
ed to move away, but it was full of bramble that tangled me up and wouldn’t let 
me run. I stayed still, curled up and waited, hoping no one would find me.

Brescia (1988-2000) 
Sometimes sound eats sound. No mercy. One sound blocks another; they mask 
and cover each other. It’s a battlefield, from the front wave to the last particle. 
When waves touch matter, there is a bang, a collision, until vibrations cease to be 
audible.
It’s all about touch - blows, caresses, strokes, and slaps, following one another and 
bouncing back and forth. Relation includes everything, from gentle touch and 
caring to smashing someone's fucking head with a rock.
Sometimes to fully appreciate all the variations, you have to work slowly and 
subtly. It’s not a matter of aestheticizing silence. Rather, silence is just an essential 
condition that makes perception and exploration possible.

Passirano (2015), Bologna (2001) 
A friend slapped me. The same thing had happened years before, when a bounc-
er assaulted me at a Sonic Youth concert. I wanted to get in without paying and 
I had climbed over the fence. I hid on the ground in the grass of the park. I was 
waiting for the bouncers’ patrol to finish its round, but suddenly a blow hit me. 
You fucking communist! What the fuck are you doing here? I’ll give you 10 seconds 
to jump back over, 10, 9, 8, 7, 6…
My friend’s slap had the same intensity as the bouncer’s. The only difference was 
that my friend's blow had caught me on the ear. It left me with a ringing pain that 
changed my internal equalization.
I met him a month after the slap. He apologized, but he couldn’t understand how 
much it had hurt me. We had different sensitivities and I couldn’t expect him to 
understand.

Rotterdam (2011) 
It was a time where I was always alone. At night I would go out and sing in the 
street; very loudly. I walked around looking for places where my voice would 
be exaggerated. I would see a little alley and search for resonance. I would see a 
courtyard and look for reflections. I accompanied myself with my own distorted 
voice. And it wasn't just empowerment. It was about establishing a meaningful 
relationship with something besides myself. That's what sound and bodies have in 
common: they come closer and hug you.

Ways To Move in Silence (2026)

Ways To Move in Silence explores the relationship between listening and 
movement. Through a series of bodily actions, it engages touch and the pro-
duction of sound, while attending to acoustic phenomena such as propagation 
and filtering. These elements unfold through a sequence of actions distributed 
across space, occurring simultaneously.

Using the body both as a trigger that activates sound and as a shield that 
shapes and blocks it, the work foregrounds the agency of the listener and 
manifest their capacity to interfere with and intervene in the acoustic field. In 
the work, this field is approached both as a material space, where sonic forces 
act at every point, as well as a metaphor that allows broader reflections on 
concepts such as interaction and interdependence.

The work challenges the audience’s attention, inviting them to notice small 
changes and subtle variations, as if testing their capacity and willingness to 
contemplate and observe.
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