
When nadine asked me to curate the upcoming issue of Dannie – Dannie.h – I took
this as an opportunity to bring attention to a plea important for me and my work.
This discourse started in 1810 by Heinrich Von Kleist in “On the Marionette
Theatre,” and was continued in 1907 by Edward Gordon Craig with “The Actor
and the Über-Marionette.”
Both write from a perspective of the performing arts, but it’s my belief it is
universal for all the arts. They see the marionette as a symbol of humility and use it
to talk about how it is absent in the arts, or how it is somehow unexpected by both
the spectators as the artists to be a vital element
I expanded humility to empathy since it is a wider and more inclusive term, but the
argument remains the same: empathy is often a forgotten and overlooked element
of the arts.

Since they are not that well known, Von Kleist and Craig’s texts are included in
this publication.
Read these texts with the zeitgeist in which they are written in mind (especially the
latter which is clearly a document of another time). Then again, I have always read
Craig’s words as deliberately boastful and exaggerated so he would be noticed and
could make his point. A point that is far more nuanced than one would expect at
first glance. So look for the message, not how he has phrased it.

These texts are the central part of this publication and they are flanked with
writings of my own on fundamental themes of my work. They don’t form a
consistent whole, but supplement each other.

enjoy,



“It was agreed, that my endeavours should be directed to persons and characters
supernatural, or at least romantic, yet so as to transfer from our inward nature a
human interest and a semblance of truth sufficient to procure for these shadows of
imagination that willing suspension of disbelief for the moment, which constitutes
poetic faith.”

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 1817.

T h e S u d d e n M a n i f e s t a t i o n o f B e l i e f

As a visual artist, I consider my artistic work as theatre. This is not just a
provocation – it is a way of adding complexity to think and speak about it. It is a
way of approaching things, to grow its own vocabulary.
As a visual artist, I consider my artistic work ephemeral. Objects are made, but
these are merely contraptions to facilitate it. What is made or constructed has more
in common with the scenography in which the spectators encounter the work: by
encountering, they complete the story behind it.
The dynamics of the work correspond to that of the theatre, yet it is placed in the
visual arts.v

Physical places become a story when the spectator enters
The scenographies generate images that are subjective and personal.

A scene is set in support of this imagination.
Each scene, each installation is a new entry point,

in a world of endless stories,
with its own set of rules and rites.

At the root of this writing is an earlier work, The Optical Theatre of the Sinners,
where an optical theatre – a proto-cinema device – was used to tell a Faustian story.
When the spectators entered, they saw the projectionist’s table on their left, and on
the right, a spotlight marked their place in between the screen. As in conventional
cinema and theatre, the spotlight faded and the film – or rather the projection –
started. Due to technical imperfections, the projection was not as readable as
intended. As a result, the spectators, attracted by what was happening behind the
screen, left their place and came standing around the projectionist, observing what
he was doing and trying to understand his actions.
By the end, the spectators were fascinated and reacted full of wonder, trying to
figure out what they had just seen. The specific scenography made it possible to
reach them, involve them and connect with them.

The spectator enters the now.
Through interaction,

the situation can be activated.
And a story unfolds.
There and now.

It is also around this time that the character of the “demiurge” entered my work – a
character introduced to me by studying the work of Tadeusz Kantor.
The demiurge, meaning both god and craftsman, takes what is there and re-arranges
through actions that reject the idea of originality, uniqueness and the genius artist.
This is performed without need of explanation.
The demiurge as a puppeteer and scenographer sets the spectators in motion in
scenes s/he has formed. The actual objects themselves are of no importance. The
objects are not to be glorified the way they are in Western culture.



There exists only a handful of stories that were all told a millennia ago.
All the stories told ever since are variations, of variations, on variations.
Artists retell the stories that are most dear to them, in their own way,
so they don’t fade out or get lost, but are passed on and remembered.

Places and scenes created.
The stories one wants to be retold.

These stories don’t have to be made up out of words,
– they refuse to explain –

they are temporary settings for imagination.

Although functioning as individual pieces, the works made since the Optical
Theatre of the Sinners complement each other in their interaction with the
spectator.
The language created through the objectified stories can only be discovered through
the collection of scenographies that serve as a complex labyrinth of scenes, each
unveiling another perspective and focusing on another story. Generating the focus
in collaboration with the spectators and giving them the ability to finish the work
for themselves.

The more situations you explore,
the more stories are created.
A story becomes a chapter,

The collection of chapters becomes a never-ending story.

By finding different modes of engagement, an unconscious awareness is provoked
within the spectator. This, in turn, makes them connect with the work and they
allow themselves to be taken by the situation and to experience things that –
supported by what surrounds them – blur the border between objectivity and
subjectivity. It takes three elements for this to happen: a story (the demiurge wants
to tell), a contraption (which the demiurge has created to transfer the story) and the
spectator (to engage with and fulfill the work).

All this is a matter of belief.
Belief, as in trusting.

Belief is what an artwork evokes.
The contraption (a collection of objects) that generates this belief is of no

importance.
Its mere existence is to transfer the belief.

The works play in and with the now, and as such, circumvent time. When you find
yourself in the work you are in control – but in actuality you are not. The setting is
created to find yourself by losing yourself for a moment.

That is where I reveal
- what I call -

The Sudden Manifestation of Belief.



On my desk stands two heads.
Two wooden marionette heads.
One of death, one of the devil.

These puppets belonged to my mother and her siblings and could be found in the
hallway with the weird azure blue patterned tiles, in a box on the bottom of the
built-in wardrobe at my grandmother’s place.

Everyone knew they were there but I can’t remember anyone playing with them.
It was hard to play with them – the box included a bunch of heads and bodies.To
complicate things further, there were more heads than bodies. The attentive
observer that studied the massacre up-close might have discovered there were as
many wooden heads as there were cloth bodies and that there were two resin heads.
One of them was quite a beautiful blonde princess or prince – I never was quite
sure – with a chipped nose.
The cloth bodies that you put over your hand, were close to disintegration. The
heads, however, were in perfect condition. But just heads to play with were not the
most satisfying toys.

So, after a close inspection and wondering why somebody went through the trouble
of giving the bodies wooden feet dangling from the cloth bodies, the box was
closed and put back in the wardrobe.
When my grandmother passed away, the head of death and the devil came into my
possession. The bodies were long beyond saving at that point.
I believe my mother has the other heads, including the beautiful princess or prince
with the chipped nose.

One night while sitting at my desk, I couldn’t help but overhear a conversation
between Death and the Devil.

There they stood, Death and the Devil, on top of my desk staring into the depths of
my atelier.
When suddenly, somewhat out of character, Death broke the silence and said:
“Tomorrow is my birthday.”
Dazzled for the first time in a very, very long time, Devil didn’t get much further
than
- “Uh… what?!”
“ I believe ‘congratulations’ is an appropriate reply,” replied Death in an uncanny
attempt to be witty.
- “Urgh, don’t lecture me on birthday, I used to celebrate mine every day!”
- “What’s the fun in that?”
- “Mhe, for a few centuries it was, but then it just became mundane.”
Death shrugged. In the moment of silence that followed one could feel the Devil
tried to wrap his head around this assertion.
- “So we roam the earth for eternity and you tell me only now that you have a
birthday?”
- “Isn’t it great that after all this time we can still surprise each other?” said Death.
-“But why do you tell me this now?” Devil went on trying not to get annoyed by
death’s poor attempts to be funny.
- “Better now before it is too late, don’t you think?”
- “Hello? Hell to mister time! We are eternal beings. E T E R N A L! It doesn’t
matter!”
- “Hm, that’s actually false. When these humans are gone, we are gone. They made
us up, we’ll go with them and if you see the current state of affairs…”
It is an understatement that the Devil wasn’t prepared to face this truth and panic
got the better of him.
- “WE GONNA DIE? That’s not what I signed up for!”
- “You didn’t sign up for anything Lucifer, people sign contracts with you. This is
your free choice, you are the one that rebelled!”
- “Stop trying to be funny! I don’t know what’s worst: the fact that I’m dying, that
you try to be funny or that my best friend never trusted me enough to even share his
birthday!”
- “Well it’s not that simple you know…”
- “What’s not? It’s just a birthday!”
- “Well I can’t share it because it’s not a fixed day…”
- “How do you mean not a fixed day???”
- “Well, every year when I celebrate my birthday, I take the date of the last human I
accompanied to the other side on that day.”
- “Uhu… And why exactly?”
- “I don’t know when I was born… it’s been centuries, humans didn’t really care
about calendars or time back then and it’s not that I had a mom or a dad to tell me,
let alone any other relatives…”
- “Oh, so now I have to pity you because you are an orphan?”
Death rolled his eyeholes, the Devil turned his head, and by that his whole being.
- “You know,” the Devil said after a few moments of silence, “In certain cultures,
its traditional that the person whose birthday it is treats those around to a party or a
gift, not to depress them…”
- “I’m sorry, the last thing I wanted was to upset you Devil, but I thought you
figured that out by now…”
- “Seems that I’m stuck with you till the end then, and don’t worry I’ll live…”
Death looked at the Devil with the intention of someone with a face that tries to
comfort an old companion with sorrow and compassion. Death sighed deeply.
-“Well, happy birthday to you then I guess, old bones, and I sincerely hope many
more may follow!”



Em p a t h y

Empathy: “One’s ability to identify oneself with the feelings of an other.”
“The ability to infuse an object with a subjective state.”

Empathy is the plain where artist & spectator meet.
This doesn’t necessarily have to mean a physical meeting, although it is an option.
A plain of intentions where no one can hide.
So, there they stand, artist and spectator. Face to face, eye to eye.
The artist, being the artist, has the opening move and places his work in middle.
The spectator, being the spectator, observes.

This is where empathy enters.
On this plain the most important part is that both artist and spectator are present and
that they acknowledge each other’s presence so exchange can happen even without
being there physically. (This is, after all, a metaphor….)
When they both step down from this plain their meeting reverberates within them.

The only problem is that this plain doesn’t actually exist.
It is pulled from underneath us by the capitalistic and neoliberal reality where art is
tolerated, but only if it stays within the preformed moulds.
This leads to a vicious circle of inbreeding and makes art slip out of orbit with
society as a whole.
The result being that the spectator is estranged and submits to consuming.
Sitting in the dark.
Staying behind the line.

They are literarily lines!
While they should to be plains!

This isn’t about breaking the moulds, it’s about leaving them.
It’s about making something that sparks something within the spectator.
That’s the empathy I talk about: the necessary exchange of acknowledgement and
respect.

Marionette theater is the perfect example. Marginalised, but created by some of the
most skillful artists. They bring an object to life and make you see beyond the
strings, even when you know they are there.

T h e a t e r

Etymologically spoken, theater means: “a place to see.”
Not what you see. Not where you see it.
This implies that there is something to see and that somebody can come to see it.
It implies that somebody organises this exchange and there are guidelines
that guide you to where the place to see it is.

If this can be a definition of theater,
I make theater.
Not that I do, but I do.
I’m a visual artist. The things I make are about seeing.
Quite literary, my work deals with the mechanics of how we see things and how we
process that information.
Next, those things I’ve made are placed into a space.
Spaces that have one single purpose, to show what you should see
Places to see
Theater.

I know, this is simple proof.
But it’s exactly the thing that makes one rethink their work from another
perspective.
If you introduce theater conventions into the visual arts, one has many more rules
to consider.
It’s not that this brings more possibilities, but the choices made are more balanced.

V a n i t a s

Vanitas is not the reason why I work with photography and film techniques.
But I’ve always been aware of the connection.

Vanitas, a genre within the discipline of painting that depicts things like soap
bubbles, smoke from extinguished candles, wilted flowers and broken instruments.
Capturing the transience of the moment as a form of proto-photography
or visa-versa. At its core photography and by extension film are a post-vanitas.
Not so much the subjects they represent but the singularity of these media,
that they are moments that have passed and carry the same message of temporality.

Since vanitas became present in my consciousness, it influenced me in how I see
and approach the (art)object.

Vanitas is a delightful paradox. An artwork, an object created to communicate the
message that
the world of objects, the world we live in, isn’t what we should care about.
Rather we should focus on the afterlife. Deny the earthly delights so you can get
into heaven.
Or is it a justification for painting a nice object?

Creating an object to communicate an idea, tell a story if you will
and by doing so the object renders itself redundant.
It seems quite pointless – that is where the beauty lies.

At the same time it is an object of emancipation.
Since it reminds us that in the end, we and our fates are all equal.

T i m e

I used to wear watches.

When I was seven years old I got my first one, it was like a right of passage saying:
“Now you are old enough to read the clock! Now you can count down until the
end.”
Because that’s what time tells, every minute is one less. Not just for you but for
everything.

I was formed as a cineast. Time intrigued me, it stuck with me.
Film and theater have time in common which may explain why theater seduces me.

Time never comes alone.
Time frames a work. It states the beginning and the end.
It also dictates a place.
A work might begin and end but it is always somewhere.
Time implies the presence of the spectator
and empowers the importance of one.
If the spectator isn’t in time, the work won’t exist.

I don’t wear watches anymore,
I don’t like crocodiles.



On t h e M a r i o n e t t e T h e a t r e

by Heinrich von Kleist

Translated by Thomas G. Neumiller

While spending some time during the winter of 1801 in M., one evening in the
public gardens I chanced upon Herr C., who had been recently engaged as the
leading dancer at the opera house and who had found exceptional success with the
public there. I mentioned how surprised I had been to notice him on several
occasions attending a marionette theatre that had been set up in the local market
place, which entertained the masses with short dramatic burlesques interspersed
with song and dance. He assured me that the performance of these puppets was a
source of great pleasure to him, and he made it quite clear that a dancer who
wished to improve himself could learn a great deal from observing them.

Because his remarks were obviously not to be taken lightly, I sat down with him so
that we might discuss his reasons for such a remarkable statement. He asked me if
indeed I hadn't found some of the movements of the puppets, particularly the
smaller ones, to be exceedingly graceful in the dances.

I could not refute this observation. In fact, one group of four peasant figures had
danced a roundelay in such fashion that Teniers could not have painted anything
more charming. I was curious about the mechanics of these figures and asked how
it was possible to control parts of each limb according to the demands of the
rhythm of the dance without having myriads of strings attached to the fingers. He
informed me that I must not suppose that every single limb, during the various
movements of the dance, was placed and controlled by the puppeteer. Each
movement, he said, will have a center of gravity; it would suffice to direct this
crucial point to the inside of the figure. The limbs that function as nothing more
than a pendulum, swinging freely, will follow the movement in their own fashion
without anyone's aid.



I suggested somewhat jokingly that in this way he had found his man. For this
same craftsman who would be capable of constructing such a strange limb would
doubtless be able to construct an entire marionette according to his requirements.
What then, I asked, as he for his part looked down at the ground somewhat
embarrassed, are the requirements necessary to accomplish this technical skill?

Nothing, he replied, except what I have already observed here: symmetry,
mobility, lightness; only all of that to a higher degree and particularly a more
natural disposition of the centers of gravity.
And the advantage such a puppet would have over a living dancer?
The advantage? First a negative gain, my excellent friend, specifically this: that
such a figure would never be affected. For affectation appears, as you know, when
the soul (vis motrix) locates itself at any point other than the center of gravity of the
movement. Because the puppeteer absolutely controls the wire or string, he
controls and has power over no other point than this one: therefore all the other
limbs are what they should be dead, pure pendulums following the simple law of
gravity, an outstanding quality that we look for in vain in most dancers.

Take for example the dancer P., he continued. When she dances Daphne and is
pursued by Apollo, she looks back at him--her soul is located in the vertebrae of
the small of her back; she bends as if she were about to break in half, like a naiad
from the school of Bernini. And look at the young dancer F. When he dances Paris
and stands among the three goddesses and hands the apple to Venus, his soul is
located precisely in his elbow, and it is a frightful thing to behold.
Such mistakes, he mused, cutting himself short, are inevitable because we have
eaten of the tree of knowledge. And Paradise is bolted, with the cherub behind us;
we must journey around the world and determine if perhaps at the end somewhere
there is an opening to be discovered again.

I laughed. Indeed, I thought, the spirit cannot err where it does not exist. Yet I
noticed that he had still other things on his mind and invited him to continue.
In addition, he went on, these puppets possess the virtue of being immune to
gravity's force. They know nothing of the inertia of matter, that quality which
above all is diametrically opposed to the dance, because the force that lifts them
into the air is greater than the one that binds them to the earth. What wouldn't our
good G. give to be sixty pounds lighter, or to use a force of this weight to assist her
with her entrechats and pirouettes? Like elves, the puppets need only to touch upon
the ground, and the soaring of their limbs is newly animated through this
momentary hesitation; we dancers need the ground to rest upon and recover from
the exertion of the dance; a moment that is certainly no kind of dance in itself and
with which nothing further can be done except to at least make it seem to not exist.

I replied that although he handled his paradoxes with skill, he would never
convince me that in a mechanical figure there could be more grace than in the
structure of the human body.
He replied that it would be almost impossible for a man to attain even an
approximation of a mechanical being. In such a realm only a God could measure
up to this matter, and this is the point where both ends of the circular world would
join one another.

He further stated that this movement was really quite simple; that each time the
center of gravity was moved in a direct line, the limbs would start to describe a
curve; and that often when simply shaken in an arbitrary manner, the whole figure
assumed a kind of rhythmic movement that was identical to dance. These remarks
seemed to throw some light on the pleasure that he maintained he discovered in the
marionette theater. However, I as yet had no idea of the consequences he would
later draw from these observations. I asked him if he thought that the puppeteer
who controlled these figures was himself a dancer, or at least if he did not have to
possess an understanding of the aesthetic of the dance. He replied that though such
a task might be simple from a purely mechanical viewpoint, it did not necessarily
follow that it could be managed entirely without some feeling.
The line that the center of gravity must describe was, to be sure, very simple, and
was, he felt, in most cases a straight line. In cases where that line is not straight, it
appears that the law of the curvature is at least of the first or, at best, of the second
rank, and additionally in this latter case only elliptical.

This form of movement of the human body's extremities is natural, because of the
joints, and therefore would require no great skill on the part of the puppeteer to
approximate it. But viewed in another way, this line is something very mysterious.
For it is nothing other than the path to the soul of the dancer, and Herr C. doubted
that it could be proven otherwise that through this line the puppeteer placed
himself in the center of gravity of the marionette; that is to say, in other words, that
the puppeteer danced.

I replied that a puppeteer's work had been suggested as something rather dull:
somewhat like grinding the handle of a hurdy-gurdy. Not at all, he replied. Rather
the movement of his fingers has a somewhat artificial relationship to those of the
attached puppets, somewhat like the relationship of numbers to logarithms or the
asymptote to the hyperbola.

Furthermore he stated the belief that this final trace of the intellect could eventually
be removed from the marionettes, so that their dance could pass entirely over into
the world of the mechanical and be operated by means of a handle, such as I had
suggested. My astonishment now grew even greater, with the realization that he
considered this entertainment of the masses worthy of a higher art. He smiled and
replied that he dared to venture that a marionette constructed by a craftsman
according to his requirements could perform a dance that neither he nor any other
outstanding dancer of his time, not even Vestris himself, could equal. Have you, he
asked while I gazed thoughtfully at the ground, ever heard of those mechanical legs
that English craftsmen manufacture for unfortunate people who have lost their own
limbs?

I replied that I had never seen such artifacts.
That's a shame, he replied, for when I tell you that these unfortunate people are
able to dance with the use of them, you most certainly will not believe me. What
do I mean by using the word dance? The span of their movements is quite limited,
but those movements of which they are capable are accomplished with a
composure, lightness, and grace that would amaze any sensitive observer.



but everything in this world meets its master and thereupon he proposed to conduct
me to mine. The brothers laughed loudly and cried: Let's be off! Let's go!
Down to the lumber yard! And with that they led the way to a bear that their father,
Herr von G., was having trained in the open yard.

The bear stood, to my amazement, on his hind legs, his back leaning against a stake
to which he was chained, with his right paw raised ready for combat, and looked
me in the eye: this was his fencing position. It seemed to me that I was dreaming
when I first faced this adversary; but-strike! strike!-cried Herr von G., and see if
you can score a hit. Having recovered somewhat from my amazement, I went at
him with my foil; the bear made a slight movement of his paw and parried the
blow. I tried to throw him off guard by feints-the bear did not stir. I went at him
again with a renewed burst of energy; without a doubt I would have struck the
chest of a man. The bear made a slight movement of his paw and parried the blow.
Now I found myself in almost the same circumstance as the young Herr von G.
The single-mindedness of the bear served to reduce my self- assurance; as thrusts
and feints followed each other, I was dripping with perspiration. But all was in
vain!

Not only was the bear able to parry all my blows like some world champion fencer,
but all the feints I attempted-and this no fencer in the world could duplicate-went
unnoticed by the bear. Eye to eye, as if he could see into my very soul, he stood
there, his paw raised ready for combat, and whenever my thrusts were not intended
as strikes, he simply did not move.

Do you believe this story, he asked?
Absolutely, I replied with encouraging approval; it is plausible enough that I would
have believed it had any stranger told me, but it is even more plausible coming
from you.
Now, my excellent friend, said Herr C., you are in possession of everything that is
necessary to comprehend what I am saying. We can see the degree to which
contemplation becomes darker and weaker in the organic world, so that the grace
that is there emerges all the more shining and triumphant. Just as the intersection of
two lines from the same side of a point after passing through the infinite suddenly
finds itself again on the other side-or as the image from a concave mirror, after
having gone off into the infinite, suddenly appears before us again-so grace returns
after knowledge has gone through the world of the infinite, in that it appears to best
advantage in that human bodily structure that has no consciousness at all-or has
infinite consciousness-that is, in the mechanical puppet, or in the God.

Therefore, I replied, somewhat at loose ends, we would have to eat again of the
tree of knowledge to fall back again into a state of innocence?
Most certainly, he replied: That is the last chapter of the history of the world.

(The essay "Über das Marionetten Theater" was first published in four installments in the daily Berliner
Abendblätter from December 12 to 15, 1810. Kleist was editor of the newspaper.)

I grew even more amazed and simply did not know how to reply to such strange
statements.
It would seem, he continued while taking a pinch of snuff, that I had not read very
carefully the third chapter of the first Book of Moses; and whoever was not
acquainted with that first period of human civilization could not reasonably discuss
the matters at hand and, even less so, the ultimate questions.

I told him that I understood only too well how consciousness creates disorder in the
natural harmony of men. A young friend of mine had lost his innocence, and
Paradise too, simply because of an observation he made that I witnessed at the
same time- after that moment, in spite of all possible attempts, he never again
regained it. However, I ventured, what conclusions can you draw from that?

He asked me to explain the incident to which I referred.
About three years ago, I explained, I went swimming with a young man whose
personality was possessed of a natural charm. He was probably about sixteen years
old at the time, and only from a distance could one notice the first traces of vanity
in him, a quality brought about by the attentions of women.

Now it happened that a short time before in Paris we had seen the statue of the
youth pulling a splinter from his foot. Copies of that statue are well known and can
be seen in most German collections. My friend was reminded of this statue when
after our swim he placed his foot on the footstool to dry it and at the same time
glanced into a large mirror; he smiled and told me what a discovery he had made.
And indeed I had made the same observation at the same moment; but whether it
was that I wanted to test the security of his natural charm, or whether I wanted to
challenge his vanity, I laughed and replied that he was imagining things. He
blushed and lifted his foot a second time to show me; as one could have easily
predicted, the attempt failed. Confused, he lifted his foot a third, a fourth, even a
tenth time: in vain! He was unable to duplicate the same movement. What can I
say?--the movements he made became so comical I could hardly keep from
laughing.

From that day on, from that very moment on, an inexplicable change took place in
this young man. He began to stand in front of the mirror all day long, and one
virtue after another dropped away from him. An invisible and inexplicable power
like an iron net seemed to seize upon the spontaneity of his bearing, and after a
year there was no trace of the charm that had so delighted those who knew him.
There is only one other person alive today who witnessed that strange and unhappy
incident, and who would confirm it for you word for word as I have related it.

Following this line of thought, Herr C. said kindly, I must in turn tell you another
story, and you will easily understand why I tell it now.
While traveling in Russia, I came upon the country estate of Herr von G., a
Livonian nobleman, whose sons were at that time seriously engaged in learning to
fence. The oldest boy, who had just returned from the university, in particular
regarded himself as somewhat of a virtuoso and one morning while in his room he
offered me a foil. We fenced, but as it turned out I was superior to him. The heat of
anger further added to his confusion. Almost every blow I struck was successful
and finally his foil was knocked into a corner of the room. As he picked up the foil
he admitted, half jokingly, half angrily, that he had met his master;

















Dannie.h

Dannie.h is curated by hans Andreas R.

Design & Texts by hans Andreas R.

Editing by hans Andreas R. and Loes Jacobs

Proofreading by Sarah Cale

Printed on Riso at nadine

Thanks to Leen Van Dommelen, Damla Ekin Tokel, nadine, Various Artists

If “The Actor and the Über-Marionette” is printed to small for your eyes,

But you really want to read it, you can find it here:

https://bluemountain.princeton.edu/bluemtn/?a=d&d=bmtnaau190804-01&e=-------en-20--

1--txt-txIN-edward+gordon+craig------

Dannie.n is an art-zine published by nadine about the artistic research, themes and

discussion topics of artists involved with nadine. For each edition nadine invites an artist or

collective to curate the content of the art-zine.

Dannie.h is for sale; please contact loes@nadine.be if you would like to buy a copy.

Dannie.h can be downloaded for free on nadine’s website: http://nadine.be

nadine is supported by Vlaamse Gemeenschap, VGC, Brussels Hoofdstedelĳk Gewest.

2020 nadine print on 222 copies


