Our story – Our making
[bookmark: _GoBack]I enter the park, cycling, breathing in the cold fresh air. I’m not going anywhere to meet anyone in particular. I reach the end of the park route, where I do my usual ritual of stopping for a moment and taking it all in, my gaze meeting the shifting clouds and deep blue sky. There’s frosty grass that I long to crunch under my feet, but to my disappointment make no such sound. On route home I take a detour, catching sight of some huge fungi. I stop to go take a closer look. 
A tree stump. A Large fungus grows from the rot. A tiny green sprout makes me smile. New things appear to emerge from death, where is the end and the beginning? My eyes move to the surface of the stump where fungi’s life pathways have left their marks of visibility, the textures and patterns engage me. I move along and note a large stack of wood behind me, where I begin to feel this whole finding is one of synchronicity, a calling to engage materially for my project at Uni. My glove sticks to the frosty sheet of dusted ice covering the wood. Wool, ice, wood. I feel called to do my making here, by listening, following and embodied relating.  
Another day. I return to the wood. Today is not icy. I explore further than I had originally, going deeper into the pile of wood and recognising the living diversity. I recognise again a fear, what if I touch this unknown material, what if it does something to me? To smell it closely, to be in direct contact as material bodies... on a level beyond conceptualisation I seem to already know and live my Porosity. Fear and surprise arise simultaneously as I reach for a wooden piece that is soft where I expect solidity, it is wood but it no longer holds the image of what wood means to me. Is it wood? It holds a memory of my fingerprints as I handle it, allowing me to shape what once could never have been shaped by these hands alone. I hold it gently, still uncertain, it has broken something inside of me of what I had portrayed to be a tree. It has broken the idea of a fixed solid entity, quite literally, as I hold this soft watery wooden body in my hands. It also begins to break down the idea of death as absolute. I see this tree, chopped down, dead apparently, yet transforming, bringing forth life in other forms… not by itself, no, but through its material relationships as Life. The fungi, lichen, rain, air, human, animal, insect relations. 
I think, for my project, I have to make something. The idea doesn’t sit well in my belly. I don’t want to manipulate it into some thing, as if it’s not some thing already. I don’t want to take the concept of making as something I do separately… as if it’s not making in our constant state of becoming and transforming. As if me being here is not already part of the making by this very interaction of moving, breathing, touching, being. Our interaction is the process, is the making, always here already. It will change and in turn we will be changed too. 
This is our story, this is our making.
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