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BIOBOXES 

A Theatre Replacement Production 

Created and performed by Anita Rochon, Cindy Mochizuki, 

Donna Soares, Paul Ternes, Marco Soriano, and Una Memisevic 



BIOBOXES: Artifacting Human Experience 

Jenn Stephenson 

"Jenn." "Jenn?" "Hello. Please come with me." In the cacophony of names, I step 

forward determined to be a good sport-audience participation makes me ner

vous.A performer in a white lab coat, who has been calling my name, welcomes 

me and ushers me into a small black-curtained cubicle.Around me the other five 

audience members are being similarly hailed and seated in the other identical 

boxes. With the curtains closed, the space is dim and cozy, almost claustropho

bic. In front of me is a miniature stage, two feet wide with a proscenium height 

of about sixteen inches. Tht:: performer whom I had just met outside the box 

now pops her head up through a largish hole in the floor of the stage and we are 

face to face. This is the intimate geography ofTheatre Replacement's BIOBOXES, 

advertised as "a collection of short, bilingual one-person shows for one person 

audiences that take place in a very intimate theatre: a box worn on the actor's 

shoulders." 1 Minimalist both in scope-just one performer and just one audi

ence member (audient?)-and in physical size as we sit knee to knee, BIOBOXES

offers up a recipe for a very intense encounter. 

Within this basic uniform structure, however, the scenographic style of each 

box is quite distinct. In one box, the face of the performer dwarfs the smaller

scale setting of a bright kitchen, complete with table, chair, and shelves of various 

foodstuffs. Reaching her hand through a separate hole, she animates as puppets an 

egg, a miniature bottle of Remy Martin, and an apple. In another box, the stag� 

is draped in black velvety fabric, which spills down over the downstage edge. 

The performer's head is nested pillow-like in this material. Personal photos and 

magazine cut-outs are pasted to the walls.At one point, a string of white medi

cal face masks spans the stage, covering the performer's mouth and nose. In each 

1 "Past Projects: BIOBOXES (2009) ," Theatre Replacement, accessed 23 August 2011, http:/ /www. 

theatrereplacement.org/bioboxes. 
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box, the seemingly disembodied and boxed head of the performer is the prima

ry scenographic feature. By bringing the audience in so close and by shrinking 

the overall size of the stage, this work radically alters the usual theatrical relation 

of performer to the frame and its contents; we are viewing the live performer 

in an unaccustomed close-up. Given that apples and eggs talk, salt streams from 

a hole in the ceiling, and a tiny pair of lederhosen hop around by themselves, 

not to mention that the boxes are dominated by a giant head, the scenography 

of BIOBOXES ventures far afield from garden-variety representations of the actual 

world. So how is this anthology of performances to be situated within the con

text of stage realism? 

A fascination of several recent Theatre Replacement projects has been with 

putting the real on stage. Eschewing the illusions of stage realism, these docu

mentary and verbatim productions seek to display the really real. Travelling to 

Rome, London, Paris, and Moscow all in the state ofTennessee, Theatre Re

placement's The Greatest Cities in the World (2010) is a "cacophonous smash up"2 

of documentary interviews, photographs, and videos. 100% vancouver (2011) 

shrinks the focus to just one city, gathering one hundredVancouverites on stage 

to create a living portrait of not just the demographic "face" of the city, but also 

its opinions, preferences, hopes, and fears. Beginning with their title-BIOBOX

ES-these playlets are also keen to display their documentary roots as biography. 

Biography is by its nature a realist genre: it promises us the true story of a real

world person. And yet, as biography, rather than autobiography, BIOBOXES does 

not permit direct access to that touchstone of reality-the actual person does 

not appear. Counterbalancing the innate theatricality of the theatre frame, The

atre Replacement's BIOBOXES makes active use of various strategies to invoke the 

real on stage, to hem the absent subject with real markers of presence. To cre

ate these performances, each of the six performer-biographers selected a subject 

from among their acquaintances-in each case choosing a first-generation Ca

nadian who shares the same linguistic background as the performer. It is this 

tie of language that gives the boxes their titles: French/English Box, Canton

ese/English Box,Japanese/English Box, and so on. The performers interviewed 

their chosen subjects and from these interviews distilled the performance texts, 

reiterating the first-person accounts verbatim. In performance, video footage 

2 "Past Projects: The Greatest Cities in the World (2010)," Theatre Replacement, accessed 23 Au

gust 2011, http:/ /www.theatrereplacement.org/the-greatest-cities-in-the-world. 
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from these original interviews is projected on the back wall of the theatre. We 

are able to see and hear the biographical subjects, encouraging us to match the 

repeated biographies in the theatre to the original autobiographical event re

corded on film, and in this way the bridge to the real subject is again established . 

Further, each box features three authentic objects of personal value belonging 

to the originating subject-actual-world talismans that act as metonymical sub

stitutes for the absent biographical body. 

In contrast with that absent biographical body, the audience is inescapably, 

blushingly, self-consciously, really present in BIOBOXES. The intimate geography 

of BIOBOXES not only brings the performer into high resolution but also renders 

me as an audience member highly visible. Alone with the performer, I become 

intensely aware that she can see me, hear me, smell me. This awareness and the 

overwhelming self-consciousness it brings seems to be far and away the most 

affecting element of BIOBOXES. Inside the box, my usually passive but engaged au

dience reaction to the performer and the story she or he is telling is overlaid by 

an almost continuous internal monitoring of that reaction. Is my facial expres

sion appropriate? Can I look away from the performer to survey the scenery or 

must I stay locked in eye contact? Do I fidget too much? Am I slouching? Should 

I actively respond to this one-way conversation-to nod or frown or to sigh in 

sympathy? For my own part, I find myself making a strong attempt to respond 

to the performer, mirroring her emotions with my own and becoming a kind of 

performer myself. Outside the box, released from the performance, I find that I 

am a little giddy-and I am not the only one. The intensity of audience partic

ipation on this scale has an after-effect akin to an adrenaline rush. This is much 

more than a surprising gimmick. By focusing on what it means to be an audient, 

BIOBOXES redirects some significant portion of my attention to what is happen

ing on this side of the proscenium. W hat is real in the theatrical equation? I am. 

We take for granted that the audience is always "real," but in conjunction with 

its efforts to carve out provisionally real worlds of fiction, theatre with realist 

ambitions often also works hard to push aside my reality-or at least my aware

ness of myself as a real-world entity. Western theatre of the last few centuries has 

witnessed a gradual pacification of audiences, culminating in the silent, invisible, 

immobile, and anonymous house coincident with nineteenth-century natural

ism. Peering through the fourth wall, the audience is relegated to the role of 

eavesdropper.A vocal, visible, individuated audience is anathema to the illusions 

of realism. One of the corollary conventions of stage realism, then, involves the 
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effacement of the audience almost to the point of non-existence. The experi

ence of BIOBOXES reverses this chiastic relationship, turning its realist gaze on the 

audience and its participation. 

Helen Freshwater recognizes the connection between audience participation 

and political empowerment as "one of the most cherished orthodoxies in the

atre studies."3 Significantly in terms of this equation, the focus of BIOBOXES on 

the nature of audience participation sidesteps the common technique of using 

audiences as participants in other ways. Audience members are not employed 

as faux-actors called onto the stage. Nor are they being used as playwrights in a 

"choose your own adventure" environment in which audience feedback functions 

to change the performance in progress. Participation by the audience is as audi

ence, provoking a full exploration of the audience role itself. In two of the boxes, 

the audient becomes an explicit part of the performance, but again significantly 

I am incorporated not as a fictional character but in my capacity as a real-world 

audience member/watcher. In the Japanese/English Box, the performer snaps 

my picture. She shows me the result (not pretty) and then passes me a flashlight 

and a pile of photos of previous audients. In the German/English box, the audi

ent is also archived into the performance. This box incorporates a webcam and 

a pocket-sized monitor. Throughout the performance, the camera and monitor 

have been used to depict the performer's head and also some of the character

figurines.At the end, the camera is turned around and the final image of the play 

is my face on the screen looking at me looking at me. 

Thus, the two realist threads invoked by BJOBOXES-verbatim biographical per

formance and the self-reflexive audience member-become intertwined.Just as 

the biographical stories of each box invoke realist elements to assist in the fic

tional creation of the biographical protagonist, so too the cognitive geography 

of the box theatres themselves reactivate the "real" audient, bringing my own 

story to the fore. The intimate configuration of the boxes has been compared 

to the private interview of a confessional, a doctor's office, or a table for two on 

a first date. In each case, the focus is on the telling of a self: "This is who I am." 

"This is what you need to know about me."The impetus to real-world political 

action rests on the answer to the question: "What does this play want from me?" 

Demanding our participation as highly attuned audience members, BIOBOXES

challenges us to translate this observer stance into the larger sphere. The active 

3 Helen Freshwater, Theatre & Audience (Basingstoke: Palgrave MacMillan, 2009), 3. 
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focus of the audience is bi-directional: we are witnesses both to biographical ac

counts and to the reflexive subject of that account as we look into our own lives. 

In performance, BIOBOXES marries these two tasks, inviting consideration of how 

we respond to the stories of another and how we respond to our responses, not 

cushioned by darkness and anonymity but fully accountable in the light. 
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Production Note 

BIO BOXES: Artifacting Human Experience is a collection of short one-person shows 

for one-person audiences that take place in a very intimate theatre: a box worn 

on the actor's shoulders. The boxes are modelled after your standard cardboard 

box; they are just 2411 wide by 16 11 high by 16 11 deep. Through an interview pro

cess with first-generation Canadians, six artists have created tiny shows that are 

performed in both English and another respective language.The audience mem

bers choose when they would like to change languages, switching back and forth 

at any time. All of the texts used in BIOBOXES are verbatim, meaning the words 

are taken directly from transcripts of the interviews. 

The languages and cultures represented in BIOBOXES are: Cantonese, French, 

German, Italian,Japanese, and Serbo-Croatian. 
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BIOBOXES premiered at the High Performance Rodeo, Calgary, in 2007, co-pro

duced by Theatre Replacement and the High Performance Rodeo with the

following creative team: 

Created and performed by Anita Rochon, Cindy Mochizuki, Donna Soares, Paul

Ternes, Marco Soriano, and Una Memisevic 

Directed by James Long and Maiko Bae Yamamoto 

Box construction by Kofu Yamamoto 

Dramaturgy by Kris Nelson 

Video by Candelario Andrade 



Characters 

At Home with Jeanne-Pierre 

Apple 

Remy Martin 

Egg 

Flight 

Pilot 

My Brother, My Hero 

Girl 

A Modernist Nightmare 

Child 

Mama 

Cow 

King Otto 

Narrator 

Reporter 

La Storia Di Anna (Anna'.5 Story) 

Anna 

Man 

Hypochondriac 

Woman 



At Home with Jeanne-Pierre 
French/English Box 
Anita Rochon 

In front of a red velvet curtain that is drawn closed , a sign appears: "Amuse

Gueule. "A light shines on it , like a searchlight. Downstage left another light 

comes on. Hie see APPLE. 

APPLE: (sings) And I try 

And I try 

And I try 

Ooh I try ... 

APPLE inhales, exhales. Beat. A light turns on to reveal REMY MARTIN, a.k.a. 

Jeanne-Pierre. 

REMY MARTIN: My wife. 
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APPLE: (sings) I can't get no. 

REMY MARTIN: My second wife. 

APPLE: (sings) Satisfaction. 

REMY MARTIN: Not happy. 

APPLE: (sings) Hey hey hey ... 

Yeah, I guess I've always been an emotional person. 

REMY MARTIN: Not happy. 

REMY MARTIN crosses over to APPLE. 

I've been married twice, yeah, and one relationship. There's one thing I always 

told my mom, "You know when I grow up I'm going to marry a woman 

with blond hair and blue eyes." 

REMY MARTIN kisses APPLE. Another light comes on. 

And I did! 

APPLE: I had a kid in the relationship when I was not married. 

Another voice is heard behind the curtain. It is the voice of EGG, a.k.a. 

Jean-Philippe. 

EGG: And we don't talk! 

APPLE: Jean-Philippe! 

The bottom part ef the curtain begins to rise, revealing the pe,former's face. She 

looks at EGG. 

EGG: We don't. Talk. 

APPLE: We talk. My son,Jean-Philippe. 

EGG: First of all I wasn't wanted-

REMY MARTIN: Oh here we go with that again ... 

REMY MARTIN scuttles away.Another sign is revealed: "Hors d'oeuvre." 
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EGG: In those days they were struggling for everything, and my mom didn't want 

a kid.And she was pregnant with twins and she managed to get them-you 

know-aborted. 

APPLE: Jean-Philippe! 

EGG: And so when I came, she tried everything that she could to get r id of me. 

But I hanged in there. I almost died. 

EGG smiles big. 

APPLE: I like Cuban music, I like opera, rock and roll, I love the Rolling Stones, 

I like ... 

EGG: This ring? This ring is the last thing my dad left me. 

A ring appears and is placed on stage. EGG sits on the ring. 

And I didn't have time to really know my dad. I know he was a fabulous 

dancer. .. 

APPLE: We used to go out dancing every night in France. It's always been music 

that has made a lot of sense to me. In those days we used to work so hard, 

long hours, split shifts. Then we got the chance to move to Canada. 

EGG: He died around Christmas. Yeah. The twenty-third. The twenty-third of 

December he died and I never could say bye-bye but whatever, that was a 

long mourning. Here, you can hold his ring. 

EGG floats up. The peiformer gives the audience member the ring to hold. EGG

floats back onto the table where he was standing before. 

REMY MARTIN: Okay! 

The curtains open even wider to reveal REMY MARTIN taking a tour efhis restaurant. 

He scuttles around the stage. 

A regular day for me would be running a restaurant. So I would get up in 

the morning, take a shower, have a coffee, and go to work. I go pick up some 

food for the restaurant, cook lunch.After lunch ifl have somebody, I would 

go home and in a better world I would "play" for a little bit ... 
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He kisses APPLE and she laughs. 

And come back to the restaurant around four thirty, five o'clock and start 

cooking again. That's it, that's my life. 

Sad times? Oh yes I've had sad times. 

He moves downstage, emoting. 

I've always been emotional. But I'm just like a cat. I land on my feet. 

I like cooking lamb. Maybe because I'm good at it. I have a feeling for it. 

I can feel it. I like it too. 

He crosses downstage right . 

EGG: (sitting on the table as it moves forward, inching closer to the audience) I like 

eggplant and I like goat's cheese. My favourite dish is a combination of 

eggplant ... goat's cheese ... and other things. 

APPLE: You know I never could remember the alphabet? I lived for fifty years 

before finding out I was completely dyslexic. 

Another sign is shown, "Entree." 

And now people tell me there might be a better way of doing things, reading, 

writing ... 

APPLE floats up to peruse the bookshelf, reading all the different titles. 

It's not that easy. Because of the comfort zone, I have ways to remember 

things. Tricks.And I don't want to do this ... I don't want to do that. 

Can you do something for me? Write a letter for me? For my son, 

Jean-Philippe. 

A big red book and a pencil appear and are offered to the audience member. 

APPLE dictates. 

After the rain comes the sun. And where there is life, there is hope. 
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She takes back the book. 

Jean-Philippe, look ... 

She brings the book up to EGG and holds it open for him to read. 

I don't know that I've ever been really happy in my life. 

REMY MARTIN: Too emotional. 

APPLE: And the way I'm working these days, I don't know how long I' ll be 

around for. 

REMY MARTIN: Non, non, non. 

REMY MARTIN bumps into APPLE. The red book that EGG has been reading closes 

with a snap. 

EGG: I think it's possible. Happiness.And I'm going to find it. I am going to find 

my happiness. 

Come on, everyone. Dinner. 

A sign appears, "Dessert," as a chocolate is placed on the table. It is offered to 

the audience member. 

As the curtains close, APPLE sings "(I Can't Get No) Satiifaction" again. 

APPLE: And I try 

And I try 

And I try 

Ooh I try. 

Just before the curtains close completely, the peiformer bites into APPLE. 

The end. 



Flight 
Japanese/English Box 
Cindy Mochizuki 

A red light beams through the back of the box. A head pops up slowly. A PILOT 

appears. She is wearing a camera around her neck and aviator headgear with 

goggles a la Amelia Earhart. She pushes the goggles up on to her head. 

Images of the city are all around. The soundscape of a city can be heard. 

PILOT: I don't want to be a bird but I want to be like a bird. "Ko" ... a dove. 

The city begins to recede as more of the PILOT's face is revealed. 

A yellow beak, pure white feathers. Like this size, a little smaller than a 

seagull. 
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She flashes a light onto a white bird above. She holds a mini battery-powered 

Jan, which she uses to blow air on the bird and the audience member. 

Yes, that's right. I don't need to fly that fast. Slowly flying "Ko" ... looking 

down ... "Ko" ... but looking over and around ... 

She holds up her camera, asks if she can take a photo. 

Usually people ask to make uh, to make a posture or faces. But I don't like 

such a picture. Usually when I ask people to make a face the people like to 

be a handsome guy. Like this way. 

She shows the audience member the picture she has just taken ef them. 

This is not a natural face. I try to say this way. There is no mistake I ask for 

a natural look. 

A pile ef photos and a small flashlight are handed to the audience. 

Whatever I ask the expression is ghastly. Same face. Same pattern. I don't like 

it ... Their expression on their face. Only that person holds that expression 

I want to take. 

About one thousand pictures. In one's mind there are memories, but if 

you don't take photos you will forget ... 

The sound ef birds chirping can be heard. 

Yeah ... I got the "I don't want to speak English" disease three to four months 

ago. 

A box is lifted to reveal many bright yellow beaks inside. 

The reason why I got this was-is ... I was scared to say English to people 

who say English.A little bit, my feeling ... I don't know, my speech is a little 

bit fragile. So maybe if people say, "Huh?" or "Pardon?" or "Sorry?" or "What 

did you say?" I feel so sorry, so bad, so freaked out, so yeah ... 
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Still. But it's much better now. 

It helped but I took a one-month break in my school and I stayed home 

for two weeks and I travelled to Eastern Canada, to Montreal, Toronto, 

Ottawa. 

Three small paper buses with the PILOT in each move past the audience's eyes. 

A bus package tour. I signed up alone. i went there with no one. 

But it worked.Yeah, kind of. No. I didn't get confidence but I learned I 

don't have to speak English perfectly ... 

The PILOT asks the audience to take a Japanese good-luck charm and pull it .  

Temple flags rise up and music can be heard. 

There is a Japanese history. Used to be this guy, Sugawara Michizane-the 

emperor's right-hand man. But there were two. The other guy didn't like 

Sugawara. So he put, he sent him to this area. This area was not a good place 

because it was close to other countries. Sometimes war happens and people 

came to conquer the area. So ... he died there. Because of a disease. And after 

that the Sugawara ghost appears as a head. 

A ghost flies down and hovers overhead. 

The head hangs around the street. The ghost appears to the guy so after that 

they built the Sugawara Shrine, where, yes, I got this charm. 

The PILOT asks the audience if they would like to light some incense in memory 

ef Sugawara. She hands them a stick ef incense and lights a match. She asks them 

to place the incense in a holder. The box fills with the scent ef burning incense. 

A part ef the floor opens up to reveal glowing, white feathers. 

I want to be like a bird. 

"Ko" ... a dove.A yellow beak, pure white feathers. 
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The PILOT flashes a light on many people below, casting their shadows. She places 

a .figurine of a PILOT and his camera onto the landscape. 

Thinking that there can be such a world flying ahead and occasionally looking 

down and thinking of places where it might be fun or places I haven't seen 

before or wondering what people are doing and if I'm curious I fly down 

and see things I don't know and learn ... 

A glowing egg appears and opens up.A good-luck charm is offered to the audience 

member to take with them. 

In one's mind there are memories, and if you don't take ... you will forget. 

The end. 



My Brother, My Hero 
Cantonese/English Box 
Donna Soares 

Hie hear the plucking of delicate strings, an eerie music. Suddenly someone begins 

coughing uncontrollably. Lights come up on GIRL, holding a handkerchief over 

her mouth. 

GIRL: He will never call me again. Not being able to talk to him makes it hard. 

He looks like me. Slightly taller. I think he's about your height. How tall 

are you again? 

The audience member responds. 

Yeah, he's about that height. He's very, very skinny, though. Like ifl compare 

my arm with his, I'm actually more fat than he is. He actually quite resembles 

Andy Lau, the Hong Kong pop star. 
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She reveals pin-up posters of Andy Lau on the wall with a flashlight. 

She sings a Jew lyrics from an Andy Lau song. 

She coughs. 

My brother is Joon Yeen,Jenkin. The middle character means handsome. 

I would definitely say my brother is cute. My mom always says that be

cause she's the prettier one, like, compared to my dad, my brother is the more 

handsome one, so he looks like my mom, whereas I' m more ugly so I look 

more like my dad, which is true because I have my dad's facial structure. 

She lights her face with the flashlight. She lights the walls again. 

Maybe because he's older than me, but my brother's so cool, cooks really 

well, really takes care of his family. My brother is perfect. 

She blows Andy Lau a kiss. 

Two, three years after he graduated high school, he really wanted to find 

something he wanted to do. My dad's cousin's a barrister in Hong Kong and 

my brother went back to do work experience for three months. He came 

back and said that he would pursue that dream. About three years ago, he 

went back to Hong Kong. 

My parents are absolutely very lucky, but me being in the world kind of 

brings them bad luck. My mom and dad have both been sick. Sometimes I 

kind of blame my-

I don't know I just ... I was a surprise baby to them. They never planned 

me, and all of a sudden they got pregnant. 

A tiny, plastic baby falls from the ceiling. GIRL picks it up and sticks it to the wall. 

So I just felt like ... I did not bring them happiness ' caus.e I was a fussy girl. 

My brother was such a perfect child, and then they had me. 

I found this guy unexpectedly in a math lab. It was really magical. I was 

picking a seat, you know how sometimes girls will see cute guys and sit by 
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them to see if anything happens? One of my classmates came in and sat next 

to me and it just so happens that she knows this guy. They started talking 

and I cut in. After the lab closed I didn't want to leave. 

"So where are you going now?" 

"I'm going somewhere and do more math." 

"Can I come with you?" 

"Sure, let's go do math together." 

We stayed for an hour and talked some more. We exchanged phone num

bers. I've never known a guy that we had so much spark and chemistry right 

at the first moment. His first voice mail is still in my mailbox. I just don't 

want to delete it, it's filled with memories. 

She coughs. 

Going back to Hong Kong was really dangerous because of SARS. 

She places her hand on the audience member's knee. 

He went back all by himself, so of course my mom and dad were very 

worried. 

She retracts her hand. A string of surgical masks begin to pass in front of the 

GIRL'sjace. She speaks from behind the masks. 

Bad luck. I was shocked. Heartbroken. Close to death? My heart fell and 

shattered like glass. I tried to hold back my tears. He's leaving us. Our family 

is coming apart. I don't want that to happen. I always want ... My safest 

moment is when everyone's home at night. Just to have everyone home. 

W hat if Mom and Dad leave one day? 

I already felt like I was an only child. My brother's eight years older than 

I am. The only time that I see him is basically at dinnertime. So him leaving 

is just a matter of not being able to see him. My brother was such a perfect 

child, and then they had me. 

A curtain of teardrops emerge. 
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The first few nights, I couldn't do anything. 

"Leave me alone, I don't want to see you guys." 

I am so tired of it. I've cried way too many times. 

That morning, when he called me, I made sure to sound as cheerful as I can. 

He said, "Jenine, I just want you to know that I really, really cared about you." 

The string of surgical masks is lowered . 

He calls every night. Just to check up on Mom and Dad. Superhero. I love 

him very much. Even though I don't say it to him, but he knows. To Chinese 

people, it's too-

She grimaces and shakes her head. 

I'm just happy to have him. 

An Andy Lau song plays. A teddy bear emerges and waves. 

This reminded me of you. I wanna see you. 

There's so little memory of him somehow, thinking about it. 

Lights begin flashing. It creates a somewhat ghastly look on GIRL'., face. 

I'm pretty lonely. There's always something about him that I miss. Even if I 

cry these days, it's about him. Sometimes I think that other people will think 

that my EQ is very low, because I can for one minute be laughing like crazy, 

then the next minute I' ll be crying like crazy, then the next minute I' ll be 

laughing like crazy again. 

She laughs until she coughs. Music Jades out . 

The end. 



A Modernist Nightmare 
German/English Box 
Paul Ternes 

A Styrefoam wall separates the peiformer and the audience. A Bavarian folk 

song is heard, and the peiformer begins to dance an Alpine Schuhplattler (shoe

s lapping) dance.As the song and dance ends a small.figurine ef a woman appears 

from behind the wall and moves to centre stage. 

MAMA: Biichenbach

Buchenbach-

You have heard of Biichenbach? There's not much there. It's about a 

thousand year s old and it hasn't changed much except for the last forty 

years. 

I remember things fit together in a way that I thought they ought to. And 

it was pretty. 
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A .figurine of a child carrying a red bucket enters from behind the wall . 

CHILD: There was a lake nearby that would freeze in the winter and you could 

go skating on it. There were always places to go. 

MAMA: Yes, when we were six we would disappear for the afternoon after school 

was out. 

CHIW exits. 

This is something children don't do anymore. They tend to be supervised all 

the time. 

MAMA exits cifter CHIW.

Biichenbach had one of everything.A school, a baker, a post office, a gas station. 

And the gas station in those days was a Caltex gas station. 

CHIW enters again on top of a toy Volkswagen Beetle. 

CHILD: (sings) California, California Texan Oil 

California, California Texan Oil ... 

Rounded corners with glass brick and everything arrayed to reflect the 

Caltex insignia. 

So the people ran around in white coveralls, and they had little white oil cans. 

Exits. 

MAMA: (offstage) And this to my mind was no different than any other part of 

this world in the sense that it too was a naturally occurring gas station in 

the same way that cows were a naturally occurring feature of this landscape. 

Figurine of a cow enters. 

cow: In Bavarian there is a term for anyone who lives north of the Main River: 

Saupreiss. 

Pig-Prussian. 
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MAMA enters. 

MAMA: Whereas northerners tend to look at anyone south of the Main as being, 
well, agrarian. 

They face off 

cow: T hey roundly loathe one another. 

CHILD re-enters without the car,followed by a .figurine of a king. 

CHILD: Ladies and gentlemen: Otto the First, first king of the German nation! 

KING OTTO appears. 

KING OTTO: Thank you very much.That reminds me of the time that Charlemagne 
went into Saxony, massacred about three thousand people in an afternoon 
because they wouldn't become Christian. 

So he put them to the sword. 

cow quickly exits,followed by KING OTTO. 

MAMA: One day all German Caltex stations were rebranded as Texacos. And this 
meant that everything was now dark brown and orange and there was the star. 

T# hear the sound of a drill as it begins drilling through the Styrofoam wall. 

And for the first time in my life I realized that some part of the world was 
arrayed by different forces other than just natural evolution. 

A.finger pokes a hole through the Styrofoam. The peiformer's mouth appears. 

And I never quite forgot this moment becaus6 it seemed to mean that the 
world was capable oflying. 

And there was someone somewhere who owned the world that I couldn't 
sense. 

N 
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The peiformer's eye appears in the hole . 

NARRATOR: They went for a walk every evening and said: "We are the people." 

No one shot at anyone. This was the only bloodless revolution in Europe. 

The powers that be called the Russian commanders and asked them to 

send the tanks in. 

The Russian commanders said no, and Gorbachev said sort this out on 

your own. 

I was there when the wall came down. 

The peiformer's hands appear on either side of the wall and begin tearing it 

apart. Pieces fall forward onto the audience member's lap. The peiformer and the 

audience member are face to face for the first time. 

It was extraordinary. 

The peiformer sC!fily blows away the last pieces of wall debris. Behind the peiformer's 

head, stage left is a small brick wall with barbed wire placed in front of a tower 

holding up a white sphere the size of a tennis ball. 

Back in Canada I had a dinner party around the time that Germany unified. 

A number of people who had known me since I had come here started to 

talk about the changes in Germany that had occurred after the wall came 

down. 

The pe,former places a tiny video monitor in fiont of his face and begins speaking as 

a TV news reporter. The NIAMA and CHIW figurines face the screen, which is blank. 

REPORTER: The neo-Nazis were suddenly having a field day, especially in the 

eastern parts that were economically depressed. People were attacked. People 

were killed. For about six months, there was an attack every day. 

The peiformer peers out from behind the monitor and speaks as the NARRATOR. 

NARRATOR: And at that dinner party somebody asked me whether I could 

understand the sentiment of the people who were now sort of asserting 
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their German-ness. And, well, I could make it known ifl felt that, now that 

the situation had been changed, felt maybe not approval of that particular 

activity, but that I would embrace my nationality. 

The people sat around the table and looked at me, interested to see what 

I would now say. They were just wondering how I would field this one. 

The sphere on top of the tower begins to turn, and an embedded camera lens 

points at the peiformer, who is now also visible on the video monitor. 

Crypto-N azi. 

He turns to speak directly into the camera. 

I felt utterly alone. And in some strange way I became German after that. 

And it was painful. 

The KING OTTO figurine pops up in front of the camera lens-a close-up of his 

face appears on the monitor. 

KING OTTO: The situation has changed. There is nothing to be gained from 

another fascist Germany. The corporations, which, after all, got Hitler into 

power, currently have no interest in repeating this. Now the corporations 

are international conglomerates who see the nation-state as an impediment 

to the free flow of money. I mean, it is sufficient for twenty per cent of 

the population to bully the remainder, and clearly you can coerce people. 

M'AM'A exits, leaving behind CHILD, who turns towards audience while on-screen 

KING OTTO exits off camera. 

CHILD: Um, I used to do the Rommel's lawn. They lived just down the street. 

And they had, um, a hovercraft lawnmower. There was a company called 

Flymo, which made hovercraft lawnmowers that didn't run on wheels. 

A small wind-up toy of a pair of lederhosen with feet are placed next to CHIW 

and begins to hop about. 
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And for mountainous areas these were very useful. 

The camera lens turns to face out towards the audience member who now appears 

on the monitor. CHIW turns to face the screen, and then exits after A1AMA. 

The end. 



La Storia Di Anna (Anna's Story) 
Italian/English Box 
Marco Soriano 

A paper screen separates the peiformer and audience member. Throughout the piece, 

only parts of the peiformer's face will be seen in cut-out boxes in the screen. The 

screen scrolls in both directions, revealing various images on two rotating pillars 

sandwiching the peiformer's head. The back wall is painted with a magnificent 

sunset, which is only partially visible behind the peiformer's head. 

The first thing revealed on the screen are the words "La Storia di Anna" (An

na's Story). The peiformer is hidden behind the screen. 

A tarantella plays and the screen scrolls to reveal the peiformer's eyes, made up 

with blue eyeshadow. ANNA speaks with an Italian accent. 

AN 
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ANNA: Well, many years ago, when I was a young girl, it was in to have a lace 

dress for the evening and a mink collar. So my mother gave me this wild, 

Canadian mink ... 

She touches and reveals a mink wrapped around her neck. 

The mink became very nostalgic so I brought it back home to Canada. 

The scroll moves to reveal a map of Italy with inset of Turin . It continues to 

move, showing a pretty watercolour of Turin. 

I was born right in the middle of the city of Torino in northwestern Italy

in the shadow of the Mole Antonelliana. I remember I would travel, I would 

play bridge and tennis, I would ski and I would work of course, and I always 

worked very hard. But at the time there was no way you would leave home. 

And so I had a very, very easy, pleasant life. 

The scroll moves quickly back to reveal the MAN's mouth. He speaks with no 

accent. 

MAN: She didn't even know what Canada was at the time. She didn't want to 

come to Canada. It was the man she married who didn't want to live in 

Italy anymore. 

ANNA: Vincent went to Libya in the spring. In the fall he came back with an 

engagement ring. Then he went off to London, to find work, and we had 

decided to not even think of getting married till September. So he calls 

me the sixth of July, 1966, and says, "Anna, we have to get married by the 

end of the month because I've got this job at the beginning of August and 

they want me here."W hat? "I' ll be there tomorrow." Because he loved 

challenges, right ... My mother was all excited-she wanted grandchildren. 

Plus Vincent was ... wonderful. He could imitate anyone, he had a wonderful 

bass voice ... 

An engagement ring with a green stone is revealed. "Lauretta Mia" plays, an 

Italian ballad that is traditionally the first dance at a wedding reception, where 

fathers dance with their daughters as a farewell of sorts. 
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MAN: She said: 

ANNA: "Mother, I don't have a dowry, I have nothing, I don't even have a piece 

of a towel." 

So she started laughing and walked to this enormous closet like they have 

in Italy, to the ceiling, and she starts throwing at me towels and sheets. 

The scroll moves quickly back to reveal the engagement ring again. 

MAN: They were married in the mountains two hours from town and it was truly 

one of the best weddings she was ever at. 

"Lauretta Mia" stops. The Union Jack is revealed. 

ANNA: I had been to England a few years before to study and they said they 

could only give me six months, but I think the immigration officer liked 

me because he gave me a year. So I thought they were all nice and sweet. 

This time, there were three entrances, British, Commonwealth, and aliens. 

Vincent was Commonwealth and I was an alien ... 

A passport with a red "X" on it appears. 

I go with my passport and he says, "W here is your visa?""I don't have a visa. 

I just got married and my husband is inside." Well he said, "All right," put a 

big red cross, got Vincent back, put another big red cross and said, "All right, 

for two years you can't come back and you have to stay here tonight because 

you missed the last ferry." 

The scroll moves and the screen becomes prison bars. There is a pause, and then 

the scroll continues to reveal a little box cut in the screen just a bit higher than 

the peiformer's eyes. 

We went to the consul general in Milan and he said, "You both speak 

English, you must go to my city." So he opens the map, and says this is 

Vancouver. Vincent looks at all of this water, the mountains-well ... that's 

how it happened. W hen we decided we would come to Canada, my father, 

he loved to research, to read, so he found out that Canada was the second 
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largest country in the world, it had one third of the fresh water of the world. 

He never told me that Vancouver was nine thousand kilometres from Torino. 

ffi see an airplane in a cloudy sky. The sound ef an airplane taking eff is heard. 

I was twenty-nine. The sixteenth of October. It was a time when everybody 

was conring to Canada. I hated it. First of all, it was a long, long trip. I'm not 

a good traveller. It was foggy and there was already tension between me and 

Vincent. So we stopped in Montreal for a night and then came to Vancouver, 

where it rained and it rained and rained ... till February! 

The incessant sound ef rain plays through the next section ef text.A motel vacancy 

sign is revealed, then a miniature mop and bucket. 

MAN: V incent had decided that Anna was spoiled, and that she deserved to be 

punished. So he didn't even look for an apartment. They lived in motels and 

she hated it. She washed the floor every day. She's not very domesticated, 

but what does one do in a motel? All of a sudden she found that she had to 

please a person in a manner that she did not understand. 

An image of miniature bread and a rolling pin is revealed. 

She couldn't cook, she still can't cook ... she hates cooking, but she had to 

cook for him. The moment she began being able to cook something, he 

wanted somethlng else-he wanted to change. 

The scroll moves quickly across to reveal a miniature Bible. 

ANNA: I made friends with some Jehovah's Witnesses that came around every 

week, a mother and a son. I always confronted them of course with my own 

ideas, but they were company. It was very nice to have someone to visit me. 

Through the following section ef text, images ef eight motel rooms are shown on 

the screen. The sound ef rain continues. 
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T hank God we got away form there. For someone like me, who comes from 

a city like Torino, they call us "bougianais," which means we do not move. 

So for someone like me, you know, who is born in the Abougino ... I lived 

in three apartments in Italy and here I was moving eight apartments in four 

years. 

The screen stops. A larger square hole reveals more of ANNA s face. 

Torino ... I remember in Torino, we used to go walking. To the theatre or 

a restaurant. One night in Vancouver we went to Granville Street-not a 

soul! T here were no restaurants! Eventually I found this restaurant called 

Toma Sorrento. We walked in and I said, "Pizza!" I looked at the menu and 

thought, "Wow, these pizzas are expensive, but well, it's Canada." We were 

really hungry. I ordered a medium,V incent ordered a large. W hen the pizzas 

came, they wouldn't even fit on the table. We only ate two slices! So they 

said okay, it's fine, you can take it home. "Doggie bags?!" 

ffi see miniature pink boots. 

I couldn't find shoes because I used to wear a size thirty-four. 

A drawing of a foot on the peiformers left palm is revealed. He traces the image 

with the index finger of his right hand as he speaks. 

So I had to design my foot on the paper, and I would send it to my mother 

and she would have shoes made for me. When the Chinese started arriving, 

then I could find shoes, because Chinese women have smaller feet, and I 

keep telling them, "T hank you for coming otherwise I would be going 

barefoot!" 

The scroll moves back to reveal ANNA s eyes, but the hole is too high. She raises 

up to make eye contact. The sound of typing can be heard. 

I couldn't stand being at home, I'm not a home person. But I had no Canadian 

experience. So I looked in the yellow pages and I found Catholic Immigration 

Services, and that's where I worked for the first year. 
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The image of a baby boy is revealed. 

David was born in '67, and for a year and an halfl stayed at home with 

him. Then for a year and a half I worked part-time at this credit union and 

went back and forth, back and forth. I took five buses! With the child things 

became a bit ... difficult. 

Typing sound out.Another airplane can be heard. We see a plane. 

I didn't go back to Italy until '73. I could've stayed; they offered me two 

tremendous jobs.All my friends would call and were saying, "Stay, Anna, stay." 

And they didn't even know about my problems at home. 

The peiformer grabs the audience members knee violently. The scroll moves to 

reveal the biggest cut-out yet. An Italian song, "Che sara," plays. 

When I came back to Vancouver, the weather was beautiful.You could see 

everything; Greenland, the mountains ... 

The plane landed at nine o'clock on a Saturday night, and I knew that at 

home was going to be troubles, but I looked around me and there was this 

enormous sky. This magnificent sunset ... 

The peiformer slowly drops their head out of the box, so as to reveal the magnificent 

sunset painted on the back wall. His bald head becomes the setting sun. After a 

moment, he raises his head back into the box. 

So here I am. 

The scroll moves so that the screen is partially covering the peiformers head, so 

that only half of his face is visible. 

MAN: Anna and V incent split in '75. 

He leans his head to the side and becomes ANNA. 

ANNA: But this is just one of my stories. 
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The tarantella plays. Scroll moves quickly to reveal the word "FINE. " 

The end. 



eal the word "FINE." 

Hypochondriac 
Serbo-Croation/English Box 
Una Memisevic 

A flashlight moves in the darkness to reveal images ef brain X-rays on a transparent 

screen that separates the peiformer and the audience member. A voice can be heard. 

WOMAN: Frustration 

Slashed blood pressure 

Split consciousness 

Bruising of the head 

Small little concussion 

Flexing out 

Pseudo seizures 

Loose centre of attention 

Extreme anger 

Collapsed bilirubin and liver enzymes 
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Embarrassed kidneys and stomach 

Embarrassed breast electricity 

Embarrassed chest X-ray 

Chest trauma 

Inability to fall asleep or stay asleep 

Aggressive control 

Personality concussion 

Stretched brain tumor 

Scraping out of proportion 

Unusual, hurtful, inappropriate, aggressive socializing 

Positive fears and traumas and 

Hypochondria 

The screen lifts. The sound of a heartbeat being tapped out on the outside ef the 
I 

box is heard. The WOMA.N'.s- head appears.A green light, like an MRI scan, moves 

across her face. 

Code Blue is medical emergency, cardiac arrest. Code Red is fire. Code 

Yellow is missing patient. Code White is aggressive patient. Code Brown is 

a chemical emergency, like biohazard. Code Orange is ... 

I don't remember what Code Orange is. 

I wonder if this machine is going to make me lose my memory. 

A red light begins flashing on WOMA.N'.s- face. 

I can't believe I turned the ambulance away. 

A bright light turns on. 

I started experiencing on-and-off headaches ... and I was in Home Depot 

and I collapsed ... I had a seizure ... I collapsed ... I rolled my eyes back and 

twitched and ... I peed myself ... I collapsed ... I completely lost control over 

my bladder. .. I collapsed. 

I don't remember the whole forty-five seconds of the event, I maybe re

member the last five and that was my fiance's hand in my mouth trying to 

get my tongue out, which is something you don't do anymore. 
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The person twitching and seizing is trying to bite, so what happens is: they 
bite their tongue off and blurpblurpblurpblurp! They will be tongue-less. Imag
ine the world without it, it would be terrible! So many pleasures cut out ... 

Bright light cuts out and the red flashing light comes back on. 

W hy did I turn the ambulance away? 

The lights shift back again to bright light. 

Working in neuromedicine, and surgery, I see a lot of people coming in with 
a history of headaches for weeks, and not going to the doctor. On the other 
hand you have people who just collapse and they come to the emergency. 
And that's how the system gets clogged up! Go to your GP so that you can 
get worked up properly, blood w�rk, chest X-ray, instead of coming to the 
emergency, waiting here for five hours just to be seen. 

People who shouldn't be worried are, and those who should be worried aren't. 
Not going to the doctor, not going and then going to the doctor, getting 

a CAT scan and there would be a tumor there, or a blood vessel would be 
thickening, or there is a buildup on a blood vessel so there is no blood flow 
to the head. And if they came on time, everything would have been fine! 

Bright light goes out. The green MRI light moves across her face. 

I know this is my fifth opinion! 
I just ... I want to be sure. 
That I don't-

Lights shift. Bright light comes on again. WOMAN is looking up at the ceiling, 

where we now see a collage ef black and white images ef people :family members, 

old lovers, etc., held together by thread and chewing gum . 

I come from that part of the world, where people speak the truth. 
I jump on people's chests, give them medication, use electricity to jump

start their heart-blood splashing everywhere ... 
And they speak as they feel it. 
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You look at the person and you think, "Okay, how does he look?" People 

tell it like it is. Does he look clean or like living on the street? Does he look 

like a drug user, does he have HIV, hepatitis? Don't get anything into your 

eyes, anybody have goggles? Need goggles, mask, face shield-

Bright light goes out. Green MRI light comes back on. 

The adrenaline is unbelievable when you are working on somebody. 

Lights shift again. Bright light comes back on. 

This twenty-seven-year-old guy had a lump on his left testicle. Way too 

embarrassed to tell anyone. Pain for months and months. It got to that 

point when he couldn't get off the bed. His father forced him to go to the 

emergency. 

The tests showed cancer that started from the little knot, the lump in his 

left testicle. 

His stomach had a fist-sized tumor by that point. Tumors on his spine. Each 

vertebrae had a tumor and he had a small nodule on his head. He came in 

weighing seventy kilos. Last time I saw him, he looked like a person from a 

concentration camp. 

He was twenty-seven at the time. I was twenty-nine. I shaved his head af

ter his first chemo. 

I shaved his head. 

People are very box-like and very dose-minded. You really have to drill 

some serious holes in order for some air to move and some understanding 

to happen. 

Suddenly, salt begins to pour from a hole in the ceiling. WOMAN looks around, 

takes the gum that she's been chewing out of her mouth, and uses it to plug the 

hole. 

Bright light out. Green MRI light comes back on. 

Oh ... I am dying. 

W hen I had these headaches, I already had cancer. 
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"Yes, you do have a condition." 

And already chemotherapy-my head was shaved-I was already wearing

a wig and I said my last goodbyes to my fiance.

"But you will live with it for the rest of your life, because you lived with

it probably since your birth." 

I was born; I died in chemotherapy. I created everything with these headaches.

"You are not dying. And no, you won't have surgery. And no you are not

going to have a long-term disability leave.You are going back to work."

I am sure if we tried we could find a little bit of everything in everybody.

Lights out. 

The end . 


	Structure Bookmarks
	Document




