


Also by Agnieszka Studziriska

Snow Calling (2010)
What Things Are (2014)
Branches of a House (2021)

&



Agnieszka Studziinska

Shearsman Books



First published in the United Kingdom in 2026 by
Shearsman Books Ltd
PO Box 4239
Swindon
SN3 9FN

Shearsman Books Ltd Registered Office
30-31 St. James Place, Mangotsfield, Bristol BS16 9]B
(this address not for correspondence)

www.shearsman.com

EU AUTHORISED REPRESENTATIVE:
Lightning Source France
1 Av. Johannes Gutenberg, 78310 Maurgpa
Email: compliance@lightnings fr




CONTENTS

Preface / 9

Knotting / 13

Introduction / 14

How in Shadowed Landscapes /£ \6
Living / 18
Heart / 1
Abstract / 2

ated Beside a Table / 31
irds and Fruit / 33
Ode to a Skylark / 34
Freshwater Fish / 35
Seamless / 37
Daughter / 38

Panorama / 39



II

Nocturne / 43
Ballet / 44
Particle Wave / 45
Transience / 46

Searching for Edges / 47
Dance Mimic / 48

Tango / 49
QOil on Canvas THC0052 / 50

Oil on Canvas THC0020 / 5
Oil on Canvas THC0042

Oil on Canvas THC003 5
Oil on Canvas TH%

I

abet /61
spility / 72
nh¥fitance / 73
ithg in the Dark / 75
Sonnet / 76
Contingency / 77
Afterword / 78

Notes & Acknowledgements | 80



Are things not complicated enough?
Derrida in Of Grammatology
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Preface

after Derrida

which is to say: it begins & is always beginning.
to ask: how to return as us? know that (in our
beginnings & supposed ends) we open a

future to disappearance, outside of our skin.

beyond the ghostly science of this speech &






we speak

of knot %
or kngts @
QA

sp=dRing in

knsyng.

—Fred Moten






Knotting

my tongue is knotting with mispronunciation
misunderstanding each sentence is a wishbone
delicately pulled in opposite directions language
a kind of knitting work unpicking the slips of air
& muscle & shut spaces that open an invit

to be quietly understood to be quietly fofowed

N\
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Introduction

from the outset the day begins with the weak blue of sky

turning its own etymology into something for us to break.

at the beginning there was more to uncover than previously

mentioned & what was considered authentic is p nlikely.

in an introduction to a book on pain, the a

we start with th cult practice of meaning

when meaning betrays what thinking considers.

our handshakes negotiate a kind of pleasure,

and handing over (here) a self to another.”
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the opening of a book commits us (not always carefully)

to the unforeseen reaction of tight-lipped narratives.

open-armed in their discussion of reading they

return to an arduous sentence & stay in its opulence.

&
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How in Shadowed Landscapes

i

possibility hangs between
one tree & a decade & the
surplus of a language falling

in its volume & veracity.

here is a sign & a system & E ;
a body swaying towards being \y

in these woods of vocabular

& entangled speech.

ii

our footstepsare bprints
filigrees of mothEcrongues
pressing deep on worn paths
our footsteps are signatures

to what we write with feet

on mossed ground & needled

waters full of gentle missing.
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iii

language dismisses the semantics
of making sense of nature as
swallows roost unseasonally &

love is rearranged in vaporous light.

iv

pinched strings of violin leaves

play to the ghost of a grandfather

who walks between these trees

whistles with the wind in N

v

in this layered
gorse, \
no longer seem
the trees (bigger than language)
notice our lungs & ancestry &

un-map us from a place in living.
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Living

after Derrida

I consider the proposition of /iving or more precisely attend to this
word. Parent this unsound skeletal frame. I say nothing new when
I tell you that a soul has weight. 21 grams (apparently). I say even
less when I speculate on history’s own human experiment. It has
all been said before. And like living it becomes breathless. I read

strange watchword.’ ] ask myself what it m&
yourself)? To live finally as if all ¢
somehow a beautiful blueprint

finish — or the wholeness this

red\Jds,something unformed like

the first markings ofla work or the first markings

living with Q%heart beats of language inside this body,

heartbeats of lives here. What will pass? What living must be
done before this Tinality, before we learn to love what makes us.
Before we learn. What of then? And now in living, gifted to us:
this

watchword.
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