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Walk through a zigzagged hallway past
some stairs; enter a pink, bent metal door.
The first time [ walked into the Matzoh
Factory, the south wall was partitioned

off with small haphazard rooms. Behind
the door to the right was a small alcove
with a huge old oak tank. The tank was

for the holy water; the rooms separated

the different phases of the ritual making

of Matzoh.! There are two pillars, and four
windows facing east, and two doors one

at each side of the building with large metal
latches. My first impulse was that this place
was too dark to live and work in.

DD convinced me otherwise.

Within a month and a half the south

wall had become our kitchen and bathroom
with a gold, clawfoot tub. 943 feet became
one of the best, sprung dance floors

I've ever danced on. Made with

the generosity and energy of Stephen
Yoshen and our friends.

Eventually we had small bedrooms with loft
beds, tucked into the NE and SE corners.
One had a half finished circular door,

the other a hodgepodge of windows.

Privacy was at a minimum. Intimacy

was at a premium. The Matzoh Factory
was a space for negotiating the private

and the public, the intimacy of difference,
and the potential of physical and conceptual
space. DD and I grew up there as artists,
working collaboratively, separately and
supporting the work of other people through
workshops, performances, dinner parties
and rituals. We developed distinctly
different choreographic viewpoints while
cultivating shared and separate practices.
Our shared practices included Skinner
Releasing, Authentic Movement and our
commitment to radical values in part
influenced by the queer activism of the ‘90s
but also from our profound belief in the body,
dancing and choreographic structure

to reshape our understanding and assumptions
of the world as we experienced it.



DD and I lived there from January 1991

to the end of 2002. The space holds the
physical marks of our artistic and personal
lives. Remy, the best dog ever, traced an oily
smudged line at her shoulder level by
walking up and down the north wall. DD
used this image in The Handsome Execution
of a Flower (2000) at Chashama.

Mark Ashwill left stick marks from hitting
the walls while working with DD on
Meatallaround : The Ballad of the Drunken
Bull (1995), and in The Skunk (1995),
apples thrown by Jennifer Lacey left juicy,
yellow marks, and small round marks from
rubber balls from the neighborhood kids
who would come in to play handball

and do acrobatics with us. We had the kind
of space where someone could get angry

in the middle of rehearsal and go take

a bath. We worked with friends, ex-lovers
and lovers to be. We ate together, danced
together, had sex together, started

a food-buying club when the only food

to get was rice and beans across the street
or Polish meat and bread up at N. 7t Street.
Our upstairs neighbors Rich and Elspeth
took us in and made things possible.

Leaving that space marked huge transitions
in our lives. DD bought a building with
Peter Jacobs and I was immersed in the
BIRD BRAIN project and not in NYC

very often.

The most unexpected part of the Matzoh
Factory is how the space travels with

me and continues to develop and grow

in my relationship to DD. We continue

to participate in the act of intimacy both
publicly and privately in our artistic

and personal lives. The respect for
difference and unconditional support

of each other’s vision and well-being comes
from living in that space; a space where
ritual, recipe and the possibility of transition
began with water, flour and a prayer.

It is a humble but long-lasting act. In Jewish
culture this ritual honors the movement
toward freedom and that space of freedom
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continues to move DD and me outward

in both our private and public worlds as
artists. We both now have Matzoh Factory
offspring. Mine, an 800-foot garage

in Urbana, Illinois and DD, a farmhouse
in Burgundy, France. But the real space
resides in the creative tension in our
movement together.
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1 The water — Meyim Shelanu — is cooled for 24 hours

and kept in its own room so as not to ferment the Shmurah.
The whole process from mixture to baking has to happen
in 18 minutes to insure that no Chamatz enters the bread.
Each package of Matzoh is blessed and a bit taken out

as though it has been tasted. Each packet is also

a bit overweight to note abundance and generosity

2000, The Matzoh Factory, Brooklyn
Photo: Bob Braine



