
NOTES FROM THE URBAN FLOAT EVENT 
 

 
I purchased a 60 minute session in a sensory deprivation tank from Groupon. 
 
 

 
 
 

In the ideal state of homeostasis, we have a tremendous capacity to maintain 
health and function at optimum levels both physically and mentally. 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
I couldn’t give you a real answer as to my motivations for purchasing this. I just saw the ad and clicked it. 
All I could think to myself was: here’s a chance to feel something new. Here’s a chance to feel nothing. 
 
Research has proven that cephalopods have very nuanced nervous systems. In fact, as can be said of the 
octopus, each tentacle possesses its own neural network, or ‘brain.’  
 
 

 How do you think cephalopods manage the inevitable conflicted feelings? 
 
 
The floatation tank was a large white sphere. The door lifted with a rush of air, its stainless steel hinges 
loosening like jaws. I stared inside at the spiraling turbulence, lit by an unnatural digital blue the color of 
chlorinated pool water. Stock synthesizer muzak murmured from within the chamber, suggesting a late 
Cambrian fugue. 
 



The internal structure of the cuttlefish is the cuttlebone. While differentiating in size, shape, and density 
from specie to specie, it is typically ovoid, porous, and constructed of protein-rich aragonite. 
 
I struggled in the tank, awkwardly seeking my inner balance. When I finally found myself resting 
comfortably on the water’s rim, I reached behind me, pressed a button, and with a low hum, the light 
extinguished.  
 
   I was completely surrounded by the suffocating, abysmal darkness. 
 
You won’t be fighting gravity. The 1200 pounds of epsom salt in the water takes care of that while you lie 
effortlessly on your back. 
 

I found myself suspended in hyper-salinated water indistinguishable 
from a tidepool of tears. My body’s pulsations were small quakes 
sending me drifting in the suddenly endless black expanse. My 
burning skin thick with a mucous membrane, I felt  
 
    My mind evaporating slowly 
      Effortlessly flattening 

 
I am a cuttlefish, I reminded myself. I barrel-rolled. I kicked my tentacles. I pushed myself through the 
dark to the thud sound of rippling water lapping against my face.  
 
 
    you lose track of where you body ends and the water and air begins 
 
 
I hovered in a state of semi-consciousness between physical hyperawareness and utter personal 
detachment. 
 

The most ancient part of the brain is a combination of the spinal cord, the brainstem, and the midbrain. This system 

controls basic self-preservative, reproductive and life-sustaining functions; such as respiration, heart regulation, and 

blood circulation. It is the location of the reticular activating system (RAS), the “alarm bell of the brain,” which 

determines our arousal level and our state of awareness and attention. The RAS distinguishes between events that 

are normal and those that are out of the ordinary, and makes sure we pay attention to the new while allowing us to 

ignore the familiar. The RAS not only arouses us and focuses our attention, it can also inhibit brain function, causing 

us to fall asleep or lapse into coma. 

 
I am a cuttlefish, my brain thudded. I am a cuttlefish. 
 
Some cephalopods are mostly known for their amazing chromatic feats: changing colors and 
camouflaging themselves in complex patterns that expertly mimic their surroundings. However, what 
transformation does a cephalopod undergo in the absence of all color and visual stimulation? 



 
60 minutes can sometimes manifest itself as 500 million years. 
 
As the light returned and the sussurating synth once again emerged from the depths, I dredged myself 
from the capsule, showered, dressed myself in neutral-smelling oils and shampoos, shearing off the slick 
salty film that had consumed me. 
 
I exited the building feeling little different than I did before, save for a strange weight that knotted itself in 
my chest, each tendril with its own mind, its own diverting thought process. A suburban woman with salt-
caked skin followed me out of the building and into the strip mall parking lot. It’s done wonders for me 
and my girlfriends, she told me, you simply must schedule a follow-up. 
 
Though cephalopods are generally solitary creatures, some small communities of nautilus and cuttlefish 
behave in cooperation during feeding and mating seasons, working together to reach a common goal: 
whether that be sustenance or simply social engagement. 
 
The gnawing in my chest masqueraded as a hunger. I turned away from her and entered a depressingly 
empty Taco Del Mar. 
 
As I stared over the sneeze guard, I watched the employee stretch a dour tortilla, spooning pale grey rice 
in a pile.  
 

Black or pinto bean? They asked me. 
 

Black, I answered. Black beans please. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
Meanwhile, back in the floatation tank, the water slowly drained, the blue error light shimmering in the 
quickly evacuating ecosystem, a luminous third eye or planet silently recalibrating, swallowing my 
remnants.  
 
Another appointment with an equally morose cuttlefish was scheduled within the hour. Tea would be 
prepared, hot towels laid down. I bit into my veggie burrito and spit out a tentacle. 
 



 
 

 


