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This experimental lexicon is by the participants of Open! Coop Academy’s 
study group Topologies of Touch. The study group – part of DAI Roaming 
Academy 2017–2018 – focused on touch and feel, the tactile and haptic, from 
philosophical and political standpoints and within cultural, artistic and social 
practices. Here you find a video summary of the public presentations of the 
study group in Athens in June 2018.

Our exploration of the body and touch in relation to politics, saw us turn to Erin Manning’s 
Politics of Touch: Sense, Movement, Sovereignty (2006) provoking a series of questions: 
How can we trace the ways in which touch informs and reforms the body in concepts such 
as violence, gender, race, sexuality, democracy and identity? How do sensing bodies run 
up against existing political structures? Can we resist paralyzing body-politics and 
cultivate ‘gestures’ of resistance?

Another substantive point of focus was hapticality in terms of ‘the capacity to feel through 
others’, proposed by Stefano Harney and Fred Moten in The Undercommons: Fugitive 
Planning & Black Study (2013). As they write, it is ‘a way of feeling through others, a feel 
for feeling others feeling you. This is modernity’s insurgent feel, its inherited caress, its 
skin talk, tongue touch, breath speech, hand laugh. This is the feel that no individual can 
stand, and no state abide. This is the feel we might call hapticality’. 1

The image-text lexicon ‘Topologies of Touch’ includes entries that arise from the 
participants’ divergent individual practices, experiences and engagements in relation to 
the study group’s overarching topics. The various contributions conflict and coincide; they 
converge and touch each other. Hypatia Vourloumis’ text Ten Theses on Touch, or, Writing 
Touch has been another source of inspiration: ‘To write on touch is to recognize that one is 
touching and being touched.’ 2 This could also be applied to your reading of this lexicon, 
bringing into being a tactile constellation or topology of connected bodies.

Access

Marianna Maruyama
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Marianna Maruyama, Access, 2017, drawing

I’m going to use my hands to pat down the clothed areas of your body. Stand with your 
legs apart. I’ll use the backs of my hands on the sensitive areas, the buttocks and the 
zipper line. I’ll use two fingers to clear your collar and your waistline.

Not a request, but an announcement of impending contact, and an imperative.

Wherever we are on the (assembly) line, 3 whether we are crossing a national border, 
trapped within an algorithmic logic, waiting at the gates of an institution, or exiting the 
‘social’ factory, we are touched by others. With their scripted language they make distance 
from the bodies they touch; they refuse even to speak the names given to certain body 
parts. The body search, or pat down, is a procedure that inherently accuses in its demand 
for access. It is a predetermination of guilt, and a violent act directed against the body that 
finds success in incrimination. Stefano Harney writes about the immediate access 
demanded by a state form within logistical capitalism: ‘It does not call you out and by 
doing so make you a citizen. It just demands to see your ID, if it demands anything before 
it demonstrates access to your life with its violence.’ 4 This protocol for touching other 
bodies generates an uneven power relationship between the person touching and the one 
being touched, carried out under the rhetoric of safety and security.

Clap

Ines Marita Schärer
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a car
clap
a couth
clack
a child
someone singing

a mouth
laugh-
sing-
lips
skin
a woman’s whispering

a door
fingers
face
a figure
a bus’
hums
a fan’s circling

a table’s
tap
sigh
noise
cups
clap
a step
a phone’s ringing

a dog
chair’s
jar
tick
sigh
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punch
a man’s scenting

a wind
smack
scratch
skin’s
cold
calm
deep breathing

one moment!

I put a hand on my face
clap on my cheek
clap on it

Contingent

Jasmin Schädler

Con-tingent.
Com-tangere.
Together-touch.
I am dependent on your touch.
Without your touch I am uncertain to happen.
Your touch is without cause.
Sensing your touch without logical need.
Contingent.
Touch Together.
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Cyborg Collective (The Temptation of Touch 1)

Florian Göttke

The Borg Queen appears. Star Trek: First Contact, 1996, director: Jonathan 
Frakes.

The cyborg represents one of the promises of cybernetics: the merging of human bodies 
and human consciousness with the machine. This vision promises connectivity, efficiency, 
and the prospect of eternal life when possible to upload human consciousness into the 
computer. The Star Trek series gave us a glimpse of where this development could lead, 
when the ‘Borg’ appear in the second season. The Borg is a collective being, a human-
machine assemblage that forcibly incorporates human and alien individuals into the 
collective. The goal of the Borg is the advancement of human- and alien-kind through the 
optimal use of individual knowledge and the erasure of conflict through absolute 
connectivity and transparency – the ultimate, intimate and deepest touch.

The Star Trek movie First Contact from 1996 introduces a new figure at the centre of the 
collective: the Borg Queen. The Borg Queen embodies the sensual aspects of the 
collective: the collective as an erotic merging of flesh and machine: the overflowing 
consciousness of sensations, emotions and intellect. While the Borg Queen retains her 
individuality and steers the collective hive with her superior consciousness, the other – 
formerly individual – elements of the Borg are reduced to soulless operating drones, 
expendable for the greater good. The consequence of absolute cybernetic touch, it seems, 
is the loss of individuality and freedom. The promise of the cyborg is turned into a 
dystopian vision.

Diagnosis

Marianna Maruyama
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Marianna Maruyama, GG and Five Fingers, 2016, performance, parking lot on 
Marnixstraat, Amsterdam. Photo: Go Eun Im

Let me know how you feel. If something hurts, please don’t hesitate to tell me. How is the 
pressure?

The mind is in the fingertips. Searching the body for tender areas, tension, weak spots, the 
manual therapist is at once diagnosing an imbalance and treating it. Searching the body 
with fingertips and palms that think, the therapist feels closely for messages hidden within 
the tissue, wrapped in layers of protection, and overlooked for years. A way of seeing: the 
Japanese therapy anma, predecessor of shiatsu, was traditionally only practised by the 
blind. The hands-first diagnosis is made through touch, and the diagnosis is also the 
treatment. 5 The encrypted messages of the body beg to be decoded; they manifest 
themselves in pain, fatigue and illness. The receptive and attentive therapist, a person 
fluent in the language of the body, offers the treatment.

Disembodiment

Ines Schärer
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I remain silent. I know the door is open. I hear it. Whatever is moving inside the chamber, it 
moves slowly, and soundlessly. I try to open my eyes, to see. To see it. The lids are already 
open, the eyeballs are moving nervously. I see but I do not see. I’m intimidated by the 
density of the black. I almost can feel it, I almost can touch it. No. It catches me, holds me, 
holds me tight. It doesn’t let me move. I cannot see my arms, I cannot see my feet, I cannot 
see my legs. It pushes me, pulls me, scratches me. No, it lies silently on my shoulders, on 
my head, on my hair, covers me like a blanket, a soft cloth of black velvet. I notice the 
friction of the soft cloth on my skin, on my hair. It nestles around me, caresses me, 
whispers to me. I gratefully reach out my hands towards the blackness, without seeing 
them. I push it softly with my thumb, I form with my fingers as if it was potter’s clay. I dig a 
hole, try to make it bigger and bigger. I push with my palms, push it back. Here I am. I 
reclaim this position. Here I am. I say doubtfully. Do not take me over. Do not swallow me, 
I’m begging. But it laughs scornfully. It punches me and lets me sway. It solidifies itself 
just to make fun of me. It is rotating around me, driving faster and faster. I’m caught in the 
eye, in the centre. I feel dizzy. I’m worried about hard objects, I do not see, sharp edges 
that are moving closer and closer. I reach out my arms, my arms, without knowing how far 
they reach, lost in the darkness. I cannot distinguish anymore, what’s out there, my arms 
are out there, out there. I’m in the darkness. I’m darkness. I’m the darkness.

I hear a noise. We hear a noise. It stops moving. We both jerk, remain silent to listen. It is 
just the wood of the chamber’s wall groaning and moaning. I feel relieved. Here I am. Back 
in the chamber, back in this chamber. For a very short moment, it’s permeability is 
revealed. Darkness, darkness, I’m laughing about you. About me? About me, here, now.

The whispering of the wall is fading away, is gone. It throws the black velvet over me. 
Again!

Encounter

Aldo Ramos
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