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Where is the Theology?
By Brenda Dixon Gottschild

Circling. In Africanist 1 spirit tradition, the circle is the 
architecture that predicates existence and encompasses 
our being/nonbeing. Birth, earthly life, physical death, 
and afterlife are concentric, overlapping, contiguous 
spheres of ongoing endeavor. Overlap is key here: literally 
and metaphorically, practically and conceptually, the 
circle is non-linear, represents multidimensional space, 
and bridges dimensions, divides, and borders of human 
understanding. 
 Crossing. Crossings. Crosses. Crossroads—the 
cosmic X—is a potent signifier in Black theologies. So 
much happens where roads of all kinds, physical and 
metaphysical, intersect. Legend has it that musical genius 
Robert Johnson sold his soul to the devil at a crossroads 
in Mississippi. In global Yoruba practice this meeting 
place is potent enough to have a designated guardian. 
Eshu, in Nigeria; Exú, in Brazil (Candomblé); Echú, in Cuba 
(Santería); Legba, in Haiti (Vodun)—all are names for the 
deity of the crossroads. The cross is not linear. It inter-
sects netherworld and earthground, shares horizontality 
and verticality, past, present and future. It exudes magic: 
The X can be a hex. Go to the crossroads to barter and 
parley with the paranormal and/or converse clairvoyantly. 
 An X spans the floor of the performance space 
for Séancers. Poised at this crossroad, near the beginning 
of the work, Jaamil Olawale Kosoko slowly completes a full 
circle around a pond of white tulle. It’s a powerful, fleeting 
moment, but one that I remember. Who is he—a Yoruba 
priest? 2  Seeker of the coolest partner on the dance floor? 
Under-the-radar/over-the-top voguer? Alter ego perfor-
mance artist? All of the above? Yes—a resounding “Yes”—
and more. Let us call him a “latter day saint” personifying 
Africanist theologies in his passionate pursuit of truth 
through a Black lens, in a Black space. 
 Like Kosoko’s previous works, including Black 
Male Revisited (hereafter referred to as BMR) and #negro-
phobia, his concern in this movement-music-visual theater 
discourse is our endangered Black identity which must be 
nurtured and nourished with a mojo strong enough to fend 
off the constant threat of “imperialist white supremacist 
capitalist patriarchy.” 3 
 Audre Lorde. Ruby Sales. African-American 
women representing African-American cultures. Two 
approaches--one perspective. The poet-activist and the 
theologian-activist, both working in the tradition and spirit 
of making a place for a Black space that, on the American 
continent, has been appropriated, stolen, raped, bartered, 
bought and sold, desired and demeaned—but we are 
still here. As Junot Díaz said, “I’m a child of blackness. 
Blackness was not meant to survive, and we have sur-
vived. And we have thrived. And we’ve given this world 
more genius than we have ever received.” 4 Díaz speaks 
of “radical hope as our best weapon.” 5 This is the territory 
that Séancers traverses. Kosoko is also holding words 
from Kara Walker: Narratives of a Negress: “Nothing can 
come between a man and his ego except a woman, black, 
with history on her side. . .” 6 May I live to see the day! 
I delight in the majesty of those words, the nobility of the 
sentiment, and I long for the time when this radical hope 
actually comes true. 
 Séancers—a collective, cultural memoir; an 
Afrofuturist magical mystery tour in which Lorde’s and 
Sales’ work are front and center. The first words spoken 
are from Lorde’s poem, “Power”: “I have not been able to 
touch the destruction within me.” With the help of these 
two womanist, sisters, mothers, lovers—priestesses, if 
you will—Kosoko tilts the balance away from the destruc-
tion embodied in his birth mother, who appeared in his 
two previous pieces, toward a vision that offers life after 
whiteness—life beyond the “free, white, and 21” recording 
that pierces the action (a brilliant sound design by com-
poser Jeremy Toussaint-Baptiste).
 Kosoko’s performance spaces are rife with the 
props he uses to represent his worldview, a perspective 
revealed to us through his repurposing of odd throwaway 
items. Blowup figures, wigs, fabric, antiquated children’s 
toys take on haunting connotations as he deploys them 
in exploring “. . . the fatal axis where Blackness and 
queerness collide. Fatal because the coupling of these 
two identities often times equates to premature Black 
death.” 7 A toy horse head becomes a stereotype of Black 
male hypersexuality. It appeared prominently in BMR and 
#negrophobia and is one of the lesser props making an 
appearance, but not alluded to, in Séancers. It’s as though 
this and other threads of Kosoko’s past are always with 
him; but the forces that drove #negrophobia and BMR—
the “stoned. . .suicidal mama,” 8 the murder of his brother, 

the words of James Baldwin—are transmogrified through 
the spirit power of Lorde’s poem of outrage and Sales’ 
homily of love. Channeled through the “unapologetically 
Black” 9 bodies of Kosoko and Baptiste, Lorde’s and Sales’ 
combined energies equate, respectively, as the Yoruba 
deities Oya (goddess of the wind, powerful sorceress) and 
Yemoja (the divine mother). 
 Séancers is “unapologetically Black”—to borrow 
critic Wesley Morris’ marvelous phrase.10  We are ushered 
into a Black space that is séanced, parametered, and 
nuanced by Lorde’s and Sales’ words and Kosoko’s body. 
Being unapologetically Black and alternative, is part of 
the Black millennial culture of empowerment—from Black 
Lives Matter to BlackGirlMagic to innumerable social 
media hashtags and Facebook pages (like “binders full 
of women and non-binary people of color in academia”; 
“binder full of people of color in the art world”; “Black 
women who meditate,” and more). Black. Being Black 
during the Obama years, when the deep-rooted disease 
of white supremacy spread its viral poison in response 
to a Black president. Black. Being Black in the “unapolo-
getic” era of a new white supremacist regime in the White 
House, giving Kosoko’s work—and Lorde’s and Sales’ 
words—a renewed urgency, entitlement and agency. 
Black. Being Black “. . . in a country that for so long has 
refused to see our full selves, we can see one another. 
Why should anybody have to apologize for that?” 11 
We won’t. Not any more!
 Lorde’s poem talks about poetry, rhetoric, power, 
brutality, repression, and the interplay or disconnect 
between these contending forces. Sales offers a counter- 
narrative, ending on a question about white endeavor. 
She comes from the Black Southern activism that she 
describes as “. . . both a counter-culture and counter- 
narrative, all deeply rooted in the work that began in the 
fields during slavery.” 12 Choosing these two texts encom-
passes a broad swath of Black intellectual, theoretical, 
political, theological, aesthetic endeavor. Kosoko allows 
Sales’ words of homiletic wisdom to penetrate his being. 
The spirit of her message envelops him—her spirit enters 
and embraces him and speaks through him. He mouths 
her words as his body reverberates their power. He incar-
nates her. Yemoja has entered and is speaking through 
him, questioning the place and space for a theology, Black 
or white. The Ruby Sales monologue ultimately puts the 
burden of racism where it rightfully belongs—in the lap 
of white folks. It is a teaching moment, a watchful learning. 
This work is a convergence of Africanist pasts presents 
futures—an intersecting circularity that spins at the cross-
roads and invites spirit-speak, as in cosmic questions like 
“where is the theology?” Axé
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self-organized, independent, young hip-hop dance crews 
practicing in the northeastern suburbs of Groruddalen, 
and the large group of young dancers training in the pro-
fessional educational system of the Norwegian National 
Ballet at its waterfront home in the opera house. At any 
rate, the physical move of Black Box teater from west to 
east enacts an important part of Oslo’s geographical and 
social layout. On one level it also represents a dematerial-
ization, making it necessary to understand Black Box 
teater not only in physical and architectural terms but 
also in a more immaterial way, as the line of activities that 
connect its first location with its second.
 As a geographical site, Middelalderparken allows 
for gazing in many directions: back in time to the establish-
ment of the city of Oslo around year 1000; down below the 
layers of soil that have been carefully removed to reveal 
the ruins of a medieval church; into the future towards 
the hectic development of the neighboring waterfront 
area and the large-scale institutional attraction it has set 
it in motion: a new opera, a new Edvard Munch museum, 
a new public library. 
 When thinking about mobile theaters and 
performing arts in this area, and the interaction between 
cities and performing arts, it is tempting to take a wider, 
national perspective and touch on the story of the theater 
ship M/S Innvik. Its last haven happened to be a quay at 
the waterfront facing Oslo’s new opera house. Until 1987, 
M/S Innvik had for 20 years called at rural societies in the 
fjords on the west coast of Norway. It arrived complete 
with a small stage and auditorium, as well as professional 
actors and theater technicians who lived in the cabins 
of the boat. The idea of housing a theater in a boat was 
conceived by the regional theater in the county of Sogn og 
Fjordane, both for practical reasons and to align with the 
cultural policy of the period which aimed to spread high 
quality performing arts from the geographical center to the 
periphery. Coincidentally, M/S Innvik retired more or less 
at the same time as Black Box teater was established, one 
conception of theater seemingly replacing another. As the 
Norwegian population grew more heterogeneous, the 
boat came to serve a new group of citizens: From 2001 to 
2010 it became the home of Nordic Black Theatre, a multi-
cultural theater and theater school. Because of its location 
by the quay, M/S Innvik obtained rights to give input to 
the re  development of the waterfront area. As a result, 
some of the people running Nordic Black Theatre ended 
up advising the public art program that accompanied the 
waterfront refurbishment, through which a number of 
temporary, performative projects have been presented.

Landscapes and layers
When leaving the institution, the idea of a pure, idealist 
space gives way to the materiality of a landscape. 
Westwards across the Oslo fjord from Carlsen’s Radio Oh 
So Slow, choreographer Ingri Midgard Fiksdal has chosen 
the public beach Huk as the site for a version of her work 
Diorama, in which landscape becomes scenography. As 
Fiksdal elaborates in the presentation of the piece on her 
website, the word “diorama” can refer to a three-dimen-
sional model of a landscape, often displayed in museums 
of natural history. The word also has a theatrical reference 
in the diorama theater invented by Louis Daguerre in 
France in 1822, a theater space in which landscape paint-
ings are transformed through manipulated light, sound 
effects and live performers. Fiksdal’s Diorama premiered 
in the fishing village of Brixham in England in 2017, where 
it took place by an outdoor pool with a view across the 
sea. Fiksdal’s choice of the beach as site is simultaneously 
both specific and generic.
 Fiksdal’s recurrent use of multi-layered textiles 
that completely cover her performers’ bodies, may open 
a paradox for a local audience familiar with Huk. During 
the summer, a section of the beach is reserved for natur-
ists, which itself is some sort of performative position 
that makes any accidental passer-by very conscious of 
how ordinary clothing is also a convention. The public 
access to Huk is all about layers too. It is a consequence 
of a protected area that was established there in 1988 to 
preserve Oslo’s geologically unique seashore sediments. 
These sediments had petrified about 470 million years 
ago, and their preservation keeps alive an awareness of 
the slow-moving, geological time that surrounds us. 

Shifting perspectives
The name Huk is a simplified version of the Dutch word for 
corner or angle. The name was allegedly projected onto 
the stone formations of the beach in the late 16th century, 
as Dutch seamen tried to sort out the landscape from their 
vantage point at sea without the aid of a map. At OITF in 
2018, the Dutch artist Dries Verhoeven’s project Fare Thee 
Well! projects its gaze towards a more urban landscape, 
from further afar. The project reveals how the immediacy 
normally implicit in vision and observation, human sight as 

the basis of objective knowledge and scientific evidence, 
is always a temporal phenomenon. The artist invites 
his spectators to look through telescopes directed two 
kilometers away, where a text is moving on the walls of a 
city building or some other physical surface. Passers-by 
can also see it, though upside down. A telescope directed 
towards the universe looks back in time. Verhoeven’s 
telescopes show how distance might be a prerequisite 
for understanding. The written words, accompanied by 
melancholic music from the baroque era, encourage the 
viewer to say farewell to things that disappeared a long 
time ago or might disappear at some point in the future. 
How is it possible to pay attention to things that we are 
about to forget?

Defining strangers
In choreographer Mia Habib’s Stranger within, co-created 
with Jassem Hindi, the explosion of the site becomes 
apparent in the project’s processual character, its collab-
orative creation and potential multitude of materials, for-
mats and locations. It builds on a preceding project called 
We Insist, which has been on the road since 2007, as 
performances, workshops and visual installations created 
with artists from all over the world. In the presentation of 
Stranger within on Habib’s website, the creators explicitly 
declare themselves as double outcasts of a sort, who 
work “outside of institutional networks [and] conventional 
performance spaces” as well as “on the fringe of public 
spaces”. An important idea in the project seems to be a 
reversal of the conventional hierarchy between performer 
and spectator. “Instead of being the hosts of a perfor-
mance,” the artists write, “we will be the guests of a social 
network, holding on to a myriad of possible material to 
perform with.”
 In the visual field of art and public space, one 
sign of the dematerialization that occurs when artists 
challenge modernist practice, is that the presence of 
the artist replaces the presence of the conventional art 
object. The risk inherent in this move is the commodifi-
cation and trade of this presence. Again, this shift is less 
clear in the performing arts, since the artist’s presence, 
or at least her negotiation of that presence, could be said 
to be the art object. Setting out to challenge this pres-
ence is a bold move. To find out how this shift is actually 
carried out, the audience has to be present in the private 
apartment in Oslo’s Tøyen district where Stranger within 
will take place.
 Tøyen has an ambivalent connection to the site 
of other projects during the festival. For one thing, the 
original Munch museum has been located in Tøyen since 
1963 but is now moving to a new landmark building near 
the waterfront. In exchange for depriving Tøyen of the 
new museum, the city council promised to strengthen 
economic support for the Tøyen area. Public squares 
have since gotten a makeover and the former post office 
has become a local pub. What were formerly municipal 
apartments have also been renovated as part of this deal, 
forcing some inhabitants to move. In a recent television 
documentary, the manager of a local football club for 
youngsters with mixed cultural backgrounds revealed 
that no economic support had come their way. Immaterial 
social activities still lose the fight for political attention to 
tangible buildings and monuments.
 In this context, what does it mean for artists to 
proclaim themselves strangers? What does the notion of 
an apartment as a peripheral public space mean? Habib 
and Hindi label their work micro-political and micro-eco-
nomical, but also state that their language is formal, not 
political. How can performing arts connect to the political 
struggles surrounding it?  

Resistance or adaptation?
All of the projects mentioned above, Radio Oh So Slow, 
Diorama, Fare Thee Well! and Stranger within are con-
ceived as series. They may be revisited and repeated in 
a potentially endless number of locations and contexts, 
each feeding into the content of the artwork. The different 
sites in a series are thus connected intertextually, rather 
than spatially, and are perhaps better represented by an 
itinerary than by a traditional map. In this way of working, 
the consistency of an artist’s engagement with her themes 
or projects itself becomes a site. 
 Miwon Kwon discusses whether the perform-
ative is an effective way of resisting commodification of 
the “critical” dimension in art practices, in a time when 
capital and power also embrace the nomadic, temporary 
and precarious. To what extent do site-specific perfor-
mances generate publicness, challenge an environment, 
challenge the performing arts as such? And to what extent 
are they imperatively necessary ways of organizing artistic 
work in order to survive as an artist in a “festivalized” art 
market and community? And what does it mean to live 
arts and performance if it is both? 

A City, a Site
By Hild Borchgrevink 

While the word “public” refers to people, the correspond-
ing Norwegian word offentlig, as does its German source, 
literally refers to an open space. A black box theater can 
contain both. It is a physically and often economically 
delimited space, yet also intrinsically public; a producer 
of publicness by gathering us, the audience, for a shared 
experience.
 However, several performances during this 
year’s Oslo Internasjonale Teaterfestival (OITF) take place 
outside the black box. As we shall see, their contents to 
a certain extent bleed into each other, perhaps due to 
the ways in which they activate the city as context. What 
happens to live art and performance when they leave the 
black box for the city? How can a performative situation 
be established and negotiated outside the walls of a 
theater, and how do performative artistic expressions 
relate to processes, layers and changes inherent in the 
city itself? 
 In her article “One Place after Another: Notes 
on Site Specificity” 1 art historian and curator Miwon 
Kwon traces how the concept of a site for an artwork is 
transformed in Western thinking in the last half of the 20th 
century. From referring to an actual physical and spatial 
location in a modernist paradigm, sites of art expand 
throughout the 1960s and 70s and begin to encompass 
immaterial, processual, nomadic, phenomenological, 
social and discursive qualities, although this development 
is never linear. Site-oriented art is also informed by a 
growing range of non-artistic disciplines. This expansion 
is not limited to art itself but also affects the public, who 
are challenged to broaden their usual visual, linguistic or 
cognitive focus into a more phenomenological one. The 
location of meaning in an artwork is also on the move from 
being considered intrinsic to the work to being derived 
from its context, to the point where context itself might be 
considered the core. 
 Implicit in this development is the exodus of art 
from institutions. In visual arts, this institutional critique is 
often conceived as a performative shift and labelled theat-
rical – a word that becomes less useful once entering the 
perspective and history of the performing arts. But both 
in leaving the institution and in broadening the concept of 
site, there are significant parallels between white cubes 
and black boxes. 

Mobile auditoria
Middelalderparken, Oslo’s medieval cradle at the river 
mouth of the Lo valley, is the planned site of the Oslo 
version of director Tormod Carlsen’s series of projects 
Radio. At first sight, the Radio performances take place 
in a small, mobile black box, a theatrical spaceship that in 
principle is able to land anywhere, apparently modernist 
in its autonomous independency of context. Last autumn, 
Carlsen’s radio shows landed on an abandoned ferry 
quay in Fjaler on Norway’s west coast (Radio Fjellom, 
Teaterfestivalen i Fjaler) and on a more industrial quay in 
Bergen (Radio B-town, Meteor). In the latter case, it landed 
with its back to the ocean and its front directed towards 
an unspectacular street crossing, located close to the 
possible future site of Bergen’s temporarily homeless 
independent theatre stage, BIT Teatergarasjen. In both 
these Radio versions, the audience entered the box to sit 
down on benches in a standard auditorium setup, facing 
what initially appears to be the traditional fourth wall of the 
stage. In the course of the performance, however, reality 
replaced representation in a fascinating way. This gesture 
of replacement elicits among other things a history of 
scenography – the perspective stage and the landscape 
backdrop – and challenges the physical delimitations of 
a theater space, revealing the black box as heavily influ-
enced by its context.
 In 2004, Black Box teater made its own space-
ship leap. It left its original location in a shopping mall 
at Aker Brygge and moved into a refurbished chocolate 
factory in Rodeløkka, part of the gentrification of one 
of Oslo’s former workers’ districts. The year of establish-
ment included in the theater’s new logo (Oslo 1985) 
involuntarily evokes a resonance in me of the commercial 
hubris of the 1980s and 90s that one had to pass through 
to enter the black doors of the theater at Aker Brygge. 
By moving, Black Box teater also crossed the river that 
divides the center of Oslo into two parts. This division is 
still, not least in the minds of its citizens, a geographically, 
socially and economically distinct border. Although dif-
ferences have gradually been ironed out in central areas 
of the city, contrasts still prevail. Consider the contrast 
within the dance field for example, between the many 

1. “One Place after Another: Notes on Site 
Specificity”. Miwon Kwon. October, Vol. 80. 
(Spring, 1997), pp. 85–110.
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Six paths into thoughts 
on landscape and dramaturgy
By Tormod Carlsen

For the last ten years or so, I have been battling with the 
term “landscape”, trying to encompass it in my art, think-
ing and personal life. Like so many others who employ 
this term, I have found great joy and fascination in it and 
its associative powers. Associations that have generated 
a lot of curiosity, creativity and meaning. Simply a fruitful 
way of thinking. But when people ask me what I mean by a 
“landscape” in regards to theater, I struggle, I do not know 
where to begin. It is as if the term mirrors what it tries to 
define. In the same way that a landscape is defined by a 
scope, with no particular focus point within that scope, 
I believe the increased use of this term in relation to 
theater implicitly refers to a body of thought and under-
standings of the term itself. I began to look for treads and 
consistencies in the thinking that has inspired me and 
my engagement with landscape. To explore the thinking 
the term landscape has generated in relation to theater 
and how this affects possible conceptions of dramaturgy 
and my own thinking and practice as well. I came up with 
six paths into thoughts on landscape and dramaturgy. 
This essay is an invitation into a landscape of landscape 
thinking and dramaturgy.
 Before I start – I am aware that by developing and 
advocating for a certain type of theory and thinking based 
on my own work, I engage myself in the power game of 
interpretation. As this is not my intention, I have tried to 
keep a personal and speculative approach, mixing theory 
with memories and reflections. The paths I draw onto the 
map are not meant to be paved roads that you must drive 
to understand the connection between landscape and 
dramaturgy. Nor do they cover the vast amount of theory 
this thinking draws upon or sum up the “central ones”. It is 
rather a personal attempt to open a terrain of multitudes, 
giving voice to the possibility of landscape, of thinking 
landscape dramaturgy. 

Path 1: The view. From landscape speculations 
to seeing things as landscapes

It starts in a care home for the elderly, in a small village 
in the western part of Norway. While attending an inter-
national boarding school I was required once a week to 
do what was called “community service”. This meant 
that I would visit Ludwig, a 96-year-old man at the care 
home, every Monday for four hours. During those hours 
we would sit and look at the view together. That was how 
I learned the art of “landscape speculations”; to sit and 
watch, in this case, the fjord, for hours and hours, often 
in silence, or with the radio humming in the background, 
zooming in and out on the landscape. Not fixating any 
thoughts, just dwelling upon what I was seeing. 
 Here we need to make a detour and enter the term 
landscape from a different perspective. Etymologically it 
is said to be of Dutch origin. It consists of two parts; land 
and -scape. The land part is the easy one, it is the rocks, the 
soil, flora and fauna, but might also be the buildings and 
the asphalted roads and so on; everything non-human. It 
is the -scape part that makes things difficult. Following the 
etymology, it is not connected to scope, as many people 
seem to believe. Rather it is connected to the suffix -scape, 
equivalent to the suffix -ship in the English language. 
In other words, the qualities that constitute something, 
the core of what is enclosed. Personally, I like to mix the 
meaning, of that which constitutes and the scope, because 
it points to a key element of landscapes: a landscape could 
be said to be the concrete world framed by the eye. One of 
the proponents of social geography, Denis Cosgrove, has 
suggested that it is “a way of seeing” (Cosgrove 2008:17). 
 Back to the track. Ludwig and I were looking 
out a window, hence our landscape was already framed 
for us. Now what this did was to open up the possibility 
of zooming in and out on this landscape. Looking at the 
trees, then the boat on the fjord, the birds, the flowerpot 
on the windowsill, and so on. We would speculate upon 
the meaning and significance of what we saw in relation 
to the whole, the landscape. What we called landscape 
speculations was a process of continuously defining and 
questioning our surroundings, inventing stories about 
what we saw and what we didn’t see: How old are those 
trees? That mountain looks like a troll! If we could listen 
to all the cell phone conversations that were flying through 
the air, what would they be about? 
 Our self-invented term landscape speculation 
was a way of thinking upon landscapes, giving its elements 
meaning. “Landscape has meaning. Rivers reflect, clouds 
conceal. Water and fire purify and destroy” (Witson 
2008:55), declares linguist Anne Witson, pointing to how 

we often talk about landscapes in a language that is both 
metaphorical and concrete at the same time. I will add that 
such a metaphorical and concrete language also points 
to, and invites one into, the act of landscape appreciation 
which is an ongoing process of watching and negotiating 
what you are watching and why it is taking place. You 
speculate upon, but you also speculate upon what it does 
to make you speculate. It is a self-reflective way of seeing. 
A continuous loop between the observer and the observed. 
 Inspired by my meetings with Ludwig I found joy 
in using this “way of seeing” on other views as well. Seeing 
things as landscapes. And I soon recognized that this situ-
ation of looking at landscapes somehow corresponded to 
how I looked in the theater. 

By watching, the spectator creates an 
‘other’ space, no longer subject to the 
laws of the quotidian, and in this space he 
inscribes what he observes, perceiving it 
as belonging to a space where he has no 
place except as external observer. Without 
this gaze, indispensable for the emergence 
of theatricality and for its recognition as 
such, the other would share the spectator’s 
space and remain part of his daily reality. 
(Feral 2002:105)

In her attempt to define theatricality, the French-Canadian 
theater scholar Josette Feral approaches the theater 
and describes the stage in a similar way to how I see a 
landscape. A space looked upon, but also framed by the 
onlooker, with the awareness of being positioned and as 
a way of defining one’s own position.
 Now, this quality is not exclusive to landscape, 
theater and theatricality. By naming something we 
position ourselves in relation to it. This is the geography 
of language. I grew up with the wounds that defining the 
“other” as different, unique, exotic, evil, and so on, has cre-
ated in our communities. And with the critique of it. As well 
as with the understanding that doing so in our language 
and formation of identity is unavoidable. As for many kids 
growing up in the 1990s, this was a lose-lose situation in 
which you either simplified and misrepresented the other 
or lost your own identity. This dilemma shaped my political 
understanding of the world. And to me, seeing things and 
people as landscapes opened up a more curious and less 
defined way of approaching the world. Seeing something 
as a landscape provided a focus; not on what things are 
in themselves, but what they are in relation to a whole 
and the awareness that this whole was created by me. It 
provided a freedom that was also linked to responsibility. 
 As an activity, looking at landscapes is a dialogic 
relation between the abstract subject (me) and my sur-
roundings. It is a process of connecting with the land, its 
history and people by speculating upon the questions it 
raises. Looking upon something as a landscape implies 
a similar movement and curiosity towards the “other”, 
and the questions they generate within me. When “land-
scape” is applied in dance and theater today, it is often in 
this metaphorical way, seeing things as landscapes. My 
first path leads to an understanding of what a landscape 
dramaturgy has meant to me; namely, an attentiveness to 
the questions posed to me by whatever I am looking upon. 
Rather than suggesting a methodology it is a term that 
suggests an attitude and way of seeing.  

Path 2: From landscapes of drama  
to the power of surroundings

It starts at school. As a theater directing student at Oslo 
National Academy of the Arts I found myself in a situation 
where I had to engage in classical drama analysis. The 
trick was of course to reveal the motivations and conflicts 
between the characters in the play. I found this extremely 
difficult. “What would you do in this situation?” Or “what 
would you feel in this situation?” These were the ques-
tions we were taught to ask. To me they only triggered 
the answer, “it depends on where I am!” I felt like a devil’s 
advocate, but it seemed so banal, of course we think and 
feel differently depending on where we are. 
 What saved me in these classes was an old essay 
I found enclosed in a secondhand book. It was called “EF’s 
Visit to a Small Planet” (Fuchs 2004). In this essay, pro-
fessor at Yale School of Drama Elinor Fuchs encourages 
her students to search for “the world of the play” (Fuchs 
2004:6). She asks one to consider the function and powers 
of the concrete, invisible and imagined landscapes within 
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a play. Following Fuchs’ encouragement, I started an 
exploration of the role of landscapes within theatrical 
fiction. This might be banal but try to imagine Arthur 
Miller’s Death of a Salesman without the characters’ 
conflicting internal images of the American highway. Or 
Hamlet without a Norway? Where would Fortinbras and 
new politics come from? Or Ibsen’s The Lady from the 
Sea; without a sea to dream about, what would this play be 
about? Even though it is clear that the above-mentioned 
landscapes play important dramaturgical roles in these 
plays, it can be difficult to point to exactly how they do so 
(and that might be why they so often are overlooked). The 
power of these landscapes is not so much the impact 
any concrete surrounding would have on behavior; cold 
weather makes one freeze and so on. The power exuded 
by these landscapes lies in the way they constitute the 
mythological cosmos of possible dreams and imagery, 
and thus impact the world view of the characters in the 
plays. What I came to call the “life-form”, or the state of the 
place. In other words, the energy and the possible ways of 
thinking, organizing and living within that landscape. 
 Does it sound strange? Deterministic? To me, it is 
quite concrete and not at all opposed to a free will. Having 
moved a lot through different landscapes, cultures and 
societies, it is clear to me that the energy and atmosphere 
of places and communities, their history and self-image, 
their state, makes me more open to certain types of 
behavior and thinking. It does not settle on any one thing 
but continues to be influenced. I believe one of the powers 
of landscape to be its ability to put me in a particular state. 
I think and prioritize differently in the endlessly white 
landscapes of Northern Greenland than when facing the 
cityscape of Tokyo from a café in Shinjuku. 
 But let’s return to school. Actively searching for 
what I came to call life-forms, play analysis became a thrill, 
opening up a completely new way of approaching worlds of 
fiction. But more importantly with respect to dramaturgy, it 
made me question my own engagement with non-fictional 
space. In particular my engagement with the concrete 
landscape of the black box stage. If it is so that a space and 
a landscape contain a vague body of thought and mythol-
ogy that affects its internal behaviors and thinking, thus 
creating a state or a life-form, then creating new potential 
life-forms and thoughts in the theater could be achieved by 
changing, recreating or simply leaving the black box. This is 
the basis of a trilogy of one-man theaters I have developed 
together with scenographer Heidi Dalene called In the 
End We Are All Alone. In this project I basically started by 
thinking upon the architecture of the space to see what 
state, thoughts and themes it opened up. What I learned at 
school was that I had to consider the resonance between 
what I had to say and the life-form of the space I was 
working in. These thoughts reflect what is often referred 
to as site-specific art. However, in my practice this is does 
not so much make me a “site-specific artist” as an artist 
working with landscapes and life-forms as a tool to analyze 
space. I have no political agenda beyond stating that there 
is a relationship between the landscape surrounding the 
staged event and the thinking and emotions the perfor-
mance provokes. So, another way to think about a land-
scape dramaturgy would be how the vague conception of 
the state or life-form of the theatrical space is experienced, 
engaged and used as a dramaturgical tool. 

Path 3: From poetry to maps 
At the end of the first path I wrote about the territorial 
aspects of language. That words position themselves in 
a territory. That is where this path starts. It is a lover’s path. 
It starts with my love for poetry, how poets use words to 
create and open landscapes of meaning that otherwise 
would be invisible to me. How poetry can be consid-
ered as maps to unknown landscapes. For many years 
Gertrude Stein was one of my favorites. It is well-known 
that Gertrude Stein also wrote some plays and described 
them as “landscape plays”. She theorized around this in 
the introduction to Last Operas and Plays (Stein 1995). 
It is  a text often referred to when the term “landscape 
dramaturgy” is applied, making her the grandmother of 
these approaches to theater. For sure, this is also a text 
that has informed and inspired my thinking. But maybe 
not in a straightforward way…
 In her introductory essay to Last Plays and 
Operas, Gertrude Stein links her work with a formalist 
tradition in which structural reconfigurations are used in 
response to what she considers an old-fashioned focus 
on the narrative structure of drama. By seeing the text as 
a landscape, she proposes a new type of drama. A drama 
in which landscape is the structure. Sentences are put 
together as if they were a landscape. This is a focus 
and ideal followed up and developed in much modern 
and postmodern drama. “Writing has nothing to do with 
meaning. It has to do with landsurveying (sic) and carto-
graphy, including the mapping of countries yet to come.” 

(Deleuze 2001:105) So claims Gilles Deleuze, opening 
up the whole question of texts as landscapes. However, 
this is a highway for others to explore. As for me, on this 
path, I will return to my personal engagement with Stein’s 
plays. Because the more I read of Stein, the more I ques-
tion her own description of her work as mere formalist 
experiments. In their humoristic absurdity and landscape 
form, what can be recognized in Stein’s poetry is a strange 
kind of realism. Her landscapes are, despite her playful 
juggling with language, quite concrete. They are not only 
texts as landscape, but representations of real places and 
views, and they propose a landscape of the stage event. 
Once I had the idea that we ought to call them “perfor-
mance maps” rather than plays. And since I have already 
confessed my somewhat archaic love of poetry, I might 
as well confess my love of maps. To follow these formalist 
approaches to landscapes in contemplating the idea of a 
landscape dramaturgy, without acknowledging the art of 
cartography and its role in the arts, would be a serious slip.
 But to keep it personal; in looking at my diaries it is 
striking how playing around with possible ways of rep-
resenting structures and patterns in my performances, find-
ing ways of mapping the landscape of my work, is a key tool. 
I am by no means alone in doing this. The post-it wall has 
become a cliché image of the process in many artistic prac-
tices. Quite like landscape speculations, it is a way of joining 
together, looking for meaning, looking for the whole and its 
details, trying to make a map of what I am about to make. 
And trying to make that map correspond to both an inner, 
felt landscape and the life-form of the space of the work. 
My maps seldom consist of text only, they often include 
images, sound files, sometimes also objects and videos. 
This way of working, making subjective maps of elements, 
layers and so on in my art, naturally affects the structuring 
of elements in time, its dramaturgy. Composition as poetry 
or maps somehow implies that one sees the structure of 
the stage and the staged event as a landscape. 
 However, the problem of defining this process 
as landscape dramaturgy arises within the works them-
selves. The map does not necessarily match the terrain. 
Gertrude Stein’s dramas could be read as beautiful poetry. 
So even though working like this could lead to a work of 
art that is seen or experienced as a landscape, it does 
not necessarily imply any recognizable or coherent set 
of structures or aesthetics. To some extent, all material, 
even a classic drama, can be treated and worked with in 
this manner as a landscape. This implies that a landscape 
dramaturgy defines a process rather than a result. A fixed 
idea of what parts and structures constitute the land-
scape. As demonstrated by the first path, this would imply 
a move away from the landscape as personally framed, to 
landscape as something culturally framed. A thought I will 
keep with me on the following paths. 

Path 4: Geo-cultural and  
geo-political landscapes 

That landscape is also culturally framed becomes 
apparent when one considers how we talk about specific 
landscapes. I myself have for many years been fascinated 
by Arctic landscapes. So, I will start down this path with 
one of the things I have learned in the North. But, first, a 
question: Do you already now have an image of what I am 
talking about when I say Arctic landscapes? Is it an image 
of a white, vast, desolated landscape? 
 Well, this is also the Arctic, but depending on the 
definition used, the Arctic occupies about one-sixth of the 
world’s surface. It is Northern Norway, Northern Siberia, 
Alaska, Northern Canada, Greenland and of course the 
Arctic ice cap – huge territories and extremely varied, in 
their geology, flora and fauna, aesthetically, climatically, 
economically, politically and so on. In fact, I would say that 
there are more things separating them than keeping these 
areas together. Still, we often talk about them and under-
stand them as one landscape, everything within one frame.
 The aforementioned Denis Cosgrove points to 
how a landscape description, like the Arctic, “culturally is 
held together by its symbolic meaning” (Cosgrove 2008:31). 
In other words, when I talk about the Arctic you get an 
image in your head, because we share a geographical 
understanding of what this place is about and represents. 
It is a symbolic meaning that has implications beyond the 
territory it describes. “Arctic winds howl in New York,” 
a friend told me the other day. A more common symbolic 
meaning would be a periphery landscape far north, strug-
gling with a sparse population, a harsh climate, hungry polar 
bears and melting icebergs. Starting like this, the emotional 
and political implications of how and what we consider to be 
a certain landscape become apparent. We talk about land-
scapes as characteristics of nations and political territories. 
And we use landscapes to claim a belonging. The charac-
teristics of landscapes unify (and exclude) groups through 
the symbolic and emotional meaning projected onto them 
– this is the field of cultural and political geography. 

 This path leads me to questions about how these 
geo-cultural perspectives are engaged within dance and 
theater. In 2016, together with Ingeleiv Berstad, Kristin 
Ryg Helgebostad and Eivind Seljeseth, I made Lulleli for 
Fruholmen fyr. It was a “one-night-only” event at the 
northernmost lighthouse in the world. One of the core 
ideas of this event was simply to interfere in a center- 
periphery thinking through a gigantic event and make this 
“remote” place the center of the new possibilities. This is 
only one example. National and regional institutions for 
performance, as “state” operas and “national” theaters 
are other examples of how theater and art is used to 
constitute geographical notions and a sense of belonging 
(or exclusion). We could, like professor Knut Ove Arntzen, 
talk about how certain theater cultures could be said to be 
connected to certain areas, or ask questions about how 
such perspectives are employed, represented and used 
as dramaturgical means. 

Path 5: From surface to history
“I know this because I have been there.” It is by no means 
a critical argument valid in any discussion. At the same 
time, it is true when it comes to landscapes. Consider a 
landscape you know, maybe the place you grew up or your 
hometown. Now if you tried to explain this to me, would 
I then know it like you do? Probably not. You know these 
places because you have invested in them, spent time in 
them, given them meaning, created them. One’s know-
ledge of a landscape is inseparable from one’s history 
within it. 
 Lately I have been concerned with the power 
of remembering landscapes. The intellectual approach 
to this would probably start with Jewish professor Simon 
Schama. But on this path, I will continue in Greenland. 
Working in this environment, post-colonial wounds, 
nationalism and the Greenlandic fight for independence 
have challenged my own understanding of landscapes 
and made me move beyond a post-modern conception of 
space as surface. Many modern and postmodern thinkers 
conceive of landscape as surface. They talk about geo-
graphy, territory, topology and so on – a place to look upon, 
move about and map. In stage art such conceptions of 
space are of course connected to the role of the director 
and choreographer as creators and composers of move-
ment on a floor – the outside eye with the power to see 
the whole “landscape of the show”. As an artist and kid of 
postmodernism, my initial understanding of landscape 
was a similar one. Greenland taught me that this is not the 
case. A landscape has meaning, especially when it is lost. 
 To understand this, let me return to the initial 
argument of this path: “I know this because I have been 
there.” Framing a landscape is deeply connected to the 
work and investment of understanding and decoding a 
place. Framing a landscape is a way of connecting oneself 
to the place. Losing that frame, in case of Greenland, 
through the eagerness of outsiders to frame and under-
stand the country from their perspectives, is experienced 
as a loss. My initial understanding, a bit simplified, that 
Greenland was just another place, was challenged. That is 
how I started to read Schama and consider the emotional 
powers of landscapes. 
 In Landscape and Memory (1995), Schama 
concerns himself with the role of nature and its effect on 
human psychology. He concerns himself with how every 
landscape connects to mythological ideas of self. As 
Cosgrove he sees it as a work of the mind, but more impor-
tantly, as culturally-made depositories of the memories 
and obsessions of the people who gaze upon it. “Every 
landscape reflects an inner landscape,” he says (Schama 
1995:21). Through his studies of art, he is interested in 
how different landscapes are connected to emotions. His 
example of how Nazi Germany romanticized the woods, 
as a place for wild animals, as historically ancient, where 
rapes and murder had taken place, connects to identifi-
cation with a place where only true heroes could survive. 
This serves as one example of how landscapes act as 
human sentiments. 
 In terms of dramaturgy, the implications are of 
course how such considerations could lead to questioning 
how they come into play as geo-cultural and geo-political 
aspects of a performance. However, my concern on 
this path is rather how concrete landscapes connect to 
nostalgia and connect us to a past. How landscapes, and 
our engagement with them, not only position us geo-
graphically as far away from or close to, but position us in 
time, as part of a timeline. “How much time have you spent 
in that landscape?” becomes not only a valid, but a neces-
sary question to ask. A dramaturgy that engage itself with 
the landscape triggers questions of history. 
 Theater and art events can be used to create a 
similar attachment to space and history. You know Black 
Box teater because you have been there. It connects you 
not only to the space, but the time you were there. Your 

descriptions of this space position you in relation to the 
history of this space and the amount of time you have 
invested in this space. Correspondingly, we can consider 
how a performance itself uses time as landscape and 
encourages a “landscape way of seeing”, how it invites 
a continuous self-reflective gaze to connect you to the 
place as a historical memory. How it engages a gaze that 
does not only bring meaning to the performance, but also 
creates an attachment between the time invested and 
historical significance. 

Path 6: From a notion  
of problems to ecology

“The Problems are in the Atmospheres Today”. This was 
the heading I initially gave myself for my presentation on 
this topic. And this is where my last path starts. It is the 
shortest. But I promise that it is also the most beautiful. 
 “Wow, all I have to say is ‘wow’!” I once heard 
a German tourist utter when facing the view of the North 
Cape in Northern Norway. This lack of words but sense 
of meaning is often connected to landscape experience. 
I believe that the re-occurring use of landscape in regards 
to theater, and the focus on defining and understanding a 
landscape dramaturgy among many practitioners today, 
reflects a similar need to say something when faced with a 
world where there seems to be no point in saying anything 
at all. A wider notion in society that we are dealing with 
problems that are too complex, too encompassing, too 
confusing to be dealt with verbally or artistically. We sense 
that there are problems in the atmosphere, in political 
currents, in oceans of misery, in the climate in which we 
live. The drama out there seems bigger, more important 
than the struggles of any singular human being. It reflects a 
search for a singularity, not around a self, but around some-
thing bigger. At the same time, we know and understand 
the dangers any tradition of self-effacement has had in 
history. Concrete and metaphorical usage of landscape in 
regards to dramaturgy could be understood as a search for 
a way of acknowledging and giving focus to the needs and 
struggles of our surroundings, without writing ourselves 
out of the picture. As attempts to live within a climate crisis. 
You may call it a search for a different way of perceiving 
the world, where that which is silent is given a voice, where 
that which is “just there” and taken for granted is acknow-
ledged, where that which is potentially without meaning is 
accepted. A search for a greater ecology.
 It might seem strange that I haven’t mentioned 
this before. I guess that was on purpose. As much as 
simply connecting a landscape dramaturgy to a set of 
structural means, I find it just as problematic to simply 
connect it to an environmental concern related to the 
times in which we live. Any landscape refuses to be simply 
one thing, until you frame it. Engagement with landscape 
and its implications in theater and art reflects, in my 
opinion, more than just one frame. It reflects an interdisci-
plinary search for artistic tools where art connects and 
engages with the complexity of our times, not with one 
political focus, but as a multitude of focuses and needs. 
And it shares the will to look outwards and consider our 
surroundings and our relations to them. My last assertion 
on a landscape dramaturgy is that, in its greatest potential, 
it implies a way of being in and caring for our surround-
ings, an attempt to open up new experiences of the whole. 
Artistic experiences are needed to face the problems we 
are facing today. 
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Landscaping or the Art of Disappearing 
By Roberto Fratini

“Ce n’est qu’un début. Continuons le constat.”
“This is only the beginning. Let’s keep on seeking the facts.” 
(Philippe Muray)

Since its beginning, the landscape, as a figurative and 
cultural issue, has been complying with its jaded and cruel 
term of reference by rolling out the details of a consider-
able non-event. Its offering being the timely image of a 
very generalised non-event, or in the most generalised 
scenario (Mother Nature rubbing her hands with glee) of 
a very specific non-event and most specifically an insig-
nificant event. The place where things don’t take place or 
where something might take place. What we have here is 
the forceful (or soporifically homeopathic) dumbing down 
of facts in their ethereal vastness or temporal sameness of 
what is already out there and is renewable, through sym-
metric impulses which stand in opposition to that cluster 
sign which in “still life”, or natura morta compresses 
those same facts, stories and dramas into the sedate 
minuteness of everything consumable and corruptible. 
The differing effects of emptiness and vacuity mean that 
the landscape (a portrait of something which has no age) 
and “stlll life” (a portrait of something which has an expiry 
date) both argue, with stately discretion, over the most 
cynical and silent commentaries decrying the pathetic 
idiocy of everything worldly. What’s more, the energy that 
crosses them turns out so discreet, so invisible in its turn 
that it gains an inscription always and only in symptomatic 
form on the picture’s surface. Wind blowing across the 
landscape, scarcely held in check by a snapshot of clouds 
– guesswork in “landscape”, decay and decrepitude 
undermining still life’s forms, like by a penetrating move-
ment or in an implosion – a “portrait” form. The indiffer-
ence which reigns over both is sovereign, or sufficiently 
sovereign to turn them into preferential testing grounds 
of the extenuating art of precision, into an implacable 
photographic faithfulness long before photography ever 
came into existence. Dante Alighieri himself spoke out 
on the subject of worldly glory and earthly trifles: “Non è 
il mondan rumore altro che un fiato/ di vento, che or vien 
quinci e or vien quindi,/ e muta nome perché muta lato” 
(“Worldly noise is nothing more than a gust of wind which 
comes from hither or thither, and only changes its name 
because it changes its direction”).
 It is understandable then how the cunning 
hollowness of the symbolic format called landscape 
might not have existed in figurative classical culture; the 
landscape was never an object to which a subject needed 
to be attached. Its empty objective produced (and carries 
on producing) in a far more dialectic form; there is only 
landscape where history has fallen away, where prestig-
ious experience is on the wane, where difference is 
disparaged. It’s no accident that the first examples of the 
genre should have been born, in the most paradoxical way, 
during the same cluster of centuries which had reconciled 
the figurative cultures of Europe around the dogma of 
the painting of history, when it was held as an absolute 
truth that the only true thematic vocation of any canvas, 
outside of private or official portraits, or hagiographies, 
was to exhibit complex snapshots, the summary of whose 
figurative narrative was comprehensible through its great 
profane, sacred or mythical narratives. But what happens 
when the story hides in the very folds which should open 
out to display it in all its vastness? It makes one think of 
the landscape within the Fall of Icarus by Breughel, where 
the tragic nude of the myth is a hard-won detail, a chance 
brushstroke that is almost overlooked in the heavenly 
tranquillity of a Nordic sea. One also thinks of Flight to 
Egypt by Carracci, (the background theme of which was 
the strategic eclipse of the holy family, a defector from the 
wrath of Herod) acknowledged as a true prophecy of the 
Italian pastoral tradition, in which the Joseph, Mary and 
Baby Jesus group is barely more than a rural anecdote 
in the fertile crescent of natural facts which the portrait 
is comprised of. Which is all the more surprising when 
you consider that in the doctrine of doctors, Christ is the 
person ification of divinity who takes on the self-sacrifice 
of leading a natural existence, so that from nature itself 
and from unredeemed history dominated by appetites 
which are also natural, thanks to the new law, salvation 
emerges as history. Was it not precisely this role which 
turned Christ, as Giorgio Agamben demonstrates only too 
well, into the party entrusted with the economics of salva-
tion, with the time management of the eternal and immu-
table, put in a position to grapple with the resources, limits 
and natural changes in this world? Carracci ultimately 

suggests the most ironic version (and perhaps the most 
affectionate) of the same economy, the sacred history, 
with its assumed morality, which dwindles and wastes 
away in a lush pastoral landscape setting. The moment 
of its ultimate eclipse appears nigh and will pass unno-
ticed (which to those with no sense of perspective might 
appear speciously catastrophic), reduced to a minor event 
because of the enormous sense of disproportion which 
engulfs it, or in which it conceals itself like the proverbial 
snake in a landscape painting by Nicolas Poussin. The 
landscape represents the last vestige of perspective, and 
confirmation of a rarefied apocalypse, with neither single 
lines nor twists or catharsis; an endless blurring of an 
already known and ultimately unsatisfactory destination. 
And as it has always displayed an implicit whim to turn the 
end of history into something which is in turn implicit, it’s 
hardly to be wondered at that the same landscaping which 
revealed nature as a spectacle in itself would only take a 
few scant decades to embrace the overgrowth of weeds 
as a further special effect, the most obvious complement 
to its stifled poignancy. Its polished clutter which crowds 
the whims of two centuries of paintings didn’t pass 
without rounding off the allegorical programme forever 
inscribed in the DNA of its genre. “Ruins are to the present 
what allegories are to thought,” Walter Benjamin said in 
the face of the backdrop of the destruction of modernity. 
Thoughts of the past (since there is no allegory which 
exists without the capacity to imagine the present as a 
jumble of debris), which are at the same time an over-
sight-thought (because even a vision containing ruins only 
displays silence, the aphasia of the little that remains), 
bear stony witness to a neutralisation of the past, to which 
the landscape now acquiesces in advance of the potential 
disappearance of its entire future.
 This eclipse of the future (or failure to take the 
chance to secure it) suggests to El Conde de Torrefiel a 
repetition of the dangers of the landscape to the adven-
ture of thought, which Benjamin had already pointed out 
in the 1930s: the overshadowing of the possibility of real 
experience, the eclipse of the possibility of a narrative, an 
obscuring of the possibility of salvation. Pablo Gisbert and 
Tanya Beyeler remain faithful to this allegorical bombshell, 
this “staged gloom” which has accounted for the most 
noble lineage in 20th century culture, starting precisely 
with Benjamin who, operating in the backdrop of the most 
major totalitarian drifts of the century, could still evoke the 
interpretational exercise of history as armed resistance: 
theatre of the last possible experience. Meanwhile, while 
this idea, resulting from the frenzied acceleration of 
Western parables, nonetheless became an echo of an 
intense ethical confidence in being able to turn this para-
ble into a history (by being able to demand a significance 
of the facts), into an act of confirmation, with the advanced 
post-modern landscape, which has to assume first of all 
that this thing called history has indeed finished, but not in 
the way we were expecting. The possibility that an event 
might be an event is deadened by hypertrophy, diversely 
totalitarian, of the type the French call événémentialité, 
the thrilling spate of events and actualities, all of them 
anaemically prefabricated (or falsified, divested by their 
immediate media consumption) so that they are seen in 
real time, as historical, solemn, unique, memorable, all 
subject to the logic of an insatiable, liturgical consecration 
of the present and its excitability which is, if you like, the 
first symptom of the anaemia of civilisation, and the most 
outstanding prerogative of this widespread fascism which 
affects our whole system of life; “a total spectacle” as 
prophesied by Guy Débord, and incorrectly blasphemed 
by Pier Paolo Pasolini, and diagnosed dispassionately by 
Jean Baudrillard as an unstoppable cancer growth. It is 
evident that on a horizon as powerful as the current one 
(that goes for the “already sainted” funeral eulogies of 
Pope John Paul II), any history is now impossible.
 It is equally obvious that the event of all events 
is shut out from this picture, this end of time, or end of 
history, for which apocalyptic stories have tried to offer a 
plausible, if paradoxical answer for centuries. Baudrillard 
has again denounced the current situation with brutal 
clarity: the end we’ve been waiting for, the prolapse of 
civilisation, has come about without any trace of pyrotech-
nics, without catastrophes, without maximalisms: history 
can’t end because it’s already over (“finished” is used to 
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refer to those who have gladly gathered together the fac-
tors behind their failures without ever tasking themselves 
with responsibility for it). You mustn’t deceive yourself: 
the stoppage of events being referred to by the French phi-
losopher has nothing to do with the utopian stability which 
the neo-conservatives dementedly believe they glimpse 
in the final victory of capitalism as the age-old peace (that 
victory which the spellbound Nazis called Endsieg). It is 
valid even if the opposite is true: our worsening state, our 
deterioration now operates as a “definitive” tendency, 
that’s to say, literally, devoid of any limits. Only a civilisation 
which knows itself to be profoundly devoid of the power 
to end itself regresses so frenziedly to the imagination, 
to prophecies, to projections of an end that won’t come 
(which Baudrillard called the illusion of the end, and which 
is the dream-catcher, the ideological neurosis of our age).
 “The final thing is that there is no finality”, 
because, just like in The Rehearsal by Cuqui Jerez, the 
core of reality, if ever such a thing existed, has remained 
buried underground beneath layer after layer of fiction 
which can always be brought back to life. While the end 
has still not come, we’re still left with a flood of happen-
ings, events, experiences and imagined frights and sen-
timental relief which forms the partying branch of post- 
modernity: a tiresome reinitiation of beginnings which we 
oppose as an antidote to the endlessness of the end and 
to the politically correct inanity of its ends. There are no 
longer even snakes in the grass. A world which no longer 
knows which day to dedicate to what cause, which doesn’t 
stop building theme parks and interactive devices, which 
cultivates the neo-pedagogical dogma of enjoying yourself 
by learning with increasing idiocy, which places infancy 
on a pedestal with a messianic melting away of judgment 
whilst criminalising the adult universe, and which gives 
itself over to the cult of youth as a supreme value with 
a totally fascist enthusiasm, is a landscape from which 
every last trace of humanity has disappeared: because 
an increasingly docile and cowed collectivity, certain in 
knowledge and of knowing itself, lives so immersed in the 
totalisation of the overall spectacle which gives the idea 
that its performative status makes it simply impossible 
to observe and to be observed from afar. Determined 
to judge the past and obsessive about forging a future 
available here and now for consumption in the present, its 
relationship to the world is, in the strictest sense, “immer-
sive”, inclusive, and pornographic. This demise of any 
distance, this eclipse of any interval (another fascist trace 
if ever there was one) turns the landscape into a mental 
aptitude more urgent than ever before. Precisely now that 
the traces of territorialism – (roots, belonging, differences, 
timescales, history, memories) are sufficiently deadened 
by the growing rate of disregard for the status quo, now 
that civilisation is re-naturalising itself (it’s its new barbar-
ism) in the colourless ferocity of statistics, which even the 
landscape assumes to be the desperate attempt to put 
an ever more trivial map into perspective, (the squalor of 
the territory defeated by the map is the leitmotif of Michel 
Houellebecq’s penultimate book, and in many regards, 
also the theme of his work in general); and now at last, 
where the only observation post and the location of the 
last available subject is perplexity, and where ten-a-penny 
subjective publicity successes add up to tremendously 
objective visions, then this is it, the map you have to tilt and 
look at upside down in order to see any kind of horizon. It 
only remains to be confirmed.
 When El Conde de Torrefiel talk of landscape, 
they aren’t speaking about anything other than this 
shipwreck of everything human caught in a tight, tangled, 
or even festive network of events which no longer contain 
anything of a true event, or experiences which no longer 
contain anything of what we are accustomed to calling 
life. If you like, they are dealing with rehashing this minimal 
act of human observation into the most paradoxical form 
possible, into this perplexing volume of distance which 
had been western culture before reinventing itself along 
the lines of an inclusive liturgy (that is, one of culture), and 
which Hans Blumenberg has baptised, in a previous alle-
gory as “a shipwreck with an audience”. If phenomenology 
had greeted this immersive glance into the stormy waters 
of reality as an added possibility to get to know the world 
in less conceptual and more experiential terms, precisely 
demonstrated by the post-modernist paradigm that when 
this same immersion is turned into the enjoyable modus 
vivendi of an interactive and performing society, the result 
is a total shared blindness, a true watering down of the 
human into its automated templates: the common agree-
ment lived by, and without discrepancies. The collective 
disinhibition of a civil society already predisposed to let 
its hair down and take part can’t stop being an unerring 
prelude to the unspeakable fascisms which await us. 
Entertained by reality, as versatile, multi-layered entertain-
ment in itself is unfortunately what we are, even when we 
want to be.

 Leading on from that, Pablo and Tanya’s latest 
piece is understandably a patient and implacable suite of 
“spectacular fronts”, entertainment snapshots, of parties, 
participation, and immersion. A sad newsletter for a type 
of permanent and residual war to which the whole of 
society sees itself recruited, without even knowing why. 
At times of spectacular totalitarianism, the old morality 
based on prohibitions regularly aimed at the sphere of 
pleasure is no longer valid, and the new ethical imperative 
is “enjoy”. Progress well deserves its name. To enjoy 
oneself is a duty towards the system which everyone 
tries to achieve with exasperating enthusiasm, beyond all 
forbearance, tiredness or repugnance.  
 Carrying on from here, the naturalness of the 
long texts projected or the voice-overs which accompany 
or confirm them, the repertory of gags and remnants 
(or ruinous gags) staged silently by the performers, repre-
sent the pluralised voice (and under no circumstances 
a chorus) of non-participation and abstention, a kind of 
discursive chastity and non-belligerence in the face of the 
depressive spectacle of unconditional entertainment. The 
negative thing about being there – discourse as a “gesture 
of absence” and a planned desertion, is perhaps the only 
form of conscientious objection which still remains to be 
explored. If the world’s course can’t be changed, then 
neither can we know how to renounce confirming it with 
cynical frankness (or with acidic sarcasm, and in this 
I refer myself to Peter Sloterdijk’s lesson), based on the 
awareness that, even in its absurdity, the world’s autism 
self-evidently takes the form of singing its own psychosis 
out loud. Pablo Gisbert’s utterances are not monologues 
in the strictest sense of the word. They are rather dialog-
ues with a silent interlocutor. This aphasia or absence of 
response, is its own eloquence if you like, and that of any 
landscape.
 From here also, the curiously chronic mismatch 
effect which comes to be appreciated throughout 
La posibilidad que desaparace frente al paisaje between 
the lapidary duration of the commentaries and the almost 
painful sweep of certain staged actions. If the evolution-
ary arena of present-day humanity (and its cognitive 
regression, according to those so highly prized statistics) 
has ended up with homo sapiens of days of yore meriting 
the qualification of being referred to as homo festivus 
festivus in Philippe Muray’s ruthless cultural diagnosis, 
El Conde de Torrefiel appear aware that a civilisation 
isn’t being celebratory out of time if its festivities are not 
in turn constant. The lengthening of the performance is 
a very persuasive image of this systematic prolongation 
of tedious festivity, this institutional stretching and 
prolapse of amusement, which underpins all our smiling 
political manoeuvres, all our stunning cultural mediators, 
our high priests of leisure and kings of the night, all united 
by the tight paradigm of consensual living. Celebrations 
are structurally speaking diarrhoeal episodes (and life’s 
a piece of shit) because celebration is in essence an 
impact which has outstripped its purposes.
 For that reason, it is hardly difficult to imagine 
the deliberate awkwardness with which the performers 
approach the different tasks of entertainment as part of 
a bleak panorama. What might appear to be four unem-
ployed citizens (I’ve discussed this several times with 
Pablo and Tanya, half in jest) forcibly recruited and thrown 
into the deep end of the details of the piece, express its 
true sense with outrageous accuracy and a sense of 
permanent recreation, like the games without borders that 
Europe loves to dream about whilst arming its external 
borders to the teeth. This cultivates the illusion that to be 
bad actors is preferable to being good spectators of our 
pathetic performance, in which we try to feel increasingly 
comfortable (whilst we study the erosion of ourselves in 
ever more irreversible ways). This is a docile act of integra-
tion, since we have no choice, however much the absurd-
ity of it dampens the festivities and boredom kills us (being 
bored is the type of “adult” feeling which keeps getting 
denied, censored and neutralised by more celebrations).
 What’s more, in forming the dialectics of the 
work between a technically ineffective agency, the agency 
of the text (which neither does anything nor wants to do 
anything), and the technically ineffective “agency” of the 
performers (who can’t manage to do what they want or 
should, or should want to do), or put more simply, by letting 
the patience of discourse and the impatience of perfor-
mance share the experience, El Conde de Torrefiel enter 
into the debate with exceptional coherence on theatre, 
performance and presence. When the process of criminal-
isation of text authorship started off in the 1960s, which led 
to the assumed triumphs of the concept of performance 
and of all its mystical accompaniments, a very dissident 
vanguard took root (which in fact was already there, 
without knowing it, fishing around in the ethos of the new 
status quo), which believed it could banish the miraculous 
magical acts of authority in all its shapes and incarnations, 

and in fact restricted itself to replacing the power which 
it believed it could combat with another paradigm, this 
time more furtive, of an authority with an identical kind of 
empowerment. The disownment of authorial rights did 
nothing but reinforce a certain myth or certain inherent 
mystique in the theatre’s pretensions to guarantee its 
presence as a radical occurrence. In short it did nothing 
other than increase a certain process of secularisation 
of religious concepts which turned direct and ephemeral 
immersion, participation and experience into the type of 
constituent power (and of truly false democracy) which 
feeds farcical freedoms granted by the total spectacle in 
the sphere of leisure and consumption. To be present is the 
best guarantee that our feeling that something is happen-
ing is the precise measurement of the nullity of that event.
 Denying any rhetoric of embodiment and if 
anything, asserting the text’s authority as a form of 
invisibility, Pablo Gisbert implicitly suggests the unparal-
leled option of resisting and giving new meaning (to the 
system, the institutions, and of course to the theatre, 
as a cultural institution) by changing newly constituted 
power, not through another formative power, but through 
an overthrown power. It is this gesture of abstention or of 
abduction of oneself to which Giorgio Agamben attributes 
an infinite potential for enlightenment, which suggests 
that the true present which Georges Steiner spoke of 
(arraying them against the prattle of cultural and academic 
discourse) only subsists in the current state of the world 
as absences capable of deception. Destitution begins 
with the disavowal of the performance and the performer 
and then dismantles several collateral liturgies: presence, 
nudity, contact, truth.
 La posibilidad que desaparace frente al paisaje 
is crossed with metaphors, visual arts, physics and 
linguistics, of inflation, of swelling and of shrinking. It is 
the painful swelling of the amusement park’s bouncy 
castle which takes centre stage. The whole concept is 
an allegory for this permanent state of excitement, this 
raising up of the imaginary which unseen fascisms seem 
to shout at us demandingly, before putting on any of its 
little acts. The word inflation, in economic terms, is the 
paradoxical situation in which supply and demand of liq-
uid currency is directly proportional to the lack of its cash 
value and purchasing power. In the theory of civilization, 
it would come to mean an unrestrained contraction of 
reality as an “effect”, and of the effect of reality (the virtual 
world is part of this inflationary energy) in the face of a 
frenetic desubstantiation of this same reality. In cultural 
theory (Baudrillard again), inflation will define the limitless 
extension of the cultural offering in the face of the growing 
insignificance and dematerialization of that which culture 
has to offer (in this section, inflationary energy, which 
adds fuel to the great work of expansion, and represents 
the benevolent shrinking of critical discourse, spun with 
increasing anxiety in an attempt to defend an art which 
doesn’t know how to defend itself). Better still, culture 
will be defined as inflationary in which the sphere of art, 
when blown up like a balloon, when encompassing or 
co-encompassing increasingly wider areas of the world, 
and of experience, now renders implausible and highly 
censurable the claim that something cannot in any 
circumstances be deemed to be art, or that it simply can’t 
be so called. Because any diastemic or exegetic distance 
or interval between art and life has disappeared. The 
“global effect” is the secret force behind all globalization. 
It’s no wonder then that La posibilidad que desaparace 
frente al paisaje rounds off its “spectacle of show” with 
the crudest and possibly saddest spectacle of all. A heart-
wrenching concert of farts which brings the performers 
to the conclusion of their virtual tour throughout the 
capitals of a Europe that never tires of self-celebration. 
It’s an act of homage if you like, to what was for centuries 
a physiological metaphor for a certain kind of impover-
ished awareness, for a certain poverty of the flesh set 
to maintain a last refuge of discourse whilst on the toilet 
(a place par excellence “secluded” or “withdrawn” from 
the social spectacle), the external counterpart of a spleen, 
with organic melancholy still poised to start the world’s 
downfall, and the act of defecation having allegorical sym-
bolism (of the experiences in the Tower of Luther to the 
pitiful flesh of Baudelaire, to the bodily embarrassment of 
Levinas). Or perhaps it will be the simple declaration of the 
final note of worldly noise blowing across the landscape 
without changing it one bit. The only possible outcome of 
such an inflationary history is the expulsion of intestinal 
gas as entertainment.
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