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Walk the Margins
In comics, the white space in between panels is called the gutter. William Kuskin, author of the “American Comics & Graphic Novels” textbook, defines the gutter as a unit of time. He argues that comics tell their stories spatially. Without the gutter, the reader floats in static limbo—a temporal liminality.

	Albert Einstein published his theory of relativity in 1915. In it, he explained his understanding of how gravity affected space-time. In this model, time and space are inextricably linked. Einstein further developed this model to argue that particularly massive objects can warp and bend space-time. This he called gravity; the manifestation of distortion.

Comics imitate poetry. White space becomes a pause	a breath		a stop. Poetry’s white space measures time as well. The eyes travel the space between each word. Between each line. Distance and time intertwine, warped only by the weight of each line.

	One light year is the distance light travels in one Earth year. This equates to 6 trillion miles traveled in a single year. Six travels across twelve zeros.

The margin is an exploration of space-time. To reach out and grab nothing but emptiness.



I sometimes wonder what it would be like to inhabit

that margin. Would Earth look different inside it?

Would I?

Sometimes, these questions feel like distortion.

My gravity.

I once reached out to grab the margin.
I’ve been reaching ever since.
	The radius of our observable universe is 46.5 billion light years away. At the edge of which lies what experts call the Cosmic Microwave Background or the CMB for short. It’s essentially leftover radiation from the Big Bang. Although there is theoretically more behind it because the universe is constantly growing, expanding outwards. The CMB constitutes the virtual limit of our known universe. Light takes time to travel and the further we look out into the universe, the farther back in time we can see. To probe this margin is to find the beginning.

In comics, the white space in between panels is called the gutter. This space acts as a border. The difference between one panel and the next. Without the gutter, the reader drifts in inky limbo—a drawn liminality.

	A border is a real or artificial line that separates geographic areas. Borders are drawn and sometimes physically demarcated. They are inherently political.

	I don’t believe there’s a line between the night sky and the ocean. No margins. No horizon. No border. The two suffuse into each other, losing all sense of separation. Space and water are one. Astronaut and Aquanaut wear the same helmet.

	Crossing borders is the history of my lineage. My great-grandfather sailed the Pacific from Japan to settle in Hawaii. My blood crossed salt and water in the hopes of finding something better.







Japan	 							     							          Hawaii
〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰〰
The only history I have of that journey is a ship manifest with his name.

-naut-, root. -naut- comes from Greek, where it has the meaning “sailor;” it has become generalized to mean “traveler.”

	Borders are often delineated by natural features. Mountains, rivers, and even oceans can draw the border of a particular place. Niagara Falls separates parts of Canada from the U.S. with roaring waters.

My body is a border. Skin separates my consciousness from the 	—	outside world. 
My blood does not usually cross this border.		—		Not like it crossed the Pacific.
My skin too, 				—			       is a margin.

Other borders are demarcated by man-made structures. The rust-red iron fence at the U.S.-Mexico border. The Demilitarized Zone between North and South Korea. The Berlin Wall.
Some margins breed violence.

I think there ought to be a new term.
A traveler of the in-between.
Explorer of separation.
A Marginaut.
Those who walk the line.

My heritage is a history of Marginauts. Travelers of the in-between.

	Margins were created to build structure and order. Borders were drawn to bring peace. That’s what we’re told. But I think of bloodshed. These margins cut like razors and barbed wire.

	During the 1800s and 1900s, European powers engaged in the “scramble for Africa” which was the project of colonization. Of domination. White hands held razors to the skin of Africa and drew borders that bled. These lines ignored cultural and natural borders.
Europeans during this time were not Marginauts. Marginauts explore, they do not conquer.

I grieve for all that is lost to the margins.

Homeless people line the sidewalks. Shoved to the margins. It’s a prominent issue in my city. Ever present and everywhere, curled into thin blankets. Their few possessions, strewn around little alcoves of refuge. Since moving here, I’d come to know of the man under University Street Bridge. He was well-known since he’d been inhabiting one spot for years. He’s gone now, ejected by the local police. He is a Marginaut, existing between the world of private homes and public streets.

To be a Marginaut is to explore without damaging the natural world it inhabits. To gently probe the edge without harming it. Observe without destroying it. Travel without killing it. Colonial Europeans do not qualify as Marginauts; they destroyed any margin they saw.

The sidewalk is a margin in the same way the asphalt road beside it is. It just depends on your perspective. The person in the car doesn’t experience the road the same as the pedestrian.

I’m half-White and half-Japanese. My very existence bridges the ocean. My blood crosses borders, like those who came before me. My being is both separate and whole, combining cultures that are often contradictory. It’s a margin that’s sometimes hard to navigate. Physically I will never be White, but I feel like my mind is.

Body								     |								 Mind

	I’ve been told by a poetry professor that something I do well with introducing an idea and then finding an interesting way to twist it into something entirely different.

I’m a Marginaut of contradiction.

My imagination is not limitless.  My experiences lie between me and the furthest edge of my imagination. A cosmic space to float in. Boundless, yet still bordered by what I can’t see.

	The edge of my observable imagination is an infinite number of lightyears away. At the edge of it lies what I call the Cosmic Thought Scramble or the CTS for short. It’s essentially leftover radiation from the beginning of my consciousness. Although there is theoretically more behind it because the mind is constantly growing, expanding outwards, the CTS is all I am consciously able to access. Since thought takes time to travel, the further I look into the imagination, the more contradictions I find. To probe this margin is to find my beginning.



	In comics, the white space in between panels is called the gutter. This space acts as a margin. Without the gutter, I live, breathe, and die in limbo—a walked liminality.

The margin is a space in my mind, between there and here. Whiteness where paragraphs pull apart. Water and salt between continents. Grass and weed separate asphalt and concrete. Skin between my mind and body. Me and the CMB.

I once again reach to grab the margin.

It’s not here, but I think I’m getting closer.



I am a Marginaut													I walk the line.
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