


or extraversion of their subjects which changes how the walks go”.I admit that I never saw the ‘shadow’
tailing me, or thought to look where they might have been.

That evening, others mention incidents - including a dance performance in an apartment - that hadn’t
figured in my own circuit. In turn, some of my own notes surprise them. Yet one thing seems to have been
shared by all, the sense that we’ve briefly relinquished control, handed our bodies to a stranger, and
joined a dance, our movements choreographed, but our thoughts our own.
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