt_’.mluons of eac 2
participant in the process. In our times, when n:lllen'h‘w,l
politics often disrupt possibilities of collaboration, to
|earn this lesson Was fundamental

Y FAR

M, T RUN, %= WE ARE GOING VERY
WENE \R‘E;lt canwe learn from Indigenous peoples
COSMOEOMY, their vision of medicine and agnLulture,_ 3
and their understanding of the role of the human being?

|nwhich other ways can we think of the synthesis

L i tradition? As Russians, we come
of art_ sCience and { R

ety that has been urTery o
from a society et

front. This politics of lis
key experience for us, ¢
artistic practices in man

o, as we must Learn to oy

odernization’ imposed in t

Letely destroying traditional

(in comparisan to ‘developing
ndards of education. medicing
teed to all citizens.

mod

countries) fairly high 513

ere guaran

roject of the state completely
almost

and social support W
The maodernization p

farward in this way,
natural world being
are erased in every re
one begins to really u

ly the presence of absence 0 € o
. in the possibility ©

destroyed, and the ethic

dona,
gard? Atthe Selva Locandonc
nderstand that life s not defined
f basic comforts, if such
f mutual

the issue of the need ta ]
ation beyond accelerationism,

h and slowing down-

a strategy for regener
towards degrowt

g Voutnd

you do it in the ¢
or not making yr
you have a poetic
like a suit of read

yet it is not lonely,
the ground of imagination is fearlessness
discourse is video tape of a movie of a shadow play
but the puppets are in yr hand
your counters in a multidimensional chess
which is divination
& strategy
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your firmament s
the shape of the

che war that marters is the war against the imagination
all other wars are subsumed in it. A woman’s life /
the ultimate Famine is the starvation Dig it
of the imagination

There is no way
it is death to be sure, but the undead the war is the w
seck to inhabit someone ¢lse’s world you can't sign uj
the war of the w
it is a war for th

a vale of soul-m

the ultimate claustrophobia is the syllogism
the ultimate claustrophobia is “it all adds up™
nothing adds up & nothing stands in for
anything else

THE ONLY WAR THAT MATTERS 1S

the taste in all o
and it s bitter a

THE WAR AGAINST
THE IMAGINATION
THE ONLY WAR THAT MATTERS I3 THE WAR AGAINST
THE IMAGINATION
THE WAR AGAINST
THE IMAGINATION

bring yr self ho:
the guy at the g
THE ONLY WAR THAT MATTERS IS

the war is the v
and no one can
ALL OTHER WARS ARE SUBSUMED IN IT

The imaginatio
it is not only fic
men die everyd
it is vast & eleg

There is no way out of the spiritual bartle
There is no way you can avoid waking sides
There is no way you can not have a poetics

no matter what you do: plumber, baker, teacher
intellectus mear

it is not discow

the inner sun

the polis is con
the fire is cents
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