


nical mordents; we’re wearing the spun-out elements

of the teeming surface we’ve endangered. C.lothed,
e’re shuttle-like. Even a city is woven “tlth our
ransactions. A loom is the fundamental unit of ar-
shitecture and economics.

As etymologists we’ll venture this: form is amateur of'
Etruscan. The Etruscan language had no precedents
or antecedents. It was not Indo-European. Tt some.
times borrowed and loaned concepts and their wordai
but did not develop from or toward any neighbouring
or even distant language. There is a theory that
Etruscan was a secret ceremonial language construct-
ed on inversions. The Etruscan word “form” is th
Greek morphe loosely spelled backwards. The Et
cans borrowed it, inverted it, then handed down
word to Latin.

Aristotle says that when we think of the physical world,
we must structure our thought in terms of ele.me:nts
and causes. We imagine that these terms are s@ar
to the fixed warp and the mobile weft. A pause is be-
tween an element and a cause. There is a physws,of
garments. When we say that form is amateur, we’re
suggesting that form is unlimited and undetermined.
The extreme variousness of the history of garments
* ggests this is so. It is possible that our habits and
;"H oughts—in proliferating combination with t.he
earthly elements and accompanied by our spatial
ense of interiority and exteriority—will produce a
ment that belongs to no institution.

Marks and traces of construction are often hidden o
the insides of garments. Snags and darts and sear
and threads latently cluster: untidy, like sentimen
Every seamstress will want to finger the inner expre:
sions of seams. As she inverts the garment with a li

thrill, seeking its formal secrets, its hidden linings,
its instructions for care, every fetishist will recognize

e Jacq“?rd'woven e '%5 ere folded, there skirted, occasionally veiled, be-

tween garland and garnish, unutterable mysteries va-
riegate a vocabulary of form. We must be dressed to
e able to think. Spirit is what flutters the cloth.

One meaning of form is “the resting place of a hare.
Surely a hare doesn’t stop for long. Form only
pauses. Well, the earth is not different than orna-
ment. Using the medium of our bodies, we dress in its
fibrous elements and mix them around. The web, the
fleece, the skin, the stem, the gauze, the seed fluffg
the petal and leaf tinctures fixed by mineral and che-

With attentive passiveness, hooked and buttont.:d to-
ether, tucked-in, fluffed, smoothed, with strictest
iloring, impeccably darned, ritually torn, privately




unfolded with widest vibrating frock-skirts, from e
skimpy shade of a flaring collar, in hidden, slippery
floral negligee, beneath unimpeachably brushed fe t
hat-brim, brushed counterclockwise against incle-
ment weather, flung errantly, upward-gathered pro-
tectively, tightly, caressingly, accompanied by the
scent of wet wool, with brittle flaking trail of ancient
taffeta, and sprung and blurry knife-pleats, dangli
sullied cuffs, puckered redundancies, bursting elboy
darts and clumsily altered waist-seam, proportiona e
ancientness, profligate thinness, hastily re-pinned
hem, and newest possible recombination of superla-
tive lost gestures, with tactile eagerness and tacit
lustrious hope we wonder about form. Maybe it
shivers. Or outwardly it glitters and gleams. So say
the etymologists. |

From fold to seam (where the fold is the opposite of
the seam), from whole cloth to the cut, from weave
to knot, the history of the structure of garments has
moulded all the human gaits and ways of moving
across cities and rooms. Our slightest gesture is in-
flected by the forms of the clothing we wear. Pe 4
sonally, we prefer the older garments to the tyranny
of the new. We prefer to be caught unawares by the
flicker of our ancestors’ gestures inhabiting our
own. In this way, the garment frees us from tire-
some autonomy. :

Our bed with its sheets and blankets is also dressed,
and the daintiest dish of the luncheon board or the
merest sandwich wears its diminutive invitation.
Trimming is an ancient sport. To dress and trim has
been our entertainment. How do we know how to do
it? Someone learned from someone—a desire, then
a gesture transcended a life, reached toward ano-
ther’s, and then it happened again. The invitation
flits, impalpable, from hand to hand, from will to
will, pausing now and then among the materials to
temporarily alter the forms of appearing. Its ghost
is a texture. We say of a textile that it has a hand.
When the garment falls to the floor, how does the
hand later know how to fold it? How do you fold a
garment you love, a garment you have made love in,
a garment mended by a stranger, a garment inheri-
ted with difficult emotional complicity, and what
sort of garment do you leave on the floor?

On the frieze adorning the front of the Athenian
Acropolis, two female figures—one divine, one
human—together fold a large cloth. What is that tex-
tile suspended from their four hands? A sail, a robe,
a blanket, a curtain, a dance floor, a city. A house
Or a city is just a library of cloth. We need protective
closets for our outfits, and for the ones we’ve inher-
ited, and also for the ones we retrieve from the city’s
refuse heaps and the stores and warehouses of the
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The relationship of form to image is this: not every'f
form is an image, yet each image selects from, enacts’
and reconfigures a history of form. Form is labile;:
always becoming other, slipping away, as in the®
ancient Ovidian accounts of changing. The image "
frames this lability, gathers and arranges its traces
in order to transmit immaterial experience to the fu-
ture, to the lover, to whatever must be transformed. !
The transmission will not be smooth or constant.”
Long fallow times in the image-life may arise. We .
think that any image, any outfit, is an autobiography "
of form.

Arena, ceremony, form, family, market, military,"
person, satellite: these are words of Etruscan origin. =

We
just
love
etymology,
in
a
decorative

way.



