


Prehistory: 
Dear Performer:
You can perform this piece using a voice/sound recorder of any kind. Sometimes 

they live in our smartphones, or it can be an mp3 recorder or even a zoom 
recorder, anything that records sound.  You don’t need any particular editing of this 
piece unless you want it, but in any case it is perfectly possible to execute it live, just 
by holding and releasing the recording button. 

Think of the recording object as a modern tool. And maybe when you have it in your 
hand look at your hand as an infiltrated spy, an independent entity.

Overture: 
If you are in Kleve, this piece starts in the middle of the Forstgarten right at the 

kidney shaped pond. Did you know kidneys are linked to fear? Whereas anger 
lives in the liver. But this is not a story of anger, it’s a story of kidneys. 

Start walking around the pond. Notice that the garden expresses in itself the 
purest form of enlightenment. 

Close your eyes and try saying this by heart:

In the last few months we became excellent handwashers. 

Even better dematerializers. Excellent distanciators, 

Incredible desinfectors. Very good desaccelerators. 

Even better administrators. Relentless repetitioners.

Very good secret admirers and outstanding disinfectors.

The house became a spa. 

Cleansing became the expression of hope, 

And it was a big time for phone sex. 

Two particles can be separated at the same time 
and affect each other, that’s what we said. 

We became quantic. Whispering now:

We defied the principles of realism and locality. 

Fluids and anxieties, got stuck at border control check ins. 

We became impeccable in being rude

In being single

In being provisory

The universe became our playground

And outer space a wasteland were live all the 
things that we don’t need anymore;

The body became the border 

And blood became the police. 

Start running around the pond. 



Act 1:   
Carry a small group of pebbles and dead leaves in your hand and shake them as a 

light maracas that will do a background sound. Turn your recorder on. Breathe in 
and breathe out, record the breathing and the pebble’s movement for 2 minutes. Then, 
while moving the pebbles and leaves in your hand say with your most neutral voice: 
281 years ago

The minister of war commands this garden, it is a botanic experience of 

solitude, because it carries the knowledge of trees from all over the world. 
And why is it solitary? Because it has been imported, and everything that 

is imported is good, and everything that is good is isolated. 

Now say while walking towards an eucalyptus tree: 
164 years ago

In Chile and Argentina thousands of eucalyptus trees are implanted from Spain. 
Previously the endemic species have been outrooted. The goal of eucalyptus 

is to cleanse the environment, purify, prevent diseases, improve the breathing 
quality of air. This is the result of a form of northern rationalism, being the 

previous species on ground too wild, too vicious and too useless.

Moving pebbles. Say as slowly as you can as if you were feeling sleepy:
219 years ago

In the province of Buenos Aires. Thousands of pine trees are brought from the 
United States in exchange of debt. The pines are there to express civilization, 

culture, adaptation. The pines adapt like everyone else. 

384 

years ago a boat of the Geoctroyeerde Westindische Compagnie, is about 
to arrive to the state of Pernambuco, even if this is still international waters 

one can say this is Brazil. Elaeis Guineensis is on board. It will be implanted as a 
palm tree and extracted, transported first as food and ointment in transatlantic 
slave trade, and then for palm oil. Palm oil will be in the history of cacao, and in 
most of the products of the supermarket. 

Looking for that tree, that is actually a palm tree I don’t see in the garden. 
 Take an imaginary picture. Make a click sound.

Do a form of clicketing with your mouth, like a clock sound.

29 years ago 
Someone smells the pines in the spa city of Pinamar, Atlantic coast. 

That person is in bed wearing a jeans jacket that is imported from the USA. 
Because all that is good is imported and all that is imported comes in one 

kind, this is the person’s only jacket. It’s very good quality. The pines of Pinamar, 
village of pines, are also imported. 

Take a deep breath. Inhale and exhale with a large noise. 
152 years ago. The President is asleep under Platanus Acerifolia. He’s ordered 

to fill the country with platanus trees, because they are better, give better sha-
dow, feel more European. They come from London and dress the cities with a je 
ne sais quoi of civilization.



Go to a pine tree. Caress it rubbing your hand against the tree bark.
28 years ago  

every night of that year a ghost makes love to me. It comes to 
my room at night while my parents are asleep and wakes me up. It enters through
the pockets of the coats that hung behind the door, and gets into bed with me, 
making what children know to do. That is sex, in a very personal or abstract way. 

Like watching colors or caressing chewing gum. 
The ghost sleeps under the Pine trees. It follows the curve of the dollar and 

from time to time it embodies the face of a sleeping president. Here are Elaeis 
Guineensis Pinus, Platanus acerifolia, Eucalyptus.

All this looks random right now but in reality it is connected. A sound wave 
vibrates through the pines and masturbates two pieces of information, 

one in the motherland, another one in copyland.

Now record the trees. 

Caress the Pine tree a little more. Whispering: 

The inflorescences are produced in the armpits of the leaves, which are large 
and of compound pinnate type, with leaflets departing from the rachis on two 

regular planes. The leaflets are lanceolate. Everything is green at one point of 
the year. 

Record the sound of any animal. Wait until you hear a move, a sound or a scream. 
Say : 
382 years ago 
The city of Recife lives under the name of Mauritsstad. Someone sees a shadow 
passing by with piled hats, then they see a knife, a rat and a 
synagogue.  
Someone feels arousal, attention, fear, anxiety , anger, frustration, ficus, eucalyp-
tus, platanus, ash, poplar, pine, weeping willow, oil palm and pine. 

I am a prince and a conqueror. I am computer and I am influence. I am fever. 
They call me the Brazilian.

Breathe in and breathe out.

In the past, humors were a matter of temperature and the body a history of 
transformation: sperm was milk, lymph was pus, fluids run both ways and 

from a body to another, sex organs were an underdeveloped version of kin and 
taste was the voice. Blood was the uniform and lymphocytes the expression of 
hope. The body was the territory and the territory a matter of resemblance. And 
if it didn’t look alike I would make it look alike. Now and under my watch, when a 
thousand soldiers pass by I hear them scream.

While you start walking, hold the recorder near your mouth and start doing the 
voices of a thousand soldiers passing by. Try to think it throughout time using 

your mouth to express the voices of all of them. Use their languages, overlap the dia-
lects in time. Do that for 3 minutes. Use all the languages you know. 

Make a sound with your mouth. Like a whistle in the darkness. Insist to make it 
realistic. Make what you consider to be a war sound. 



Part 2
Dear Performer:
Y ou can perform this piece using any kind of voice/sound recorder of any kind. 

Sometimes they are built up in our smartphones, or it can be an mp3 recorder 
or even a zoom recorder, anything that records sound.  You don’t need any particular 
editing of this piece unless you want it, but in any case it is perfectly possible to exe-
cute it live, just by holding and releasing the recording button.  Think of the recording 
object as a modern tool. And maybe when you have it in your hand look at your hand 
as an infiltrated spy, an independent entity.

ACT 2: 
ADAPTATION  
If you are in Kleve, this second act starts in the middle of an inside battle. Place 

yourself next to the kidney-shaped  pond  in the Forstgarten. You or someone that 
embodied you in the precedent episode has been using their mouth to perform the 
noise of a thousand soldiers passing by. Therefore you have to catch up in the midst of 
action. 

Try to make a single sound come out of your mouth. The sound of a bugle gathering 
troupes. 

Say while trying to remember  these words by heart, closing your eyes: 

If  humors are a matter of temperature 

and sex and symbiosis a matter of resemblance

then a body is a matter of transformation: 

sperm is milk, lymph is pus, fluids run both ways 

and from a body to another, 

sex organs are an underdeveloped version of kin 

and taste is the voice. 

Nails are bone, teeth are hair. 

Blood is a uniform and lymphocytes are /

the expression of hope. 

The body is the frontier and the territory a 
problem of faith.

And what do I do when I have a body of faith? If faith moves mountains, 

opens the seas, modifies the course of a river and deploys a diaspora.  

Then extractivism is my faith in adaptation.

Run in the Forstgarten among the trees, caress every tree when you see it, scratch 
it, breathe in and breathe out in the microphone and name all the trees you see.

One of the soldiers that were       
passing by is now alone in  

Mauritsstad.



He had detached himself from the group of soldiers. Four hundred years have 
passed by now and the city lives under the name of Recife. He’s still there, 

his knife has become ceramics, his gun has been gnawed by termites. His geni-
tals are dubious. 

S ay as fast as you can:

Palm trees, pine trees, Eucalyptus, sugar cane, Platanus trees, coffee, coffee 
coffeecoffeecoffee. 

carry a small group of pebbles and dead leaves in your hand and shake them as a 
light maracas that will do a background sound. While you do that, go to the pe-

nis-shaped canal, the Prinz-Moritz Kanal. March in a rhythmical way along the canal. 
Make some noise with your boots. Make it rhythmical. 
Say:

I look closer, I squint my eyes, I can see a soldier running in front of me, turning 
his back to me, running along the canal, wearing two kitchen sponges instead 

of epaulets and a pine branch instead of a fusil. A pair of mugs replace his hands 
and inside the mugs he holds coffee. Since he’s running the coffee is spilling all 
over the canal, but hey, he doesn’t have hands. 

If you ask me, I’d say this is a statement for fashion, not for poverty, obviously. 
His soft body made of time. So soft that it looks like a muscle. So democratic 

that he comes from the remote borders of the world. And so mysterious that he 
rolls in rivers of coffee. I can see his muscles now, all round like eggs. Did you 
know an egg was used once to describe the round shape of the earth? Eggs      
are very important in the history of western culture: Their purpose has always 
been military propaganda.  

Start moving faster along the canal border shaking the pebbles in your hand: 
The soldier is now running along the canal. Running employs speed and magne-
tism. Every time a body runs, time starts curving: because of what magnetism 
does to gravity. I can see the Forstgarten transforming.

Keep running and start panting in an artificial way. Speak quickly. 
 I see the Platanus getting shorter, until it’s just a Ginko Bonsai. The Magnolia 
Kobus has lost all its flowers and is dry and it has shrunken into the hearth, it 
lost its filling and the roots look like a skin spread out on the ground unraveling 
slowly towards me. A branch wraps around my ankle. The whole tree unroots. 
The soldier keeps running. His uniform is nothing but a pair of  Pepe jeans with 
no shirt. I keep chasing him, dragging the weight of a dead tree.  
He keeps running, I keep running behind him, I start hearing the noise of the 
soldier’s father who was also a soldier. And of the father of the soldier’s father 
who was also a soldier. It goes back in time for a thousand fathers and sons, all      
soldiers.  Time goes back and forth very fast, I see it parade in the corner of my 
eye, bending colors into stripes until my eye is all stray. In that blur I see every 
economic crisis that has taken place in Latin America since the descubrimiento. 
I see currency and I see debt, I see pharmacy, bakery, nuns and mountains. 



Now deep breathe in and deep breathe out. Make it sound like a Yoga class.

W atching the soldier, my eyes got watery. They liquified and ponded. I 
let the soldier run away. 

When I looked at my hand it was not my hand anymore. My hand looked all…
colonial? As if it had lost its pinky or something. But maybe this was all 

part of the same process. 

The process by which an organism becomes more adapted to the environment 
in which it lives, more adjusted to the environment, measured in generational 

changes: from parents to children to children to children. Time went by. I used 
time for breathing. 

When I looked back my hand was all gone. It was a coffee mugs instead. 
And on it one could read “Starbucks”. I sighed. That was Adaptation. And 

how did I know that was adaptation? Because it was an imported concept and 
as we know, everything that’s imported is good. Endowing it compelled benefit 
from the exploitation of any environment. Because adaptation can be described 
as a process and a product.

Do a high pitch sound with your mouth, like the sound of a bugle

Pllay a sort of funeral march that fades slowly into silence. 



Astral unfolding 
reveals a lack of concentration..
Chapter 1 
Dear performer:
Please focus and rejoin this previous momentum: Do a high pitch sound with your 

mouth, like the sound of a bugle. Play a sort of funeral march that fades slowly into 
silence.  

Please say the word:

a-d

ap

taaat-ion

Adaptation is a process and a product. 

Endowing it compels benefit from the exploitation of any envi-
ronment.

From now on just read everything out loud, read all the stage directions, read every-
thing, even this, please do a thinner, uptalked, nasal, and robotic voice for reading 

italics.

If you are not by the canal right now go to the canal/ I am not by the canal right 
now. I go to the canal. Take some pebbles in your hand. Use them as a light mara-

cas to rhythm your walk. While you walk imagine or do the sound of a bugle, gathering 
the troops. 

Say:

But I am the only soldier here. 

There you are, you are at the canal right now. / Here I am, I am by the canal 
right now. Close your eyes to feel the breeze of the spring caressing your 

cheeks/ I close my eyes I feel the breeze caressing my spring cheeks. It’s almost 
summer. I understand it’s almost summer. 

Go to the penis-shaped canal, to its base, it has two square testicles that should 
be full of orchids.  I go to the penis-shape canal, to its base, it has two square 

testicles that should be full of orchids. 

It is still not full of orchids. You ask yourself why not? I ask myself why not. And you 
know why not. I know why not do I? because of soft masculinity you answer. Be-

cause of masculinity. You read somewhere that the word orchid is equivalent to the 
world testicle. 

This has some fundament in semiotics and compare linguistics but you can’t remem-
ber where you drew that information from. 

I am not going to say that. 

I didn’t even read that piece of information. 



However the water penis’s square balls are just covered in short grass. I see that. 
Yeah, I know you see that. You see everything. Yeah, so? Nothing I’m just so 

tired of this omnipresent attitude, it’s like…at least you could talk normally. 

I am talking normally… Ok whatever, I don’t think so. 

Behind you there is a road, and behind the road there are three consecutive 
ponds: one is round, the following is a rectangle, and the third one has a Gre-

co-Roman fountain, behind that there is a hill and a kiosk. 

I go to the hill behind the kiosk, I start climbing it. I go to the top of the hill. I 
place myself at the top of the hill looking at the whole canal line that projects 

itself towards the horizon and whispers “walk”. 

  Chapter 2 
Record the sound of any animal. Wait until you hear a move, a sound or  scream. 

Say: 

3 00 years later the city of Mauricestaad lives under the name of Re-
cife. Someone sees a shadow swiping the floor, someone sees a knife, 

a cat, a car and a synagogue. That person is about to undertake a trip to the 
Amazonas. Someone feels arousal, attention, fear, anxiety, anger, frustration, 

Ficus, eucalyptus, platanus, ash, poplar, pine, magnolia kobush, weeping willow, 
oil palm, pine, Hevea Brasiliensis. I am a prince and a conqueror. I am computer 

and I am influence. I am fever.

Look at your slightly wrong hands. They used to be coffee mugs but now they adver-
tise for Firestone, you have no idea why. Are you actually looking for pneumatics 

and you didn’t know? 

And what are pneumatics made of? Rubber. There is something between rubber 
and yourself. Since you are often mistaken by the owner of this garden, people 

call you The Brazilian. But are you Brazilian? Have you even been there?  Do you know 
anything about the caoutchouc fever? That is the phenomena of confusion, it takes 
one thing and collapses it into another. Rubber is a deciduous tree, you know that, it 
falls off at maturity like a concept or an idea. You traded coffee for rubber that’s what 
you did. 

You open your mouth, confused, you say: 
 

  Hevea Brasiliensis?  Rubber tree
Say, sounding confused and with low emphasis: 

If everything I see enters my body by the act of seeing, I become everything 
I see. If I become everything I see, everything that makes me is everything that 
crosses my path. My parents have told me since I’m a small child that I’m special. 
I am unique they say, singular.

If everything I see becomes my body and if I am a very unique piece of a per-
son, then everything I see is unique, remarkable, singular. 

If everything in the world is a singular body, then what is singularity? I looked it 
up in the dictionary and I became the dictionary. It is not originality. It is not 

subjectivity.



It’s the ability to collapse space and time, imagination and the subconscious 
and everything I’ve seen into one lone dimension. I am grass and I am rubber. 

I am tragedy and I’m Charles Goodyear falling into vulcanization of resin by 
chance in 1839.

 Chapter 3

A lone soldier detached from the company appears at far, he wears his clo-
thes in tatters. Move the pebbles in your hand to imitate his walking, make it 

rhythmical. The soldier comes to you with a commercial opportunity. Do the voice of 
the soldier. 

My latex bottle is one hundred and fifty centimeters thick

-I am rich

But an impoverished soldier came and called it a test tube

So I killed him

To kill him I pulled out a mandolin

I wrapped the tips of his fingers with the strings of the mandolin

It was a common punishment from where I’m from.

And so I gave the whole thing an air of Renaissance pu-
nishment or at least of torture. And like any torture, the 

purpose of this contraption is to make people confess the truth. After his death, 
he confessed that he’d been jealous.

Of my wealth and of my latex bottle. Jealous of my texture and my investment 
success. 

So I hid his body behind a mirror

Whenever I look at myself in this mirror, I told myself,

the glass will remind me of my monstrosity.

But a lock of hair stuck out at the bottom of the mirror

And after isolating that element

I got so confused

that I immediately forgot who that hair belonged to.

Now when I look at myself in the mirror

I have a tendency to think about the wig industry 

About acrylic nails

About expensive latex clothes. And other petroleum 
derivatives. 

And how do I know they’re all different? Nails from hair from latex clothes?

By the intensity with which each thing crossed generations through time.

The nails survived and drank baby formula, they wanted to poke 
through the shiny surfaces of the waxed tablecloths. The hair exten-

sions drank whisky and wanted to get ahead in life.

Latex things didn’t drink anything and didn’t pass down to any generation, but 
I live next to a nuclear power plant and electronics factory now, where only 

women work. And I know that at night, they spend time together, buying and sel-
ling products to spice up their sex lives.



The soldier takes a spin and snaps his heels. He marches away from you, do the 
sound of a march that fades away. 

When you look at your hands again they advertise for Goodyear, then for Fires-
tone, then for Pirelli, then for Dunlop, then for Michelin, then for Goodyear again. 

Turn over to the kiosk and close your eyes. Go to the middle of the kiosk. 

Say, closing your eyes as if you were ashamed:

Goodyear is the best in terms of Per-for-mance.

. 
chapter 4

Last night I dreamt and in my dream I saw myself in a fishbowl-like night ve-
nue, performing. While watching myself perform I started making fun about 

my own way to perform. People laughed with my jokes so I kept doing them. The 
person in the fishbowl that was also me finished their performance. I entered the 
fishbowl in order to get mixed with myself. After I collapsed into one lone body 
people told me this wasn’t my greatest moment. They said “you looked extremely 
unfocused the last ten minutes.” Those were the ten minutes I had used to make 
fun of myself.  

Now, whenever I hear a thousand soldiers pass by, I hide and wait until they’re 
gone.  

Do a very solitary high pitched sound, like the sound of a bugle reproducing a fune-
rary march. 

The end. 
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