Perceptions and reactions of the performers after the action

(-..)
Reflecting on the fact that the sculpture | carried broke, it was so strange, because | was
extremely cautious and present with it the whole time, so it felt so ironic that it happened.
For me the associations that this happening sparked were: Parental relationship when a
child is too protected or controlled, that it makes them broken. Or the topic of perfectionism
trap, that you are too focused on the final result, that you forget to enjoy the process, or
sabotage yourself. Or in a romantic relationship that you become such a people-pleasing
performative version of yourself that you lose your authenticity and become a robotic
mannequin instead of human.

Silja

,,We gathered in the studio. The sun cast shadows of seven objects standing in a line. At
first, | was drawn to the round, heavier form, but at the last moment, unexpectedly, |
chose the long, thin one.

Seven people stood in a line. We left the dark corridor of the building and stepped outside
into the sun. As we walked, | noticed myself rushing. To slow down and become more
present with the object and with something unfolding inside me, | returned to the list | had
written the day before—a list of grievances from the past years. Moving through the
words in my mind, | began to activate them, sensing each one in my body in that very
moment.

| felt connected to Tanja’s idea of imprinting parts of the body into clay. At times, the
container felt much heavier than it actually was, as if responding to the emotions arising
within me. When | exhaled, it became lighter again.

The sun warmed my face. A church bell sounded. People passed by, looking at us with
curiosity but also respect, as if they sensed this was some kind of procession.

It felt symbolic that we crossed through a large group speaking German, echoing Tanja’s
nationality.

During the walk, | became emotional. Not because of one specific thought, but because |
was truly using performance as a space to face what | carry within myself.

Later, while writing this, the list of grievances moved through me more fully. A thought
crossed my mind: | am a container myself—of everything that comes to me, passes
through me, and leaves me. How do i carry myself?

| am grateful that, through the performance and the objects, | was able to activate these
parts of myself."
Juste Marija Yauku



klokken luiden en
het gewicht van

de vuistafdruk doet
armen spannen
een krat piept en
de straat kwaakt
klokken luiden

klei container
piepen klokken
scheurend kwaken
holle vuistslag
kwaak klok piep
stap stoep kwaak
piep kwaak barst

de krijs van een meeuw
een aardse plof van pluche

Ingeborg Entrop

Het was een bijzondere ervaring en ook ergens emotioneel beladen. Door de stilte was er
een intieme verbondenheid onderling. Geen ongemak of schaamte. Nogmaals bedankt
voor de mooie ervaring

Laila Zeryouh



