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Memory is a map, a record of
a_journey. Ir is the scratches,
the record of tooling the surface
of glass, that can be seen when
the gl cools. Sometimes this
perfect memory resides at an
almost  vanishing peint, but
sometimes, given the right
conditions— even ordinary
sunlight, that hits the glass at
a particular angle— it gleams.







h larger glass, then
slowly dripping water until all
the absinthe in the small glass
has been displaced and has
overflowed into the larger glass.
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B cool.
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Migror neurons fire when we just warch -another

person domg aask, as if we were doing the task
. ousselves. The border beotween the self 3'3% the ‘other’

" dissolves and the only thing separating {us from «others is

our own skin: These itrors are essentialiin development
of empathy, self determination and ‘a teflection of our
scnsmﬂ experiences’ om;o our own anticipated dations.






















\h:umx\ has Deen here
forever. It’'s been here all chis
while, on my skin.\1 have
settled m, msnde it M)r skm is




