
They were so thirsty they mistook the sky for water. 
  
Ext. Hahamongna Watershed/Devil’s Gate Dam (Northside), afternoon 
 

Subtitle 
“June 4, 2016: Hahamongna Watershed to Sycamore Grove Overcrossing 
on foot, 10 miles, five hours” 
 
[The sun is overhead and hot. Two people stand near a pool of water among 
the trees behind the dam, their toes touching the edge. Person one leans 
over the black, still water, submerging the vessel completely until it is full. 
Once pulled from the water, the point is balanced on the dry land, held 
upright between the legs of person one. Person two ties cotton rope around 
its opening, knotting the ties at the three points of the vessel. A bare branch 
is inserted into two loops extending out of the knots raised above the full 
vessel. The two people stand at either side of the vessel, holding a stretch of 
the bare branch and lift. They exchange eye contact and begin walking up 
the hill and over the dam. Once over the dam they leave the trail and stand 
in the dry bed of the river. They begin walking, staring forward at the spot 
in the distance where the wild bed becomes concrete.]   
 

Cut-to:  
 

Int. A shared google doc, night  
 

Person Two 
So, a list of objects? 

 
Person One 

Yes. Maybe if we close our eyes and try to recover the moment we started 
walking… Ducks. Oak tree. Black water. Garbage. Empty plastic water 
bottles. Cigar. Metal Rod. Eye glasses. Arrow. Dead snake. Sand. 

 
Person Two 

I’m having a hard time. But I’m getting there. 
 

Person One 
It's ok. Maybe it's better to start with what we intended. To establish that, 
remember that. What were your intentions with this? 
 

Person Two 
My intentions for the walk. I know we talked a lot about walking the path 
that the water flows. For me it was a lot about paying tribute to that labor.  
 

Person One 
The labor of the water? 

 
Person Two 

Yeah. Like the work of the river. Paying tribute to the role that the river 
plays, and bringing attention to the interruption of that.  
 

Person One 
I agree. (long pause) Sorry for the delays. It's hard to nail down the words… 



Person Two 
It’s okay! 

 
Person One 

This resonates… paying attention, paying tribute to the labor… the labor of 
the water, the river and inside of that for me was this idea of replicating the 
action of the river, carrying the water by hand as if to attempt to replicate 
the gesture. And then of course, it gets very funny...because we are going to 
fail. Because it is very stupid what we are doing. 
  

Person Two 
Absolutely. And also to think that we as humans can in any way do the 
work of nature is inherently funny.  
 

Person One 
Exactly. And even funnier is this kind of seriousness we began with - and 
the seriousness is important in a way, it's important to take this very 
seriously, solemnly the sacred act, a sacred gesture… but then when it 
begins to unravel... 
 

Person Two 
…and it unraveled very fast. As if the universe was laughing at us. 

 
Person One 

Well yes... The fall… I loved how we began in silence. Nervous. At least I was 
nervous, felt like we were being watched. And we go marching up this trail, 
over the hill and I trip on a fucking rock and dump the whole goddamn 
thing of water out all over the dirt.  
 

Person Two 
yeah, the fall definitely broke the silence in a big way. And I think it 
reminded us that it was so sacred, but not to take ourselves too seriously. 
Like, you’re still going to eat shit while you’re doing this beautiful thing.  
 

Person One 
Yes. And right now as I am remembering this, what's coming up is this idea 
about the notion that you can even touch the sacred... and it sits near the 
silly idea that you could even replicate nature. 
 

Person Two 
Definitely. And I think that moment really defined the rest of the walk. It 
sort of shifted us into a very different place. And what also comes up for me 
in saying that is that it was sort of a foreshadow for how much was 
experienced on the walk. From laughing so hard we were crying to walking 
in silence because there was nothing to focus on but being in that moment in 
our bodies.  
 

Person One 
It really deviated away from my expectations. Again, back to the 
seriousness. I expected silence, solemnness. Here we are doing this 
“serious” thing. But truly, we were essentially invisible. Unseen even when 
we were seen by other people along the way. 
 



Person Two 
Yes! The anticipation of the walk and what I imagined the walk to be was 
very different from what it ended up looking like. And I had to really calm 
myself down and tell myself that what we were doing wasn’t going to be 
noticed probably.  
 

Person One 
Interesting… the anticipation of having an audience was a motivator? I 
mean originally? 
 

Person Two 
An audience felt scary to me. And in my imagination the audience was a 
range of people from hikers who wouldn’t care to policemen who would 
potentially harm us.    

Person One 
I wondered a lot about this during the walk… what it meant to be seen or to 
be invisible. I found some joy in the invisibility. Like, once we realized how 
invisible we were I could get comfortable and feel the experience. But also, 
alongside that I was really considering what it means to be invisible in my 
particular body… or what it meant to be moving through that space, in that 
way in this body… as a white cis gendered woman, traversing private 
property, climbing over walls, essentially breaking into spaces and really 
for the most part feeling perfectly safe to move forward. I mean, we ran into 
police suspicious of us and our activities. And we are alive.  
 

Person Two 
We ran into police and they ended up helping us, or thinking they were 
helping us. It was surreal to think that we were two people in the riverbed, 
who had hopped a dam and were carrying an object that could have easily 
looked like a weapon. And we got out of there unharmed because we were 
presumed two white women who are just lost.  
 

Person One 
Yeah there was this assumption of innocence. 

 
Person Two 

Absolutely. And we were breaking the law. Like, in that moment that we 
interacted with the police.  
 

Person One 
Yes. It was a complicated moment. We admitted guilt. And played it off. And 
got away with it only to continue doing exactly what we’d set out to do. I felt 
like as soon as the police were out of sight we just became invisible again. 
No consequences.  
 

Person Two 
But even in that invisibility, I think, there was so much vulnerability. That 
if something happened we really had nowhere to go. It was a mix of 
emotions of the safety of being unseen and the danger of being 
unseen.  Being invisible...oddly enough... was this kind of intense exposure. 
Nowhere to hide when you are on foot in the center of a concrete ditch. 
 

 



Person Two 
Yeah I think that fear was with us for a good portion of the walk. Or at least 

with me.  
 

Person One 
I thought about it more than once - What would we do if we were in danger? 
Where would we run? How would we protect ourselves? And maybe that's 
one of the most important takeaways for me… this long duration of hyper 
awareness of these contradictory states of being… you know? Being 
completely vulnerable, especially given my embodied experience as a 
female presenting or perceived person moving through space… but also in 
possession of an assumption of safety as a white person - the belief that I 
would get out of this action alive. Ya know? 

 
Person Two 

Yes, sorry brain needs a minute to articulate.   
 

Person One 
It's ok. I need more coffee. 

 
Person Two 

I think what’s coming up for me is the intersections that were so present in 
this act of being in public space doing a sacred act that is usually kept for a 
private space. Being white kept us safe and alive. Being presumed female 
felt dangerous. Being human felt fragile. And yet it was all still funny.  

 
[silence] 

 
Person Two 

I just remember when the sand became concrete and we had to slide down 
the dam wall and the only thing that could break our fall was a pile of leaves 
and garbage. And I think it reminds me that being in that space felt very big 
and important, but in that moment we were just falling into a pile of 
garbage.   

 
[laughter] 

 
Cut-to:  

 
Ext. Arroyo Seco Riverbed, Sycamore Grove Overcrossing, dusk 
 
[Person One and Person Two walk silently while they carry a concrete 
vessel down the center of a concrete riverbed flanked by concrete walls, 
parallel to the 110 freeway. The vessel hangs in a rope harness on a bare 
branch between them and is full of water. The sun is past the mountain that 
is to the left of the concrete riverbed and footpath that they are walking on. 
Heat radiates off of the ground. The Sycamore Grove overpassing is in sight. 
They shift and adjust themselves to compensate for swollen feet and hands. 
They continue to walk. Once they are under the overcrossing, they veer to 
the left towards a chain link fence and gate that leads to steps. The pair lift 
the vessel as they walk up to the footbridge as to not hit the point of the 
pyramid vessel on the ground. As they walk across the bridge the two pick 
up speed. They come to the top of the stairs that are closest to Sycamore 



Grove Park. To their left is a stone and concrete tunnel that leads to the 
park and to their right is the freeway, fencing, and a tree. Now at the 
bottom of the stairs, they walk to the front of the tree. Both release the bare 
branch causing the harness to slouch. While Person Two steadies the vessel 
on it’s point, Person One clears leaves and debris from around the tree. 
Person One shifts their weight from left leg to right leg and finally squats. 
The harness is taken off of the vessel, which is then handed off. The water is 
poured at the base of the tree and the two people leave the vessel upside 
down.] 
 
 


