
Through 

The sun shines in through the high windows. A brown, almost black floor, drowned in chocolate paint. The walls 
are tomato red. Here and there black beams grow, from floor to ceiling, closing the space. Black, heavy, plastic 
chairs with metallic shining frames, a bit heavy to lift. A little while ago, they bounced through the room when I 
moved them around. Now they are silent, waiting. 

I just turned my head in under the open lid of the grand piano, looking for new sounds, which scratched the air 
on the way up through the throat, hacking the sound waves that flowed down among the strings. Now people are 
coming, they actually made it here. I stand next to Conny and the room doesn’t transform, it remains the same as 
it was before. No surface opens up like a stage where I can transform. My jumper doesn’t look very good, it is what 
is is. No new shoes were miraculously delivered. It’s already time and I take a little step that means nothing. 
Because I’m already there, and have nothing amazing outside of myself to tread into, or achieve, in the room where 
some people have actually gathered. I take the red dictionary with small animals, like owls in a beige escutcheon. 
The front page looks like something from my sisters’ schoolbooks from upper primary school. Pink, glossy 
turtleneck sweaters and slipovers. But this is what I had at home. I haven’t brought anything that I didn’t have 
before. I have nothing with me except what I already have. And I don’t know anything about most of these things: 
I don’t want to know yet. It simply has to work because something will happen, it will become something. And I 
rest upon not knowing what to do. I can’t expect to do anything. The things I will do are not possible to control 
before, so I just don’t want to have a clue. 

Igenom, through, is the word. Anna read it out. A place that comes to mind? A park, a swimming pool. I look out 
on the sitting, no more words? Yes, a cellar! Conny chooses cellar. 1950, Jonas says. Austria comes to my mind 
and I start to breathe fast. I listen to the sound of my breathing and wait. I look down to my right, on the black, 
curvy, varnished thigh of the grand piano. I would like to sit down there. Thereunder. But I don’t, I remain 
standing. Something would have occurred there, under the grand piano. Now I will never know what it was. 

I see an underground apartment around me, no windows, with muted, silent walls. The ceiling is low, and I have 
a pale, flounced apron on. Like the one our housewife neighbour had, she who followed her husband’s way to the 
bus station with her light and soft “Kisses!” through the row house window, her voice echoing over the playgrounds. 
A stove, pastel cupcakes on different plates all over the space: pink, blue, turquoise, yellow. I am here. 

I would like to sink further down into this room and use my body more, not stand like a singer. Now I finally sit 
down. I look out on the ones who are sitting, I have to have the park, could they come through the park? It is over 
there to the left, behind Jonas, where he is sitting. Yes, now I hear the steps in the grass up there, although it has 
to be hundreds over meters away. The gate of the park is situated far from my underground room. Does Jonas 
connect cupcakes to the 50s? In some way I would like them to see what I see, but that is really not important. 
Perhaps my body reminds them too much of what we saw in the performance yesterday in the black room? This 
is not my intention, but I probably mirror what I have experienced myself, perhaps a kind of spontaneous, or 
unconcious intertextuality. I choose to remain standing, I want to be in the middle, here. And I don’t know if I 
am funny. I don’t need to know. It’s a relief. I am not funny. Through. My own sound is what carries me through 
this space. I am a stream that is directed and still. I remain here. I don’t escape. I am not better than this. They 
are coming now, and she, or I, will eat a pastel cupcake filled with arsenic and die. I have remained still and she 
has passed through, to meet them when they come. I can lean on the air, which has folded from the strain, straight 
in front of me. 

	


