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                            Delicate Fabric Empiricism

~    ~     ~        ~       ~            ~                ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~          ~ ~             ~ ~ ~         ~ 


                                                 And sew it, begins. 


Quilted consciousness, an ancient heirloom. A smell, a memory, a taste. A story, recycled. Terroir-place,ingredients,sounds, senses, flavors, of memory, of people, of place, of words. She will find the poetry of her threads.  Here is the exploration of her feminine myth, the gathering of the pieces and the threading of her stories. For the course of one month, she will be guided to the folklore of her fabrics, to the tradition of her threads, to the ancestry of her passions, hand sewing a quilt along the way. She will be practicing how to be in direct perception with the wild nature in her. She will piece her story, and lay in it to dream.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

 In finding the use of my hands through delicate empiricism:


I am a Maiden, in a time of question, looking for my native home. I believe that all of my passion is intimately tied to a feminine displacement, much greater than my own. How a woman uses her hands, is how she is defined. I am yearning to find my hands, my village and my home.  How do I walk in right relationship with my heart, a heart that is in my body alone? How will my heart guide me to what I already know? 


Somewhere deep in the heart chambers is a memory that can show me the place for my hands. This is my starting point, this is where I bust out. I have completely overflown into the world searching, dancing, winding my way into my feminine knowing. 


My search has caught me in many little crevices. “Will the answer be in here?” I ask.  As though my hands are  small seeds that have traveled to lands vast and unknown, I have to find the niche that supports them. This has left me confused, thirsty, longing,lost,found, lost again and the list goes and goes.


 Along my way I have collected many “pieces”  or “fabrics” of wisdom, ways of knowing, tools, all related to my search for my womanhood.

“Why are you never alone with me

       Deep woman, deeper than the abyss

                       to which the sources of the past are attached?

                  the more I approach you, the more you sink

Into the ravine of preexistences”

                   Yvan Goll

                                                        Multiple femme  (Bachelard 55)


I have a responsibility to attach all of my fabrics. I have a responsibility to create unity. To stay safe and warm, and to have busy hands, I have a responsibility.  But mostly, I have a responsibility  to keep my “fabrics” from flying further away. So I begin my quilt journey.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~











Folkloric Context:


Traditionally, a quilt  represents a marriage ,a rite of passage, or just to keep warmth in. Quilts were, and are, made by communities of women for a special recipient in “quilting circles”. Many of these women would gather around the table and talk story, in, and keep the hands busy while their husbands were, out. In quilting lore, there is a language of patterns that distinguishes regional styles and cultural traditions.  Nonlinear lines, breaking of patterns, and “humility blocks” are motifs that are seen across cultural quilting traditions. These little pieces mark the imperfections in life, the personality. They keep evil spirits away, and they make each quilt unique. To me, these little pieces hold a secret language far greater than the quilt itself. Why not make something perfect? What is the reverence for imperfection? I began to make a quilt for this project with some fabrics that my auntie sent me, and some pieces that I have found along my travels. However I realized quickly that it was not the quilt I was set on creating, but it was the lore surrounding it, what is my humility block, what are the fabrics of the heart?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

               
Receiving Fabrics in Direct Perception of The Heart:


Fabrics, what are they? Cotton, silk, and everywhere in between. My perception of fabrics has blossomed into a lot of ideas,a lot of places, smells and memories. A quilt to me is not so much about the act of making it, it’s in the act of laying in and observing it.


 My passion towards fabric is both literal and metaphorical. I literally have so many fabrics that I love. Most of these fabrics are from my mother and my grandmother. Most of them are very soft and have little stitches in them that are very unique. They are warm and smell really good. They have come from all of the world and hold meaning that is significant. Mostly, the fabrics that I love the most awaken a sense memory from my past and all I want to do is wrap myself within it.


The way that fabric revealed itself to me in conversation with my heart was full of symbolic density. Fabric to me became something much greater than fiber. Fabric became all of my life. My passion was no longer about quilting, it was about fabric. 

   “What am I doing leaving the phenomenon in order to explain it?” -(Holdredge )

                         So, I left my quilt and entered into the fabric. 

As the needle penetrates the fabric, as the pen inks the page, as the warp kisses the weft, The worlds meet as one.

me got lots of stories, lots of patterns, lots of fabrics,

me hold numbersome fabrics in my closet, on my bed, in my life.

me touch them in moments of inspiration, Like when me hear a distant fiddle, or when me smell a breeze of goat.

 

me hold fabrics of color, of sun, of intricate stories,

of elaborate fairytales,

of crumbling brick,

of fishing towns. Of the distant kitchen in my minds eye that I wish to cook in.

The thread that is my reverie, holds together all of the meaning made memories that are of my fabrics. So many fabrics.

(IM SAD)

I am a displaced warrior of a heritage that is lost somewhere in the word JEW, where the fabric is held in the old story of three.

Story department stories.

(I REMEMBER)

In an effort towards belonging, I will weave.

I will weave the shit out of synthetic fibers, made into a repetitive pattern in a cosmic culture of so much fabric.

Fabric is not fabric.

Fabric is animal,vegetable,mineral- it cycles.

through hands.

FABRIC, in its glory, in its truth is what sets us apart and brings us together.

all civilization uses fiber, fabric, to survive.

all survival is in the fabric.

We are hand made, only.

We have handmade a culture that endures, in its fabric.

To claim a place as ones native home, one must have an intimate understanding of its fabric.

To be a mother, a digger, a harvester, a sower, a crafter

me must seek the source.

(what is source?)

the source might be the music, or the holding of babies, or the food, or the wet, or the dry…

the source is the way

the wet, the raw, the blood, the sweat, the fibers, the grit, the earth, the dirt, the sewn materials, of comfort.

The Patterns in Nature : The Fabric

(Sunshine folklore)

cultured fibers

~                                 ~                                        ~                                    ~                           ~




  Nana I ke kumu- “Look to the source” 


“When, all alone and dreaming on rather at length, we go far from the present to relive the times of the first life, several child faces come to meet us.” (Bachelard 99)


I went to my auntie on the garden island, Kauai. This is the fabric that I could focus on. It is my source. Kauai is where my dream landscape is, I always dream about this place. I spent a lot of time on this Island when I was a child and it was time for me to come back. My heart brought me here. I always tell stories and have memories that live here. 

“If we want to approach a living perception (Anschauung) of nature, we must become as mobile and flexible as nature herself. (Goethe, 1807)” - (Holdredge)

“Solitude,my mother,tell me my life again” - O.V. de Milosz  (Bachelard 99)

Plumeria.

My quilt is not made of real fabric, no. My quilt is made out of so much more than that.

My quilt is made out of place, out of my

olefactory senses.

My quilt is a representation of my 21st year, being realized on a day by day spirit journey to the Island in the middle of the ocean, that I have so many fond memories of,

Plumeria.

Childhood.

Kauai, is the landscape of my dreams. For years, this place has been my home. I have always tasted the papaya.

Where the dirt is red, where the rain is hard, where I have no plan.

IAM.

plumeria.

Pass the aloha, humid, rainy, wet, sun, skin

PLUMERIA.

don’t forget to breathe, don’t be afraid

to be alone. Don’t be afraid.

sweet nectar, plumeria.

Hawaii.

MANA/MAMA

Today I spent the day with Linda, mama, my grandma.

She has something up her 72-year-old sleeve, I trust.

I am not afraid.

I am alone.

~~~~~~~~~~~~                           ~                              ~               ~~~~                ~~~





 What  Plumeria feels like to me

“Through the weaving interplay of focused observation and open awareness you come to know the phenomena” (Holdredge)


I smell the plumeria and the papaya, wafting in through the dusty screens from the hot window square. Those little holes that syphen in the air from the outside world. All is alive, here on Kauai. My skin is bitten and kissed by the hot fire ball of the sun, I am tattooed by that big star. 


Sticky is my face, theres a layer of aloe vera and sweat and when I squint everything is moving. I feel liquified, I feel fresh and I smell like sweaty, papaya/ grapefruit, banana cream, Oozing from all of my openings, Like a window screen.


I see from my papaya seed eyes, into the water fallen mountains, In to being here now & I ponder my pieces as I weed in the pineapples, and water them, and get poked by their pokeys. On my soft, young skin. The nursery is outside, with orchids by the monkey pods and I sit there and settle in. Not sure, where I am settling.


I am in it so hard that I don’t know how this relates to the quilt other than I am in the most important fabric I know. I am an absolute, thread. Observing a way, observing a part of myself that begs, like the gecco on the wall (silence and voice.) Stella the dog has gotten so plump from all of the avocados. Nothing has changed around here much, except me (and stella). And I am reminded of the old ways. The old story that is being silent, and being still. The old story that lives in my mortal body, looking for my village,means taking care of the inside qualities in which, I own. I can’t help but owning and looking out my papaya eyes. The essential oils that smell the best are in Mama Linda’s bathroom, the ornate persian rugs on the ground, the orchids and the noticing of the ART that is EVERYWHERE, and all around. In circles of wisdom and compassion, there are crystals and books and surfing and mind expanding experiments, art, acid tests and opening, and opening, and thriving and fun, cause its all we can do today. All I can do today is sit down, move around, pick the grapefruit from the top of the tree, imagine making love to a mango tree, to the mountain, to the waterfall, to my story. My unfolding story of following the pumping heart organ, that rings sounds off the hill. Someday, when I have a village to provide for… I will have so many seeds. So many beads, for now I must seek the village, seek the story, seek the grandma and the patience here where the heart beacons.


 Plumeria

             and embracing life

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                  ~    ~       ~         ~                                ~                      ~           






  Mana 

“The plant begins to reveal itself as a process, when we begin observing we have many seperate images, and we have to overcome separateness to begin seeing the plant as the living creature it is.” (Holdredge)


Mana is a concept in Hawaii and the Pacific Islands that means spiritual energy and life force. In Hawaii, Mana is a spiritual energy and healing force that exists in all that you do. In people, Mana is manifested if you have Pono (balance) in your actions. Hawaiians believe that there is a balance between creation and destruction and the way in which one can achieve this is to cultivate balance within oneself. Mana, mostly is in the land. Its in the phenomena and the intense energy around us. There is balance in confusion.

When you are alone, with your thoughts.

with yourself,

with your energy,

will you be free?

 When you are alone, in paradise, that is where you are, Is that okay with you? When I am not focusing on something that resonates in my heart, I am constantly seeking and figuring the next move. There are a lot of things that we do in this life that we don’t want to do…so get used to yourself, in all of your nooks and crannies. There are an infinite amount of people who are going to tell you what to do and how, and your not going to be able to run away, no matter how far you go. So embrace the spirits that they hold, and figure where you ought to be, right now, what does it feel like to dream of a future in the moment? Howling with crickets, stars and warm air?You made it princess, sugar babe. And it is always the same when you go back. You are just the one who will change is all. And no matter how far you go away from your original plan,your initial story of yourself, or your community, or your dream landscape, you will always pick up exactly where you left off, if its worth it anyway. So trust the struggle, trust that there is a reason that this story is being played in the way it is. Trust yourself to be wild and free, uninhibited by any thought of a thought of what people think of you, because it is not even close to being as real as the air and the dirt and the plants. And all of your confusion about where to be, where to go, and when, is based on the fact that there are so many beautiful places to be, people to meet, and things to do So, just do. Cause its all beautiful. Every road brings you right back to where you are. So enjoy the walk, open your eyes— in this very artful moment.



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


  






 Mama

“Whatever you can do or dream you can begin it, boldness has genius, power and magic in it”- Goethe, from my memory!

All the way from my brain center of my pulsing organ, that is my heart

My Smooth skin is sailing.

feels, tactile (Death. Birth)

I am in my first trimester. Birthing the harmony between needle and fabric (maiden and mother)

into being

I am to embark, set sail, cast off

cast  in

to my

Quilted Pregnancy.

Filled with Harmonic Fertility

My time is being tic tocked on my moon clock. Fabric.                             F A      B       r    i       C

 

BLANKET. Quilt. Inside of me

inside of me.

Traditionally,  the quilt is sewn to mark a right of passage.

(GURTH, BIRTH)

A marriage,

a motherhood

or all of the bible scriptures, old baseball jerseys , a coming of age

a passing

down of log cabin

patterns, and embroidered stories

I am vibrating,Pulsing the needle, with my juicy, swollen, ripe, innocent, beating, vibrating, dancing

Heart.

The pulsing heart needle drags the thread through the fabric

into being.

Needle:sperm, fabric:egg

a story is born

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Maidenhood, becoming a mother to myself, using my hands, in direct perception of nature. Planting the seeds in the dirt, the red dirt. Making a quilt, searching for my native home. 

                                                 ~~~MY HANDS’ POWER~~~~~~~~~


My hands brought me across the ocean to ponder all of these far reaching concepts in order to become better, to become more delicate and more strong. I learned to sew, I learned of my fabrics, I learned how to set them wild and free. I learned of my childhood story, and of my poetics. Deeper and deeper, ever deepening. I have united with the smells, the shapes, the knowings of my depths. I cannot even conclude the findings, since a quilt is something you will have forever. I have found a home in my hands for now, and I will continue searching. I trust my struggle, my energy, my findings, my sewings and my ideas to take me where I ought to be in direct perception with the heart. 

“Finding the fertile idea is at once a completion of a process, and the beginning of a new one” (Holdredge)






Bilbliography

Holdredge, Craig. "Doing Goethean Science." Nature Institute. (2005): n. page. Print.

Bachelard, Gaston. The Poetics of Reverie:Childhood, Language, and the Cosmos. France: Beacon Press, 1971. 55, 99,96. Print.

