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SKETCH
 O

F TO
G

ETH
ERN

ESS
 puts ‘real’ encounters on stage – and sets 

them
 in m

otion. The project takes place in different perform
ance contexts, according  

to a principle that stays the sam
e: a person working in the field of art and culture m

eets 

som
eone from

 outside the world of dance and theatre. For the duration of one day,  

the two enter into a com
plicit partnership based on the sim

ple yet com
plex agreem

ent to 

spend tim
e together and to get to know each other. The fact that they are accom

panied  

by a cam
era is part of the sketch and m

arks their encounter as an artistic process and 

thus as an experim
ental arrangem

ent. Sketch of Togetherness paints a portrait of two 

people who have never m
et before and literally puts their ability to m

eet each other to the 

test. A joint day trip is also the starting point for a perform
ance: their reunion takes 

place in front of an audience and is reenacted, updated and continued. The question of 

encounter offers an occasion to reflect on how we relate to the world and to each other. 

Sketch of Togetherness prom
pts the potential of m

eeting each other, engaging in 

conversation, growing fond of each other, getting along, enriching one another and/or 

nonetheless rem
aining in disagreem

ent. Over the course of a day, m
om

ents and spaces  

of experience em
erge that take on a life of their own. The two strangers enter into a relation- 

ship that finds its own form
, language and dynam

ic and that m
akes questions about 

togetherness in general accessible: what are we willing to show one another, what can we 

not hide and when does the perception of a stranger change to one of fam
iliarity? 

How does an encounter change m
y perception of the world, m

y relation to certain spaces, 

narratives, beliefs and under what circum
stances do we gain access to one another’s 

realities? Sketch of Togetherness focuses on the utopian potential of m
eeting each other 

free of judgem
ent and spending som

e ‘free tim
e’ with one another. The m

otif of the 

sketch em
phasises the incom

pleteness of every encounter and expresses the fact that 

relationships are always in flux. 

requires the audacity to engage with the other person, to step out of predefined roles 

myself in the face. At the same time, the human face contains an inherent vulnerability 

that throws us back on ourselves and forms the prerequisite for empathy. We can‘t get 

by without each other and yet we meet each other mainly in orderly ways. You can take 

my word for it. We could go for a coffee. We could sit opposite one another in the 

underground, barely perceptibly reacting to others passing by, shaking our heads, with 

our eyes downcast, with headphones on and screens in front of our eyes - networked 

and yet shielded. As we wait for the bus or stand in the queue, we meet each other not 

without reason. There’s hardly an opportunity to run into each other by mistake. As 

INDIVIDUALS, we might get stuck in the lift together one day. Loneliness has fallen 

like a veil over large parts of the world. People sit alone, within four walls, staring at 

flickering screens. We should call each other more often, or dial the wrong number and 

get involved in a conversation about the weather. Encounters become coping strategies 

or a risk, at a time when we (have to) distance ourselves. In so doing, it is possible  

to share with each other a space that does not live up to its expectations. Kinesthetic 

perception, TOUCH does not work through screens. We cannot zoom in on one 

another, but we can try to stay together. BETW
EEN W

HILING AW
AY AND 

W
AVELENGTHS, algorithms purport to work out who is a good match for us, if only 

we knew what we want from
 each other. M

y digital self has now accum
ulated a lot of 

data rubbish and while the oceans sink in plastic and waters are overflowing, I secretly 

keep a tally chart of m
issed opportunities. 

Do you find it absurd to move APART in order to FACE one another? A ‘real’ encounter 

TALKING TO YOURSELF
. I cannot ask you to carry m

y weight, but we can chew 

each other‘s ears off. W
avelengths of sound hit the hairs of our auricles in our ears, 

light waves cross the space and hit objects that are reflected back onto our retinas 

without being affected. Mirror-inverted. It‘s all just SOUND AND SM
OKE.  

Does that hit you? One look can make you sink into the ground. 200 years of Descartes 

(“I think, therefore I am!”) and we have completely forgotten that nothing can be  

thought that has not been felt before. Communication is largely based on feeling. 

Everything that is not said still resonates between people. Half-finished sentences. 

Unheard thoughts. Mutually agreeable or nervous silences. Facial expressions, body 

language, INTERMEDIATE SOUNDS do not escape us. As tactile beings,  

our skin does not form a closed exterior - we are connected to each other, and as 

INTERCONNECTED beings we cannot not communicate and at the same time we 

can’t tell each other anything new. We feel that something stands between us  

before we can find the words for it. One thing is certain: we will hardly be able to keep 

our bodies out of it. The sense of touch receives so little attention in research, yet  

it is ESSENTIAL TO SURVIVAL. We can get along fine without being able to see, 

hear or smell, but without touch we will wither away. Bodies are places of negotiation. 

What we need is tact: what we learn from each other, how we listen. What we have to tell 

one another. How much we can ask of each other. What we reveal to one another. Without 

accountability, we can count on having many faces.  

      

Bodies are SCENERIES in MOVEMENT. Discourses, norms and ruptures appear in 

them and are in turn performatively produced by them. We embody ideas, roles, relation-

ships, stories, memories. It is difficult to say what constitutes a self outside of (its) body, and  

whether there’s a spirit buzzing around or a soul that is breathed into it. Bodies are not just 

thrown into the world, they take shape and shed their skin. They don‘t get rid of habits 

easily and they continue to react to what surrounds them. They bear scars. Inevitably, they 

relate to other bodies, spaces and landscapes. They produce realities and then struggle 

with them. Will we ever get rid of bodies? As cyborgs, we could keep the mind-body 

dilemma at bay and carry on as transhumans. VIRTUAL REALITY or FLESH and 

BLOOD? HAVING a body or BEING a body? Either way, you can cast an eye on 

someone. Melt into each other. Touch someone with a mere glance. Place someone in your 

thoughts. Make a point. What remains when we move away from each other? OXYTOCIN 

This text allows itself to appear as a wave along which motifs 

of togetherness, encounter and coexistence meet. It is an 

invitation to let oneself be carried away, to dive in, to imagine 

DEEP LAYERS and drift. The ‘I’ that appears here will 

TOGETHERNESS does not propose a clear direction; the sketch is the framework that 

attempts to grasp the fragility and openness of the encounter. Every encounter points beyond itself, 

creating space for reflection, introspection and agreement. How can we see ourselves differently 

through the eyes of another? What if the contours fray towards the edges and the image (of oneself/of 

the other) becomes fractured? Sometimes it is impossible to speak of that which lies beneath the 

It is what it is. We can‘t make each other ours, but I can try to 
tell you what’s on THE TIP OF MY TONGUE. It‘s all 
quotes, nothing that hasn‘t been thought of before. As if the 
words - just like that - fell into our laps. ECHOLALIA.  
The ‘I’ that slips through the cracks. Lost in the fabric of the 
text, or: does the text have human form, is it a figure, an 
anagram of the body?4

The medium is both message and massage.3 Gestures leave 

traces that are layered. It also depends on the posture 

whether we find a common language. Hands and lips can be 

trained for someone else to read and check for legibility. 

Something that is not self-evident: speaking with one‘s hands 

What is encoded and decoded between satellites. Inflationary 

messages like: Sorry, 5 min late. All the best. Means nothing  

to me. What can we hold (of each other); store or let go? How 

long does an encounter last with indefinite battery life? Can 

memories erase themselves? 24.03.2010. A shoulder leans 

Something monstrous, that as it consumes itself, one side 

of its face is swallowed by the lines of the other. An arm 

telescopically tugs at another limb, interrupting the flow and 

revealing the view of the back of a body. Twisted silhouettes 

testify to the fact that something is in motion here. My gaze 

shifts from an auricle to a hand that seems enraptured, as if 

about to launch into a question, lingering on the area under 

one nostril and resting for a while on the pupils that return my 

Eyeball or oral cavity? There are always several perspectives on 

everything. Endless reflections between inside and outside. 

Prisms of reflection in which senders and receivers try to put 

themselves in each other‘s shoes. Out of sight, out of mind, but: 

and to surprise oneself. Through the encounter with the other, I can feel affirmed, insecure or challenged. What is certain is that we will have changed each other a little. Through 
the Thou a man becomes I 1 and I can hold up a mirror to myself, but without it, I cannot look 

1 Martin Buber: I and Thou, translated by Ronald Gregor Smith,

Edinburgh, 1937, p. 28.

4 Roland Barthes: The Pleasure of the Text, translated by Richard

Miller, Farrar, Straus and Giroux, New York, 1975, p. 17.

3 Cf. Marshal McLuhan; Quentin Fiore; Jerome Angel (eds.): 

The Medium is the Massage, Hamburg, 2001.2 Nayyirah Waheed: NEJMA, Wroclaw, 2019, p. 65.

lose   the thread and speak in polyphonic voices, and it cannot be sure of   its counterpart when it misses the mark.  

surface, yet every wave breaks.

We return to each other in waves.2 

is known to be a good remedy    for stress. Perhaps we could take this to heart fo
r o

nce, a
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gaze and throw it back in an encouraging manner.

is more than literal. Can you say that in your own words?

against another and it‘s 16:14. I dial your number in my sleep.

we have the gift of the gab.













What I always wanted to ask you  (blank)

 . 

I can‘t find the words, I  (blank) .

When I look back on my life in ten years’ time, then   (blank)

 .  

I won‘t recognise myself as  (blank)              nor  (blank) . 

I could never tell you that I   (blank)                            . 

I think, you and I, we   (blank) .

I doubt about   (blank)                                       . If I could turn back time I would  (blank)

 .

I think, we should   (blank)                               . Do you really want to hear this?

I wish that   (blank)                                             . I understand you when you say that

 . 

If I could go somewhere with you, it would be   (blank) . 

What‘s stopping us?                                          Do you really want me to turn back time now?  

I say   (blank)                                                       , because   (blank) .

If I were in your shoes, I would   (blank) . 

Greetings to you, your  (blank)                      . Greetings to you, your  (blank) . 
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