
de manger. Ézéquiel, prophète de la vallée des ossements et de la 

résurrection des corps… La mise en scène offre une dernière 

représentation littérale de l’assimilation du texte: Tiago Rodrigues 

propose aux spectateurs de “manger Shakespeare” dont il a fait graver 

le sonnet sur des hosties servies dans une boîte en carton 

rectangulaire qui, si elle est typique des pâtisseries portugaises, 

ressemble à une tombe en miniature. L’eucharistie chrétienne, bien 

qu’écartée avec humour, est présente dans l’image de spectateurs qui 

se partagent le corps de Shakespeare. Corps offert et sacrifié, 

promesse d’une résurrection qui a bien lieu à la fin du spectacle quand 

le sonnet récité à l’unisson fait entendre “l’inflexion des voix chères” de 

Depuis la salle, le spectateur assiste précisément au travail du 

sonnet de Shakespeare sur les corps. D’un côté, les mouvements vifs 

du metteur en scène qui bondit d’un point à l’autre du plateau et dirige 

la séance d’apprentissage comme un chef de chœur. Le corps en 

alerte, habité par les auteurs dont ses t-shirts arborent les photos, il 

s’efforce de transmettre le texte. Ses mains ouvertes devant lui quand 

il évoque l’histoire du rabbin immortalisent l’image du livre offert. De 

l’autre, les corps assis de ceux qui apprennent, traduisant parfois le 

découragement, parfois l’application : bustes avachis d’écoliers 

récalcitrants, claques sur le front en cas d’échecs répétés… ou têtes 

dressées, comme aimantées par tous les moyens déployés pour y 

imprimer les quatorze vers de Shakespeare. Au terme du processus, le 

sonnet fera partie d’eux, tel ce manuscrit que Dieu ordonna à Ézéquiel 

Dans Bovary4 et Sa façon de mourir 5, Tiago Rodrigues met en 

scène l’acte de lire. Les spectacles s’inspirent de romans réalistes du 

XIXe siècle, Madame Bovary de Flaubert et Anna Karénine de Tolstoï, 

qui ont en commun, selon le metteur en scène, de montrer “la 

dimension sauvage du désir” (Rodrigues, 2019: 6): désir des deux 

héroïnes, infidèles et suicidaires “qui veu[lent] surpasser les limites 

de [leur] condition” ( ibidem); désir qu’elles suscitent et qui constitue le 

cœur du dispositif dramaturgique permettant de représenter les 

pouvoirs de la littérature et ses effets sur les lecteurs.

Tiago Rodrigues a composé Bovary à partir du roman de 

Flaubert, des actes du procès pour immoralité de 1857 et de lettres 

qu’il adressa alors à sa maîtresse, Élisa Schlésinger. Sur scène, le 

spectateur assiste à une représentation du procès qui consiste en une 

relecture du roman. Deux interprétations s’affrontent : celle de 

Pinard, avocat de l’accusation, visant à prouver l’immoralité de 

l’œuvre, et celle de la défense, représentée par Sénard. Le premier 

s’avère un lecteur perspicace qui sait lire “entre les lignes” et saisir la 

sensualité subversive de l’œuvre, ce qu’admire et déplore Flaubert : “Il 

a compris tout ce que j’ai écrit” (2015b: 87). Quant à Sénard, il a perçu 

l’ambivalence de son adversaire et la confusion qui s’est opérée dans 

son esprit entre le roman et l’héroïne – “Ce que vous voulez garder 

sous clé, ce n’est pas le livre […]. C’est la femme qui s’y trouve” ( idem: 

33) – et que la suite va révéler.

Après un résumé à charge de Pinard, les avocats reprennent les 

principales étapes de la vie d’Emma Bovary pour l’examiner: mariage 

avec Charles, bal chez le vicomte, rencontre de Léon, liaison avec 

Rodolphe, endettement et suicide à l’arsenic. La plupart des épisodes 

sont joués par les personnages du roman présents sur le plateau. Le 

dispositif classique de la scène dans la scène offre une représentation 

concrète de la lecture des avocats: ceux-ci peuvent confronter leurs 

interprétations des passages qui sont joués sous leurs yeux, voire en 

rectifier la mise en scène en fonction de leur “dramaturgie”. C’est le cas, 

par exemple, de la rencontre entre Charles et Emma dont l’érotisme est 

plus ou moins marqué selon le placement des acteurs. Subrepticement, 

la séparation entre les deux espaces scéniques se brouille. Les avocats 

prennent part à la fiction, aux côtés des acteurs qui jouent les 

personnages d’Emma et Charles, et de Flaubert qui interprète, par 

moments, celui de Léon. Sénard et Pinard endossent tour à tour les rôles 

de ces hommes qui, dans le roman, s’affairent, d’une façon ou d’une 

autre, autour d’Emma Bovary: le pharmacien pourvoyeur d’arsenic, le 

couturier créancier, le vicomte et, surtout, Rodolphe, interprété 

principalement par Pinard. Dans la scène des comices agricoles, 

occasion du premier rendez-vous avec Rodolphe, la confusion 

s’accentue: Pinard-Rodolphe embrasse Emma alors qu’il n’est “nulle 

part” (idem: 69) indiqué dans le roman qu’ils s’embrassent, comme le lui 

fait remarquer Sénard. L’attirance pour l’héroïne qui couvait sous la 

condamnation du livre se fait jour assez brutalement. Les échanges de 

baisers, contraints ou consentis, se multiplient ensuite, gagnant 

l’ensemble des participants qui embrassent Emma ou s’embrassent 

entre eux, pris par le climat érotique qui enflamme le plateau.

Le désir suscité par l’héroïne s’offre comme une métaphore de la 

lecture. Pinard s’identifie à l’amant d’Emma tandis que l’héroïne 

s’assimile avec sensualité au livre, à travers des images mêlant le corps 

frémissant de la comédienne et les feuilles qui parsèment le plateau : 

sentier frayé pour son apparition, danse frénétique de rockeuse sur les 

amas glissants, brassée de feuilles qu’elle serre contre son sein comme 

des fleurs ou les replis d’un drap… Le livre d’Emma et son corps ne font 

qu’un, comme le révèlent les visions cauchemardesques de Flaubert : 

“Nous sommes des hyènes dévorant le peu de chair qu’il reste sur la 

carcasse d’Emma Bovary” (idem: 97) ou encore : “Aujourd’hui, j’ai vu 

Emma Bovary déjà morte, couchée sur la table d’une morgue, se faire 

autopsier par une bande d’avocats” (idem: 34).  Ils se confondent aussi 

avec celui de l’auteur qui, éprouvé par le procès, se compare à un “ours 

édenté” (idem: 87) et passe le plus clair du spectacle accroupi au milieu 

des feuilles, les consultant, les ramassant, comme s’il tentait de 

rassembler des morceaux de lui-même. Dévoration, autopsie, 

dislocation du corps… le don du texte chez Tiago Rodrigues s’apparente 

souvent à un sacrifice, on l’a vu dans By Heart. Mais les images de 

Flaubert traduisent aussi la violence d’un désir qui ne s’assume pas 

comme tel. Avec Bovary, Tiago Rodrigues révèle les mécanismes d’une 

certaine lecture, celle des censeurs qui, comme Pinard, s’attaquent 

aux livres dans le but inavoué de tuer leurs propres pulsions. Le 

pouvoir qu’Emma exerce sur ses lecteurs, même malgré eux, reste 

pourtant le gage de son immortalité, comme l’exprime finalement 

Charles : “toi, putain d’Emma Bovary, amour de ma vie, tu vivras pour 

toujours” (idem: 106).

Dans Sa façon de mourir, il s’agit de donner une forme théâtrale à 

la présence invisible des livres et à leur influence sur les vies 

humaines. À l’origine du spectacle, explique Tiago Rodrigues, la 

“sensation” que les fantômes des personnages continuent de 

l’entourer et de lui “chuchoter des choses à l’oreille“ (Rodrigues, 2019: 

6) après la lecture et les témoignages de lecteurs dont le roman de 

Tolstoï a changé la vie. La structure du texte traduit ces interactions. 

Elle met les fragments du roman en regard de l’histoire des 

personnages de la pièce, laquelle entrelace deux récits.

Lisbonne, 1967. Pedro et Isabel sont mariés, ont un enfant et 

envisagent de faire des travaux chez eux. Mais Isabel a rencontré un 

photographe belge qui lui a offert Anna Karénine. Elle revoit le 

photographe, quitte son mari et décide de partir, sans qu’on sache si ce 

départ la mènera en Belgique auprès de son amant ou vers la mort. 

Anvers, 2017. Apprenant que sa femme (Jolente) ne l’aime plus et qu’elle 

a un amant, Frank s’est replongé dans la lecture de l’exemplaire d’Anna 

Karénine qui appartenait à sa “mãe” (mère en portugais) dont on 

comprend qu’il s’agit d’Isabel. Il tente ainsi de décrypter les mystères 

d’une histoire qui semble se répéter. Les extraits du roman, lus par les 

personnages dans de nombreuses scènes, renvoient pour l’essentiel au 

triangle formé par Anna et les “deux Alexis“ (Rodrigues, 2018b:123): 

rencontre des amants à la gare de Moscou puis dans le train qui les 

conduit à Pétersbourg, mensonges d’Anna à son mari, échanges entre 

Vronski et Karénine, fuite en avant de l’héroïne qui la mène au suicide. 

L’amour, l’infidélité et la mort sont les thèmes les plus apparents mais 

d’autres motifs développés par la pièce se dessinent en filigrane : la 

relation mère-fils à travers un court passage qui renvoie aux 

retrouvailles d’Anna et de son fils Serge et la quête du bonheur.

Sur scène, le livre, en tant qu’accessoire, est omniprésent. Dans 

l’histoire d’Isabel, c’est l’image du fantôme qui domine. L’héroïne de 

Tolstoï, telle “l’autre femme“ (idem : 104) qu’elle a toujours sentie en 

elle (scène 6), prend possession de son corps, guidant ses gestes et ses 

mots : “Je deviens la femme qui vit à l’intérieur de moi. Assise dans ce 

wagon, j’essaie de lire. À chaque ligne, la femme en moi grandit. Elle 

est partout. Dans les bras, les mains, les jambes, les pieds“ (idem :129) 

(scène 12). Les scènes d’apprentissage (qui rappellent By Heart) 

traduisent l’envoûtement progressif : répétition des premières lignes 

du roman, scène amoureuse où le photographe lui apprend “Le 

Suicidé” d’Apollinaire. Dans l’histoire de Frank, le livre qu’il caresse, 

soupèse et auquel il s’adresse, est devenu une personnification 

d’Isabel : “490 grammes. Mãe. Ton poids pour toujours. […] Quand tu 

étais encore en vie et pesais 48 kilos, je classais toutes les personnes 

du monde en deux catégories : toi et les autres. Et puis un jour, tu n’as 

plus pesé que 490 grammes répartis en 1 021 pages. […] Les autres 

livres sont sur l’étagère comme des briques dans un mur. Ce sont des 

choses. Ce livre n’est pas une chose. C’est quelqu’un. C’est toi” (idem 

:87-88). L’exemplaire d’Anna Karénine est pour Frank à la fois un 

tombeau et un miroir de sa mère disparue. Un livre n’est pas 

seulement une trace de son auteur mais il offre aussi un reflet de ses 

lecteurs, a fortiori quand il a été souligné. Le mari d’Isabel – qui lit 

l’exemplaire de sa femme pour la percer à jour – et l’amant de Jolente 

– qui veut comprendre l’obsession de son rival pour Anna Karénine – 

l’ont bien compris.

Ces deux personnages sont interprétés par le même acteur. 

Inversement, Frank joue le photographe belge dans la première 

histoire et son propre rôle dans la seconde. La distribution masculine, 

qui donne à chaque comédien tantôt le rôle d’un mari, tantôt celui d’un 

amant, matérialise la structure triangulaire du roman. Elle donne 

aussi corps à l’image du revenant et souligne le lien entre les récits qui 

se rejoignent encore plus nettement dans les deux seules scènes qui 

rassemblent le quatuor de comédiens. Celles-ci se construisent 

autour de deux moments clés du roman qui correspondent aux points 

opaques de la vie d’Isabel que Frank tente de déchiffrer. À la scène 5 

intitulée “Le blizzard”, Isabel et Frank, réunis malgré la distance 

temporelle, lisent ensemble la rencontre d’Anna et Vronski dans le 

train vers Pétersbourg tandis que Jolente et son amant se retrouvent à 

la gare de Malines. Ce rendez-vous illustre l’extrait lu à mesure que les 

deux lecteurs se font metteurs en scène, revêtant les amants de 

pelisses et actionnant une machine à neige, comme sur un tournage. 

L’explosion de flocons et l’envol d’une liasse de feuilles, au son des 

Tableaux d’une exposition de Moussorgski, offrent une représentation 

puissante des effets de la fiction sur le réel. L’image de sa femme 

costumée en Anna donne à Frank le moyen de voir, sinon de 

comprendre, le caractère inéluctable du désir qui anima sa mère. Le 

suicide d’Anna, enfin, fait l’objet d’une lecture à quatre, face public. Il 

ne trouve pas, à proprement parler, de résolution scénique. Le passage 

est lu et commenté dans les trois langues du spectacle (français, 

flamand, portugais) comme si les comédiens se heurtaient à l’énigme 

du texte et tentaient inlassablement de comprendre “sa façon de 

mourir”. La fin reste ouverte, même si les scènes antérieures ont 

montré que Frank était sur la voie de l’apaisement.

Avec Sopro6, Tiago Rodrigues s’intéresse plus particulièrement 

aux textes dramatiques. À travers l’acte de souffler, il met en scène la 

transformation du texte en spectacle vivant. Sa pièce, qui s’inspire du 

personnage de Cristina Vidal, souffleuse depuis quarante ans, se 

présente comme un récit à la première personne où s’entremêlent deux 

fils. Il y a d’abord les conversations de la Souffleuse avec le metteur en 

scène: il y expose sa vision du soufflage et ses arguments pour la 

convaincre de participer au spectacle qui se termine quand les 

répétitions vont commencer. Entre-temps, un second fil s’est déroulé, 

l’histoire même de la Souffleuse au sein du théâtre national de 

Lisbonne, auprès d’une première directrice puis du directeur actuel. Ses 

souvenirs sont parfois simplement racontés. Mais, le plus souvent, le 

récit se transforme en séquences à la fois narratives et dramatiques. Les 

trous de mémoire d’acteurs, nombreux dans ses évocations, donnent 

lieu à des scènes de soufflage, à partir d’extraits de pièces du répertoire.

Le spectacle repose sur la mise en scène de l’acte de souffler: 

Cristina elle-même suit et chuchote à vue l’ensemble du texte de Sopro 

dont elle est le personnage principal. Celui-ci est interprété par deux 

comédiennes en alternance, les autres personnages apparaissant selon 

les besoins de l’histoire. Sa présence sur scène révèle au spectateur ce 

qui d’ordinaire lui est dissimulé. “Pièce de la machine “ (Rodrigues, 

2018b: 32)  dans le théâtre illusionniste traditionnel, la Souffleuse 

veille sur la représentation sans y participer ni apparaître, sauf 

accident. C’est une sentinelle invisible de l’illusion depuis “la berge de 

la réalité “ (idem: 13). En la montrant sur scène, Tiago Rodrigues dévoile 

les pouvoirs de son souffle grâce auquel le texte devient une matière 

vivante. Il donne à voir le mouvement qui va du texte vers la scène, le 

processus mystérieux qui permet à l’écrit de prendre corps. Les 

vêtements noirs de Cristina, sa pâleur éclairée par la lampe de poche, 

le livret à reliure spiralée qui prolonge ses bras et le balancement 

régulier de son regard du texte vers l’acteur, l’assimilent à un livre sur 

scène, un livre en passe de devenir la scène.

Son rôle est d’abord de veiller à l’incarnation de l’écrit. Il est 

proche en ce sens de celui qu’assumait Tiago Rodrigues dans By Heart: 

si elle n’imprime pas le texte dans l’âme du comédien, elle ravive son 

souvenir menacé par le trou de mémoire. Elle réactive un contact sans 

lequel le jeu théâtral est mis en péril: le texte privé du comédien peut 

rester lettre morte, le comédien sans texte risque de se noyer. En 

soufflant, elle ramène d’un seul geste l’un et l’autre à la vie: le texte 

s’incarne et l’acteur renaît. Tout au long du spectacle, le chuchotement 

de Cristina donne à entendre le glissement du texte vers le comédien 

qui lui prête corps. Mais certaines scènes offrent une représentation 

plus claire encore de son souffle.

C’est le cas de la première interprétation de la chanson Wild is 

the Wind qui illustre un souvenir d’enfance raconté juste avant par 

Cristina. Cachée dans le trou du souffleur, elle avait assisté, fascinée, à 

la métamorphose du texte soufflé en parole vivante. Quand elle fut 

prononcée par le comédien, la réplique dévitalisée – “rien qu’une 

série de sons collés les uns aux autres” – “voulut dire quelque chose” 

(idem: 17). Les paroles de la chanson de Ned Washington, d’abord 

chuchotées par Cristina, sont reprises par la comédienne qui joue son 

rôle puis chantées par l’ensemble des acteurs. Leurs voix pleines, 

amplifiées par la réverbération, dévoilent le sens d’un texte qui 

compare l’amour au vent, en résonance avec le thème du spectacle. 

C’est le cas également des scènes du répertoire qui mettent en abyme 

l’acte de souffler. Le rôle de la Souffleuse est alors souligné par son 

dédoublement – Cristina se tenant derrière la comédienne qui joue 

son personnage – et l’effet de son souffle est visible sur le corps du 

comédien en proie au trou de mémoire. “Quand [celui-ci] se rappelle 

qu’il est mortel, qu’il n’est pas un personnage parfait mais un corps 

emprunté et faible”, écrit Tiago Rodrigues, elle “[sait] le sauver avec 

des mots, lui souffler à l’oreille, le réanimer, le gonfler de texte, lui 

rendre la pensée, le sens et le geste” (idem: 13). Dans la scène de Dinis 

et Isabel d’António Patrício, l’acteur qui a un trou étant à demi-sourd, 

un long temps s’écoule avant que la Souffleuse ne se décide à lui crier 

son texte. L’image de son corps “en carafe” se prolonge indéfiniment… 

puis il sursaute au son de sa réplique qu’il lance sur un ton solennel, 

comme si elle traduisait le fond de sa pensée. Les gesticulations de 

l’acteur qui joue le rôle d’Harpagon obligent les deux souffleuses à lui 

courir après. Les oublis et les moments où il retrouve son texte 

s’impriment sur son corps tantôt prostré, tantôt secoué de décharges 

électriques. Le contraste entre les répliques soufflées et interprétées 

garantit l’effet comique, tout en montrant comment le texte peut 

prendre corps.

L’enjeu de cette incarnation est la sauvegarde du passé. Car, comme 

tout “livre vivant”, la Souffleuse a aussi pour mission de transmettre le 

patrimoine. Elle est “la respiration […], la mémoire et les poumons du 

théâtre” (idem: 59), celle dont le souffle fait circuler l’air du bâtiment en 

ruines, un temps envisagé pour le décor, et revivifie les pièces du 

répertoire dont il assure la pérennité. “Son rôle, dit Tiago Rodrigues, est de 

garantir qu’Iphigénie meure tous les soirs car c’est ce qu’Euripide a écrit” 

(Rodrigues, 2017: 9). Si elle défend les auteurs, évitant qu’ils ne se fassent, 

selon ses termes, “assassiner” (Rodrigues, 2018b: 25), la Souffleuse veille 

surtout sur les acteurs morts qui font partie du patrimoine au même titre 

que les premiers. Leur présence s’est inscrite dans les pièces qu’elle a 

soufflées, comme celles de Candida et Isabel imprégnaient le sonnet 

appris ou le roman lu. Dans ses archives, elle a d’ailleurs conservé une 

trace de leur jeu, en surlignant les répliques oubliées. Quand elle les 

souffle à nouveau, elle fait “apparaî[tre] sur scène par magie” (idem: 59) les 

fantômes des acteurs historiques du théâtre national qui s’incarnent alors 

dans les acteurs vivants.

Sur scène, son souffle démiurgique se matérialise dans le récit de 

souvenirs dont elle assure discrètement la mise en place. Présente sur 

le plateau en premier, elle appelle les acteurs à voix basse, indique 

entrées et placements, apporte du mobilier si nécessaire. Ses gestes 

sobres de régisseuse l’assimilent à une maîtresse de cérémonie qui 

évoquerait les esprits du passé, dont la présence est également 

suggérée par une ambiance surnaturelle : obscurité, son du vent et de 

chevaux au galop, bruissement des rideaux et des plantes qui 

constituent le décor… Par sa silhouette sombre et impassible, au service 

des acteurs, elle peut rappeler aussi le Firs de Tchekhov qui représente, 

comme elle, “une espèce en voie d’extinction” (idem: 19). Son récit traduit 

le surgissement des fantômes depuis les textes soufflés, glissant des 

scènes du répertoire à l’évocation du destin des comédiens : beauté 

éphémère de l’acteur à demi-sourd, frasques et lâcheté du “grand 

amour” de la directrice, souffrance de celle-ci quand il la quitte. En retour, 

les scènes jouées, “presque toutes des adieux” (Rodrigues, 2017: 10), 

mettent en abyme la vie des interprètes, principalement celle de la 

directrice. Sa fin tragique est annoncée dès la scène de Dinis et Isabel où 

elle joue la reine morte, sa séparation évoquée dans Les Trois Sœurs 

(départ de Verchinine à l’acte IV) et Bérénice (tirade finale de l’héroïne). 

D’une façon générale, le traitement du répertoire permet de raconter 

l’histoire du théâtre national, traduisant le mouvement d’une mémoire 

qui ne distingue plus le théâtre du monde, “les histoires des coulisses de 

celles des pièces” (Rodrigues, 2018b: 41).

Sauveuse des uns, gardienne du souvenir des autres, la Souffleuse 

prend soin des acteurs, qu’ils soient vivants ou morts. Tiago Rodrigues la 

compare à un “samouraï” (Rodrigues, 2018a: 52), soulignant l’esprit de 

sacrifice qui anime tous ceux qui participent au spectacle : le menuisier 

au petit doigt coupé et les acteurs dont la Souffleuse connaît, mieux que 

quiconque, et leur “peur qu’on ne les aime pas” (Rodrigues, 2018b: 24) et 

les parties de leur corps dissimulées au public (épaules, cou, nuque, 

coude, fesses). Son souffle protecteur est un souffle amoureux, comme 

le suggère la chanson, déjà mentionnée, qui revient plusieurs fois dans 

le spectacle. Cet amour se porte plus particulièrement sur la figure 

charismatique de la directrice, emblème des grandes actrices 

portugaises du XXe siècle. S’il est visible dès le début, il se dévoile 

surtout dans les scènes situées au milieu de la pièce. Réparties autour 

du récit de l’enterrement de la directrice, elles évoquent sa maladie 

pulmonaire et les efforts de la Souffleuse pour la sauver : premiers 

symptômes respiratoires dans les scènes de soufflage (Les Trois Sœurs 

et Bérénice), confidences de la directrice, consultation médicale 

préconisant une opération en urgence. Celle-ci n’est pas donnée 

directement mais sous la forme d’une répétition qui montre la 

directrice et son amant, dans le rôle du médecin, rejouant la 

consultation pour mesurer la gravité du diagnostic. Par amour, la 

Souffleuse transgresse une règle de son métier et commet une erreur: 

elle change une réplique de la scène médicale dans l’espoir d’empêcher 

le départ de l’amant et, s’étant laissée captiver par le jeu, ne parvient pas 

à souffler les derniers vers de Bérénice. L’ensemble des séquences, à 

l’exception des confidences, se présente sous une forme strictement 

dramatique. Le personnage de la Souffleuse y est, en outre, assumé par 

Cristina elle-même, sans passer par les comédiennes – un transfert 

annoncé dès la scène des confidences où elle est physiquement 

intégrée dans le jeu. Ces procédés donnent aux souvenirs de la 

Souffleuse l’intensité qu’ils ont gardée dans son esprit, dévoilant une 

blessure secrète. Son souffle n’a rien pu “face au médecin qui délivre son 

diagnostic […], comme Tirésias au début de la tragédie” (idem: 62). Mais, 

comme le théâtre, il a le pouvoir de perpétuer la présence de la morte en 

redisant ses mots. À la fin du spectacle, sans jouer mais en faisant 

entendre enfin le timbre de sa voix, Cristina prononce les derniers vers 

de Bérénice. Croire aux “choses […] invisibles” et s’efforcer de leur 

redonner corps est, une fois de plus, la meilleure façon de “ne pas 

mourir” (ibidem).

Gustavo Vicente

Where does the body go
when the dance is over? 
An apology for goodbye.

Embalado pela letra de uma música de Leo Middea, neste texto 

deixo-me levar pela evocação da minha experiência vivida e imaginária. 

O tom não é, exactamente, o usado na linha tradicional de um artigo 

científico. A escrita é o resultado da convocação das memórias íntimas 

do meu corpo posto em acção. Os conceitos e posicionamentos teóricos, 

que se vão desdobrando ao longo do texto, actuam como suportes de 

referência para um melhor aprofundamento dessa actividade 

perceptiva, mas não são o fim em si mesmos. O objectivo é abrir um 

olhar alternativo sobre o corpo quando colocado em relação com a vida 

quotidiana, e não intensificar a perspectiva analítica sobre o mundo.

Apoio-me, em particular, no meu envolvimento em Don’t be 

frightened of turning the page, um workshop conduzido por Alessandro 

Sciarronni, no qual fui levado a explorar a prática de girar o corpo sobre 

si. É a partir desta reminiscência somática que proponho a ideia de 

“saída” enquanto gesto de convergência com uma possível ética dos 

corpos. Uma ética baseada no apelo pela dimensão literal do corpo 

enquanto movimento de reactualização do sujeito, a partir do qual se 

podem recriar outras possibilidades de investimento político.

Na medida em que se desenrola em diálogo com as 

fenomenologias específicas de consciencialização cognitiva, o texto 

não deixa, no entanto, de adoptar uma perspectiva científica. 

Precisamente porque, ao situar-se no contexto das possibilidades de 

percepção a partir do corpo, faz reverberar um conjunto de questões 

filosóficas, antropológicas e culturais sobre o corpo-em-relação com o 

Outro, ao mesmo tempo que se inscreve no debate sobre a dinâmica 

(abiótica) da actual economia do conhecimento.

Palavras-chave: presença, incorporação, experiência somática,
 conhecimento material, ética dos corpos

As the sound of water runs through my ears, I find myself making 

out the first line of a song that I will later learn to be by Leo Middea1. 

The drawn-out voice coming from the radio sings Eu vou sair para ser 

presença (I'm leaving to be a presence), pronouncing each word as if it 

were a telegram announcement: “I'm–Leaving–To-Be-A-Presence”. 

The refrain is repeated throughout the song, increasingly seeming to 

suspend the words that, isolated, open new spaces of listening, new 

intervals of interpretation.

Leaving where? And what is the ultimate gesture that leads us to 

be “a presence”, after all? I think: if the act of leaving corresponds to the 

movement of putting oneself outside of something, there is 

necessarily a yet to be negotiated presence that is abandoned to make 

way for another. By “presence”, then, I decide to presuppose the notion 

that Hans Ulrich Gumbrecht (2004) has been feeding us: everything 

that has an immediate impact on the human body is “present”.

Like the presence of water cascading over me to my feet, 

protecting me from any other epidermal sensation. It is wrapped in 

this mantle that I anticipate the next “exit”. I prove it by becoming 

aware of my body outside the shower, now subject to a different 

temperature, another sound track and another rough contact with the 

towel, with the world. The fleeting reflection of my face in the mirror 

reinforces this feeling of self-actualization. And I go on, on and on, 

from room to room, from task to task, from domestic landscape to 

landscape. The beat that obsesses my movements, my intentions, is 

still rocked by “I’m-Leaving” - Leo Middea’s tune insists on remaining. 

And to all my actions, successive exits and constant reconstitutions of 

my presence open up, which, at the claustrophobic rhythm of my gaze, 

is constantly renewed in new circumscriptions, straddling the span of 

my purposes, dismembering the reach of my gestures, to the point of 

spiritual rapture.

With my body now half numb, I vacillate at every corner of 

possibilities, anticipating new occasions, until I stop at the front door - 

suddenly aware that this is an exit on a completely different scale. As 

soon as I step outside the house, I will add the idea of the effect of my 

presence to the spectator of myself, subjecting it, trafficking it in the 

sea of my bodily contingencies in relation to others. Erving Goffman 

(1993) was right, of course: the “self” is the result of a set of enactments 

in everyday life. The composing of such stagings begins, however, 

before entering the "scene". They come from the dramaturgical 

decision to leave the previous "scenario". And suddenly, I am now this 

or that, striving to maintain a consistency that does not jeopardize my 

“character”, but overflows with subtleties of excess, tenuous 

derivations spreading out and illuminating the path of multiple, 

infinite outputs.

I finally set foot on the street, aware that “I” am not “going” 

anywhere but listening to my body and those of others in me at various 

crossroads and leaving, always leaving. Perhaps it is in the desire to 

leave that the true revolution of bodies is found.

Entrances are always iterations, poetic projections of the self, but 

only exits give the body its freedom - its possibility to effectively become 

a physical, literal presence. I think: if there is a truth about bodies, it is 

that which is materialized in the exits that open up between states of 

staging. It is at the exit of the scene that we reveal ourselves as matter. To 

repeat: if there is an ethics of bodies, it is not in the subject – not even in 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty's (1999) body-subject – but in the reinvestment 

of the flesh in the chain of perception of events. When I go out, even for 

a brief moment, I cease to be a servile plaything of the “reality” of the 

world. I become a wandering, timeless being.

Once on the street, I cannot help but keep my body in experience, 

scrutinizing its step, the so-called "natural" gestures, the leaning 

forward and the head shakes that seem to demarcate a perimeter and, 

at the same time, a verticality. And the more I put myself into 

experience, the more I seem to lose my balance. I try to reconcile the 

subject with the animal and continue walking: an articulate being, with 

a safe gait, deprived of the scandal of the fall, of the conscious tripping, 

of the accident. A body with organs, Gilles Deleuze & Félix Guattari (1987: 

159) would probably say: “a subject of the statement”. I begin, then, to 

experiment small deviations from the intrinsic process of 

subjectivation. I take small breaks from the rush. I seek out other tastes 

and flavours with my ears. I let myself be surprised by the things I 

imagine happening around me. I inject noise where it does not seem to 

echo. I recall the initiation recipe of those authors: “you’re just a tramp” 

(ibid.). And I smile for a few moments, recognizing the shores where I 

risk walking, where I leave the proper route. There is plenty of time to go 

back, I ruminate: the world unfolds in the slow fashion of an elegy.

In the midst of a crisis, like all those that survive an uncertain 

future, I feel a little freer to proceed, to spread myself under another 

clarity. As if my body were not, in fact, a fixed point in space, but capable 

of engaging with the world, even if illusory, in the absence of biopolitics 

– as Michel Foucault (2018) called the system of powers that disciplines 

our bodies, our lives. Now that I walk with one foot off and the other on 

the pavement, the latent desires that half of me be torn off the ground 

and punished by the choreographic audacity, by the incitement to 

disorder in the implicit discourses of social coexistence, become 

clearer. Where is the logic that led me to this walk? Where are the 

historical-cultural marks that justify this discontinuous step? Where is 

the reality-reference, to return to Foucault (2013), by which I take this 

march as legitimate? Where is my soul? Questions resound from 

everywhere, but I insist, and walk a block. I am inspired in very different 

ways: by Monty Python, Alberto Pimenta, Gene Kelly, William L. Pope, 

Vânia Rovisco, Eleonora Fabião, Professor Keating – the list goes on and 

on – and I continue to exacerbate the crisis. The soul? That is what I want 

to abolish, I think. There are no exits from the soul, only moral and 

scientific entries, of personality, captive subjectivities - not everything 

has to come from a psychic phenomenon. I walk decisively towards 

chaos in the hope that I can return from it more lucid, more sensible.

As I bounce my weight from one side of the pavement to the 

other, like The Cloven Viscount, I remember how Antonin Artaud (2016) 

called these types of devices, mechanisms, instruments, substances, 

practices, or other triggers of withdrawal from oneself-in-the-world: 

“helpers of death”. These helpers are essential, because it is on the way 

to death that the synchrony between the body and consciousness 

takes place and it becomes possible to reappear in the universal 

chronology of things. It is with the exit to death that the “great 

identification begins” (ibid: 9), as the cursed author said, so that we can 

re-enter life more aware of the vastness of possibilities for 

affirmation. In other words, without a historical order that constrains 

them: without a soul. The great identification is, then, the one that 

materializes from the void implied by death and is inscribed in the 

body as if for the first time. It is the initial act of embodiment: the first 

hesitant step, the first diffuse choice, the accidental landing of the first 

look. Each exit is followed by the self-conscious (re)creation of the 

experience. Meanwhile, my back starts to complain – added to the 

pointlessness of my walking, pain now disturbs the physical. There is a 

whole new ecology forming, more questions to be asked; different 

decisions to be made.

I end up refocusing my attention on the external gazes that are 

placed on my rough walk. Again, I catch a glimpse of my body in the 

mirror. It is the “public” that reflects me now, looks for the meaning 

behind the meanings, a choreopolice – as André Lepecki (2012) called 

it – that watches over the web of images that humans have made for 

themselves: the traits that mark the limits of the road, which ensure 

the safety of individuals, the signs that mark everything that reminds 

us of similarity, of everything that has been written on paper, 

regulatory distances, private property, public sentiment, the morals of 

fairy tales, everything that goes alongside the expected. A web that has 

been reinforced by new categories (of ideology, gender, sexual 

orientation, ethnicity) more open to the plurality of bodies and 

through which one seeks to recognize and articulate “difference” 

within a broader scope of social affirmation. However, they too are 

cutting up the organs, adding new skins, new identity prostheses and 

more refined forms of domesticating flesh. The “difference” does not 

stop there: it percolates through everything that is fixed on the ground, 

finds pores in the leafiest land, escapes all retention basins, flees the 

rotation of the most progressive cultures - it never shows itself 

remade. Judith Butler (1990) warned of the performative forces of 

cultural hegemonisation, and the response has been to propose 

alternatives that are possibly fairer, more democratic, but which 

cannot escape the processes of inventory engraved in stone. The game 

opened wide by Foucault remains. Now less camouflaged, it is true, but 

within which bodies are becoming heavier, more impervious to 

astonishment, more intolerant of error, more immobilized by the rigid 

topographies of cultural representations. More scrutinized.

Tired, I decide to return home, to my most private body - lord of 

its turf. Batteries need recharging, the material we are made of needs 

to be rediscovered: the creature that precedes everything. And dance. 

Dance in the dark. Without any definitive light being shed on me, 

because my recognition would put an arbitrary end to the infinite 

possibilities in which I can move. Without being offered the chance to 

invoke the mirror on the wall. Dance until I forget where I came in. 

Before going inside, I decide, however, to say goodbye to the audience, 

to the street, to all the stories that brought us here, as brothers, as 

sisters. I do it clearly and rigorously, turning to all corners of the 

audience, gesturing with my arm held high, so that everyone can take 

comfort in the order of my madness. So that everyone may know that I 

am politely leaving their presence. You have to practice saying 

goodbye, I think, before you leave.
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de manger. Ézéquiel, prophète de la vallée des ossements et de la 

résurrection des corps… La mise en scène offre une dernière 

représentation littérale de l’assimilation du texte: Tiago Rodrigues 

propose aux spectateurs de “manger Shakespeare” dont il a fait graver 

le sonnet sur des hosties servies dans une boîte en carton 

rectangulaire qui, si elle est typique des pâtisseries portugaises, 

ressemble à une tombe en miniature. L’eucharistie chrétienne, bien 

qu’écartée avec humour, est présente dans l’image de spectateurs qui 

se partagent le corps de Shakespeare. Corps offert et sacrifié, 

promesse d’une résurrection qui a bien lieu à la fin du spectacle quand 

le sonnet récité à l’unisson fait entendre “l’inflexion des voix chères” de 

Depuis la salle, le spectateur assiste précisément au travail du 

sonnet de Shakespeare sur les corps. D’un côté, les mouvements vifs 

du metteur en scène qui bondit d’un point à l’autre du plateau et dirige 

la séance d’apprentissage comme un chef de chœur. Le corps en 

alerte, habité par les auteurs dont ses t-shirts arborent les photos, il 

s’efforce de transmettre le texte. Ses mains ouvertes devant lui quand 

il évoque l’histoire du rabbin immortalisent l’image du livre offert. De 

l’autre, les corps assis de ceux qui apprennent, traduisant parfois le 

découragement, parfois l’application : bustes avachis d’écoliers 

récalcitrants, claques sur le front en cas d’échecs répétés… ou têtes 

dressées, comme aimantées par tous les moyens déployés pour y 

imprimer les quatorze vers de Shakespeare. Au terme du processus, le 

sonnet fera partie d’eux, tel ce manuscrit que Dieu ordonna à Ézéquiel 

Dans Bovary4 et Sa façon de mourir 5, Tiago Rodrigues met en 

scène l’acte de lire. Les spectacles s’inspirent de romans réalistes du 

XIXe siècle, Madame Bovary de Flaubert et Anna Karénine de Tolstoï, 

qui ont en commun, selon le metteur en scène, de montrer “la 

dimension sauvage du désir” (Rodrigues, 2019: 6): désir des deux 

héroïnes, infidèles et suicidaires “qui veu[lent] surpasser les limites 

de [leur] condition” ( ibidem); désir qu’elles suscitent et qui constitue le 

cœur du dispositif dramaturgique permettant de représenter les 

pouvoirs de la littérature et ses effets sur les lecteurs.

Tiago Rodrigues a composé Bovary à partir du roman de 

Flaubert, des actes du procès pour immoralité de 1857 et de lettres 

qu’il adressa alors à sa maîtresse, Élisa Schlésinger. Sur scène, le 

spectateur assiste à une représentation du procès qui consiste en une 

relecture du roman. Deux interprétations s’affrontent : celle de 

Pinard, avocat de l’accusation, visant à prouver l’immoralité de 

l’œuvre, et celle de la défense, représentée par Sénard. Le premier 

s’avère un lecteur perspicace qui sait lire “entre les lignes” et saisir la 

sensualité subversive de l’œuvre, ce qu’admire et déplore Flaubert : “Il 

a compris tout ce que j’ai écrit” (2015b: 87). Quant à Sénard, il a perçu 

l’ambivalence de son adversaire et la confusion qui s’est opérée dans 

son esprit entre le roman et l’héroïne – “Ce que vous voulez garder 

sous clé, ce n’est pas le livre […]. C’est la femme qui s’y trouve” ( idem: 

33) – et que la suite va révéler.

Après un résumé à charge de Pinard, les avocats reprennent les 

principales étapes de la vie d’Emma Bovary pour l’examiner: mariage 

avec Charles, bal chez le vicomte, rencontre de Léon, liaison avec 

Rodolphe, endettement et suicide à l’arsenic. La plupart des épisodes 

sont joués par les personnages du roman présents sur le plateau. Le 

dispositif classique de la scène dans la scène offre une représentation 

concrète de la lecture des avocats: ceux-ci peuvent confronter leurs 

interprétations des passages qui sont joués sous leurs yeux, voire en 

rectifier la mise en scène en fonction de leur “dramaturgie”. C’est le cas, 

par exemple, de la rencontre entre Charles et Emma dont l’érotisme est 

plus ou moins marqué selon le placement des acteurs. Subrepticement, 

la séparation entre les deux espaces scéniques se brouille. Les avocats 

prennent part à la fiction, aux côtés des acteurs qui jouent les 

personnages d’Emma et Charles, et de Flaubert qui interprète, par 

moments, celui de Léon. Sénard et Pinard endossent tour à tour les rôles 

de ces hommes qui, dans le roman, s’affairent, d’une façon ou d’une 

autre, autour d’Emma Bovary: le pharmacien pourvoyeur d’arsenic, le 

couturier créancier, le vicomte et, surtout, Rodolphe, interprété 

principalement par Pinard. Dans la scène des comices agricoles, 

occasion du premier rendez-vous avec Rodolphe, la confusion 

s’accentue: Pinard-Rodolphe embrasse Emma alors qu’il n’est “nulle 

part” (idem: 69) indiqué dans le roman qu’ils s’embrassent, comme le lui 

fait remarquer Sénard. L’attirance pour l’héroïne qui couvait sous la 

condamnation du livre se fait jour assez brutalement. Les échanges de 

baisers, contraints ou consentis, se multiplient ensuite, gagnant 

l’ensemble des participants qui embrassent Emma ou s’embrassent 

entre eux, pris par le climat érotique qui enflamme le plateau.

Le désir suscité par l’héroïne s’offre comme une métaphore de la 

lecture. Pinard s’identifie à l’amant d’Emma tandis que l’héroïne 

s’assimile avec sensualité au livre, à travers des images mêlant le corps 

frémissant de la comédienne et les feuilles qui parsèment le plateau : 

sentier frayé pour son apparition, danse frénétique de rockeuse sur les 

amas glissants, brassée de feuilles qu’elle serre contre son sein comme 

des fleurs ou les replis d’un drap… Le livre d’Emma et son corps ne font 

qu’un, comme le révèlent les visions cauchemardesques de Flaubert : 

“Nous sommes des hyènes dévorant le peu de chair qu’il reste sur la 

carcasse d’Emma Bovary” (idem: 97) ou encore : “Aujourd’hui, j’ai vu 

Emma Bovary déjà morte, couchée sur la table d’une morgue, se faire 

autopsier par une bande d’avocats” (idem: 34).  Ils se confondent aussi 

avec celui de l’auteur qui, éprouvé par le procès, se compare à un “ours 

édenté” (idem: 87) et passe le plus clair du spectacle accroupi au milieu 

des feuilles, les consultant, les ramassant, comme s’il tentait de 

rassembler des morceaux de lui-même. Dévoration, autopsie, 

dislocation du corps… le don du texte chez Tiago Rodrigues s’apparente 

souvent à un sacrifice, on l’a vu dans By Heart. Mais les images de 

Flaubert traduisent aussi la violence d’un désir qui ne s’assume pas 

comme tel. Avec Bovary, Tiago Rodrigues révèle les mécanismes d’une 

certaine lecture, celle des censeurs qui, comme Pinard, s’attaquent 

aux livres dans le but inavoué de tuer leurs propres pulsions. Le 

pouvoir qu’Emma exerce sur ses lecteurs, même malgré eux, reste 

pourtant le gage de son immortalité, comme l’exprime finalement 

Charles : “toi, putain d’Emma Bovary, amour de ma vie, tu vivras pour 

toujours” (idem: 106).

Dans Sa façon de mourir, il s’agit de donner une forme théâtrale à 

la présence invisible des livres et à leur influence sur les vies 

humaines. À l’origine du spectacle, explique Tiago Rodrigues, la 

“sensation” que les fantômes des personnages continuent de 

l’entourer et de lui “chuchoter des choses à l’oreille“ (Rodrigues, 2019: 

6) après la lecture et les témoignages de lecteurs dont le roman de 

Tolstoï a changé la vie. La structure du texte traduit ces interactions. 

Elle met les fragments du roman en regard de l’histoire des 

personnages de la pièce, laquelle entrelace deux récits.

Lisbonne, 1967. Pedro et Isabel sont mariés, ont un enfant et 

envisagent de faire des travaux chez eux. Mais Isabel a rencontré un 

photographe belge qui lui a offert Anna Karénine. Elle revoit le 

photographe, quitte son mari et décide de partir, sans qu’on sache si ce 

départ la mènera en Belgique auprès de son amant ou vers la mort. 

Anvers, 2017. Apprenant que sa femme (Jolente) ne l’aime plus et qu’elle 

a un amant, Frank s’est replongé dans la lecture de l’exemplaire d’Anna 

Karénine qui appartenait à sa “mãe” (mère en portugais) dont on 

comprend qu’il s’agit d’Isabel. Il tente ainsi de décrypter les mystères 

d’une histoire qui semble se répéter. Les extraits du roman, lus par les 

personnages dans de nombreuses scènes, renvoient pour l’essentiel au 

triangle formé par Anna et les “deux Alexis“ (Rodrigues, 2018b:123): 

rencontre des amants à la gare de Moscou puis dans le train qui les 

conduit à Pétersbourg, mensonges d’Anna à son mari, échanges entre 

Vronski et Karénine, fuite en avant de l’héroïne qui la mène au suicide. 

L’amour, l’infidélité et la mort sont les thèmes les plus apparents mais 

d’autres motifs développés par la pièce se dessinent en filigrane : la 

relation mère-fils à travers un court passage qui renvoie aux 

retrouvailles d’Anna et de son fils Serge et la quête du bonheur.

Sur scène, le livre, en tant qu’accessoire, est omniprésent. Dans 

l’histoire d’Isabel, c’est l’image du fantôme qui domine. L’héroïne de 

Tolstoï, telle “l’autre femme“ (idem : 104) qu’elle a toujours sentie en 

elle (scène 6), prend possession de son corps, guidant ses gestes et ses 

mots : “Je deviens la femme qui vit à l’intérieur de moi. Assise dans ce 

wagon, j’essaie de lire. À chaque ligne, la femme en moi grandit. Elle 

est partout. Dans les bras, les mains, les jambes, les pieds“ (idem :129) 

(scène 12). Les scènes d’apprentissage (qui rappellent By Heart) 

traduisent l’envoûtement progressif : répétition des premières lignes 

du roman, scène amoureuse où le photographe lui apprend “Le 

Suicidé” d’Apollinaire. Dans l’histoire de Frank, le livre qu’il caresse, 

soupèse et auquel il s’adresse, est devenu une personnification 

d’Isabel : “490 grammes. Mãe. Ton poids pour toujours. […] Quand tu 

étais encore en vie et pesais 48 kilos, je classais toutes les personnes 

du monde en deux catégories : toi et les autres. Et puis un jour, tu n’as 

plus pesé que 490 grammes répartis en 1 021 pages. […] Les autres 

livres sont sur l’étagère comme des briques dans un mur. Ce sont des 

choses. Ce livre n’est pas une chose. C’est quelqu’un. C’est toi” (idem 

:87-88). L’exemplaire d’Anna Karénine est pour Frank à la fois un 

tombeau et un miroir de sa mère disparue. Un livre n’est pas 

seulement une trace de son auteur mais il offre aussi un reflet de ses 

lecteurs, a fortiori quand il a été souligné. Le mari d’Isabel – qui lit 

l’exemplaire de sa femme pour la percer à jour – et l’amant de Jolente 

– qui veut comprendre l’obsession de son rival pour Anna Karénine – 

l’ont bien compris.

Ces deux personnages sont interprétés par le même acteur. 

Inversement, Frank joue le photographe belge dans la première 

histoire et son propre rôle dans la seconde. La distribution masculine, 

qui donne à chaque comédien tantôt le rôle d’un mari, tantôt celui d’un 

amant, matérialise la structure triangulaire du roman. Elle donne 

aussi corps à l’image du revenant et souligne le lien entre les récits qui 

se rejoignent encore plus nettement dans les deux seules scènes qui 

rassemblent le quatuor de comédiens. Celles-ci se construisent 

autour de deux moments clés du roman qui correspondent aux points 

opaques de la vie d’Isabel que Frank tente de déchiffrer. À la scène 5 

intitulée “Le blizzard”, Isabel et Frank, réunis malgré la distance 

temporelle, lisent ensemble la rencontre d’Anna et Vronski dans le 

train vers Pétersbourg tandis que Jolente et son amant se retrouvent à 

la gare de Malines. Ce rendez-vous illustre l’extrait lu à mesure que les 

deux lecteurs se font metteurs en scène, revêtant les amants de 

pelisses et actionnant une machine à neige, comme sur un tournage. 

L’explosion de flocons et l’envol d’une liasse de feuilles, au son des 

Tableaux d’une exposition de Moussorgski, offrent une représentation 

puissante des effets de la fiction sur le réel. L’image de sa femme 

costumée en Anna donne à Frank le moyen de voir, sinon de 

comprendre, le caractère inéluctable du désir qui anima sa mère. Le 

suicide d’Anna, enfin, fait l’objet d’une lecture à quatre, face public. Il 

ne trouve pas, à proprement parler, de résolution scénique. Le passage 

est lu et commenté dans les trois langues du spectacle (français, 

flamand, portugais) comme si les comédiens se heurtaient à l’énigme 

du texte et tentaient inlassablement de comprendre “sa façon de 

mourir”. La fin reste ouverte, même si les scènes antérieures ont 

montré que Frank était sur la voie de l’apaisement.

Avec Sopro6, Tiago Rodrigues s’intéresse plus particulièrement 

aux textes dramatiques. À travers l’acte de souffler, il met en scène la 

transformation du texte en spectacle vivant. Sa pièce, qui s’inspire du 

personnage de Cristina Vidal, souffleuse depuis quarante ans, se 

présente comme un récit à la première personne où s’entremêlent deux 

fils. Il y a d’abord les conversations de la Souffleuse avec le metteur en 

scène: il y expose sa vision du soufflage et ses arguments pour la 

convaincre de participer au spectacle qui se termine quand les 

répétitions vont commencer. Entre-temps, un second fil s’est déroulé, 

l’histoire même de la Souffleuse au sein du théâtre national de 

Lisbonne, auprès d’une première directrice puis du directeur actuel. Ses 

souvenirs sont parfois simplement racontés. Mais, le plus souvent, le 

récit se transforme en séquences à la fois narratives et dramatiques. Les 

trous de mémoire d’acteurs, nombreux dans ses évocations, donnent 

lieu à des scènes de soufflage, à partir d’extraits de pièces du répertoire.

Le spectacle repose sur la mise en scène de l’acte de souffler: 

Cristina elle-même suit et chuchote à vue l’ensemble du texte de Sopro 

dont elle est le personnage principal. Celui-ci est interprété par deux 

comédiennes en alternance, les autres personnages apparaissant selon 

les besoins de l’histoire. Sa présence sur scène révèle au spectateur ce 

qui d’ordinaire lui est dissimulé. “Pièce de la machine “ (Rodrigues, 

2018b: 32)  dans le théâtre illusionniste traditionnel, la Souffleuse 

veille sur la représentation sans y participer ni apparaître, sauf 

accident. C’est une sentinelle invisible de l’illusion depuis “la berge de 

la réalité “ (idem: 13). En la montrant sur scène, Tiago Rodrigues dévoile 

les pouvoirs de son souffle grâce auquel le texte devient une matière 

vivante. Il donne à voir le mouvement qui va du texte vers la scène, le 

processus mystérieux qui permet à l’écrit de prendre corps. Les 

vêtements noirs de Cristina, sa pâleur éclairée par la lampe de poche, 

le livret à reliure spiralée qui prolonge ses bras et le balancement 

régulier de son regard du texte vers l’acteur, l’assimilent à un livre sur 

scène, un livre en passe de devenir la scène.

Son rôle est d’abord de veiller à l’incarnation de l’écrit. Il est 

proche en ce sens de celui qu’assumait Tiago Rodrigues dans By Heart: 

si elle n’imprime pas le texte dans l’âme du comédien, elle ravive son 

souvenir menacé par le trou de mémoire. Elle réactive un contact sans 

lequel le jeu théâtral est mis en péril: le texte privé du comédien peut 

rester lettre morte, le comédien sans texte risque de se noyer. En 

soufflant, elle ramène d’un seul geste l’un et l’autre à la vie: le texte 

s’incarne et l’acteur renaît. Tout au long du spectacle, le chuchotement 

de Cristina donne à entendre le glissement du texte vers le comédien 

qui lui prête corps. Mais certaines scènes offrent une représentation 

plus claire encore de son souffle.

C’est le cas de la première interprétation de la chanson Wild is 

the Wind qui illustre un souvenir d’enfance raconté juste avant par 

Cristina. Cachée dans le trou du souffleur, elle avait assisté, fascinée, à 

la métamorphose du texte soufflé en parole vivante. Quand elle fut 

prononcée par le comédien, la réplique dévitalisée – “rien qu’une 

série de sons collés les uns aux autres” – “voulut dire quelque chose” 

(idem: 17). Les paroles de la chanson de Ned Washington, d’abord 

chuchotées par Cristina, sont reprises par la comédienne qui joue son 

rôle puis chantées par l’ensemble des acteurs. Leurs voix pleines, 

amplifiées par la réverbération, dévoilent le sens d’un texte qui 

compare l’amour au vent, en résonance avec le thème du spectacle. 

C’est le cas également des scènes du répertoire qui mettent en abyme 

l’acte de souffler. Le rôle de la Souffleuse est alors souligné par son 

dédoublement – Cristina se tenant derrière la comédienne qui joue 

son personnage – et l’effet de son souffle est visible sur le corps du 

comédien en proie au trou de mémoire. “Quand [celui-ci] se rappelle 

qu’il est mortel, qu’il n’est pas un personnage parfait mais un corps 

emprunté et faible”, écrit Tiago Rodrigues, elle “[sait] le sauver avec 

des mots, lui souffler à l’oreille, le réanimer, le gonfler de texte, lui 

rendre la pensée, le sens et le geste” (idem: 13). Dans la scène de Dinis 

et Isabel d’António Patrício, l’acteur qui a un trou étant à demi-sourd, 

un long temps s’écoule avant que la Souffleuse ne se décide à lui crier 

son texte. L’image de son corps “en carafe” se prolonge indéfiniment… 

puis il sursaute au son de sa réplique qu’il lance sur un ton solennel, 

comme si elle traduisait le fond de sa pensée. Les gesticulations de 

l’acteur qui joue le rôle d’Harpagon obligent les deux souffleuses à lui 

courir après. Les oublis et les moments où il retrouve son texte 

s’impriment sur son corps tantôt prostré, tantôt secoué de décharges 

électriques. Le contraste entre les répliques soufflées et interprétées 

garantit l’effet comique, tout en montrant comment le texte peut 

prendre corps.

L’enjeu de cette incarnation est la sauvegarde du passé. Car, comme 

tout “livre vivant”, la Souffleuse a aussi pour mission de transmettre le 

patrimoine. Elle est “la respiration […], la mémoire et les poumons du 

théâtre” (idem: 59), celle dont le souffle fait circuler l’air du bâtiment en 

ruines, un temps envisagé pour le décor, et revivifie les pièces du 

répertoire dont il assure la pérennité. “Son rôle, dit Tiago Rodrigues, est de 

garantir qu’Iphigénie meure tous les soirs car c’est ce qu’Euripide a écrit” 

(Rodrigues, 2017: 9). Si elle défend les auteurs, évitant qu’ils ne se fassent, 

selon ses termes, “assassiner” (Rodrigues, 2018b: 25), la Souffleuse veille 

surtout sur les acteurs morts qui font partie du patrimoine au même titre 

que les premiers. Leur présence s’est inscrite dans les pièces qu’elle a 

soufflées, comme celles de Candida et Isabel imprégnaient le sonnet 

appris ou le roman lu. Dans ses archives, elle a d’ailleurs conservé une 

trace de leur jeu, en surlignant les répliques oubliées. Quand elle les 

souffle à nouveau, elle fait “apparaî[tre] sur scène par magie” (idem: 59) les 

fantômes des acteurs historiques du théâtre national qui s’incarnent alors 

dans les acteurs vivants.

Sur scène, son souffle démiurgique se matérialise dans le récit de 

souvenirs dont elle assure discrètement la mise en place. Présente sur 

le plateau en premier, elle appelle les acteurs à voix basse, indique 

entrées et placements, apporte du mobilier si nécessaire. Ses gestes 

sobres de régisseuse l’assimilent à une maîtresse de cérémonie qui 

évoquerait les esprits du passé, dont la présence est également 

suggérée par une ambiance surnaturelle : obscurité, son du vent et de 

chevaux au galop, bruissement des rideaux et des plantes qui 

constituent le décor… Par sa silhouette sombre et impassible, au service 

des acteurs, elle peut rappeler aussi le Firs de Tchekhov qui représente, 

comme elle, “une espèce en voie d’extinction” (idem: 19). Son récit traduit 

le surgissement des fantômes depuis les textes soufflés, glissant des 

scènes du répertoire à l’évocation du destin des comédiens : beauté 

éphémère de l’acteur à demi-sourd, frasques et lâcheté du “grand 

amour” de la directrice, souffrance de celle-ci quand il la quitte. En retour, 

les scènes jouées, “presque toutes des adieux” (Rodrigues, 2017: 10), 

mettent en abyme la vie des interprètes, principalement celle de la 

directrice. Sa fin tragique est annoncée dès la scène de Dinis et Isabel où 

elle joue la reine morte, sa séparation évoquée dans Les Trois Sœurs 

(départ de Verchinine à l’acte IV) et Bérénice (tirade finale de l’héroïne). 

D’une façon générale, le traitement du répertoire permet de raconter 

l’histoire du théâtre national, traduisant le mouvement d’une mémoire 

qui ne distingue plus le théâtre du monde, “les histoires des coulisses de 

celles des pièces” (Rodrigues, 2018b: 41).

Sauveuse des uns, gardienne du souvenir des autres, la Souffleuse 

prend soin des acteurs, qu’ils soient vivants ou morts. Tiago Rodrigues la 

compare à un “samouraï” (Rodrigues, 2018a: 52), soulignant l’esprit de 

sacrifice qui anime tous ceux qui participent au spectacle : le menuisier 

au petit doigt coupé et les acteurs dont la Souffleuse connaît, mieux que 

quiconque, et leur “peur qu’on ne les aime pas” (Rodrigues, 2018b: 24) et 

les parties de leur corps dissimulées au public (épaules, cou, nuque, 

coude, fesses). Son souffle protecteur est un souffle amoureux, comme 

le suggère la chanson, déjà mentionnée, qui revient plusieurs fois dans 

le spectacle. Cet amour se porte plus particulièrement sur la figure 

charismatique de la directrice, emblème des grandes actrices 

portugaises du XXe siècle. S’il est visible dès le début, il se dévoile 

surtout dans les scènes situées au milieu de la pièce. Réparties autour 

du récit de l’enterrement de la directrice, elles évoquent sa maladie 

pulmonaire et les efforts de la Souffleuse pour la sauver : premiers 

symptômes respiratoires dans les scènes de soufflage (Les Trois Sœurs 

et Bérénice), confidences de la directrice, consultation médicale 

préconisant une opération en urgence. Celle-ci n’est pas donnée 

directement mais sous la forme d’une répétition qui montre la 

directrice et son amant, dans le rôle du médecin, rejouant la 

consultation pour mesurer la gravité du diagnostic. Par amour, la 

Souffleuse transgresse une règle de son métier et commet une erreur: 

elle change une réplique de la scène médicale dans l’espoir d’empêcher 

le départ de l’amant et, s’étant laissée captiver par le jeu, ne parvient pas 

à souffler les derniers vers de Bérénice. L’ensemble des séquences, à 

l’exception des confidences, se présente sous une forme strictement 

dramatique. Le personnage de la Souffleuse y est, en outre, assumé par 

Cristina elle-même, sans passer par les comédiennes – un transfert 

annoncé dès la scène des confidences où elle est physiquement 

intégrée dans le jeu. Ces procédés donnent aux souvenirs de la 

Souffleuse l’intensité qu’ils ont gardée dans son esprit, dévoilant une 

blessure secrète. Son souffle n’a rien pu “face au médecin qui délivre son 

diagnostic […], comme Tirésias au début de la tragédie” (idem: 62). Mais, 

comme le théâtre, il a le pouvoir de perpétuer la présence de la morte en 

redisant ses mots. À la fin du spectacle, sans jouer mais en faisant 

entendre enfin le timbre de sa voix, Cristina prononce les derniers vers 

de Bérénice. Croire aux “choses […] invisibles” et s’efforcer de leur 

redonner corps est, une fois de plus, la meilleure façon de “ne pas 

mourir” (ibidem).
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Abstract

I

As the sound of water runs through my ears, I find myself making 

out the first line of a song that I will later learn to be by Leo Middea1. 

The drawn-out voice coming from the radio sings Eu vou sair para ser 

presença (I'm leaving to be a presence), pronouncing each word as if it 

were a telegram announcement: “I'm–Leaving–To-Be-A-Presence”. 

The refrain is repeated throughout the song, increasingly seeming to 

suspend the words that, isolated, open new spaces of listening, new 

intervals of interpretation.

Leaving where? And what is the ultimate gesture that leads us to 

be “a presence”, after all? I think: if the act of leaving corresponds to the 

movement of putting oneself outside of something, there is 

necessarily a yet to be negotiated presence that is abandoned to make 

way for another. By “presence”, then, I decide to presuppose the notion 

that Hans Ulrich Gumbrecht (2004) has been feeding us: everything 

that has an immediate impact on the human body is “present”.

Like the presence of water cascading over me to my feet, 

protecting me from any other epidermal sensation. It is wrapped in 

this mantle that I anticipate the next “exit”. I prove it by becoming 

aware of my body outside the shower, now subject to a different 

temperature, another sound track and another rough contact with the 

towel, with the world. The fleeting reflection of my face in the mirror 

reinforces this feeling of self-actualization. And I go on, on and on, 

from room to room, from task to task, from domestic landscape to 

landscape. The beat that obsesses my movements, my intentions, is 

still rocked by “I’m-Leaving” - Leo Middea’s tune insists on remaining. 

And to all my actions, successive exits and constant reconstitutions of 

my presence open up, which, at the claustrophobic rhythm of my gaze, 

is constantly renewed in new circumscriptions, straddling the span of 

my purposes, dismembering the reach of my gestures, to the point of 

spiritual rapture.

With my body now half numb, I vacillate at every corner of 

possibilities, anticipating new occasions, until I stop at the front door - 

suddenly aware that this is an exit on a completely different scale. As 

soon as I step outside the house, I will add the idea of the effect of my 

presence to the spectator of myself, subjecting it, trafficking it in the 

sea of my bodily contingencies in relation to others. Erving Goffman 

(1993) was right, of course: the “self” is the result of a set of enactments 

in everyday life. The composing of such stagings begins, however, 

1 Sorrindo para a saudade, from the album “Vicentina”, released in 2020 (independent 
record company).

before entering the "scene". They come from the dramaturgical 

decision to leave the previous "scenario". And suddenly, I am now this 

or that, striving to maintain a consistency that does not jeopardize my 

“character”, but overflows with subtleties of excess, tenuous 

derivations spreading out and illuminating the path of multiple, 

infinite outputs.

I finally set foot on the street, aware that “I” am not “going” 

anywhere but listening to my body and those of others in me at various 

crossroads and leaving, always leaving. Perhaps it is in the desire to 

leave that the true revolution of bodies is found.

Entrances are always iterations, poetic projections of the self, but 

only exits give the body its freedom - its possibility to effectively become 

a physical, literal presence. I think: if there is a truth about bodies, it is 

that which is materialized in the exits that open up between states of 

staging. It is at the exit of the scene that we reveal ourselves as matter. To 

repeat: if there is an ethics of bodies, it is not in the subject – not even in 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty's (1999) body-subject – but in the reinvestment 

of the flesh in the chain of perception of events. When I go out, even for 

a brief moment, I cease to be a servile plaything of the “reality” of the 

world. I become a wandering, timeless being.

Once on the street, I cannot help but keep my body in experience, 

scrutinizing its step, the so-called "natural" gestures, the leaning 

forward and the head shakes that seem to demarcate a perimeter and, 

at the same time, a verticality. And the more I put myself into 

experience, the more I seem to lose my balance. I try to reconcile the 

subject with the animal and continue walking: an articulate being, with 

a safe gait, deprived of the scandal of the fall, of the conscious tripping, 

of the accident. A body with organs, Gilles Deleuze & Félix Guattari (1987: 

159) would probably say: “a subject of the statement”. I begin, then, to 

experiment small deviations from the intrinsic process of 

subjectivation. I take small breaks from the rush. I seek out other tastes 

and flavours with my ears. I let myself be surprised by the things I 

imagine happening around me. I inject noise where it does not seem to 

echo. I recall the initiation recipe of those authors: “you’re just a tramp” 

(ibid.). And I smile for a few moments, recognizing the shores where I 

risk walking, where I leave the proper route. There is plenty of time to go 

back, I ruminate: the world unfolds in the slow fashion of an elegy.

In the midst of a crisis, like all those that survive an uncertain 

future, I feel a little freer to proceed, to spread myself under another 

clarity. As if my body were not, in fact, a fixed point in space, but capable 

of engaging with the world, even if illusory, in the absence of biopolitics 

– as Michel Foucault (2018) called the system of powers that disciplines 

our bodies, our lives. Now that I walk with one foot off and the other on 

the pavement, the latent desires that half of me be torn off the ground 

and punished by the choreographic audacity, by the incitement to 

disorder in the implicit discourses of social coexistence, become 

clearer. Where is the logic that led me to this walk? Where are the 

historical-cultural marks that justify this discontinuous step? Where is 

the reality-reference, to return to Foucault (2013), by which I take this 

march as legitimate? Where is my soul? Questions resound from 

everywhere, but I insist, and walk a block. I am inspired in very different 

ways: by Monty Python, Alberto Pimenta, Gene Kelly, William L. Pope, 

Vânia Rovisco, Eleonora Fabião, Professor Keating – the list goes on and 

on – and I continue to exacerbate the crisis. The soul? That is what I want 

to abolish, I think. There are no exits from the soul, only moral and 

scientific entries, of personality, captive subjectivities - not everything 

has to come from a psychic phenomenon. I walk decisively towards 

chaos in the hope that I can return from it more lucid, more sensible.

As I bounce my weight from one side of the pavement to the 

other, like The Cloven Viscount, I remember how Antonin Artaud (2016) 

called these types of devices, mechanisms, instruments, substances, 

practices, or other triggers of withdrawal from oneself-in-the-world: 

“helpers of death”. These helpers are essential, because it is on the way 

to death that the synchrony between the body and consciousness 

takes place and it becomes possible to reappear in the universal 

chronology of things. It is with the exit to death that the “great 

identification begins” (ibid: 9), as the cursed author said, so that we can 

re-enter life more aware of the vastness of possibilities for 

affirmation. In other words, without a historical order that constrains 

them: without a soul. The great identification is, then, the one that 

materializes from the void implied by death and is inscribed in the 

body as if for the first time. It is the initial act of embodiment: the first 

hesitant step, the first diffuse choice, the accidental landing of the first 

look. Each exit is followed by the self-conscious (re)creation of the 

experience. Meanwhile, my back starts to complain – added to the 

pointlessness of my walking, pain now disturbs the physical. There is a 

whole new ecology forming, more questions to be asked; different 

decisions to be made.

I end up refocusing my attention on the external gazes that are 

placed on my rough walk. Again, I catch a glimpse of my body in the 

mirror. It is the “public” that reflects me now, looks for the meaning 

behind the meanings, a choreopolice – as André Lepecki (2012) called 

it – that watches over the web of images that humans have made for 

themselves: the traits that mark the limits of the road, which ensure 

the safety of individuals, the signs that mark everything that reminds 

us of similarity, of everything that has been written on paper, 

regulatory distances, private property, public sentiment, the morals of 

fairy tales, everything that goes alongside the expected. A web that has 

been reinforced by new categories (of ideology, gender, sexual 

orientation, ethnicity) more open to the plurality of bodies and 

through which one seeks to recognize and articulate “difference” 

within a broader scope of social affirmation. However, they too are 

cutting up the organs, adding new skins, new identity prostheses and 

more refined forms of domesticating flesh. The “difference” does not 

stop there: it percolates through everything that is fixed on the ground, 

finds pores in the leafiest land, escapes all retention basins, flees the 

rotation of the most progressive cultures - it never shows itself 

remade. Judith Butler (1990) warned of the performative forces of 

cultural hegemonisation, and the response has been to propose 

alternatives that are possibly fairer, more democratic, but which 

cannot escape the processes of inventory engraved in stone. The game 

opened wide by Foucault remains. Now less camouflaged, it is true, but 

within which bodies are becoming heavier, more impervious to 

astonishment, more intolerant of error, more immobilized by the rigid 

topographies of cultural representations. More scrutinized.

Tired, I decide to return home, to my most private body - lord of 

its turf. Batteries need recharging, the material we are made of needs 

to be rediscovered: the creature that precedes everything. And dance. 

Dance in the dark. Without any definitive light being shed on me, 

because my recognition would put an arbitrary end to the infinite 

possibilities in which I can move. Without being offered the chance to 

invoke the mirror on the wall. Dance until I forget where I came in. 

Before going inside, I decide, however, to say goodbye to the audience, 

to the street, to all the stories that brought us here, as brothers, as 

sisters. I do it clearly and rigorously, turning to all corners of the 

audience, gesturing with my arm held high, so that everyone can take 

comfort in the order of my madness. So that everyone may know that I 

am politely leaving their presence. You have to practice saying 

goodbye, I think, before you leave.

317
318

319
320



As the sound of water runs through my ears, I find myself making 

out the first line of a song that I will later learn to be by Leo Middea1. 

The drawn-out voice coming from the radio sings Eu vou sair para ser 

presença (I'm leaving to be a presence), pronouncing each word as if it 

were a telegram announcement: “I'm–Leaving–To-Be-A-Presence”. 

The refrain is repeated throughout the song, increasingly seeming to 

suspend the words that, isolated, open new spaces of listening, new 

intervals of interpretation.

Leaving where? And what is the ultimate gesture that leads us to 

be “a presence”, after all? I think: if the act of leaving corresponds to the 

movement of putting oneself outside of something, there is 

necessarily a yet to be negotiated presence that is abandoned to make 

way for another. By “presence”, then, I decide to presuppose the notion 

that Hans Ulrich Gumbrecht (2004) has been feeding us: everything 

that has an immediate impact on the human body is “present”.

Like the presence of water cascading over me to my feet, 

protecting me from any other epidermal sensation. It is wrapped in 

this mantle that I anticipate the next “exit”. I prove it by becoming 

aware of my body outside the shower, now subject to a different 

temperature, another sound track and another rough contact with the 

towel, with the world. The fleeting reflection of my face in the mirror 

reinforces this feeling of self-actualization. And I go on, on and on, 

from room to room, from task to task, from domestic landscape to 

landscape. The beat that obsesses my movements, my intentions, is 

still rocked by “I’m-Leaving” - Leo Middea’s tune insists on remaining. 

And to all my actions, successive exits and constant reconstitutions of 

my presence open up, which, at the claustrophobic rhythm of my gaze, 

is constantly renewed in new circumscriptions, straddling the span of 

my purposes, dismembering the reach of my gestures, to the point of 

spiritual rapture.

With my body now half numb, I vacillate at every corner of 

possibilities, anticipating new occasions, until I stop at the front door - 

suddenly aware that this is an exit on a completely different scale. As 

soon as I step outside the house, I will add the idea of the effect of my 

presence to the spectator of myself, subjecting it, trafficking it in the 

sea of my bodily contingencies in relation to others. Erving Goffman 

(1993) was right, of course: the “self” is the result of a set of enactments 

in everyday life. The composing of such stagings begins, however, 

before entering the "scene". They come from the dramaturgical 

decision to leave the previous "scenario". And suddenly, I am now this 

or that, striving to maintain a consistency that does not jeopardize my 

“character”, but overflows with subtleties of excess, tenuous 

derivations spreading out and illuminating the path of multiple, 

infinite outputs.

I finally set foot on the street, aware that “I” am not “going” 

anywhere but listening to my body and those of others in me at various 

crossroads and leaving, always leaving. Perhaps it is in the desire to 

leave that the true revolution of bodies is found.

Entrances are always iterations, poetic projections of the self, but 

only exits give the body its freedom - its possibility to effectively become 

a physical, literal presence. I think: if there is a truth about bodies, it is 

that which is materialized in the exits that open up between states of 

staging. It is at the exit of the scene that we reveal ourselves as matter. To 

repeat: if there is an ethics of bodies, it is not in the subject – not even in 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty's (1999) body-subject – but in the reinvestment 

of the flesh in the chain of perception of events. When I go out, even for 

a brief moment, I cease to be a servile plaything of the “reality” of the 

world. I become a wandering, timeless being.

Once on the street, I cannot help but keep my body in experience, 

scrutinizing its step, the so-called "natural" gestures, the leaning 

forward and the head shakes that seem to demarcate a perimeter and, 

at the same time, a verticality. And the more I put myself into 

experience, the more I seem to lose my balance. I try to reconcile the 

subject with the animal and continue walking: an articulate being, with 

a safe gait, deprived of the scandal of the fall, of the conscious tripping, 

of the accident. A body with organs, Gilles Deleuze & Félix Guattari (1987: 

159) would probably say: “a subject of the statement”. I begin, then, to 

experiment small deviations from the intrinsic process of 

subjectivation. I take small breaks from the rush. I seek out other tastes 

and flavours with my ears. I let myself be surprised by the things I 

imagine happening around me. I inject noise where it does not seem to 

echo. I recall the initiation recipe of those authors: “you’re just a tramp” 

(ibid.). And I smile for a few moments, recognizing the shores where I 

risk walking, where I leave the proper route. There is plenty of time to go 

back, I ruminate: the world unfolds in the slow fashion of an elegy.

In the midst of a crisis, like all those that survive an uncertain 

future, I feel a little freer to proceed, to spread myself under another 

clarity. As if my body were not, in fact, a fixed point in space, but capable 

of engaging with the world, even if illusory, in the absence of biopolitics 
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– as Michel Foucault (2018) called the system of powers that disciplines 

our bodies, our lives. Now that I walk with one foot off and the other on 

the pavement, the latent desires that half of me be torn off the ground 

and punished by the choreographic audacity, by the incitement to 

disorder in the implicit discourses of social coexistence, become 

clearer. Where is the logic that led me to this walk? Where are the 

historical-cultural marks that justify this discontinuous step? Where is 

the reality-reference, to return to Foucault (2013), by which I take this 

march as legitimate? Where is my soul? Questions resound from 

everywhere, but I insist, and walk a block. I am inspired in very different 

ways: by Monty Python, Alberto Pimenta, Gene Kelly, William L. Pope, 

Vânia Rovisco, Eleonora Fabião, Professor Keating – the list goes on and 

on – and I continue to exacerbate the crisis. The soul? That is what I want 

to abolish, I think. There are no exits from the soul, only moral and 

scientific entries, of personality, captive subjectivities - not everything 

has to come from a psychic phenomenon. I walk decisively towards 

chaos in the hope that I can return from it more lucid, more sensible.

As I bounce my weight from one side of the pavement to the 

other, like The Cloven Viscount, I remember how Antonin Artaud (2016) 

called these types of devices, mechanisms, instruments, substances, 

practices, or other triggers of withdrawal from oneself-in-the-world: 

“helpers of death”. These helpers are essential, because it is on the way 

to death that the synchrony between the body and consciousness 

takes place and it becomes possible to reappear in the universal 

chronology of things. It is with the exit to death that the “great 

identification begins” (ibid: 9), as the cursed author said, so that we can 

re-enter life more aware of the vastness of possibilities for 

affirmation. In other words, without a historical order that constrains 

them: without a soul. The great identification is, then, the one that 

materializes from the void implied by death and is inscribed in the 

body as if for the first time. It is the initial act of embodiment: the first 

hesitant step, the first diffuse choice, the accidental landing of the first 

look. Each exit is followed by the self-conscious (re)creation of the 

experience. Meanwhile, my back starts to complain – added to the 

pointlessness of my walking, pain now disturbs the physical. There is a 

whole new ecology forming, more questions to be asked; different 

decisions to be made.

I end up refocusing my attention on the external gazes that are 

placed on my rough walk. Again, I catch a glimpse of my body in the 

mirror. It is the “public” that reflects me now, looks for the meaning 

behind the meanings, a choreopolice – as André Lepecki (2012) called 

it – that watches over the web of images that humans have made for 

themselves: the traits that mark the limits of the road, which ensure 

the safety of individuals, the signs that mark everything that reminds 

us of similarity, of everything that has been written on paper, 

regulatory distances, private property, public sentiment, the morals of 

fairy tales, everything that goes alongside the expected. A web that has 

been reinforced by new categories (of ideology, gender, sexual 

orientation, ethnicity) more open to the plurality of bodies and 

through which one seeks to recognize and articulate “difference” 

within a broader scope of social affirmation. However, they too are 

cutting up the organs, adding new skins, new identity prostheses and 

more refined forms of domesticating flesh. The “difference” does not 

stop there: it percolates through everything that is fixed on the ground, 

finds pores in the leafiest land, escapes all retention basins, flees the 

rotation of the most progressive cultures - it never shows itself 

remade. Judith Butler (1990) warned of the performative forces of 

cultural hegemonisation, and the response has been to propose 

alternatives that are possibly fairer, more democratic, but which 

cannot escape the processes of inventory engraved in stone. The game 

opened wide by Foucault remains. Now less camouflaged, it is true, but 

within which bodies are becoming heavier, more impervious to 

astonishment, more intolerant of error, more immobilized by the rigid 

topographies of cultural representations. More scrutinized.

Tired, I decide to return home, to my most private body - lord of 

its turf. Batteries need recharging, the material we are made of needs 

to be rediscovered: the creature that precedes everything. And dance. 

Dance in the dark. Without any definitive light being shed on me, 

because my recognition would put an arbitrary end to the infinite 

possibilities in which I can move. Without being offered the chance to 

invoke the mirror on the wall. Dance until I forget where I came in. 

Before going inside, I decide, however, to say goodbye to the audience, 

to the street, to all the stories that brought us here, as brothers, as 

sisters. I do it clearly and rigorously, turning to all corners of the 

audience, gesturing with my arm held high, so that everyone can take 

comfort in the order of my madness. So that everyone may know that I 

am politely leaving their presence. You have to practice saying 

goodbye, I think, before you leave.
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As the sound of water runs through my ears, I find myself making 

out the first line of a song that I will later learn to be by Leo Middea1. 

The drawn-out voice coming from the radio sings Eu vou sair para ser 

presença (I'm leaving to be a presence), pronouncing each word as if it 

were a telegram announcement: “I'm–Leaving–To-Be-A-Presence”. 

The refrain is repeated throughout the song, increasingly seeming to 

suspend the words that, isolated, open new spaces of listening, new 

intervals of interpretation.

Leaving where? And what is the ultimate gesture that leads us to 

be “a presence”, after all? I think: if the act of leaving corresponds to the 

movement of putting oneself outside of something, there is 

necessarily a yet to be negotiated presence that is abandoned to make 

way for another. By “presence”, then, I decide to presuppose the notion 

that Hans Ulrich Gumbrecht (2004) has been feeding us: everything 

that has an immediate impact on the human body is “present”.

Like the presence of water cascading over me to my feet, 

protecting me from any other epidermal sensation. It is wrapped in 

this mantle that I anticipate the next “exit”. I prove it by becoming 

aware of my body outside the shower, now subject to a different 

temperature, another sound track and another rough contact with the 

towel, with the world. The fleeting reflection of my face in the mirror 

reinforces this feeling of self-actualization. And I go on, on and on, 

from room to room, from task to task, from domestic landscape to 

landscape. The beat that obsesses my movements, my intentions, is 

still rocked by “I’m-Leaving” - Leo Middea’s tune insists on remaining. 

And to all my actions, successive exits and constant reconstitutions of 

my presence open up, which, at the claustrophobic rhythm of my gaze, 

is constantly renewed in new circumscriptions, straddling the span of 

my purposes, dismembering the reach of my gestures, to the point of 

spiritual rapture.

With my body now half numb, I vacillate at every corner of 

possibilities, anticipating new occasions, until I stop at the front door - 

suddenly aware that this is an exit on a completely different scale. As 

soon as I step outside the house, I will add the idea of the effect of my 

presence to the spectator of myself, subjecting it, trafficking it in the 

sea of my bodily contingencies in relation to others. Erving Goffman 

(1993) was right, of course: the “self” is the result of a set of enactments 

in everyday life. The composing of such stagings begins, however, 

before entering the "scene". They come from the dramaturgical 

decision to leave the previous "scenario". And suddenly, I am now this 

or that, striving to maintain a consistency that does not jeopardize my 

“character”, but overflows with subtleties of excess, tenuous 

derivations spreading out and illuminating the path of multiple, 

infinite outputs.

I finally set foot on the street, aware that “I” am not “going” 

anywhere but listening to my body and those of others in me at various 

crossroads and leaving, always leaving. Perhaps it is in the desire to 

leave that the true revolution of bodies is found.

Entrances are always iterations, poetic projections of the self, but 

only exits give the body its freedom - its possibility to effectively become 

a physical, literal presence. I think: if there is a truth about bodies, it is 

that which is materialized in the exits that open up between states of 

staging. It is at the exit of the scene that we reveal ourselves as matter. To 

repeat: if there is an ethics of bodies, it is not in the subject – not even in 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty's (1999) body-subject – but in the reinvestment 

of the flesh in the chain of perception of events. When I go out, even for 

a brief moment, I cease to be a servile plaything of the “reality” of the 

world. I become a wandering, timeless being.

Once on the street, I cannot help but keep my body in experience, 

scrutinizing its step, the so-called "natural" gestures, the leaning 

forward and the head shakes that seem to demarcate a perimeter and, 

at the same time, a verticality. And the more I put myself into 

experience, the more I seem to lose my balance. I try to reconcile the 

subject with the animal and continue walking: an articulate being, with 

a safe gait, deprived of the scandal of the fall, of the conscious tripping, 

of the accident. A body with organs, Gilles Deleuze & Félix Guattari (1987: 

159) would probably say: “a subject of the statement”. I begin, then, to 

experiment small deviations from the intrinsic process of 

subjectivation. I take small breaks from the rush. I seek out other tastes 

and flavours with my ears. I let myself be surprised by the things I 

imagine happening around me. I inject noise where it does not seem to 

echo. I recall the initiation recipe of those authors: “you’re just a tramp” 

(ibid.). And I smile for a few moments, recognizing the shores where I 

risk walking, where I leave the proper route. There is plenty of time to go 

back, I ruminate: the world unfolds in the slow fashion of an elegy.

In the midst of a crisis, like all those that survive an uncertain 

future, I feel a little freer to proceed, to spread myself under another 

clarity. As if my body were not, in fact, a fixed point in space, but capable 

of engaging with the world, even if illusory, in the absence of biopolitics 
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– as Michel Foucault (2018) called the system of powers that disciplines 

our bodies, our lives. Now that I walk with one foot off and the other on 

the pavement, the latent desires that half of me be torn off the ground 

and punished by the choreographic audacity, by the incitement to 

disorder in the implicit discourses of social coexistence, become 

clearer. Where is the logic that led me to this walk? Where are the 

historical-cultural marks that justify this discontinuous step? Where is 

the reality-reference, to return to Foucault (2013), by which I take this 

march as legitimate? Where is my soul? Questions resound from 

everywhere, but I insist, and walk a block. I am inspired in very different 

ways: by Monty Python, Alberto Pimenta, Gene Kelly, William L. Pope, 

Vânia Rovisco, Eleonora Fabião, Professor Keating – the list goes on and 

on – and I continue to exacerbate the crisis. The soul? That is what I want 

to abolish, I think. There are no exits from the soul, only moral and 

scientific entries, of personality, captive subjectivities - not everything 

has to come from a psychic phenomenon. I walk decisively towards 

chaos in the hope that I can return from it more lucid, more sensible.

As I bounce my weight from one side of the pavement to the 

other, like The Cloven Viscount, I remember how Antonin Artaud (2016) 

called these types of devices, mechanisms, instruments, substances, 

practices, or other triggers of withdrawal from oneself-in-the-world: 

“helpers of death”. These helpers are essential, because it is on the way 

to death that the synchrony between the body and consciousness 

takes place and it becomes possible to reappear in the universal 

chronology of things. It is with the exit to death that the “great 

identification begins” (ibid: 9), as the cursed author said, so that we can 

re-enter life more aware of the vastness of possibilities for 

affirmation. In other words, without a historical order that constrains 

them: without a soul. The great identification is, then, the one that 

materializes from the void implied by death and is inscribed in the 

body as if for the first time. It is the initial act of embodiment: the first 

hesitant step, the first diffuse choice, the accidental landing of the first 

look. Each exit is followed by the self-conscious (re)creation of the 

experience. Meanwhile, my back starts to complain – added to the 

pointlessness of my walking, pain now disturbs the physical. There is a 

whole new ecology forming, more questions to be asked; different 

decisions to be made.

I end up refocusing my attention on the external gazes that are 

placed on my rough walk. Again, I catch a glimpse of my body in the 

mirror. It is the “public” that reflects me now, looks for the meaning 

behind the meanings, a choreopolice – as André Lepecki (2012) called 

it – that watches over the web of images that humans have made for 

themselves: the traits that mark the limits of the road, which ensure 

the safety of individuals, the signs that mark everything that reminds 

us of similarity, of everything that has been written on paper, 

regulatory distances, private property, public sentiment, the morals of 

fairy tales, everything that goes alongside the expected. A web that has 

been reinforced by new categories (of ideology, gender, sexual 

orientation, ethnicity) more open to the plurality of bodies and 

through which one seeks to recognize and articulate “difference” 

within a broader scope of social affirmation. However, they too are 

cutting up the organs, adding new skins, new identity prostheses and 

more refined forms of domesticating flesh. The “difference” does not 

stop there: it percolates through everything that is fixed on the ground, 

finds pores in the leafiest land, escapes all retention basins, flees the 

rotation of the most progressive cultures - it never shows itself 

remade. Judith Butler (1990) warned of the performative forces of 

cultural hegemonisation, and the response has been to propose 

alternatives that are possibly fairer, more democratic, but which 

cannot escape the processes of inventory engraved in stone. The game 

opened wide by Foucault remains. Now less camouflaged, it is true, but 

within which bodies are becoming heavier, more impervious to 

astonishment, more intolerant of error, more immobilized by the rigid 

topographies of cultural representations. More scrutinized.

Tired, I decide to return home, to my most private body - lord of 

its turf. Batteries need recharging, the material we are made of needs 

to be rediscovered: the creature that precedes everything. And dance. 

Dance in the dark. Without any definitive light being shed on me, 

because my recognition would put an arbitrary end to the infinite 

possibilities in which I can move. Without being offered the chance to 

invoke the mirror on the wall. Dance until I forget where I came in. 

Before going inside, I decide, however, to say goodbye to the audience, 

to the street, to all the stories that brought us here, as brothers, as 

sisters. I do it clearly and rigorously, turning to all corners of the 

audience, gesturing with my arm held high, so that everyone can take 

comfort in the order of my madness. So that everyone may know that I 

am politely leaving their presence. You have to practice saying 

goodbye, I think, before you leave.
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In the beginning it was fear, the fear of falling or, even worse, 

falling on others.

Deep down, giving a bad account of yourself. The decision to 

invite Alessandro Sciarroni to the 2019 edition of Na Prática (In 

Practice) – a Summer School organized by the Centre for Theatre 

Studies in partnership with the cultural association, Materiais 

Diversos2 – already anticipated this outcome. The programme was 

tailored around the performance of the Italian choreographer: Don’t be 

frightened of turning the page.3 We were interested in exploring the 

notions of transformation and advancement often associated with the 

concept of turning. And the proposal became clear to the three of us at 

that time: Alessandro would provide training on the technique of body 

rotation developed through the creative process of Don't be 

frightened...and Rui Pina Coelho and I would work with the participants 

on the reflexive dimension - giving body to thought, to debate, to the 

construction of ideas that sustain bones and muscles.

Alessandro alerted us from the beginning to the risks inherent in 

the practice of rotating on oneself, to the importance of being aware of 

the body's internal drives and, above all, of knowing when to stop. This 

first alert was the key to the whole process: to constantly concentrate 

on our movement, abstracting ourselves from everything that was 

suggested by the outside, from everything that was inspired by the 

surrounding environment. We started slowly, of course, with sure and 

methodical steps. With a hand held at eye level, giving a focus to our 

attention, we turned around – some more shaky than others, some 

lighter, each one at the rhythm of their fear, their doubts and 

uncertainties. This was the first of our lessons: the moment we shifted 

our gaze to the walls of the studio where we were, we immediately 

jeopardized the balance of our body, the verticality of our presence. At 

first, our concentration was contaminated by all kinds of negotiations 

about posture, positioning of the feet, cadence, and horizontal range 

2  Na Prática is a summer school focusing on the performing arts. It is aimed at artists 
and researchers, and co-organised by Materiais Diversos and the Centre for Theatre 
Studies of the School of Arts and Humanities of the University of Lisbon. This is an 
annual gathering that deliberately makes no distinction between theory and practice 
as a means of re-evaluating and reinscribing our actions, as individuals and 
professionals, in a world turned towards efficiency, speed and competition 
(https://www.materiaisdiversos.com/desenvolvemos/na-pratica-escola-de-verao/).
3 A performance from 2017, premiered in Portugal in 2019, at the 10th edition of the 
Festival Materiais Diversos, in Cartaxo. For more information, go to 
https://www.alessandrosciarroni.it/work/chroma/.

of movement, among other Cartesian calibrations that, atavistically, 

have been separating the mind from the body. Over time (read, with 

training), these adjustments became easier to assimilate, to the point 

that we felt our movement was “naturally” balanced.

After a day or two, depending on the case in question, the 

challenge was now to maintain the rotation for longer periods. But one 

obstacle kept getting in the way: conscious thought. As erratic and 

diffuse as they might seem, the longer we rotated, the more present the 

narratives, the conceptual evocations, the images induced by reasoning 

became. In the first few minutes, these came as small murmurs, 

insinuating and accumulating in a dimension parallel to the movement 

- which now had to “compete” with the bodily internalizations (however 

subtle) of these arbitrary flows. Over time, it could even cause 

imbalance, vertigo, even nausea. The reification of the mind over the 

body is an ancient symphony, it does not settle down by deliberation. To 

overcome this difficulty, we had to let our consciousness be permeated 

by the affects of the body. In other words, we had to do the opposite and 

let the movement infect the thought, making it dance in its step, like any 

other physical extension. As José Gil (2001) maintains, once 

impregnated by movement, consciousness acquires the same plasticity, 

the same material fluidity, and the same automatic knowledge that the 

body has of itself. For this, we resorted to some tricks, such as 

concentrating on breathing or counting the beats of our internal 

compass – techniques well known to dancers. And by intuitively making 

the rhythm of thought correspond to that of the body, it was as if the 

rotational movement then regained its primary force, its vital power, 

relieving the friction that constrained it and prevented it from freely 

moving forward, beyond reason. In this recovery of organic vigour – that 

was how it resonated in my perception –, we sometimes smiled with 

satisfaction, carried away by the apparent harmony between spirit and 

body. Not through the consciousness of the choreographic figure (as if 

we were seeing ourselves from the outside), no longer according to an 

intentionality loaded with meanings, but through an immediate 

connection to the movement/event itself.

Basically, revealing what José Gil himself (ibidem) called the 

paradoxical body: a body that can simultaneously be its interior and its 

exterior, its flesh and its idea, physical and virtual, turning and 

“turning”: an intensified body.

This new epistemic path opened up by the practice of body 

rotation was not limited, however, to the dialogue we had between 

physical and intellectual perception and the consequent possibilities 

of altering our inner states of consciousness: it spread to the 

surrounding space. When we rotated, it was as if our surroundings 

rotated with us.

 As if, by transforming our bodies, we could effectively transform 

the ecosystem within which they were established. As if material 

self-awareness allowed us to recognize and affect the universal matter 

of the world to which we are all inexorably linked. We turned and the 

world turned, in the same way that there is a mutual resonance 

between bodies and the environment that surrounds them, between 

different manifestations of materiality. As argued by Merleau-Ponty 

(1999 [1945]), the body possesses the science of the world in itself – a 

spontaneous knowledge that is manifested through the most delicate 

perceptions. The more we turned, the more we allowed ourselves to be 

immersed in the eminently somatic experience of the world. An 

experience no longer hostage to a supposed external “reality”, but an 

integral part of matter as revelation – to use another Artaudian notion 

(1996) –, through which new forms of cognition and body agency could 

emerge on the fabric of the world.

When the spiral movement was interrupted, we invariably found 

ourselves in a state of suspension, hesitating, mute from any other 

expression than the feeling of ambiguity: vulnerable. It was precisely 

in these border moments, during this perceptive limbo, that we 

realized how far we had been from language, social conventions, and 

our perspectives on the world. Later, many of us compared this 

sensation with childhood amazement. As if the practice of rotation 

had made us return, even if momentarily, to the (lost) feeling of 

innocence that connects all children around the same primordial 

urgency to move, to tune in with the world, to recognize their presence 

together with that of others. In a way, we felt that we had just ritualized 

our initiation as human beings, thus resuming the contours of our 

pre-acculturation experience. As if the cessation of movement had 

made us abruptly return to the world as anonymous descendants of 

matter - unable to say, with any kind of certainty, who we were and 

what we thought. For a few moments, it really seemed that everything 

would have to be done all over again: rebuilding the traits that 

distinguish us, recovering the characterization itineraries, renewing 

our role among the group, reconstituting beliefs, morality and all the 

other facets that identify a “soul". In fact, we echoed the critical 

argument put forward by Deleuze & Guattari (2007 [1972]) about the 

non-existence of a starting point from which the subject can be 

unswervingly constructed. There is no fixed point, an “I”, on which one 

can begin to exist, on which one can begin to feel, but only a body, a 

matter, in becoming. The rotational movement of the body is also an 

outgoing movement. Not an evasive movement, but an exit from the 

entrances from which we constitute ourselves, configure ourselves - 

from which we try (not without despair) to compose the idea we have 

of ourselves as individuals. This exit is not an abandonment, much less 

a shipwreck of oneself, but an interval to take a deep breath - to reveal 

the immanence of our transitory qualities, to destabilize the images 

that we fix on us, to dive into the material reality from which we can 

re-emerge like other beings. To open bodies to their transfigurative 

and reinscriptive worldly possibilities.

This “we” from which I write is not the result of the loftiness of 

someone who wants to speak for everyone. It is the result of the feeling 

of occupying the same plane of coexistence, of sharing the same state of 

ecstasy, which made all of us, Na Prática participants; correspondents of 

the same process of transformation. I remember that, at a later stage, 

whenever Alessandro told us to stop, most of us dragged out the ending, 

postponing its definition, extending the deadline for his/her response. 

Interrupting the rotation was a little violent, not only because we 

suspended the material bonding force to the body, to the world, but also 

because it meant attenuating the feeling of mutual vulnerability that 

united us as a community, even if provisionally. This convergence, this 

gravity towards each other, this ethic, manifested itself bodily. It did not 

have an emblematic form; did not appear to us in its symbolic 

expression; did not present itself as a result of a socio-cultural 

problematization. It simply reproduced itself in our bodies. Even now, as 

I write this, I can recognize its marks, recover the impression of material 

belonging and the commitment to the rotation, the turning: the exit 

from oneself to oneself as an agent of change.
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As the sound of water runs through my ears, I find myself making 

out the first line of a song that I will later learn to be by Leo Middea1. 

The drawn-out voice coming from the radio sings Eu vou sair para ser 

presença (I'm leaving to be a presence), pronouncing each word as if it 

were a telegram announcement: “I'm–Leaving–To-Be-A-Presence”. 

The refrain is repeated throughout the song, increasingly seeming to 

suspend the words that, isolated, open new spaces of listening, new 

intervals of interpretation.

Leaving where? And what is the ultimate gesture that leads us to 

be “a presence”, after all? I think: if the act of leaving corresponds to the 

movement of putting oneself outside of something, there is 

necessarily a yet to be negotiated presence that is abandoned to make 

way for another. By “presence”, then, I decide to presuppose the notion 

that Hans Ulrich Gumbrecht (2004) has been feeding us: everything 

that has an immediate impact on the human body is “present”.

Like the presence of water cascading over me to my feet, 

protecting me from any other epidermal sensation. It is wrapped in 

this mantle that I anticipate the next “exit”. I prove it by becoming 

aware of my body outside the shower, now subject to a different 

temperature, another sound track and another rough contact with the 

towel, with the world. The fleeting reflection of my face in the mirror 

reinforces this feeling of self-actualization. And I go on, on and on, 

from room to room, from task to task, from domestic landscape to 

landscape. The beat that obsesses my movements, my intentions, is 

still rocked by “I’m-Leaving” - Leo Middea’s tune insists on remaining. 

And to all my actions, successive exits and constant reconstitutions of 

my presence open up, which, at the claustrophobic rhythm of my gaze, 

is constantly renewed in new circumscriptions, straddling the span of 

my purposes, dismembering the reach of my gestures, to the point of 

spiritual rapture.

With my body now half numb, I vacillate at every corner of 

possibilities, anticipating new occasions, until I stop at the front door - 

suddenly aware that this is an exit on a completely different scale. As 

soon as I step outside the house, I will add the idea of the effect of my 

presence to the spectator of myself, subjecting it, trafficking it in the 

sea of my bodily contingencies in relation to others. Erving Goffman 

(1993) was right, of course: the “self” is the result of a set of enactments 

in everyday life. The composing of such stagings begins, however, 

before entering the "scene". They come from the dramaturgical 

decision to leave the previous "scenario". And suddenly, I am now this 

or that, striving to maintain a consistency that does not jeopardize my 

“character”, but overflows with subtleties of excess, tenuous 

derivations spreading out and illuminating the path of multiple, 

infinite outputs.

I finally set foot on the street, aware that “I” am not “going” 

anywhere but listening to my body and those of others in me at various 

crossroads and leaving, always leaving. Perhaps it is in the desire to 

leave that the true revolution of bodies is found.

Entrances are always iterations, poetic projections of the self, but 

only exits give the body its freedom - its possibility to effectively become 

a physical, literal presence. I think: if there is a truth about bodies, it is 

that which is materialized in the exits that open up between states of 

staging. It is at the exit of the scene that we reveal ourselves as matter. To 

repeat: if there is an ethics of bodies, it is not in the subject – not even in 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty's (1999) body-subject – but in the reinvestment 

of the flesh in the chain of perception of events. When I go out, even for 

a brief moment, I cease to be a servile plaything of the “reality” of the 

world. I become a wandering, timeless being.

Once on the street, I cannot help but keep my body in experience, 

scrutinizing its step, the so-called "natural" gestures, the leaning 

forward and the head shakes that seem to demarcate a perimeter and, 

at the same time, a verticality. And the more I put myself into 

experience, the more I seem to lose my balance. I try to reconcile the 

subject with the animal and continue walking: an articulate being, with 

a safe gait, deprived of the scandal of the fall, of the conscious tripping, 

of the accident. A body with organs, Gilles Deleuze & Félix Guattari (1987: 

159) would probably say: “a subject of the statement”. I begin, then, to 

experiment small deviations from the intrinsic process of 

subjectivation. I take small breaks from the rush. I seek out other tastes 

and flavours with my ears. I let myself be surprised by the things I 

imagine happening around me. I inject noise where it does not seem to 

echo. I recall the initiation recipe of those authors: “you’re just a tramp” 

(ibid.). And I smile for a few moments, recognizing the shores where I 

risk walking, where I leave the proper route. There is plenty of time to go 

back, I ruminate: the world unfolds in the slow fashion of an elegy.

In the midst of a crisis, like all those that survive an uncertain 

future, I feel a little freer to proceed, to spread myself under another 

clarity. As if my body were not, in fact, a fixed point in space, but capable 

of engaging with the world, even if illusory, in the absence of biopolitics 

– as Michel Foucault (2018) called the system of powers that disciplines 

our bodies, our lives. Now that I walk with one foot off and the other on 

the pavement, the latent desires that half of me be torn off the ground 

and punished by the choreographic audacity, by the incitement to 

disorder in the implicit discourses of social coexistence, become 

clearer. Where is the logic that led me to this walk? Where are the 

historical-cultural marks that justify this discontinuous step? Where is 

the reality-reference, to return to Foucault (2013), by which I take this 

march as legitimate? Where is my soul? Questions resound from 

everywhere, but I insist, and walk a block. I am inspired in very different 

ways: by Monty Python, Alberto Pimenta, Gene Kelly, William L. Pope, 

Vânia Rovisco, Eleonora Fabião, Professor Keating – the list goes on and 

on – and I continue to exacerbate the crisis. The soul? That is what I want 

to abolish, I think. There are no exits from the soul, only moral and 

scientific entries, of personality, captive subjectivities - not everything 

has to come from a psychic phenomenon. I walk decisively towards 

chaos in the hope that I can return from it more lucid, more sensible.

As I bounce my weight from one side of the pavement to the 

other, like The Cloven Viscount, I remember how Antonin Artaud (2016) 

called these types of devices, mechanisms, instruments, substances, 

practices, or other triggers of withdrawal from oneself-in-the-world: 

“helpers of death”. These helpers are essential, because it is on the way 

to death that the synchrony between the body and consciousness 

takes place and it becomes possible to reappear in the universal 

chronology of things. It is with the exit to death that the “great 

identification begins” (ibid: 9), as the cursed author said, so that we can 

re-enter life more aware of the vastness of possibilities for 

affirmation. In other words, without a historical order that constrains 

them: without a soul. The great identification is, then, the one that 

materializes from the void implied by death and is inscribed in the 

body as if for the first time. It is the initial act of embodiment: the first 

hesitant step, the first diffuse choice, the accidental landing of the first 

look. Each exit is followed by the self-conscious (re)creation of the 

experience. Meanwhile, my back starts to complain – added to the 

pointlessness of my walking, pain now disturbs the physical. There is a 

whole new ecology forming, more questions to be asked; different 

decisions to be made.

I end up refocusing my attention on the external gazes that are 

placed on my rough walk. Again, I catch a glimpse of my body in the 

mirror. It is the “public” that reflects me now, looks for the meaning 

behind the meanings, a choreopolice – as André Lepecki (2012) called 

it – that watches over the web of images that humans have made for 

themselves: the traits that mark the limits of the road, which ensure 

the safety of individuals, the signs that mark everything that reminds 

us of similarity, of everything that has been written on paper, 

regulatory distances, private property, public sentiment, the morals of 

fairy tales, everything that goes alongside the expected. A web that has 

been reinforced by new categories (of ideology, gender, sexual 

orientation, ethnicity) more open to the plurality of bodies and 

through which one seeks to recognize and articulate “difference” 

within a broader scope of social affirmation. However, they too are 

cutting up the organs, adding new skins, new identity prostheses and 

more refined forms of domesticating flesh. The “difference” does not 

stop there: it percolates through everything that is fixed on the ground, 

finds pores in the leafiest land, escapes all retention basins, flees the 

rotation of the most progressive cultures - it never shows itself 

remade. Judith Butler (1990) warned of the performative forces of 

cultural hegemonisation, and the response has been to propose 

alternatives that are possibly fairer, more democratic, but which 

cannot escape the processes of inventory engraved in stone. The game 

opened wide by Foucault remains. Now less camouflaged, it is true, but 

within which bodies are becoming heavier, more impervious to 

astonishment, more intolerant of error, more immobilized by the rigid 

topographies of cultural representations. More scrutinized.

Tired, I decide to return home, to my most private body - lord of 

its turf. Batteries need recharging, the material we are made of needs 

to be rediscovered: the creature that precedes everything. And dance. 

Dance in the dark. Without any definitive light being shed on me, 

because my recognition would put an arbitrary end to the infinite 

possibilities in which I can move. Without being offered the chance to 

invoke the mirror on the wall. Dance until I forget where I came in. 

Before going inside, I decide, however, to say goodbye to the audience, 

to the street, to all the stories that brought us here, as brothers, as 

sisters. I do it clearly and rigorously, turning to all corners of the 

audience, gesturing with my arm held high, so that everyone can take 

comfort in the order of my madness. So that everyone may know that I 

am politely leaving their presence. You have to practice saying 

goodbye, I think, before you leave.
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In the beginning it was fear, the fear of falling or, even worse, 

falling on others.

Deep down, giving a bad account of yourself. The decision to 

invite Alessandro Sciarroni to the 2019 edition of Na Prática (In 

Practice) – a Summer School organized by the Centre for Theatre 

Studies in partnership with the cultural association, Materiais 

Diversos2 – already anticipated this outcome. The programme was 

tailored around the performance of the Italian choreographer: Don’t be 

frightened of turning the page.3 We were interested in exploring the 

notions of transformation and advancement often associated with the 

concept of turning. And the proposal became clear to the three of us at 

that time: Alessandro would provide training on the technique of body 

rotation developed through the creative process of Don't be 

frightened...and Rui Pina Coelho and I would work with the participants 

on the reflexive dimension - giving body to thought, to debate, to the 

construction of ideas that sustain bones and muscles.

Alessandro alerted us from the beginning to the risks inherent in 

the practice of rotating on oneself, to the importance of being aware of 

the body's internal drives and, above all, of knowing when to stop. This 

first alert was the key to the whole process: to constantly concentrate 

on our movement, abstracting ourselves from everything that was 

suggested by the outside, from everything that was inspired by the 

surrounding environment. We started slowly, of course, with sure and 

methodical steps. With a hand held at eye level, giving a focus to our 

attention, we turned around – some more shaky than others, some 

lighter, each one at the rhythm of their fear, their doubts and 

uncertainties. This was the first of our lessons: the moment we shifted 

our gaze to the walls of the studio where we were, we immediately 

jeopardized the balance of our body, the verticality of our presence. At 

first, our concentration was contaminated by all kinds of negotiations 

about posture, positioning of the feet, cadence, and horizontal range 

of movement, among other Cartesian calibrations that, atavistically, 

have been separating the mind from the body. Over time (read, with 

training), these adjustments became easier to assimilate, to the point 

that we felt our movement was “naturally” balanced.

After a day or two, depending on the case in question, the 

challenge was now to maintain the rotation for longer periods. But one 

obstacle kept getting in the way: conscious thought. As erratic and 

diffuse as they might seem, the longer we rotated, the more present the 

narratives, the conceptual evocations, the images induced by reasoning 

became. In the first few minutes, these came as small murmurs, 

insinuating and accumulating in a dimension parallel to the movement 

- which now had to “compete” with the bodily internalizations (however 

subtle) of these arbitrary flows. Over time, it could even cause 

imbalance, vertigo, even nausea. The reification of the mind over the 

body is an ancient symphony, it does not settle down by deliberation. To 

overcome this difficulty, we had to let our consciousness be permeated 

by the affects of the body. In other words, we had to do the opposite and 

let the movement infect the thought, making it dance in its step, like any 

other physical extension. As José Gil (2001) maintains, once 

impregnated by movement, consciousness acquires the same plasticity, 

the same material fluidity, and the same automatic knowledge that the 

body has of itself. For this, we resorted to some tricks, such as 

concentrating on breathing or counting the beats of our internal 

compass – techniques well known to dancers. And by intuitively making 

the rhythm of thought correspond to that of the body, it was as if the 

rotational movement then regained its primary force, its vital power, 

relieving the friction that constrained it and prevented it from freely 

moving forward, beyond reason. In this recovery of organic vigour – that 

was how it resonated in my perception –, we sometimes smiled with 

satisfaction, carried away by the apparent harmony between spirit and 

body. Not through the consciousness of the choreographic figure (as if 

we were seeing ourselves from the outside), no longer according to an 

intentionality loaded with meanings, but through an immediate 

connection to the movement/event itself.

Basically, revealing what José Gil himself (ibidem) called the 

paradoxical body: a body that can simultaneously be its interior and its 

exterior, its flesh and its idea, physical and virtual, turning and 

“turning”: an intensified body.

This new epistemic path opened up by the practice of body 

rotation was not limited, however, to the dialogue we had between 

physical and intellectual perception and the consequent possibilities 
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of altering our inner states of consciousness: it spread to the 

surrounding space. When we rotated, it was as if our surroundings 

rotated with us.

 As if, by transforming our bodies, we could effectively transform 

the ecosystem within which they were established. As if material 

self-awareness allowed us to recognize and affect the universal matter 

of the world to which we are all inexorably linked. We turned and the 

world turned, in the same way that there is a mutual resonance 

between bodies and the environment that surrounds them, between 

different manifestations of materiality. As argued by Merleau-Ponty 

(1999 [1945]), the body possesses the science of the world in itself – a 

spontaneous knowledge that is manifested through the most delicate 

perceptions. The more we turned, the more we allowed ourselves to be 

immersed in the eminently somatic experience of the world. An 

experience no longer hostage to a supposed external “reality”, but an 

integral part of matter as revelation – to use another Artaudian notion 

(1996) –, through which new forms of cognition and body agency could 

emerge on the fabric of the world.

When the spiral movement was interrupted, we invariably found 

ourselves in a state of suspension, hesitating, mute from any other 

expression than the feeling of ambiguity: vulnerable. It was precisely 

in these border moments, during this perceptive limbo, that we 

realized how far we had been from language, social conventions, and 

our perspectives on the world. Later, many of us compared this 

sensation with childhood amazement. As if the practice of rotation 

had made us return, even if momentarily, to the (lost) feeling of 

innocence that connects all children around the same primordial 

urgency to move, to tune in with the world, to recognize their presence 

together with that of others. In a way, we felt that we had just ritualized 

our initiation as human beings, thus resuming the contours of our 

pre-acculturation experience. As if the cessation of movement had 

made us abruptly return to the world as anonymous descendants of 

matter - unable to say, with any kind of certainty, who we were and 

what we thought. For a few moments, it really seemed that everything 

would have to be done all over again: rebuilding the traits that 

distinguish us, recovering the characterization itineraries, renewing 

our role among the group, reconstituting beliefs, morality and all the 

other facets that identify a “soul". In fact, we echoed the critical 

argument put forward by Deleuze & Guattari (2007 [1972]) about the 

non-existence of a starting point from which the subject can be 

unswervingly constructed. There is no fixed point, an “I”, on which one 

can begin to exist, on which one can begin to feel, but only a body, a 

matter, in becoming. The rotational movement of the body is also an 

outgoing movement. Not an evasive movement, but an exit from the 

entrances from which we constitute ourselves, configure ourselves - 

from which we try (not without despair) to compose the idea we have 

of ourselves as individuals. This exit is not an abandonment, much less 

a shipwreck of oneself, but an interval to take a deep breath - to reveal 

the immanence of our transitory qualities, to destabilize the images 

that we fix on us, to dive into the material reality from which we can 

re-emerge like other beings. To open bodies to their transfigurative 

and reinscriptive worldly possibilities.

This “we” from which I write is not the result of the loftiness of 

someone who wants to speak for everyone. It is the result of the feeling 

of occupying the same plane of coexistence, of sharing the same state of 

ecstasy, which made all of us, Na Prática participants; correspondents of 

the same process of transformation. I remember that, at a later stage, 

whenever Alessandro told us to stop, most of us dragged out the ending, 

postponing its definition, extending the deadline for his/her response. 

Interrupting the rotation was a little violent, not only because we 

suspended the material bonding force to the body, to the world, but also 

because it meant attenuating the feeling of mutual vulnerability that 

united us as a community, even if provisionally. This convergence, this 

gravity towards each other, this ethic, manifested itself bodily. It did not 

have an emblematic form; did not appear to us in its symbolic 

expression; did not present itself as a result of a socio-cultural 

problematization. It simply reproduced itself in our bodies. Even now, as 

I write this, I can recognize its marks, recover the impression of material 

belonging and the commitment to the rotation, the turning: the exit 

from oneself to oneself as an agent of change.
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As the sound of water runs through my ears, I find myself making 

out the first line of a song that I will later learn to be by Leo Middea1. 

The drawn-out voice coming from the radio sings Eu vou sair para ser 

presença (I'm leaving to be a presence), pronouncing each word as if it 

were a telegram announcement: “I'm–Leaving–To-Be-A-Presence”. 

The refrain is repeated throughout the song, increasingly seeming to 

suspend the words that, isolated, open new spaces of listening, new 

intervals of interpretation.

Leaving where? And what is the ultimate gesture that leads us to 

be “a presence”, after all? I think: if the act of leaving corresponds to the 

movement of putting oneself outside of something, there is 

necessarily a yet to be negotiated presence that is abandoned to make 

way for another. By “presence”, then, I decide to presuppose the notion 

that Hans Ulrich Gumbrecht (2004) has been feeding us: everything 

that has an immediate impact on the human body is “present”.

Like the presence of water cascading over me to my feet, 

protecting me from any other epidermal sensation. It is wrapped in 

this mantle that I anticipate the next “exit”. I prove it by becoming 

aware of my body outside the shower, now subject to a different 

temperature, another sound track and another rough contact with the 

towel, with the world. The fleeting reflection of my face in the mirror 

reinforces this feeling of self-actualization. And I go on, on and on, 

from room to room, from task to task, from domestic landscape to 

landscape. The beat that obsesses my movements, my intentions, is 

still rocked by “I’m-Leaving” - Leo Middea’s tune insists on remaining. 

And to all my actions, successive exits and constant reconstitutions of 

my presence open up, which, at the claustrophobic rhythm of my gaze, 

is constantly renewed in new circumscriptions, straddling the span of 

my purposes, dismembering the reach of my gestures, to the point of 

spiritual rapture.

With my body now half numb, I vacillate at every corner of 

possibilities, anticipating new occasions, until I stop at the front door - 

suddenly aware that this is an exit on a completely different scale. As 

soon as I step outside the house, I will add the idea of the effect of my 

presence to the spectator of myself, subjecting it, trafficking it in the 

sea of my bodily contingencies in relation to others. Erving Goffman 

(1993) was right, of course: the “self” is the result of a set of enactments 

in everyday life. The composing of such stagings begins, however, 

before entering the "scene". They come from the dramaturgical 

decision to leave the previous "scenario". And suddenly, I am now this 

or that, striving to maintain a consistency that does not jeopardize my 

“character”, but overflows with subtleties of excess, tenuous 

derivations spreading out and illuminating the path of multiple, 

infinite outputs.

I finally set foot on the street, aware that “I” am not “going” 

anywhere but listening to my body and those of others in me at various 

crossroads and leaving, always leaving. Perhaps it is in the desire to 

leave that the true revolution of bodies is found.

Entrances are always iterations, poetic projections of the self, but 

only exits give the body its freedom - its possibility to effectively become 

a physical, literal presence. I think: if there is a truth about bodies, it is 

that which is materialized in the exits that open up between states of 

staging. It is at the exit of the scene that we reveal ourselves as matter. To 

repeat: if there is an ethics of bodies, it is not in the subject – not even in 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty's (1999) body-subject – but in the reinvestment 

of the flesh in the chain of perception of events. When I go out, even for 

a brief moment, I cease to be a servile plaything of the “reality” of the 

world. I become a wandering, timeless being.

Once on the street, I cannot help but keep my body in experience, 

scrutinizing its step, the so-called "natural" gestures, the leaning 

forward and the head shakes that seem to demarcate a perimeter and, 

at the same time, a verticality. And the more I put myself into 

experience, the more I seem to lose my balance. I try to reconcile the 

subject with the animal and continue walking: an articulate being, with 

a safe gait, deprived of the scandal of the fall, of the conscious tripping, 

of the accident. A body with organs, Gilles Deleuze & Félix Guattari (1987: 

159) would probably say: “a subject of the statement”. I begin, then, to 

experiment small deviations from the intrinsic process of 

subjectivation. I take small breaks from the rush. I seek out other tastes 

and flavours with my ears. I let myself be surprised by the things I 

imagine happening around me. I inject noise where it does not seem to 

echo. I recall the initiation recipe of those authors: “you’re just a tramp” 

(ibid.). And I smile for a few moments, recognizing the shores where I 

risk walking, where I leave the proper route. There is plenty of time to go 

back, I ruminate: the world unfolds in the slow fashion of an elegy.

In the midst of a crisis, like all those that survive an uncertain 

future, I feel a little freer to proceed, to spread myself under another 

clarity. As if my body were not, in fact, a fixed point in space, but capable 

of engaging with the world, even if illusory, in the absence of biopolitics 

– as Michel Foucault (2018) called the system of powers that disciplines 

our bodies, our lives. Now that I walk with one foot off and the other on 

the pavement, the latent desires that half of me be torn off the ground 

and punished by the choreographic audacity, by the incitement to 

disorder in the implicit discourses of social coexistence, become 

clearer. Where is the logic that led me to this walk? Where are the 

historical-cultural marks that justify this discontinuous step? Where is 

the reality-reference, to return to Foucault (2013), by which I take this 

march as legitimate? Where is my soul? Questions resound from 

everywhere, but I insist, and walk a block. I am inspired in very different 

ways: by Monty Python, Alberto Pimenta, Gene Kelly, William L. Pope, 

Vânia Rovisco, Eleonora Fabião, Professor Keating – the list goes on and 

on – and I continue to exacerbate the crisis. The soul? That is what I want 

to abolish, I think. There are no exits from the soul, only moral and 

scientific entries, of personality, captive subjectivities - not everything 

has to come from a psychic phenomenon. I walk decisively towards 

chaos in the hope that I can return from it more lucid, more sensible.

As I bounce my weight from one side of the pavement to the 

other, like The Cloven Viscount, I remember how Antonin Artaud (2016) 

called these types of devices, mechanisms, instruments, substances, 

practices, or other triggers of withdrawal from oneself-in-the-world: 

“helpers of death”. These helpers are essential, because it is on the way 

to death that the synchrony between the body and consciousness 

takes place and it becomes possible to reappear in the universal 

chronology of things. It is with the exit to death that the “great 

identification begins” (ibid: 9), as the cursed author said, so that we can 

re-enter life more aware of the vastness of possibilities for 

affirmation. In other words, without a historical order that constrains 

them: without a soul. The great identification is, then, the one that 

materializes from the void implied by death and is inscribed in the 

body as if for the first time. It is the initial act of embodiment: the first 

hesitant step, the first diffuse choice, the accidental landing of the first 

look. Each exit is followed by the self-conscious (re)creation of the 

experience. Meanwhile, my back starts to complain – added to the 

pointlessness of my walking, pain now disturbs the physical. There is a 

whole new ecology forming, more questions to be asked; different 

decisions to be made.

I end up refocusing my attention on the external gazes that are 

placed on my rough walk. Again, I catch a glimpse of my body in the 

mirror. It is the “public” that reflects me now, looks for the meaning 

behind the meanings, a choreopolice – as André Lepecki (2012) called 

it – that watches over the web of images that humans have made for 

themselves: the traits that mark the limits of the road, which ensure 

the safety of individuals, the signs that mark everything that reminds 

us of similarity, of everything that has been written on paper, 

regulatory distances, private property, public sentiment, the morals of 

fairy tales, everything that goes alongside the expected. A web that has 

been reinforced by new categories (of ideology, gender, sexual 

orientation, ethnicity) more open to the plurality of bodies and 

through which one seeks to recognize and articulate “difference” 

within a broader scope of social affirmation. However, they too are 

cutting up the organs, adding new skins, new identity prostheses and 

more refined forms of domesticating flesh. The “difference” does not 

stop there: it percolates through everything that is fixed on the ground, 

finds pores in the leafiest land, escapes all retention basins, flees the 

rotation of the most progressive cultures - it never shows itself 

remade. Judith Butler (1990) warned of the performative forces of 

cultural hegemonisation, and the response has been to propose 

alternatives that are possibly fairer, more democratic, but which 

cannot escape the processes of inventory engraved in stone. The game 

opened wide by Foucault remains. Now less camouflaged, it is true, but 

within which bodies are becoming heavier, more impervious to 

astonishment, more intolerant of error, more immobilized by the rigid 

topographies of cultural representations. More scrutinized.

Tired, I decide to return home, to my most private body - lord of 

its turf. Batteries need recharging, the material we are made of needs 

to be rediscovered: the creature that precedes everything. And dance. 

Dance in the dark. Without any definitive light being shed on me, 

because my recognition would put an arbitrary end to the infinite 

possibilities in which I can move. Without being offered the chance to 

invoke the mirror on the wall. Dance until I forget where I came in. 

Before going inside, I decide, however, to say goodbye to the audience, 

to the street, to all the stories that brought us here, as brothers, as 

sisters. I do it clearly and rigorously, turning to all corners of the 

audience, gesturing with my arm held high, so that everyone can take 

comfort in the order of my madness. So that everyone may know that I 

am politely leaving their presence. You have to practice saying 

goodbye, I think, before you leave.
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III

A whole story in a fraction of a second, a whole proliferation of 

exits. In front of the mirror, I give body to the puppeteer and continue 

to dry my hair. It is colder outside and the towel rubbing against my 

skin makes my hair stand. Leo Middea is already on the second line: 

Tua cara diz que tudo é ausência (Your face says that everything is 

absence). There are moments like this, serendipitous, when the act 

coincides with the voice in the ear. I look carefully to see if there is 

anything in that face that actually allows me to distinguish myself. I 

remember Benedito Croce (apud Perniola, 1997). It was he who said, a 

long time ago, that through theory we understand things, but through 

practice we transform them. In Na Prática, for example, every time we 

rotated about ourselves, practised the turning, exerted the centrifugal 

force that separates us from the accessory - from the cultural -, that 

we embraced our material origin, even if for a brief moment, we made 

contact with the possibility of internal transformation that precedes 

everything in life. That first negotiation space that establishes our 

entire relationship with the world: the first of all affordances - from 

which the subject can imagine him/herself in different, alternative, 

subversive ways. It is there, in this primordial exit space, that the 

political impulse is inaugurated, without it being necessary to instil all 

the sacrifice inherent to courage within it. On the contrary, when the 

impulse is generated from the body, possible futures appear more 

accessible and concrete to us.

I did not hear the rest of the lyrics. My attention was caught by the 

diffuse reflection behind the mirror. I tend to digress a lot; fly to other 

stops; especially when the light is low. At these times, the same refrain 

always appears to me, in the recurring form of a familiar story, which 

approaches as if from afar, in an almost imperceptible tone, like an 

ancestral call. It was in The Book of Imaginary Beings by Jorge Luis Borges 

with Margarita Guerrero (1969: 67-8), that I heard it for the first time:

In those days the world of mirrors and the world of men were not, as they are now, cut off 

from each other. They were, besides, quite different; neither beings nor colours nor 

shapes were the same. Both kingdoms, the specular and the human, lived in harmony; 

you could come and go through mirrors. One night the mirror people invaded the earth. 

Their power was great, but at the end of bloody warfare the magic arts of the Yellow 

Emperor prevailed. He repulsed the invaders, imprisoned them in their mirrors, and 

forced on them the task of repeating, as though in a kind of dream, all the actions of men. 

He stripped them of their power and of their forms and reduced them to mere slavish 

reflections. Nonetheless, a day will come when the magic spell will be shaken off.

One day, we too, animals of the mirror, will be able to return to 

Earth. Shake off the strings that hold us to the puppet and feed it the 

flesh it needs to free itself. Refill it with blood, guts, viscosities and all 

the other organic fuels. Smear it with wounds, stiff necks, diversify the 

accidents along the way. Recover the mysteries of our biology, enter 

unknown climates and other aesthetic temperaments. Returning us to 

the fascination of making contact with skin, drift, error: slowness. 

Basically, to continue the amazement of living, keeping ourselves 

available to experiment, withdraw, change cruising speeds, and revive 

intimacies. Rebuild castles in the air and leave, keep leaving. Until a 

new faith insinuates itself.
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