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Why it is called

Sophia

THE OCTOPUS PROGRAMME
Marwa

Younes

Julia

?

octopus was the first cuddle animal of Basak
she dreamt reacanly from that, before she had to decide the Name of the programme
They were eating Octopus and each one at the table had a finger and that’s how they came up with
it, very spur of the moment kinda thing
it took her to the Ground of mariana trench to Show her the last Secrets About the Surface
from planet earth and it told her how to activate more than one brain and get more than 2 arms
The Octopus is the perfect care keeper: 4 arms to keep in touch with the four participants,
the other four to handle all the stuff they are causing…
Octopus is an allegory to this chain of connections across the Mediterranean. Octopus is one of the smartest animals
and it has multiple brains in its tentacles which is sort of our coming together in this project. It sounds nice! OCTOPUS
and stick on things
the octopus has several feet, or several hands! That’s what makes this creature unique, clearly. So if we,
humans, have 2 hands to think, this program ensures that we work together, at the same time, as if each one
had 8 thinking hands. The octopus would reflect the exchange between participants and speakers
Octopuses swim with their arms trailing behind; their view and their mind is free for everything that is happening around
The male octopus dies a short while after mating, the female stays around till the eggs hatch, so who is the male
octopus that gave birth to this project?
the sad thing about octopusses is that they are hermits, which means that every octopus has to collect
all its knowledge alone and every octopus dies with it. that is, it is difficult to develop their kind
Octopuses are highly intelligent; the extent of their intelligence and learning capability are not well defined. Maze and
problem-solving experiments have shown evidence of a memory system that can store both short- and long-term memory.

A juvenile octopus grows at a rapid rate, perhaps because of its short life span. Extremely effective at turning the food it eats into body mass, a young octopus increases its weight by 5 percent each day. By the end of its life, an
octopus will weigh one-third as much as all the food it has eaten ! I think this is exactly how this project is going, with all the assignments and the push to carry on producing, because it is just a couple of semesters kinda thing
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If we meet someone who’s very remarkable, we probably won’t forget about him for the rest of our
life. And for some reason, we will remember him sometimes. We will remember his story and the
things that attracted us to him. When we want to remember that particular person, we will find his
image living inside of us. Sometimes one real moment shared can make a person last forever in our
minds.

I am the main character in the life of the people who are also main
characters in mine: family and friends. It’s not only about how much
time we spend with each other, but about things we experienced
and shared together.
I am a main character in their life because I am their metaphoric
mirror, and so are they. I see myself through their eyes and they see
their reflection in mine.

With larger sibling groups that are in good contact, I have often had
the impression that they work like a collective brain cluster. This
manifests itself in knowledge that is shared and passed on which
multiplied the amount of interests and skills from every single
person in the cluster.

I think as long as an author is working
on a character– is forming the
character—it is her/his responsibility
and of course only under the author’s
control: But then, when a character is
handed over to the recipient, publish
ed, or given to a director—transformed
into an other media
—it is not the
authors control anymore. But I guess, if
the character is readable, the author’s
intention who this person is, will also
be tangible. 

Everywhere you leave a trace, you are playing a role. If it is a main
character – I think the situation decides. I would love believing, that
I play a role in everybody’s life, I love. Sometimes it is the character
of a questioning person, sometimes the one of a loving one, the
one of a needed person, the one of a supplying person, the one
of an encouraging person, the one of a person that is allowed to
be hated sometimes, too. Within these roles we can get hurt and
disappointed, too, but within these roles we grow, within these roles
we get feedback, within these roles we have the chance to get better
and to sharpen our profiles.

Opposite to a an art artwork, a written
character should explain himself and
be understood, by whom ever it is read,
even if the recipient can’t express in
words what the character is about, he
would feel it. The same I think is about
stories, narrations.However an author
cannot keep the controll of a character
soon as others are transforming them
into their (art)works.

Probably in the lives of friends and family. Personally, I always find
sibling relationships very fascinating. Siblings are the people who
accompany or even share the first and deepest experiences in our
lives. For me, this means that I can explain my sister facts in a very
short time using just a few words. she has direct access to every
phase of my life.

For fictional characters, if they are remarkable, they would live inside of us as well, in that same
world where we save our remarkable non fictional characters. It’s not about physical meetings, it’s
about intensity: an intense moment that we can live in real life with “existing” people or in our head
with the “non-existing” ones.
For me, whether a character lives on, or not, depends very much on how
developed a character is and then, how readable it is as a written character or
how good and convincing it is played: When a book, a film, or a play is over –
if it was rousing, comprehensible, touching – and you had the chance to get
really deep into it, it might be, that when putting the book aside or leaving
the theatre or cinema, you have the feeling, you are leaving someone behind
– that YOU have left a scene, that is now going on without you … The other
way, when not feeling that much touched, you are left with the feeling, that
someone invented and played a role for you, did his work and then left YOU
behind, the author writing another unconvincing book, the actor going home,
doing something else that has nothing to do with what you had seen before.
This person does not leave as the character, but as the person she or he is in
real life.
Every story we know is built from the
tales of people whose experiences
take the form of a representative
character in a story. the parts of
which the figure is composed thus
definitely live on in other infinite
forms of expression.

By the way: Do you know Woody Allen’s 1997 movie “Deconstructing Harry”
in which he has to face, that all the characters he wrote got alive and became
independent, working against him? Suffering from writer’s block and eagerly
awaiting his writing award, Harry Block remembers events from his past and
scenes from his best-selling books as characters, real and fictional, come
back to haunt him *https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0118954/

I love interactive performances!! The most impressive performance I have ever visited was
for 21 days and took place in the “Schauspielhaus Wien”. It was called “Cellar Door” by David
Bo Nielson. The entire Theater was no longer recognizable as such, because it was converted
into an underground village. Only a small entrance and cloakroom area were left. That alone
was impressive. The inhabitants of the entire village earned their living through an online
game. While walking around the rooms, every room was broadcasting live on the internet with
webcams. You could also watch the performance from home. I went there on 10 days in the 21
days and it took a while to understand all the logics of this world. But gradually the characters
became more familiar and during the last performances a friend and I became so brave that we
tried to provoke a coup that was also accepted by the performers. We printed Posters with our
requirements and tried to build a circle of deserters. Unfortunately, it did not succeed because
the queen found out!

Mostly I feel uncomfortable when being involved into something
I should surprisingly be a part of. I’m one of those stepping behind
if asked: who volunteers?, or being prompted in any other way.
For me there is a big difference with performance and theatre:
I feel this difference between acting and performing—between
the rules of theatre and the (no)rules of a performance act. With
theatre I always have the feeling that one can get out of a role
he does not feel comfortable in and does not have to go further.
Even as a viewer, I always have in mind, that theater is somehow
about getting in and getting out. I guess, I feel very much the
character of playing or of a game concerning acting. I don’t feel
this with performance and I felt several times, that something
had gone to far and that I got uncomfortably touched, without
offering me improvement.
Still, I do like body artistic or dance performances, which I also
consider as acting—but acting under different requirements.

Interactive performances are really
interesting for me. I still remember
a performance in Dream city, in the
first or second edition: In front of an
old house of the medina of Tunis,
a drag person will receive you as
if you are going inside a house of
prostitution. When you enter the
house, you will know about the story
of the prostitutes of Nahj Zarkoun. A
woman will describe what happens
in the street that not everyone can
visit, as only those who want to have
sex can go to the street of Nahj
Zarkoun. Her explanations are based
on an architectural model of the
street and the houses around. Until
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that moment, it was “fun” for me and I was happy to finally know more about that mysterious place. What was exceptional
that day is the room that we visit at the end. It was exactly decorated as the sex workers room. When we enter the house,
we have to pretend as if we are clients coming to have sex, so we should pay the drag boss before we enter. It’s true that
we are supposed to be in the position of the client, but when I went inside that room, and as we made that experience
one by one, I felt myself in the shoes of the prostitute, because I obviously shared her story, her room and intimate object.
What really interested me is that every person that will go inside that room will live the experience differently. Maybe
someone else would feel himself in the position of the client? Or maybe he would feel like a voyeur.
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DOSSIER #1

JULIA STERN
“Tabula in abudantia (a table of abundance)” working title

three
to
start

Gesprächskultur
• knowing the
rules of talking
• allowing an atmosphere of
conversation

thoughts on:

conversation is
not just about
unloading
informations at
someone

Tischkultur
• tableware
• tablemanners
The desire to and the need of living together
are the base for our communication. What
all productive meetings, working sessions, conferences and workshops have in
common, is that they never dispense with
having a meal together. Eating together
after having listened to a topic can bring
theory to life as people seem to talk more
freely while dining together, exchanging
their opinion of the before heard.
What atmosphere has to be created
to achieve a good culture of free and
intuitive communication?
As my artistic work I am developing a

take up
positions and
tie in
with content

Tischgespräch
• talking at table
• political talk (e.g. on tv)

playful dinner situation, designed in all
items needed – to create an atmosphere that
is connecting participants in a ceremonial
way, talking and eating together with the
aim to release them, full with new ideas and
considerations.

how
consciously do
people still
eat together?

not to position
yourself, but to
deal with said
content

Nothing - not a conversation,
not a handshake or even a hug establishes friendship so forcefully
as eating together.


Jonathan Safran Foer

What meals and
gatherings are
remembered?

what is needed
to form
community?

Eating, drinking
and speaking together
as essential
foundations
for community?

table
discussion
should be more
than small talk

to share life with other
people even if you
don’t always agree
with them

to be a member
of society?

Talking to each
other should not
be a vain
self-presentation
or a competition

What would be
the ideal
atmosphere for
free and intuitive
speech?

Asking the wrong questions
and finding the right answers …
A lot of material is gathered during
extensive research, which often
makes you forget the overview of
the actual goals of a work and your
original intentions. Many aspects
seem so interesting and inevitable
that they seem to need to be pursued and deepened.

Words, poems, books, pictures,
conversations, ideas, lectures:
three words as a hanger, five large
topics as a framework - countless
shades and aspects in each topic
and finally numerous threads,
that hold these sub-chapters
together and connect them,
so that finally the individual parts
form one multilayered project.

Then, when you sit back and look
at all the information you have
gathered, you find that the topic is
suddenly loaded with content that
you have not previously followed.
By mapping my topics and then
radically deleting topics whose
value does not last, I found a still extensive - narrower pool of
topics. Many questions that could
not be answered at first have finally
been clarified in the work and
experiments with the materials.

Design: forms
and shapes

my desired shape
is a
… finding answers through
working on the material …

representing
eternity

with no
beginning &
no end

the circle as
the divine shape°

° see Bruno Munari:

Design as Art: The Circle,
Penguin 2008

,
that does not require
perfect
rounding.
what

?

an essentially
unstable &
dynamic figure
with infinite sides

tools
tools
tools

light and dark clay,
handformed bowls –
none like the other –
just as the conversation
partners shall be…

perfect in
colour & shape!

players?

an expandable table
made of plywood
at min 6 persons, up to 12 (?)
2–5 segments
for the table fixed together
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I would usually bring wine unless I am specifically
asked to bring food in which case I usually make
quiche. I am not a big fan of cooking so there are
a few dishes that I know I can make and I stick to
them. Besides, quiche can be added to whatever
other people are preparing as a side dish. If I am
not at all in the mood to cook I’d just be in charge
of dessert and I’d stop on the way and get some
pastry.

The spectrum from formal to informal
events is very large. I like big family
celebrations with a lot of people.
However, I would also call it more
formal, because there are also people
who are not so well known. On official
professional occasions, I usually feel
confident, but I don’t enjoy them too
much. I like being with people, but I
prefer to be in a relaxed environment
where it is allowed to be authentic.

I like preparing the salads. I have a problem when it comes
to cooking for more than 4 or 5 people, it becomes a
mess, but with salads I always handle the situation. I like
combining the ingredients of green salads with fruits, nuts,
cheese…I enjoy preparing the salad because I don’t feel like
I’m cooking.

A formal invitation would be something I avoid
unless I have to. It is most likely to be a professional
gathering with a lot of people to meet and tons
of small talk and I would pay to avoid that kind of
situation, it is not my scene. Otherwise, it is a family
thing but for a specific occasion and I would just go
and take a gift if one is required by the situation or a
little something for the host but it really depends on
the situation. An informal invitation would be one
of my friends picking the phone casually and asking
me to come over because they prepared something
I like or because they have some free time and it
would be nice to catch up. It does not include any
preparations so usually I’d ask if they need anything
and pick it on the way. I can’t think of specific rules.
I just try to respect the host and their guests, avoid
any controversial subjects, wear a decent outfit and
just act civil overall.

I consider as a formal invitation
for a dinner any serious invitation
where the main purpose is not to
have fun. The informal invitation
would be totally the opposite,
which means we won’t care about
things very seriously. In a formal
dinner we probably have to sit,
dress or speak in a certain way
while in an informal one, there are
no rules.

When I am invited and asked to bring along something to
eat what I bring totally depends on whether I’m stressed
before or not. if I have time, I like to prepare colorful dishes.
but in different colors than we are used to. From blue falafel
to rainbow pies, everything was included. Otherwise, drinks
are always a good alternative.

I can’t think of an inspiring person at the moment
and I’d love to throw in some impressive name of
a hot shot intellect but the only person coming
to mind is Jake Johnson playing Nick Miller in the
sitcom New Girl which I watched for the fourth or
fifth time during the confinement, it is so over-thetop ridiculous that I just can’t stop laughing.
I recently caught an interview where he was talking
about his work as an actor and there is something
he said about not wanting to be in the limelight
but rather enjoying a second role where he can
actually savor the experience and learn all sorts of
things while avoiding high levels of stress that take
away from it and it hit home. He also contributes to
indie productions and he is genuinely into writing
and he has a way of seeing the world in the least
pretentious and goofiest most laid-back ways
possible and that is inspiring. He’s just out there in
the world doing his thing, he does not take himself
too seriously and he found his calling really young
and built from there and there is a down-to-earth
honesty to that which is simply refreshing.
The conversation would just be about that I guess
but that’s the best part, a dinner with such a
person is not something to sweat over and pick a
conversation topic and all that, I think it would just
flow.

I used to live in an apartment, so there was not much room to play there and we were allowed to go play in the
street provided we stayed where we could be watched. I remember what we enjoyed more than the actual games
was staging a get-away from the neighborhood vicinity all while tricking our parents into thinking we were still
around. Usually we’d wander off in small groups and leave some kids behind to continue making the noise necessary
for our parents to think we were still there. I don’t remember what we did when we were actually away, there were
no big adventures, it was not important, the thrill came from managing to get away. I also remember role-playing,
we’d bring out a bunch of stuff from our homes, usually without the grownups knowing, and start all sorts of crazy
scenarios, what stands out the most is the cake competitions. We used to make cake out of dirt, grinding bricks,
sand, soil, selecting rocks and plants and so on and then baking it with water into our little masterpieces. How
we were not tempted to eat them nor ever craved actual cake still escapes me. I still play games whenever I get
the chance. I do it with my sister, with my best friend , my boyfriend and even with my students. Anything can be
turned into a game but what I enjoy the most is music-themed ones, these are our favorite car games. I actually
love playing, from the innocent childish and trivial games to the most intriguing adult experiences, I genuinely
believe everything is a game and you have to accept the most basic rule of all, if you’re playing you’re either going
to win or lose and you have to be prepared for both because it does not matter.
Having a career in theatre is basically playing for a living. The first time I got on stage, I remember being utterly
terrified then the thought lodged itself into my head: I AM JUST PLAYING A GAME. That’s the most important
directive for my actors now, play, enjoy yourselves take a risk to win or lose, have fun! In the first play I wrote
and staged entitled The Name of the Father, the re-invented Ismene character, Oedipus’s daughter, dictates the
unfolding of the play through a game she starts with the visiting stranger. She explains to him that “to live you
have to learn to play” and to do so there are three rules:
Rule 1: No one can know you’re playing
Rule2: You play for the sake of playing, no winners no losers
Rule 3: Once you start, you can neither change the game nor retreat”
Playing with her takes a rather dangerous detour: she plays for her life. She winds up lamenting that the biggest
problem with people is that they are lousy players, they accept the rules then when the game does not go as
they wish, they start cheating and breaking the rules and doing anything in their power to win irrespective of the
consequences. I believe the words I put in my character’s mouth represent my vision of life to a great degree. We
are playing the biggest game of all, that of life and we are gambling with it on a daily basis.

I was always interested in architecture, but not in the way that I wanted to become an
architect, but what interests me is an architecture, that cares about what is needed in
people’s life, one that cares also about the possibilities of a social life, like:
How can a city give people structure so that they are not only living next to each other
but built a community within they can be part of? Maybe it is less the architecture of
a single building that interest me in general than it is the question of urban planning?
But if asked, I would immediately pack my things and move to the Rietvelt-Schroeder
House in Utrecht or the over the top Casa Batlló in Barcelona—both houses are so
different but interesting and not only showing status and trying to impress, but you
feel that people live(d) there and it was built and set up for them.
Though they are full of clever details both houses still convey living comfort, a place
where you’d like to be…
https://www.dailymotion.com/video/x6mf28a
Here is an impression of this house:
www.maison.com/design/mobilier/trois-meubles-emblematiques-oncle-7021/amp
Casa Batlló
https://www.casabatllo.es/fr/antoni-gaudi/casa-batllo/linterieur/
Rietveld-Schröder-Huis
https://www.rietveldschroderhuis.nl/en/rietveld-schroder-house?set_language=en

I am mostly into old buildings, old towns, big wood
rafters and rock walls, even dugouts and arched ceilings.
I live very close to the waste incineration building in
Vienna, which was designed by Hundertwasser. I find
it humorous to bring a building with an unaesthetic
purpose like this into a very graceful and unusual
shape.

I tend to thrive in these type of buildings whatever they
are. I can’t think of any specific one, because I do not
think of architecture separately, it is mostly attached to
the feelings it evokes and the experience and memories
it triggers, my brain is wired that way.

The building is blue, with colorful accents on the
facade. It also has a tower with a huge golden dome
on top. This sight somehow awakens a feeling of
home in me.

For that reason I might instantly admire an
architecturally beautiful building in a picture, but
I would never make the emotional connection to
remember it while answering a question like this one
for example.

As a child, I liked playing chkoba a lot, it’s a
traditional card game that was brought to Tunisia
by Italian migrants. In Italy, it’s called scopa.
When you’ll come to Tunisia, I’ll take you to some
cafés where people go especially to play chkoba.
It’s very common here. So, I play chkoba with
friends and family, and when we sometimes go to
cafés. I don’t like games on phones, and I also didn’t
play vidéo games for too long when I was young.
And by the way, the same cards are used as tarot
cards to predict the future.

I live with a lot of people and a lot is being played.
In order to play however, I really have to be in the
right mood to be enthusiastic about it.
However, card games have magical skills in
difficult times. A friend of mine was unable to
leave the house for several months at a time
for various reasons last year. I visited him every
day and at the beginning we were just about to
get bored and his mood was completely in the
basement anyway. At some point we started
playing a Bavarian card game, which was very
funny because my Afghan buddy suddenly
started using Bavarian terms. In any case, the
cards always catapulted us into a timeless space
continuum for a little while, in which despite all
the difficulties there was room for laughter and
fooling around. In the card game everyone could
always switch off and take a deep breath.

When I am faced by beauty and love.
These two have a tendency to merge
and become one and they are the
path to transcendence for me. I have
to admit that I am not a very spiritual
person and I have a tendency to prefer
hard fact over speculation and forced
mystical experiences, therefore, the
only moments I feel something akin
to such experiences is when I am
overflowing with love or smitten by
tear-jerking beauty and for a split
second I am outside time and space.

When I am surrounded by nature, close to trees and
plants. When I contemplate the beauty of the universe.
For the French and Chinese poet and philosopher
François Cheng the universe doesn’t have to be
beautiful, but it is! He considers that beauty is not just
an ornament. Beauty is a sign by which creation means
that life has meaning: “With the presence of beauty,
all of a sudden, we understood that the living universe
is not a huge neutral and undifferentiated entity but
that it is driven by intentionality.” Here, beauty is
synonymous with meaning.
Transcendence is when I capture beauty that settles in
nature.

Ode an die Dinge
Pablo Neruda

Ich liebe die Dinge über alles,
alles.
Ich mag die Zangen,
die Scheren,
ich schwärme
für Tassen,
Serviettenringe,
Suppenschüsseln —
vom Hut
ganz zu schweigen.

From being awfully tired, hardly awake, to finally falling
asleep—and then from dreaming to getting awake—these
are moments, that are in-between a reality and a fiction to
me, moments, I afterwards do not really know if they had
happened or not, and if the feelings I feel,are reasoned or
not– m
 oments, where noises and voices from real life are
blended with my dreams.
Sometimes I find that there has been an answer to a
relevant question in this condition, but it is not tangible
and then, I wish for getting back into that state, knowing it
cannot be enforced.

Ich liebe
alle Dinge,
nicht nur
die höherstehenden,
sondern
auch
die unendlich
kleinen,
den Fingerhut,
Sporen,
Teller,
Vasen.

I love Pablo Neruda’s “Oda a las cosas”, which has a beautiful
translation into the German, but I won’t share the English
version with you, as I regard it as flat and poor in language,
and not expressing what it feels in the original language or
my mother tongue—therefore I add the German Version for
Sophia and me and—as I hope—a good translated version in
French for Marwa and Younes.

Bei meiner Seele,
ist der Planet
schön,
voller Pfeifen, die
von Händen
durch den Rauch
geführt werden,
voller Schlüssel,

voller Salzfässer,
voll von
allem,
was Menschenhand erschaffen, allen
Dingen:
den Rundungen am Schuh,
den Geweben,
der zweiten,
diesmal unblutigen
Geburt des Goldes,
den Brillen,
den Nägeln,
den Besen,
den Uhren, den Kompassen,
dem Kleingeld, der weichen
Weichheit der Stühle.
Ah, soviel
reine
Dinge
hat der Mensch
entworfen,
aus Wolle,
aus Holz,
aus Glas,
aus Stricken —
Tische,
wunderbare Tische,
Schiffe, Leitern.
Ich liebe
alle
Dinge,
nicht weil sie
brennen
oder
duften,

sondern
ich weiß nicht warum,
weil
dieser Ozean dir gehört,
mir gehört:
Die Knöpfe,
die Räder,
die kleinen
vergessenen
Schätze,
die Fächer,
in deren Federn
die Liebe ihre
Orangenblüten
wehte,
Gläser, Messer,
Scheren —
auf allem
findet sich,
am Griff, am Rand,
eine Fingerspur,
die Spur einer entrückten,
ins vergessenste Vergessen
versunkenen Hand.
Ich gehe durch Häuser,
Straßen,
Fahrstühle
und berühre dabei Dinge,
erkenne Gegenstände,
die ich insgeheim begehre:
mal weil sie läuten,
mal weil sie
so weich sind
wie die Weichheit einer Hüfte,
dann wieder, weil sie wie tiefes Wasser
gefärbt oder dick wie Samt sind.

0 unumkehrbarer
Strom
der Dinge,
keiner kann sagen,
ich hätte nur
die Fische
geliebt
oder die Gewächse des
Urwalds und der Wiesen,
ich hätte
nur geliebt,
was hüpft, klettert, überlebt und seufzt.
Falsch:
Mir sagten viele Dinge
vieles.
Nicht nur sie rührten mich
oder meine Hand rührte sie an,
sondern so dicht
liefen sie
neben meinem Dasein her,
daß sie mit mir da waren
und so sehr da für mich waren,
daß sie ein halbes Leben mit mir lebten
und dereinst auch
einen halben Tod mit mir sterben.

Ode aux choses
Pablo Neruda

J‘aime les choses plus que tout
tout.
J‘aime les pinces
les ciseaux,
je délire
pour les tasses,
Rond de serviette,

pour les tasses,
Rond de serviette,
Bols à soupe du chapeau
sans oublier

les ongles,
le balai,
les horloges, les boussoles,
le petit changement, le doux
Douceur des chaises.

J‘aime
toutes choses
pas seulement
le plus haut,
mais
aussi
l‘infiniment petit,
le dé à coudre,
Spores,
Plate,
Des vases.

Ah, tellement de choses pures
a conçu l‘homme
laine,
en bois,
en verre,
du tricot Tables,
de magnifiques tables,
Navires, échelles.
J‘aime
toutes choses
pas parce qu‘ils brûlent ou sentent
Je ne sais pas pourquoi
parce que cet océan vous appartient,
m‘appartient:
Les boutons,
les roues,
les petits
trésors oubliés,
les fans dont les plumes d‘amour
ont soufflé leurs fleurs d‘oranger,
Verres, couteaux,
Ciseaux sur tout est trouvé
sur la poignée, sur le bord,
une trace de doigt,
la trace d‘un ravissement,
dans l‘oubli le plus oublié
main enfoncée.

Avec mon âme, la planète est belle
plein de tuyaux qui
sont conduits à travers la fumée par
les mains,
plein de clés,
plein de barils de sel,
plein de tout
ce que
les mains humaines créent, toutes
choses:
les courbes
sur la chaussure,
les tissus,
le second,
cette fois sans effusion de sang
Naissance d‘or,
les verres,

Je traverse des maisons
Roads,
Ascenseurs
tout en touchant des choses
reconnaître des objets,
que je désire secrètement:
parfois parce qu‘ils sonnent
parfois parce qu‘elle
sont si doux
comme la douceur d‘une hanche,
puis parce qu‘ils sont comme
des eaux profondes
teint ou épais comme du velours.
0 flux irréversible de choses
personne ne peut dire
J‘aurais seulement aimé le poisson
ou les plantes de la jungle et des prairies, j‘aurais
seulement aimé ce qui saute, monte,
survit et soupire.
Mauvais:
Beaucoup de choses m‘ont dit beaucoup.
Non seulement
ils m‘ont touché
ou ma main les a touchés,
ils ont couru si près les uns des autres
de mon existence
qu‘ils étaient là avec moi
et étaient tellement là
pour moi
qu‘ils ont vécu
une demi-vie avec moi
et sont également morts
une demi-mort avec moi.
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DOSSIER #2

MARWA MANAI
“On the Treshold”

STATEMENT
In the inaugural work of John Fowles’ metafiction The
French Lieutenant’s Woman, the narrator who is none
other than the author’s voice, pauses the narration
because his protagonist, Sarah, escapes him, she
becomes rebellious and no longer obeys the action
imposed on her.
On January 13, 2016, during one of the performances of
Violence(s) by Fadhel Jaibi, ten minutes before the end
of the play, in the transition to the last scene we heard a
scream tearing though the whole theatre. I was lodged
in the technical booth as the assistant director of the
play and for a minute we did not know what to do. The
scream sounded genuine, but the nameless character
played by Jalila Baccar, an old prisoner who has been
locked up for so long she no longer remembers why she
ended up in jail, often shouts in that fashion. Tension
quickly mounted and to our surprise we heard someone
yell “turn on the lights an actress is down”. Baccar who
missed the edge of the stage (the irony of it in this context
is too eloquent) fell to her elbow. Crossing the fourth
wall brought more than a bodily injury, it tore down our
world as we gaped and stared confused and unable to
tell the character from the actress, the performed shout
of distress from the authentic howling of pain.

The Egyptian writer Taoufik El Hakim is reported to
have sat one day at the iconic Café Riche in Cairo
crying in visible agony, when asked he replied that his
protagonist is going to die. Naturally he was told to
refrain from killing him since he is the writer he frowned
and answered that he did everything to save him but
there is no other way out, his protagonist decided he will
die. Characters are sometimes governed by a consistency
greater than the will of the creator.
These are but a few examples of this disturbing and
magical space where fiction and reality merge and where
a character is much more complex than what meets the
eye. Where is the line drawn? Characters we create, what
do they become when it is over? Where do they dwell?
Is there a door that leads to the world of fiction? Or are
they doomed to wander aimlessly? Who is responsible
for them? The author? Or is it the genetically-encoded,
intergenerational and inevitable collective memory
that takes care of them? On the Threshold of narration,
between reality and fiction I propose this performance.
I try to explore this liminal space between what we
conceive as reality and fiction by opening a hypothetical
frame: what if barely developed characters come to life
and have the freedom to act on their own?

CONCEPT
On the Threshold consists of an itinerary which
represents the labyrinth that is the mind of a writer.
In this itinerary characters that are half-construed
are met by the audience in their natural abodes. The
specificity of these characters is that they are trapped
within the frame of the only text that has ever been
written for them. They are the sketches of characters
born in the mind of an author who never developed them
enough to create a full story for them. These threads
are gradually intertwined and merge together into a
larger narrative. The picture comes together thanks to
a Master of Ceremony who leads the audience from one
spot to another, revealing the hidden dwellings of these
characters. In a highly interactive performance, the
MC explains that by following her, the spectators are
agreeing to cross the threshold of fiction and wander
inside the mind of the author to witness the process
of creation. The MC then explains that she herself has
never been fully developed, that she is a mere canvas
and that she can be any character depending on the
outcome of the author’s process. We can see her being
refashioned into different characters: she abruptly
changes her stature, her walk, her voice, her clothes
throughout the itinerary. After all the characters are
revealed with their disparate and distinctive worlds,
the MC guides the audience back to the spot where it

all started, except this time they are on the stage area,
whereas in the audience area, they find the characters
they have just watched seated. The MC who is by now
in full character, is holding a microphone in which she
announces that the performance is about to start,
these spectators are part of a story being written, they
have all merged into the world of fiction, they can no
longer break out. The common denominator between
the myriad of characters and universes they discovered
is that they were all created by the same author who
is now trying to create a new piece which ties them
together. This piece, she goes on to explain, is a highly
interactive performance where roles are switched and
dimensions merge. Through a process, of mise-en
abyme, the boundaries are transgressed and flouted,
who holds position of the author, who is part of the
audience, who are the characters , what is rehearsed,
what is improvised, where is the line drawn. Besides,
the performance plays with the notion of space. It is
meant to be performed in closed spaces which are not
traditional spectacle venues. It is refashioned to fit within
the space which hosts it. This could be an abandoned
house, an old warehouse, a museum, an archeological
site or a simple neighborhood. The framing narrative
will evolve to accommodate the requirements of the
space in which the performance unfolds.

ITINERARY/CHARACTERS
The audience is ushered and seated. They soon realize
that there is a presence peering at them. As she draws
closer they can see her clearly, a young woman looking
intently, incredulous. A while later she clears her throat
and asks if they can see her. She starts explaining in
feverish excitement that if they can see her, it means it is
her time: she is going to be liberated and born into
the world of fiction. She goes on to explain that the
world she dwells in is that of pre-fiction where she is
a character canvas and that to be born she must be
allocated a story to become a full-fledged character.
She was the draft of many characters but the process
was never complete and she was left a patchwork of
texts, unfinished. Pre-fiction exists in the mind of the
author and so does the audience which he conjures
everytime to assess the progress of his work. Since they
are there and that they can see her, then her time has
come, the author is finally writing her story.
To illustrate her point, she invites them on a journey
across the mind of the author where they will see other
characters more developed than herself but equally
stuck, because their stories are incomplete. She pulls
out a key and ushers them into the world of pre-fiction
all while explaining that sometimes they might not
recognize her, her voice will change, or her clothes, her
walk, she is under-construction...

HABKA
The MC unlocks a huge door which opens on a huge
estate. All while giving more details about both worlds
and the characters that she almost was, she guides us,
the audience, towards a house with the door ajar. She
explains that these characters are stuck in an endless
loop and that they must not be through the open
windows of her house, she is cleaning and moving her
body to the rhythm of an old Tunisian song by Saliha an
iconic singer from the 1930s on the radio [1]. She comes
out carrying a plant, she aims to put it down amidst
a multitude of empty pots scattered all over her front
yard. As soon as she realizes she is being watched, she
rushes inside all while casting suspicious glances at the
audience and comes back in a different dress and sits
facing them. She starts telling her story. We gather the
pieces from the shards of tales, and understand that
she is a prostitute and we are in a brothel, the adjacent
rooms start oozing with stories. From the behind the
closed doors, narratives accumulate and overlap, we
want to knock on the doors, hear them all. She stands
up and picks one of the spectators, ushers him inside her
room and shuts us out. The MC reappears, she is wearing
a new outfit and her voice is slightly shrill, she explains
that she cannot help it, now off to the next station.

[1] Music: Bakhnoug by Saliha
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=obAfHtrFTAU

RAGE
IS MY MIDDLE NAME
The night is crawling in as we arrive at the second
station. We are led inside by the MC who then
vanishes. Seated in the dark with ominous music
playing in the background, the second character waits
for us to settle down and then a candle is lit. A calm,
composed and smiling woman starts an enigmatic bit
about a journey. We are asked to join her at the table.
She opens cabinets and begins to pile up the empty
dishes and bowls on the long rectangualr table in a
frenzy of light caused by the multiplying candles she
lights around her. Is it a kitchen? is it a shrine? The
atmosphere is intoxicating, the smells and the heat
wafting about are enchanting, and the tension is rising,
she is speaking of rage then... snap! Off she goes, and
locks the door behind her, we realize we are trapped in
the space, her space. Confusion settles before the MC
pops up through the door again carrying a huge key
chain and laughing maliciously, we are liberated. For
now...

DELIRIUM
In the dark, we follow the footsteps of the MC who
presses us to hurry, she loses the way in the endless
labyrinth but from afar looms a light. Closer, we make
out the shape of a marabout, the door is shut but we
soon realize that through the small windows we can
peer inside. A man is lying down on a cement bed
immobile, the small room is covered in paper boats
hanging from the walls, a repetitive tune goes on and
on [1]. He wakes up terrified from what seems like a bad
dream. He falls back to sleep, 1.2.1234! Up again. This
goes on for a while. Then, as he starts up, he realizes,
and so do we, that he is stuck. He is unable to lift his
head off the bed. He tries to swing it around to no avail.
He continues to try as we voyeuristically watch him
writhe and wriggle to the sounds of bits of texts that
come to us/him through unseen loudspeakers. The texts
tell of an endless delirium of surreal stories. Eventually,
he manages to stand up long enough to fill the sink in
the room. He splashes the water around and soaks his
head, it gets lighter, he forces the door open. Outside
the land goes on infinitely, he starts running while
shouting the text being recited. He runs till he vanishes
into the woods. The MC who has watched the whole bit
explains that we should get going, she is speaking in
longer stances that sound rehearsed as if in a trance,
then resumes her regular tone, as if the words were
literally put in her mouth. Literally.

[1] Music: Flashpoint by John Surman
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=obAfHtrFTAU

THE BOY
AND THE WALL
We are urged by the MC again to start off. We go through
a labyrinth of dark stairs and narrow alleys to find
ourselves at the foot of a green hill with wild plants
scattered about. Behind the hill the space is enclosed
with barbed wire and there are rays of white surveillance
lights beaming up the place. We find him alone shaking
the barbed wire waving nervously beckoning an invisible
person to come back. He turns around agitated. He
sees us. He smiles ambiguously and draws closer. He
starts reciting his text as if from memory, as if it were
not the first time. He plays, he jumps around, he calls
us to partake in the game. Reluctantly he resumes his
narrative. He misses his home. He misses his garden.
He misses the sun. They had a neighbor. He built a wall
and blocked away the sun. His garden withered. Then
another wall. A higher wall. He highjacked his neigbor’s
truck and switched gear to reverse, he aimed to knock
down...the wall? the neighbor?... Is he?... A siren starts,
the MC urges us to move on. A last glance, he is back at
the barbed wire, waving again, beckoning again.

THE MASTER OF CEREMONY IS HERE
The process is complete, she is finally ready, a fullcharacter, a Master of Ceremony. The spectators realize
that they are back to the stage area but this time they
are the ones occupying the stage facing the rows of
spectator seats. First comes the voice, then we see her
under a spotlight all metamorphosed, As she speaks
all the characters that we have seen so far start coming
down the stairs where the audience was seated at the
beginning of the show, the tables have turned. The MC
is holding a microphone in which she explains in a playful
voice:
“Ladies and gentelmen, welcome to our interactive show
“On the Threshold” where you’ll reveal yourselves one
by one to become part of the story and to interact with
the other members through an intricate web of narrative
threads, ready?”
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In my early 20s I fell in love with “The
Linguini Incident”, a film panned by the
film critics. It is a 1991 American crime
comedy film set in New York.
My favourite character in this movie is
Vivian, played by Hungarian actress
Eszter Balint: She is an eccentric and
unsuccessful underwear designer—who
and when forced to help in a criminal
act—finds an unexpected solution to
position herself and to attract attention
on her work…

When I was young, Charlie accompanied me intensely from Stephen Chbosky’s “The Perks of Being a
Wallflower”. The character is a boy in his first year of high school who has a very special, sensitive and
unconventional way of interpreting his environment. While he is often very loving with the thoughts
of his fellow human beings, he himself has deep-rooted conflicts that keep catching up with him and
overpowering him. His job in the book is to face his own darkness in all his innocence.
I have found that it is very difficult for me to establish a relationship with main characters who only act
for their own good. I think of stories like “Breaking Bad” or “House of Cards”, no matter how clever they
behave, I cannot get into a story under these circumstances.
Lately, I don’t remember a special favorite character, I’m probably more interested in the dynamics
between the characters. If I had to choose a piece I would be part of, it would probably be “The good
man from sezuan”. The point is that one can only exist under capitalist logic under certain schizophrenic
requirements, since moral decisions can and must be outsourced in order to be able to live according to
certain values.

I was deeply touched by the main character of Hadatha Abu Houraira Kala
from the book of Mahmoud Messadi, this character inspired by “Thus Spoke
Zarathustra” by Nietzsche. I like the character for both, his complexity and
the complexity of the experiences he went through. I think his story is timeless
and a must read for a context like ours as he goes through an existential
quest. It could be adapted for anyone, at anytime. If I were a fictional
character, I would choose to belong to the oeuvre of Andreï Tarkovski for the
rare and unique atmospheres of his films and the intensity of his scenarios.
In real life, I am the main character in the life of the people who are also
main characters in mine: family and friends. It’s not only about how much
time we spend with each other, but about things we experienced and shared
together. I am a main character in their life because I am their metaphoric
mirror, and so they are. I see myself through their eyes and they see their
reflection in mine.
Now if we meet someone who’s very remarkable, we probably won’t forget
about him for the rest of our lives. And for some reason, we will remember
him sometimes. We will remember his story and the things that attracted us
to him. When we want to remember that particular person, we will find his
image living inside of us.
Sometimes one real moment shared can make a person last forever in our
minds.
For fictional characters, if they are remarkable, they would live inside of
us as well, in that same place where we save our remarkable non fictional
characters. It’s not about physical meetings, it’s about intensity: an intense
moment that we can live in real life with “existing” people or in our head with
the “non-existing” ones. That’s why I chose to belong to the oeuvre of Andreï
Tarkovski, because I believe that “I met” his characters, that I have them with
me now.

I need the atmosphere to be laid back and casual to get together with my friends and/or colleagues. Formal
gatherings with too many rules and etiquette and dress codes ruin it for me. The other thing is I by all means avoid
gatherings which involve people that don’t get along. I believe that for a get-together to go well it has to be about
people who get along peacefully, so if there is a person with whom I might have a problem or people that I know
have been having issues I just avoid it. Given the fact that I am rather on the introverted side of the curve I’d mostly
go to gatherings with the same circle of people and the circle has been shrinking dramatically. I guess I don’t have
the patience to waste time on pretending I’m having fun and I’m rather content with the people I know and their
close ones by extensions but big gatherings with strangers is not for me. So, for it to be something I’d want to
repeat it should include friends or at least familiar faces that I know I can be myself around so that it runs smoothly
and effortlessly. What must never be lacked is good food and drinks and a positive vibe.

To go to a place on the beach, or a house in the middle
of nature, eat and drink watching the sunset.
With my friends from the architecture school, our get
together is usually a long walk in some places like the
Medina of Tunis or Carthage, somewhere where we
can enjoy architecture and just walk. In places like the
medina, we like to drink coffee or tea. We don’t stay in
cafés , but in front of houses.
Discovering a new house, a new place that we didn’t
know about before always makes us happy, especially
when strangers invite us inside to see it.

Detachment, no unspoken things between those
who are present, something to drink, will probably
help too. Most spontaneous evenings have a lot of
potential, as there are no expectations attached
to them. Euphoria is also a good condition for
spending very good time. But how do you create
them? It probably takes a common challenge which,
in the sense of most within a group, was mastered
positively. A challenge that is not too easy.

My opinion about beauty is very divided. Of course, I enjoy beautiful
people, beautiful things, beautiful weather, beautiful houses, beautiful
places. but beauty also reduces. This one attribute often creates a
halo effect that lets all other characteristics take a back seat. We are
often so affected by beauty that rational complexity becomes a minor
matter. I find that scary, but I can’t keep myself from getting attracted
by obvious beauty. I am very actively looking for beauty that does not
reveal itself directly, but must be discovered. Beauty in vomit, Beauty
in ugliness, Beauty in diarrhea, Beauty in stressful situations, Beauty in
Barrens, Beauty in human weakness, Beauty in mold, Beauty in death,
Beauty in decline, Beauty in apocalypse, Beauty in mental breakdown,
Beauty in perversion, beauty in herpes, beauty in being reppeled, beauty
in being rejected, beauty in being disgusted, beauty in sadness, beauty
in addiction, but its not easy. I just googled “beauty” again and ended
up with a quotes page. Most of the statements on beauty were linked
to female beauty http://zitate.net/sch%c3%b6nheit-zitate?p=2 So, that
brings me straight to the beginning, beauty reduces. That pisses me off
again so much that I don’t really feel like thinking about huMANity.

Without succumbing to the impulse to compare beauty and aesthetics
and go on an endless theoretical discourse, I can say that beauty
is whatever carries the intrinsic capacity to stir your feelings in an
enchanting way and you realize you are alive. It is a sensory experience
that stimulates you and for that reason it is not field-bound, beauty can
be attributed to literally anything in the world. I do not just believe it is
essential for mankind, I think it is what defines mankind, the day we stop
feeling and reacting to beauty is the day mankind will realize its demise.
It is the very condition for our survival as a species and without it the
whole world comes to a wretched dead-end.

The true beauty lies within the
heart?! I think so. I think beauty is
not so much about seeing – it is
about feeling. It’s not so much that
something is beautiful but it’s a lot
about how you see it and if you are
able to recognize beauty when it
appeals to you.
It can’t be so much about a definition
of beauty as an agreement, but it
is about what you feel, recognize
and long for, what interests you,
touches you, surprises you. It can be
a gesture, it can be a surrounding,
a situation, an artwork, something
decorated, as well as something
rough. It is just what you detect
within.
Is it essential for mankind? Yes,
if you can detect beauty within
life, you can regret getting lost in
something, you can feel sympathy
if something is threatened, you can
feel joy. This would make someone
more than just a pragmatic being,
it is the longing for a development,
for happiness, for emotion? Maybe.
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SOPHIA BELLOUHASSI WIDMANN
“The Sublime Myths of Hybrids”
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I don’t know when and why in general, different
people in different historical conjectures have
adhered to and even worshipped some ideologies
for different reasons. In my perspective it mostly
led to ruin whenever it turned into blind fanaticism
and I am not sure home is the right way to call
it since the latter interpellates a constellation
of words and images that are rather positive. I
believe what these moments of extremism have
in common is a deep need to believe in something
greater than oneself. It also stems from an
inherent dependence on communal belonging.
Human beings need to affiliate themselves with
groups, that is the underlying factor of our social
fabric and infrastructure. Some have it in them
due to their upbringing, psychological balance,
social and financial status and every other
related factor, to keep it under control. Others
lose track and an ideology becomes the means
to feel amongst like-minded people and fight for
a common cause. I think it is a quest for meaning
pushed too far.

Ithink that ideologies become
home, soon as they are
confirmed by the environment
your moving in and of course
you’d rather consider an
environment your homeland
when you find recognition
within, than if it is refusing your
ideas. Maybe it is a matter of
convenience, too? That it is
easier to seek for the security
of a consensus than to toil with
criticism? That being affirmed
empowers you more than
it would bring you forward
in coping with setbacks and
developing own ideas?

Ideologies become home when we feel strangers to the
reality we live in. There is a tunisian song called inti chamsi
(you are my sun), in that song, the lover, who considers his
beloved as the sun in his life, is asking her not to hide away
from his life. And then, if she’s not coming, he said:
I’ll wait for too many nights, and if you won’t come
I’ll invent you in my imagination, and live through you
I think It’s the case for ideologies, when we wait for them
to be in our life and it’s not the case, we make them a home
in our mind and live through them.

“The Salem tragedy, which is about to begin in these pages, developed from a paradox. It is a paradox in whose
grip we still live, and there is no prospect yet that we will discover its resolution. Simply, it was this: for good
purposes, even high purposes, the people of Salem developed a theocracy, a combine of state and religious power
whose function was to keep the community together, and to prevent any kind of disunity that might open it to
destruction by material or ideological enemies. It was forged for a necessary purpose and accomplished that
purpose. But all organization is and must be grounded on the idea of excl
prohibition, just as two objects
cannot occupy the same space. Evidently, the time came in New England when the repressions of order were
heavier than seemed warranted by the dangers against which the order was organized. The witch-hunt was a
perverse manifestation of the panic which set in among all classes when the balance began to turn toward greater
individual freedom.
When one rises above the individual villainy displayed, one can only pity them all, just as we shall be pitied
someday. It is still impossible for man to organize his social life without repressions, and the balance has yet to be
struck between order and freedom.
The witch-hunt was not, however, a mere repression. It was also, and as importantly, a long overdue opportunity
for everyone so inclined to express publicly his guilt and sins, under the cover of accusations against the victims. It
suddenly became possible-and patriotic and holy-for a man to say that Martha Corey had come into his bedroom
at night, and that, while his wife was sleeping at his side, Martha laid herself down on his chest and “nearly
suffocated him.” Of course it was her spirit only, but his satisfaction at confessing himself was no lighter than if it
had been Martha herself. One could not ordinarily speak such things in public.
Long-held hatreds of neighbors could now be openly expressed, and vengeance taken, despite the Bible’s
charitable injunctions. Land-lust, which had been expressed by constant bickering over boundaries and deeds,
could now be elevated to the arena of morality; one could cry witch against one’s neighbor and feel perfectly
justified in the bargain. Old scores could be settled on a plane of heavenly combat between Lucifer and the Lord;
suspicions and the envy of the miserable toward the happy could and did burst out in the general revenge.”
The Crucible, Arthur Miller
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I think positive is a qualitative and valueladen adjective that I would not attribute to
radicalism being a concept. If I am trying to
put myself in the mindset of the question,
however, I would say a tendency to go all
the way into radical measures but to do so
while observing the greater good. In a way,
to adopt a line of thought or an ideology
and/ or pursue a radical course of action
but to do so while taking into account the
ramifications of such an approach and
keeping them on the positive side.

Positive radicalism shouldn’t have any negative
consequences.
I don't know why I thought about a balanced
radicalism. I'm wondering if we can have any form of
radicalism that respects everyone's rights without
oppression.

I could get along with positive radicalism, if the one
practicing it decides, that this should be the concept of
living, she or he wants to apply on her/his way of life – but
I feel, that no one should dare – regardless of whether it is
a religious or a political or a whatever matter – to demand
from others, to believe in the same concept.
But a radicalism—if positive or not—in my opinion does
want to force others.
I think deciding to be radical, always includes, that a person
is no longer open to the ways of discussion or finding
compromises and it’s a denying that other individuals have
other needs or could see things differently.
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YOUNES BEN SLIMANE
“Shape of Death”

SHAPE OF DEATH
If death is an indeterminate substance, how could we measure it, grasp it.
Death is sometimes a spatial configuration embodied by white plastic chairs. In each house, it
follows the shape of the house and aligns with its walls: the chairs will change layout according
to the spatial configuration of the house, just like the water takes the shape of its container.
It is also this volume that we dig; these gestures that inhabit those who make graves to finally let
the body rest. A volume that embodies beliefs and customs

DEATH AS VOLUME

DEATH AS A SURFACE
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Death is present absence. It is everything pointing to someone whose nonexistence in your current space-time continuum turns into an obsession.
It is the condensation of missing as a sensory experience of deprivation
to the point where the senses are shut numb. It is the very definition of
a paradox: the dead body is there, the name, the signs pointing to the
person , the tomb, the grave, the tombstone, all the catalogue of objects
created by the Human drive for survival, to make sense of such a disturbing
experience…yet the person is not. If we pause to think about it we could
literally go insane: a person is there, you live with them, you interact, build
a life, stage it out on a time span of past, present and future, then they
are gone, according to no logic whatsoever, they just up and leave and
you are stuck with a narrative filled with gaps, everything linked with that
person is now porous, it no longer holds, it has an emptiness inside it that
haunts you forever and oozes with a mind-wrecking contradiction, you are
reminded the dead person is there, only to be reminded they are dead.
Messing with time in such a way unleashes maddening forces within you,
so intense they could wreck you, until you either tame them or they eat you
up, it is the verge of null.

But to be serious: If you are confronted with death—for me it’s being confronted with dying. … sometimes it can be
a relief, knowing someone has suffered so much, but losing someone all of a sudden, leaves you with numberous
questions – but then I think it leads to reflecting on the person you lost, so it’s also thinking about life: How has
it been spent, what has this life lacked, what has it given? How would that person have gone on with life? For me,
death is about remembering: Sharing the impressions and memories you have about someone with others and
somehow I do have the feeling that the cohesion between people increases when they share the loss of someone
beloved.

I do not have any greater definitions of death, nor any specific metaphysical
understanding of it, I am aware of the literature around it down to the
lexical complexity and the thousand different shades of meaning we
strive to capture in language but I do not believe any of it quite sums it
up, every new death is a blow to human petty attempts to contain it and
a new definition added to the everlastingly- expanding semantics of that
procreative signifier. To me, death is my mother’s two-year battle with her
own blood turning against her, it is her empty spot in my parents’ big bed,
the slightly under or over-seasoned meals I try to copy from her and never
quite get it, the books that still carry her finger prints on the shelf, it is a
vacant spot shaped in her body traversing the universe around me and
whenever I cross that hollow spot I feel like I fit in perfectly and that in part
I am already there right next to her, gone.

Thinking about death is the
perfect measure of life. If you
wonder if you would do the
things you have planned if you
only have a very limited amount
of time and the answer is no:
don’t do it! If you know that you
would die tomorrow and that you
would still do your job, then you
have the right job.
I am a lucky bastard and death a
great decision-making aid.

My instantaneous reflection goes to shrines,
temples and churches but I can’t think of a better
place than Dar Sebastien in Hammamet. Every
time I go there there is a slight out-of-the-body
experience in store and it happens at the most
unexpected time. I believe the peculiar of the
place, the labyrinth-like quality, the sea extending
endlessly beyond, added to the chest of stories
that place offers makes it a space outside of
space. Most people with whom I worked there
have expressed the same feeling. The first thing
that happens to you is you lose sense of time,
the rhythm slows down to a sweet lethargy and
you are so intensely alive and your senses are so
sharpened that you lose track of time. There is a
funny thing we do during rehearsals, whenever
the pace becomes too slow and we lose contact
with life we just open the gigantic gate and step
outside and it is like we are slapped awake. We
instantly realize that we are too far gone because
of the noise and the cars and the swift life rhythm
outside then we are sucked into our time gap
again.

On my last trip. I lived in a hostel that was very magical. It was
called “The Wizard House” haha and it reminded me very much of
the place described in the Song “Hotel California” from the Eagles.
From the outside it seemed like an ordinary house in a residential
area. But as soon as you crossed the threshold, the magic began
to work. It was very dark and it took a short moment for the eyes
to get used to the new lighting situation. It burned black light
and fluorescent shapes, faces and magical creatures glowed
down from the walls. The gentleman who opened the door on the
morning of my arrival looked very confused and tired. No one else
was there. He led me through the dark entrance area, from which
a door led to the kitchen and living room, into the courtyard of the
house. Or what was originally a courtyard and now stretched out
in front of me in a green oasis with hundreds of plants. Over half
of the garden was a high terrace on which there were just as many
plants as in the rest of the courtyard. All the walls to be seen were
adorned with colorful images of goddesses, spirits and wild lianas
on a green background.
Then when I sat down to smoke and the gentleman went away to
check me in, a guy came out of a room and jumped out onto the
terrace and ran down the stairs like crazy. After a while he came
back and looked a little less confused. He sat down with me and
said that yesterday there had been a huge party with fire shows
and acrobats. The whole house slowly woke up and more and
more people came onto the terrace. It was a mix of travelers and
dropouters with crazy stories. For a few of them, the line from the
song was true: “You can check out any time u want, but u can never
leave.” They were stranded there and stayed simple.
All in all, the entire time I was there, I couldn’t really get rid of the
feeling of entering the house the first time: a permanent thrill.

 hen I was about 16, I fell in love
W
with Palm Houses when visiting
Temperate House in Kew Gardens,
but no matter if it is Palmenhaus
Wien (the Viennese Palm House),
Temperate House in Kew Gardens
in London or the Hortus Botanicus
in Leiden (NL), there is a special
atmosphere within these buildings,
that is irresistible to me.
The different air, the unknown,
strange and exotic plants, the dense
green: being in one of these jungles,
for me always meant to be in an
other dimension. 
By the way, I really love, when
these technical, industrial, light
and space giving, ornamental
steel constructions meet all these
supposedly untamed nature (which
is, of course not). It’s a love for the
gardener’s art as well as for the
engineer’s art. And it’s a love for the
peace and the enraptured time in a
place like this, where nothing else
matters for a while.
Also gardens and botanical parks
have a similar magic for me, but not
the same way as Plant Houses have.
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