
Immunity, or, Writing from Everywhere 

On an island, everything touches you. 

You are entirely surrounded and contained by them. 

Everything that touches you. 

Sky.  Water.  Sand. 

 

Why did I never simply declare my love (admiration, attraction, appreciation)? 

Why do I profess it so much? 

 

Trees.  Air.  Grass. 

 

Emotion and thought – bodily cognition. 

 

I love. 

Life is very brief. 

There are children. 

 

In the snow when you see pictures. 

Everything will die or dissipate. 

 

The world is con-fused 

 

I am alone (an individual) in the midst of (interconnected with) everything that transactionally 

permeates and fuses me specific. 

 

Immunity. 

 

Everything is answerable                                       (in its way) 

 

All responsible                      (in order to endure, to live) 

 

Me. 

You. 

It. 

Them. 

This. 

That. 

 

the Other. 

 

Atomic, molecular, entitied, mattered, alive.  An object, a substance, a thing.  No-thing.  Every-

thing. 

 

In a world of thinglessness.  Still answerability, responsiveness.  Being.  For there to be a world 

– its worlding. 



Welcome to immunity – the everywhere-place of the island: submerged.  Emergent.  Surrounded 

and enclosed (by other(s)).  WITH other(s). 

 

 All men, women, children, agents, subjects, objects are islands.  By virtue of naming.  By 

nature of perception.  By inter-relation.  Formed by every interaction, specified in a surround, 

constructed by context.  Co-created every instant. 

Islands of immunity. 

(perhaps I cannot understand that term). 

 

In Autumn. 

In Winter. 

 

The sweet rabbit (interpreted and perceived), stock-still and staring.  I would have.  I desired.  

Internalized intentions held the frightened bunny that stayed frozen and open and quick as I 

approached and then passed.  Its wide open eye. 

 

I hear music.  It opens and freezes me.  Wide open heart.  The ear.  Hippocampus, amygdala, 

neuronally automated responses, crossed-wires, frenzied pulses of con-fusing, resulting in 

vaguely discrete terms like “sorrow,” “grief,” “love,” and “joy.”  With any body – molecular 

island of coupled processes – inside/outside, thoroughfares of NOW. 

 

Immunity. 

 

The human concept.  The term.  What would we wish immunity from? - Death?  Desire?  

Disease?  Change?  Responsibility (answerability)?  Consequences?   

Need? 

So many partial things?  Mixed?  Complex?  Uncertain?  Unknown? 

 

When I am kind, considerate of other, reflective or gentle;  or when I am angry, defensive, 

reactive or cruel – it all still seems filled with me.  Somehow only partially true, as if part of me 

were in danger. 

 

The island. 

Immunity. 

 

Com-munity :  Sharing the resources.  Feeding one another.  Battling together.  Joining the 

baggage.  [“at times it seems my life was convoluted and complex from the beginning, always a 

twisted wrestling with baggage.  Perhaps that’s the ‘human’ of it all”]. 

 

What will become? 
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