
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
		
           
           			[image: ]

		

	
        
            
            

            

            Working the No Work

            Georgia Sagri
                    

                    

                    Published by

                    Badlands Unlimited

                    P.O. Box 151

                    New York, NY 10002

                    Tel: +1 646 478-8653

                    Email: operator@badlandsunlimited.com
                    

        

                    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in retrieval systems, or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, psychic, interplanetary, or otherwise, without prior permission from the copyright holder.

                    

                    Copyright © 2016 Georgia Sagri

        

        ISBN: 978-1-943263-02-1 

        

                    Generated in the United States of America


[image: ]

                    www.badlandsunlimited.com


    

OEBPS/images/02.jpg
core of what it means to exist. Being is not only visible but also
invisible.

I am trying to find the methodologies of passage from the visible
to the invisible. I am trying to find its tempo, its rhythm and its
quality. If it has refrain, what is its tonality? How does it move?
This passage from something that it is alive to something that
becomes dead and from something that is dead to something that
becomes alive. What are the ways that enable something visible
to hide and become a memory? Are ghosts products of memory?

The ghost is a public body. It appears in front of our eyes but we
cannot totally see it. Our faces, expressions, and movements are
points of reference that connect us to ghosts, that make if feel as
if we are like them. We are similar but also different to the other
bodies around us, ontologically, existentially and biologically.

Different yet the same.
‘What makes us different?
Are we alive? Is this certain?

At the city malls of the global village, the restrictions and

the laws of movement make us alive. The State machine is
established only through the consideration of the living for

the living. And the one who is alive is the one who consumes,
the one who becomes more numeric than the numbers of the
financial capital. That is how a body is named. That body obeys
dualities for the things and the beings, for the inside and the
outside, for what is mine, and for what is yours, for the private
and the public.





OEBPS/images/03.jpg
For those beings and things, it is forbidden to assemble beyond
the specific limitations of a kind of time and a certain number of
‘people’. Aimless wandering is prohibited. Any thing or being
that is non-productive and not useful, does not exist. Anyone that
is tired or incapable of consuming does not exist. If anyone has a
house or shelter or camp, better return to it.

But if this is not possible, one must find a way to endlessly
wander. Or risk imprisonment—like becoming a consumer.
Ghosts cannot be seen but they are not forgotten. They exist but
they are not useful. Like an accident they appear. For me, ghosts
are the public bodies I try to represent. Public space does not
exist without public bodies.

The body is not just one, not just singular. It cannot be one.
There is always another one to signify it. It is not private because
its existence depends on the presence of another who defines if it
is alive or dead.

How can we collectively be conscious of the invisible bodies
that desire to become visible? How can we be present with them
collectively?

The body in the performance is a dead body. It does not have
identity. It is a projection and it is a ghost. It exists only through
its creation, through its activity in space and time. Its stasis is
built while it operates. Its viewers are ancestors, destroyers, and
a convergence of past and future circumstances

The city, the streets, the corners, their rhythms, the doors, the
edges and the facades of the buildings, the powers of the groups
and the strength of the individuals, their directions, sometimes
this way, and then this other way, oppositions and compositions,





OEBPS/images/04.jpg
meetings when they merge. Shopping crowds, the difference
between the taxi and the bus, the difference between the car and
the color of the pavements.

The performance is a movement and a moment but it has roots
and extensions that belong to other bodies, to the buildings,

to material and immaterial elements of multiple realities. The
public body is the non-representational body, the abnormal,

the uncommon which belongs to the public gaze, in order for
something to happen in space and time and to become public,
and to exist where it already belongs, for it is public as it is
mortal. Architecturally, it is a balcony: not quite outside and yet
not really inside. It is a passageway because it is a walkthrough.
As alocation, it is like a beach: a kind of ground that cannot
exist without the sea.

When I am ready to fall asleep, before almost closing my eyes,
I know that I belong to everyone —the dead and the living. My
body belongs to them. When I sleep it is the only moment that
my logic, phantasy and thought become a form of empathy and
this is exactly the moment that I know that my body becomes
public space.

Georgia Sagri,
2015
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When I was twelve years old I saw the ghost of my dead father
sitting on a sofa in the living room. I got scared. I wondered: was
his body a projection of my memory or was it a real body, almost
visible and yet invisible?

Was my father’s body a thought of his material body or was it
some kind of accident—an invisible reality of the dead, which
suddenly coexisted with the visible reality of the living?

Can phantasy be strong enough to conjure material substance? Is
the phantom the body of memory? If so, how does it act? Does
this state apply to how collective memory function?

Does collective memory have a body? And if so, what does it
look like? Does memory possess the substance of a phantom?
What is its form? If we were able to see ghosts, could we also
represent them?

If we are able to see them perhaps we can’t represent them but
only project them. Phantasmagorias wander and exist amongst
us. Ghosts don’t speak the language of the living but they
remember it. We on the other hand cannot hear their thought.
The ghosts cannot touch our objects —the objects of the living.
They can see us but we cannot see them.

How and why I saw the ghost of my father I will never know.
The significance is that if memory can construct bodies, those
bodies don’t belong to anyone, not even to their own selves.
They wander the streets and the alleys of our material and
immaterial history. They are products of the universe. Our
bodies belong and coexist with these universal products. The
symbiosis between our bodies and these immaterial substances
is the moment that produces time and space and grounds the





