The history of life unfolds not simply as survival, but as an endless experimentation in form,
movement and consciousness. Before language, before vision, before memory and identity,
there was motion: the involuntary contraction of primitive bodies learning, for the first time,
to resist stillness. Evolution began not with thought, but with the refusal to remain inert. Long
before creatures possessed eyes to perceive the world, they possessed pulses that allowed
them to answer it.

Somewhere in the immense silence of prehistory, gelatinous multicellular organisms
developed networks of nerves capable of coordinating tiny contractions. What had once been
random twitching became directed propulsion. Matter discovered rhythm. A body became
something more than a collection of tissues; it became an event unfolding through time. The
first nervous systems did not emerge to think in the abstract, but to choreograph movement
against the indifference of the sea.

And perhaps consciousness itself began there: not as reflection, but as orientation. The earliest
intelligence may have been nothing more than the capacity to move toward what sustains and
away from what destroys. A primitive geometry of desire and fear. Life discovered direction
before it discovered meaning.

Half a billion years ago, during the Cambrian explosion, the world accelerated into
unprecedented complexity. Creatures began to see one another. Eyes emerged. Predators
hunted. Prey fled. The ocean transformed into a theater of pursuit and escape, perception and
deception. Evolution ceased to be solely adaptation to the environment; it became adaptation
to other minds. Every improvement in sight demanded a corresponding improvement in
camouflage. Every advance in speed demanded greater cunning. Nervous systems entered
into an escalating dialogue of sensation and response, an arms race conducted not through
weapons, but through perception itself.

Yet from the immense diversity of forms produced during this period, complex intelligence
emerged only a few times. Evolution approached the problem of mind cautiously, almost
reluctantly. Among countless body plans, only vertebrates and cephalopods developed
nervous systems of extraordinary sophistication. These intelligences evolved, but they did so
separately.

The vertebrate body centralized itself. The cephalopod chose another path entirely.

Cephalopods are organized like weather. Its intelligence is dispersed, distributed across
multiple autonomous systems. It does not merely inhabit space; it continuously reinvents its
relation to space.

To encounter an octopus is to encounter an alternative philosophy of being.

For vertebrates, identity often appears inseparable from permanence. We imagine the self as
something continuous, unified and internally coherent. But the octopus reveals another
possibility: intelligence without centralization, consciousness without rigid identity,
embodiment without fixed form. Its nervous system extends beyond the brain and into the
body so thoroughly that the distinction between thought and movement begins to collapse. In
such a being, action is not simply commanded by intelligence; action itself becomes
intelligence.



Perhaps this is why cephalopods fascinate us so deeply. They are reminders that evolution did
not produce one inevitable model of consciousness. The octopus stands before us as evidence
that thought can take forms radically unlike our own. Its intelligence feels alien because it was
shaped by another order of life altogether.

Dance may be among the highest expressions of human bodily consciousness precisely
because it destabilizes the hierarchy vertebrates typically impose upon themselves. In
ordinary life, movement is subordinated to utility. The body is expected to obey intention
efficiently and transparently. But dance interrupts this economy. It liberates movement from
immediate function and allows the body to exist as pure medium, pure articulation, pure
possibility.

In dance, the separation between mind and body weakens. Repetition, rhythm and velocity
overload the conscious mechanisms responsible for deliberate action until the body begins to
move through another register of intelligence. The body remembers sequences the conscious
mind can no longer actively calculate. Physical memory emerges as a form of distributed
cognition, a subterranean intelligence stored within muscle, balance, breath and repetition.

To access this physical intelligence is, in a distant sense, to approach what philosopher Peter
Godfrey-Smith describes as the “other minds”™ of cephalopods. Revealing forms of cognition
that exceed centralized rational control. They remind us that intelligence is not confined to
abstract thought. It can exist as rhythm, reflex, improvisation and sensation.

The dancing body I am interested in is not treated as a disciplined object striving toward
perfection, but as an organism entering states of transformation. My interest is not the body as
stable identity, but the body as continuous rehearsal — unfinished, permeable, constantly
becoming.

On my video Lightning Dance (2019); sweat, rain, exhaustion and rhythm dissolve the
borders separating the inside and outside. Reminding us perhaps that inner body fluid is an
electrical conductor that functions for the body in similar ways to the synapses of the brain —
creating new pathways and communication highways redefining sentience. Working on steps
is just one part of the endeavor to synchronize and compose the self within a state of greater
liquidity.

The dancing body becomes conductive, electrical. Not unlike synapses exchanging signals
across microscopic gaps, bodies exchange energy with landscapes, music, with one another.
Identity ceases to appear self-contained. It becomes environmental, relational and fluid like
weather.

Traditional dance such as ballet, often emphasizes extremities — hands, feet, lines,
boundaries — reinforcing the distinction between command and execution, thought and
expression. But in dancehall, something else emerges. Multidirectional and poly rythmical
movements of torso, hips, shoulders and limbs seem to describe an independent intelligence
of conscious authorship. Through ritual repetition, the body develops autonomous rhythms.
Movement no longer appears dictated by reflective intention, but generated from within the
body itself.

The dancer becomes less a subject controlling movement than a site through which movement
passes.



And perhaps this returns us to evolution’s oldest memory. Before there were centralized
selves narrating coherent identities, there were bodies responding directly to forces around
them. Pulsing. Contracting. Flowing. The cephalopod never fully abandoned this distributed
form of intelligence, while vertebrates largely enclosed themselves within centralized
consciousness. Yet dance suggests that fragments of this ancient kinetic sentience still
survive within us.

Maybe this is why movement can feel transcendent. Why rhythm can temporarily dissolve the
rigid architecture of the self. Why certain dances appear less like performances and more
like acts of biological remembrance.

Evolution built minds twice. Once through the rigid verticality of the vertebrate body, and
once through the fluid multiplicity of the cephalopod. But perhaps these paths were never
entirely separated. Perhaps somewhere beneath language and identity, beneath culture and
rationality, there remains a deeper inheritance: the memory that thought itself was born
from movement.

And every dance, in its own way, is an attempt to remember.



