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PRO TRASH TEXT1  

 

All we have to do now 

Is take these lies and make them true somehow 

All we have to see 

Is that I don't belong to you 

And you don't belong to me, yeah, yeah 

 

George Michael, Freedom! ‘90 

 

 

Three people — a man and two women —, are spread out in the space, always apart from one another with 

a few exceptions. They are wearing white t-shirts and black trousers. Nothing clothes? Their voices are 

amplified by microphones at Lux Frágil, one of the best-known nightclubs in Lisbon. Before 1998, they 

occupied a different space at Rua da Atalaia, and were called Frágil — this was one of the places that in the 

1980s propelled the neighbourhood Bairro Alto into becoming the new centre of a bohemian and creative 

Lisbon. Those voices are equating techno-linguistically, a prescribed idea of present and existence, 

strangeness, fiction and reality. “I presuppose another person, the one that, being completely exterior to 

“me”, becomes my echo to which I say you and that tells me you” (Julia Kristeva). Paula, Cecília and Greg walk 

into a bar. Do you know that one?      

In two versions that can be seen at home or live in person, two different objects, Heading Against the Wall, 

“a documentary about nothing: the more you find out, the less you know”2, is the most recent creation by 

Cão Solteiro & André Godinho. The collective Cão Solteiro works with the filmmaker André Godinho since 

2007 in the creation of shows that test, as they institutionally refer to, “the limits of the languages of theatre 

and cinema”, that includes the shows 3 (2007); We All Go A Little Mad Sometimes (2010); Play, The Film 

(2011); Day For Night (2014); We’re Gonna Be Alright (2017) and Could Be Worse: The Musical (2019).   

 In Heading Against the Wall [HAW] the meanders of proximity and intimacy are explored, in a disturbing 

attempt to drain the sublime out of life. We see how it’s possible to work within constrains, without hiding 

them. Overcoming them? What can we do with what we have? How to overcome the forbidden word, the 

distinction of madness, and the desire for truth? Maybe in the conversion of what is libidinous and violent, of 

physicality and lack of substance? Quoting Foucault: “knowledge is not made for understanding; it is made 

for cutting”. Divided, interrupted, fragmented, or cut in segments or intervals of information that is formally 

by and large taken as objective — we hear the scientific account of real studies about sweat and t-shirts, about 

the absorption of sweat by fabrics —, in HAW we see the making of subjective lyrical escalations, of 

 
1 This text was written taking as a starting point several conversations with the company Cão Solteiro. Translation note: 
Concerning the title, in the original Portuguese, Texto Pro Lixo has a double meaning — “lixo” meaning trash, but also a play with 
the word “prolixo” which in Portuguese means long, excessive use of words, something that is tiring and boring. 
2 Description made in the institutional presentation text. 



eschatological mythographies, between fiction and factual. Aware of the rules/webs they create for each 

work, they return to a territory of tension within themselves. We watch something that is tragically visceral 

but also profoundly common and caricature-like, the result of aesthetic and ethical anguishes. Elliptically, 

subjectivity is here negotiated with an idea of community. In this attempt to frame the real in a positive way, 

of real fictions, the idea that “life does not break into art, nor does all the world became a stage, the 

imbrication of the two is explored as a condition that is as common as it is complex”3. We can talk about an 

intuitive unfolding of knowledge, nevertheless one that is still grounded in extensive research, which tries to 

highlight the abundance of oblique and vernacular information that pollutes our days, as well as its limits in 

the making of a de facto revolutionary ethics. Each one of these three participants deals with their own 

personal archives, provoked/instigated and heard by means of questions we can’t access, exploring very 

comprehensive fields of everyday knowledge and experience. Varied stories, toxically subjective and intuitive, 

are combined in the several narratives and perspectives. The solution concerning the enigma is always the 

decline of that same enigma. At Lux or in the film/online version there is always wandering.  

 

Confinement has brought dispersion, difficulty in concentrating, and a different relationship with time. This 

show was thought through over zoom meetings, scattered readings, rhizomatic hypotheses, in a general 

climate of infinite possibilities about how to postpone the end of the world, a feeling that has touched us all. 

Developed alongside the several constraints provoked by the appearance of the new coronavirus pandemic, 

in March 2020, HAW rises from a line of work that has for many shows prior looked to question an idea of 

“theatre” and “cinema” in a indefinable space, somewhere between the public and the private. “We always 

start with an impossibility, or a possibility at which we throw ourselves in agitation in order to make it 

impossible”, can be read in the press release. “We always work in direct relation with the space of the show 

and the people. What can then we do with the rarefied space in which we find ourselves, dominated by images 

of absence, and where even the most idiosyncratic element — the face — has been standardized by masks? 

HAW is a show that has as a starting point the analysis of the censured narrative of the film, La Tête Contre 

les Murs (Georges Franju, 1959), and confronts itself critically with the strangeness of a lockdown and the 

extension of its consequences. How to be in a space and time that has lost its codes and guiding lines? When 

faced with the impossibility of fitting in a grid, in a highly functional scheme, HAW works with the dissonances 

of expectations. As Umberto Eco reminds us, “every object should be seen as a permanent counterfeit of itself 

”. We are always being deformed and reformulated. We deal with objects, circumstances, and obsolete 

schemes. And we insist: to create discomfort and decide to continue in that discomfort. We walk.  

 

Aware that there is “production of symbolism made by a body seen live”, as Osório Mateus refers to, the live 

version of this show happens in the space of the nightclub Lux Frágil, a place/field of meaning where so many 

artists before have made art and so many have seen art. A place for experimentation, exchange of ideas, and 

celebration and party, houses this show where the paradoxes of sharing, conviviality, and inadequacy are 

exposed, all in the lens of current events. All of this in a 1910 building made of concrete, which used to be 

occupied by a stowage company, and full of walls (and many windows).  

 
3 Hal Foster, What comes After Farce?, p. 160 



To go against the wall is to hit the limits of something that circumscribes us. A wall or barrier implies inclusion 

and exclusion; it is an action that establishes community. According to Emanuele Coccia, “each wall opens 

surfaces over which that same community projects and draws the outline of their own portrait. (…) In the 

walls, spiritual life and material life become inseparable: the masonry stone unifies symbol and nature”. The 

wall can demarcate a space of seclusion but also of shared imaginary projections: to throw ideas at the wall 

in the expectation that they will remain there, glued for eternity. But what to do when it seems there is 

nothing left to project? When do we loose the notion of the actual passage of time, anchored in precise 

actions and motivations? How do we deal with situations that have lost their semantic relevance, their 

operational codes, and the apparent possibility of security and comfort? What do you say when there is not 

much else to say? HAW brings us the relevance and fascination over small identities, reactions, and stories 

full of trivial things, sensations, and descriptions. “You can prove something logical by reason. You cannot 

prove feelings. Everyone has emotions and this is the hell of our time. Everyone says they have a right to their 

opinion, but they really have the right to express their opinion” (Mies van der Rohe). Performative, prosaic, 

absurd, intriguing details are described, as well as simple assembled situations, and sometimes 

complex/dramatized.  

 

In HAW there is also an immaterial set design and a costume design, that reveal decisive emotional triggers. 

Currently, when once again we hear so much about anatomies, about norms, etiquette, about body 

performance in several institutions, of what is and isn’t appropriate, the work involving the costumes — 

Mariana Sá Nogueira has once again made an incredible research — instigates discomfort and inadequacy 

with absolutely codified and conventional elements: t-shirts and raincoats. We are at Lux Frágil but it’s not 

really the same, it’s not like it was when we were there all the time. In the live version, HAW doesn’t ignore 

that we are at Lux but there is discomfort from the moment that we go in and someone leads us to a seat, 

from which we no longer can/should leave. The set design amplifies that discomfort, through light and sound 

that summon other fictions and projections, challenging certain conditions of reading objects and images, in 

order to privilege certain rhetorical economies. We reach that point that Claes Oldenburg referred to: “I am 

for an art that is political-erotical-mystical, that does something other than sit on its ass in a museum. (…) I 

am for an art that embroils itself with the everyday crap and still comes out on top. (…) I am for an art that 

tells you the time of day, or where such and such a street is. I am for an art that helps old ladies across the 

street”. Every work is a representation or not, and expressive or not. HAW works the irrelevance of the stuff 

of life in the relevance of/in art: as Garth Greenwell4 reminds us, of something that challenges us to live, that 

nevertheless helps us to rise, helps us to live. Or like the famous Wham! t-shirt: “CHOOSE LIFE!”. But please 

wake me up before you go…   

     

Pedro Faro, two days before the premiere 
Critic and Art Historian  

 
4 “Making Meaning” by Garth Greenwell, Harpers Magazine 

https://harpers.org/archive/2020/11/making-meaning-garth-greenwell/?fbclid=IwAR1P5-6UfIX-ejzp1uzfYuVjcmM-

ljsqbCjEt_stjmgClhFc_vrAl0p3xB8 

 



  

 
 

 
 
 



Pastoral 

 

 

1. A continuous vertical brick or stone structure that encloses or divides an area of land is a wall.  

2. A thing regarded as a protective or restrictive barrier is a wall.  

3. One encloses (an area) within walls, especially for protection or privacy. 

4. Wall is also applied to a person or thing that serves as a defence. 

 

This is a show about borders. This is a show about borders which become saturated and overflow. This is a 

show about borders which become saturated, overflow and enter our bodies. This is a show about bodies. 

This is a show about bodies heading against the wall.  

And then, they die.  

Butt-holes, big vaginas (and small ones) are borders which may be transgressed in a pleasurable way. A but 

hole is also a name you call someone you don’t like without swearing. Swearing is a way of crossing borders. 

Kissing is a way of crossing borders. Licking is caressing a border. Tilting it before crossing it. The tip of the 

tongue taking a trip of three steps down the palate to tap, at three, on the teeth, is a way of crossing a border. 

In that case, one which shouldn’t be crossed.  

Impure thoughts are a discrete way of crossing borders. Fluids come out of borders and spread in 

uncomfortable ways. Sometimes, it looks liked I peed myself but it’s just vaginal fluid. Sometimes, this can be 

stopped but it requires technique. Vomiting, like sweating or crying, is the body’s way of crossing its own 

border. I once threw up into my aunt’s lap. He spat on my mouth and I threw up. Measures are being taken 

to discourage activities which can create aerosol (such as shouting, chanting and singing along). At present, 

audiences are not permitted to attend performing arts performances to control the spread of coronavirus. 

Talking has become an unsafe way of crossing borders. Asking questions is a way of taking down borders. 

Replying to them is often a way of building them up again.  

Building a “big, beautiful wall” between the US and Mexico was the signature promise of President Donald 

Trump’s 2016 election campaign. A concrete barrier, he said, would serve to stop what he described as a flow 

of illegal immigrants and drugs over the border. According to a 2020 study, the potential welfare benefits 

from constructing Trump’s proposed border wall (if illegal immigration is reduced massively, with potential 

increases in the wages of local American low-skilled workers) are substantially smaller than the cost of 

constructing the wall.  

Clothes cover our body’s borders but not always in a good way. This is the reason why Tyra Banks advises 

future models to wear a white t-shirt when going to a photo shoot. It looks well, she claims. White t-shirts 

have a lot in common with straightjackets. In these, once the wearer slides their arms into the sleeves, the 

person assisting the wearer crosses the sleeves against the chest and ties the ends of the sleeves to the back 



of the jacket, ensuring the arms are close to the chest with as little movement as possible. Shirtology, I think. 

People who are used to gaining or losing weight have the uncomfortable experience of trying on clothes which 

look like white t-shirts but are in fact straightjackets.   

Walls don’t allow us to see this theatre show as well as we would like. An important part of it is out of walls, 

off stage, online. Staging something uncomfortable is a way of making the audience cross a border; of making 

others sweat. Renovating the attic is a way of moving out of borders. Women in the attic are not, not 

necessarily, all mad, though men have often thought so. Hence, the straightjacket.  

Dressing is a way of protecting borders. Undressing is a way of leaving them uncovered for others to see. 

Large borders are sometimes beautiful and practical if you want to have two guys inside of you. I think that’s 

love and I think that’s beauty. Beauty and love are ways of crossing borders before we die. Sometimes we 

don’t say it back. Pastoral scenes of the gallant south.  

 

 
 Maria Sequeira Mendes 

Assistant professor at the University of Lisbon 

 

  

 

 
 



 
 
 

 
What was the question again? 

 
 

But then if I look out the window and see men crossing the square (…) Yet do I see any more than hats and coats 
which could conceal automatons? 

Descartes, Second Meditation (translated by John Cottingham) 
 

A man who sits at the window to watch the passers-by; can I say that he sat there to see me if I pass by? 
Pascal, Pensées and Other Writings (translated by Honor Levi) 

 
Monads have no windows through which anything could enter them or depart from them. 

The same town, when looked at from different places, appears quite different and is, as it were, multiplied in 
perspectives. In the same way it happens that, because of the infinite multitude of simple substances, there are just as 

many different universes, which are nevertheless merely perspectives of a single universe according to the different 
points of view of each monad. 

Leibniz, Monadology (7 and 57, translation by Lloyd Strickland) 
 
In the Alte Pinakothek painting collection in Munich, there’s a small canvas (18,5x24 cm), signed, in 1629, by 

Dutch painter Jan Porcellis, that shows in monochromatic tones (quasi en grisaille) and through a window in 

trompe l’oeil, the image of a ship in the middle of a storm at sea. The strangeness of this painting comes, on 

the one hand, from the reality effect of the trompe l’oeil, by definition a hoax, and on the other hand, from 

the impossible perspective of the maritime scene. It’s as if the viewer were in the middle of the water, at 

almost eye level with the sea, watching through a window. Not a window from another ship, but a traditional 

rectangular wooden window in a building that would have had to be anchored in the middle of the sea. Or, 



facing the situation a different way, the viewer would be comfortably sitting by the window of his home, in 

his city, and by some metaphysical miracle was capable of omitting the distance in the space-time continuum, 

and would be able to see on the other side of the window ledge a 17th century ship trying to avoid shipwreck 

in a middle of a storm. In any case, there is a spatial incoherence, an incompatibility between what is inside 

and what is outside. The painted image is only a two-dimensional surface that seems to open a passage 

between two sides but that really contains an abysmal and irreducible difference between both sides: in one 

there are volumes, textures, temperatures, smells, tastes, and sounds; in the other, there are only schemes, 

contours, and virtual senses that we can configure and animate. And yet, both are confined to the same space. 

It is all a matter of perspective and perspective is a matter of positioning.                  

Here (in this place, in this proposal) limits are tested, as always. Also the thresholds and positions, of course. 

The tests respect an experimental protocol and, behold, we see new points of view being proposed, different 

points of listening. Each one excludes all others, because that’s how perspectives work, the ones that show 

us the different aspects of things. But also reveal pores and holes in the surfaces that surround us and are 

what we call “selves”.    

 

The skin is the largest surface of the body (it is our biggest and heaviest organ, they say), a surface that in a 

sense defines us because it outlines the interior and the exterior. A large integumentary tissue that coats and 

protects the other organs but that has other functions like lodging sensitive nerve endings or regulating body 

temperature, namely, through sweat that exhales and secretes, as the acousmatic voice, that here subtends 

the other voices, helps us to understand. The skin is also the surface that, together with other integuments 

and follicles, reveals us to others as figure, exterior appearance, image of a body. A relatively stable image 

that allows others to recognize the body but also dynamic, capable of expressing it and of making it subject 

to interpretation. If muscles and joints draw the schemes and tensions of the body, then it’s the skin that 

functions as a screen through which the strokes and nuances of emotions can come through. Nonetheless, 

the skin is also the wrapper that puts the interior in contact with the surroundings, making the body sensitive 

and adaptable, through several physiological mechanisms, to exterior conditions and occurrences. But, in 

particular, the skin serves to confer a certain unity and formal coherence to a body that would otherwise be 

a heteroclite group of organs and textures, an anatomical scarecrow of hanging bladders and tubes, bandaged 

by fibres and tendons. In the back layer of this membrane, of that interface between exterior and interior, the 

skin produces also a series of effects of internal individuation, which the French psychoanalyst Didier Anzieu 

famously condensed in the notion of psychic envelope or “skin-ego” (moi-peau).      

 

However, whether you accept this “skin-ego” or not, the truth is, it is through the skin that the self touches 

and is touched by others, that in response to erotic friction it trembles and has goose bumps, or that in 

reaction to more violent impact it succumbs or peels off, or in the presence or under the gaze of the other for 

which it longs for, it blushes or transpires. At the same time it protects, the skin exposes us considerably, 

making us feel naked and fragile. Hence, the necessity to multiply layers of skin emerges, superimposing 

epithelial tissues with other textile fabrics, of animal, vegetable, and synthetic origin. It’s with them that we 

try to protect, hide, or express ourselves, altering our exterior image and building also a temperament and a 

manner, a style. Being certain that those fabrics, those second degree skins, aren’t always entirely free 



choices, on the contrary, they are very often external impositions, compromises, adaptations. What initially 

aims to protect us, distinguish us, elevate us, becomes discipline, standardization, restriction, suffocation. The 

body takes shapes that it didn’t desire; it becomes distorted, out of place.   

 

The skin, however, is also not absolutely uniform and continuous, it has pores and discontinuities, topological 

folds and accidents that subvert the clear separation between interior and exterior. For example, the skin of 

the pinna extends inside the ear canal until it meets the eardrum already at middle ear; the skin of the nose 

evolves inside the nostrils where it’s covered by epithelial lashes; the skin of the lips, whether in the mouth 

or vagina, is a phased transition between the thicker skin of the face or the pelvic area, the thinner skin in the 

commissure of the lips themselves, and the inner mucosa; the perianal skin also evolves progressively to the 

epithelium in the anal canal and to the internal mucosa of the anus; while the epithelium of the penis consists 

in the skin of the rod, in the foreskin, that also has mucous membrane inside, and in the mucocutaneous 

tissue of the gland that has the meatus of the urethra on the tip. In the eyes, the skin of the eyelid creases to 

an internal mucosa that covers periodically the cornea, whose exterior surface is made of a flaky epithelium.              

 

All these orifices are apparently ins and outs, passages between exterior and interior, accesses to the more 

intimate corners of the body. But when the mucosa of the tongue licks the acoustic meatus of the ear or the 

flaky epithelium of the cornea, when the mucocutaneous tissue of the gland rubs against the internal mucosa 

of the vagina, when the lips of the mouth are glued to the interior mucosa of the vulva and make them vibrate 

with the breath of a voice, when the skin of the hand explores the internal walls of the rectum, can we really 

reach the heart that throbs inside? Or is that feeling of reaching the inside a myth, and are we always on the 

outside, no matter how many creases of the skin we navigate? Are we monads, hopelessly separated, that 

pass by each other as asymptotes without ever really touching one another?  

 

It is also the skin, mainly the digital one, which slides more and more in other surfaces looking for other ways 

to establish contact and intimacy. It taps liquid crystal screens (LCD) or organic light-emitting diode (OLED) in 

little silicone tablets, in a sort of emotional braille, shy but comforting, even though frequently exasperating. 

The images on the other side summon us, answer us, stimulate us, enchant us… “I felt, like, an immediate 

connection with them!” but they remain on the other side. When the connection ends, the naked walls of the 

room around us remain, reflecting only the bluish light of the screen, the amorphous and odourless sheets 

remain, the silence interrupted by the clicks, electric snaps and notifications, the melancholic voice of the 

singer coming half-faded from the ear pods, the shoes in the same position.               

 

But how can we know our position? Know where we are? The triangulation is a traditional way of find the 

position of a point, from what happens relative to other points and the angles they form among themselves. 

Here, it’s the voice that allows the triangulation to happen. Each one talks so that others can listen and do the 

adding up, accordingly. Multiple answers compose randomly different narratives that weave, each time, the 

possible map of the different positions, directions, and geometries. But the starting point of each answer is a 

question that can’t be heard. Where is the demiurge? Is he on the other side? There is always something that 



we don’t know about, that we can’t see, that we can’t hear, because our position doesn’t allow it. We are not 

ubiquitous. There are many points of view and each one outlines the horizon of their universe.     

The (tele)viewers are placed before their point of view and each choice has, evidently, its own consequences. 

To share here and now the triangulation movements, to immerse oneself in the smoke and colourful light 

atmosphere, invaded periodically by the acousmetric voice and the enigmatic sounds? Or to follow at a 

distance, in front of the screen, the vague and wandering steps of the narrators with no visible face, in 

peripheries and wastelands? Two perspectives but also two languages, which talk and seduce each other, 

even if in different dimensions. There isn’t however any choice that is part of all perspectives, all plans, or that 

answers sub specie aeternitatis all questions.    

And then, to ask once more: why this instead of that? Why here? What to do with this being here and now? 

Could you repeat the question?  

 
 

Nuno Fonseca 
Researcher at the Institute of Philosophy, NOVA University, Lisbon 
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