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Ful is an art magazine. An artist collective.  
A performing arts company. 

We have been exploring, analyzing, exhibit-
ing, and performing works on neo nationalism, 
skin, the staging of oneself, performativity and 
censorship. All of this with inspiration from 
queer feminist and post-colonial theory and 
activism. 

This publication is dedicated to Women 
Playwrights International Conference 2012.  
In Stockholm, Sweden. 

We were asked by the host of the WPIC 2012, 
Riksteatern, to make a documentation of the 
event in the critical but tender Ful manner. The 
result is not only a review or a retrospect of the 
events that took place, but an ambition to fill 
the gaps of those that didn’t. Not a document 
for the archives, but one that can keep on asking 
questions to form future conferences.

 And here is our reflection. Our memories. 
Our tribute. Our resistance. 

Ful is a feminist
Ful is a post-colonial
Ful is a queer
And we don’t believe in two essential gen-

ders. Two genders make people unhappy. Two 
genders is a lot of people’s way of gaining power 
over others. So we welcome all genders (and non-
gendered) not only two, and we call them ze. 

But still we were there. With the Women. 
And we don’t believe in traditional ways of 

categorizing art. We don’t believe that repro-
ducing patriarchal and white forms of creating 
and experiencing art is the best way of resist-
ing the marginalized position that we, in this 
context, are put in. So we welcome an aesthetic 
expression that is more. And we celebrate aes-
thetics based on queer feminist and post-coloni-
al knowledge and experience. 

But still we were there. With the Playwrights
And we saw the resistance being staged. And 

embraced. And used. 

This is Ful goes WPIC 2012. 
We were here. 
/Ful

My name is Birgitta Englin and I’m the Execu-
tive Director of Riksteatern, Sweden’s national 
touring theatre. 

I would like to welcome you all to Stock-
holm and the 9th Women Playwrights Inter-
national Conference. Riksteatern together 
with Al Madina theatre, based in Beirut, and 
Al Harah theatre, based in the West Bank, will 
be your hosts during this week. The three of us 
are proud and a little bit nervous, but most of 
all excited to see you. We are grateful to all the 
people working hard to make this happen, and 
I would like to thank the WPI for trusting us 
with such an important task. 

Three years ago I was in Mumbai, India, at 
the 8th WPI Conference and was struck by the 
fantastic work of women playwrights across the 
globe. This year the three organizations host-
ing the conference have worked hard to really 
reach across the world and get as many different 
perspectives as possible to join in, for what is 
going to be five exciting, inspiring and impor-
tant days. With our ability to network and learn 
from, promote, challenge, support and cel-
ebrate each other, we can create change on and 
off stage.

The theme of this conference is the demo-
cratic stage. My hopes are that we all keep a 
participatory approach to the whole confer-
ence. Södra Teatern will be the house in which 
we interact and participate, filling it with our 
stories. Together we’ll take responsibility for 
creating a democratic stage where we can think 
and feel differently and listen to and investigate 
each other’s views. I’m looking forward to this 
conference being a celebration of our human 
rights and democracy. 

I wish you all a fantastic conference. 
/Birgitta Englin

This welcome speech was held in Stockholm City 
Hall during the opening ceremony on August 15.

Welcome to Ful! Welcome to  
WPIC 2012!
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AFGHANISTAN
Lia Gladstone: 
 Afghan Voices

AUSTRALIA
Van Badham: How It 
Is Or As You Like It
Angela Betzien:  
War Crimes
Tahli Corin:  
Girl in Tan Boots
Emma Gibson:  
Widow Bird
Zoe Hogan: Small Life
Rosemary Johns:  
Black Box 149

BELARUS
Irina Pismennaya: 
Like Sting

CANADA
Maja Ardal: The  
Prisoner of Tehran
Madeleine Blais- 
Dahlem: La Maculée
Trina Davies:  
The Romeo Initiative
Wanda R. Graham: 
Kill Zone –  
A Love Story
Cornelia Hoogland: 
Hungry Wolf
Marcia Johnson:  
Perfect on Paper
Talia Pura:  
Cry After Midnight
Janet Romero-Leiva: 
Spanish on her 
Tongue

CHILE
Sally Campusano  
Torres: The Olive

Ines Margarita  
Stranger: Nuptials

CHINA
Chenzi Guo:  
A Woman as a Man
YingNing Li:  
The Women’s Life

COSTA RICA
Ivania Cox: Beautiful 
Sex, Beautiful Fire

CROATIA
Vedrana Klepica: 
J.A.T.O.
Nina Mitrovic:  
An Instant-Powder 
Family

CUBA
Lilianne Lugo Herrera: 
Don´’t Work Wonders 
for Me

DENMARK
Line Knutzon: The  
Air Others Breathe

EGYPT
Laila Soliman: No 
Time for Art/ 1

ESTONIA
Mari-Liis Mägi & 
 Marite Butkaite:  
Sane Asylum
Silvia Soro:  
Speaking Stones

ETHIOPIA
Meaza Worku:  
Desperate to Fight!

FINLAND
Laura Ruohonen:  
War Tourists
Saara Turunen:  
Broken Heart Story

ICELAND
Hlin Agnarsdóttir: 
Refugees
Salka Gudmundsdót-
tir: Mizzle Rock
Jónína Leósdóttir: 
Reckoning
Vala Thorsdóttir: 
Kitchen to Measure, 
Ordinary Horror 
Stories

INDIA
Jyoti Gajbhiye:  
Daahagni
Anuradha Marwah:  
A Pipe Dream in Delhi
Jyoti Mhapsekar: 
March Towards  
Equality
Gowri Ramnarayan: 
Night’s End

INDONESIA
Kerensa Dewantoro: 
Tell Laura
Naomi Srikandi:  
Medea Media

IRAN
Sanaz Bayan:  
Documentary

ITALY
Ulla Alasjärvi: Don’t 
Kill the Mockingbird
Patrizia Monaco: Fatal 
Love

ITALY/BRAZIL
Ana Cândida de Car-
valho Carneiro: Babel

JAMAICA
Ava-Gail Gardiner: 
The Cage

JORDAN
Lana Nasser:  
In the Lost and Found 
(The Red Suitcase)

KENYA
Andiah Kisia:  
St. James

KOSOVO
Doruntina Basha: The 
Finger

LATVIA
Liena Galeja:  
The Loser’s Horse

LEBANON
Lina Abyad Nassar: 
Algerian Miniatures

LITHUANIA
Vaiva Grainyte:  
Have a Good Day!
Gabriele Labnauskaite: 
Red Laces

MALAWI
Effie Makepeace:  
The Secret Life of Us

THE NETHERLANDS
Helena Hoogenkamp: 
A Garden in Hell
Gijsje Kooter: Parts

NEW ZEALAND
Jean Betts:   
Resolution Falls
Michaelanne Forster: 
Don’t Mention  
Casablanca

NIGERIA
Adebusola Elegbede: 
Lolade’s Labyrinth
Onyeka Iwuchukwu: 
Our Honourable 
Member
Zainabu Jallo: Onions 
Make Us Cry

Selected Plays

Full list of selected plays for the  
WPI conference, as presented by Riksteatern  
on their website. 
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NORWAY
Tale Næss: Vilde
Maria Tryti Vennerød: 
National Test

PALESTINE
Valantina Abu Oqsa: 
Anna Hurra
Jackie Lubeck:  
The Sisters D 3
Mirna Sakhleh:  
Seven Palestinian 
Children

THE PHILIPPINES
August Melody  
Andong:  
Nagligad Street cor. 
Subong Street

PORTUGAL
Ana Mendes:  
Self-Portrait

RUSSIA
Victoria Dotsenko: 
Variations on  
the Theme of  
Multiculturalism
Anastasia Istomina: 
Insurance Products
Irina Merkina:  
Udacha Village

SERBIA &  
MONTENEGRO
Gorana Balancevic: 
Iron-Bound
Olga Dimitrijevic: 
Workers Die Singing

SINGAPORE
Rosaline Ting:  
Journeys
South Africa
Nadia Davids:  
This Woman is Not  
for Burning
Fatima Dike:  
The Return
Amy Jephta:  
Kitchen

Mbali Kgosidintsi:  
Ubuntu: The Right to 
be Silent

SWEDEN
Johanna Emanuelsson: 
Look, I’m Falling!
Ulrika Kärnborg:  
Natascha Kampusch 
– I Used to Be His 
Orange Blossom
Sisela Lindblom: Girls
Åsa Olsson:  
I Do for Money
Isa Schöier: Lipstick 
for the Undead

TANZANIA
Vicensia Shule:  
The Mop

TURKEY
Zeynep Kaçar: Medine

UGANDA
Patricia Achiro  
Olwoch: No Cause
Margaret  
Namulyanga: He Is 
Here He Says I Say

UKRAINE
Neda Nejdana: He 
Who Opens the Door

UNITED KINGDOM
Bettina Gracias:  
Tibet House
Yasmine Van Wilt:  
The Gift

UNITED STATES  
OF AMERICA
Raquel Almazan:  
La Paloma Prisoner
Bianca Bagatourian: 
Remnants of a Liquid 
World
Barbara Blatner:  
Years of Sky
Anita Chandwaney & 
M.E.H. Lewis: Thirst

Paula Cizmar & Laura 
Shamas:  
Venus in Orange
Sara Cole: Aftermath
Jyl Lynn Felman:  
Girl Kicks Girl
Ezzat Gouschegir:  
My Name is Inanna
Elizabeth Hess:  
Dust to Dust
M.E.H. Lewis:  
Small World
Angelina Llongueras: 
Phoolan is All of Us
Farzana Moon: 
 Osama The Demented
Donna Spector:  
Manhattan Transits
Mary Steelsmith: 
Isaac, I am
Melisa Tien:  
Familium Vulgare

ZIMBABWE
Thoko Zulu: Lunatic ;

Very low spectator and street noise can punctu-
ate and build the scene, peaking at the end as the 
motorcade approaches in a crescendo of spectator 
clapping and cheering.
Years of Sky by Barbara Blatner. Reading, Main Stage,  
Saturday 18 August 2:30 p.m 

Jade: What Finn?
Jordan: Ya know him?
Jade: Yeah Finn’s cool.
War Crimes by Angela Betzien. Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Friday 17 August 2:00 p.m 

SITA: La, silk sheets. If it’s so pish-posh, why are 
you here? Hmm?
MEERA: My mother-in-law.
SITA: MM-hm.
Thirst by Anita Chandwaney & M.E.H. Lewis. Reading, KGB West Wing, 
Monday 20 August 4:30 p.m 

Xian: I love to do movies, indeed. I love to see flms. 
You mean that I could play in films?
Meng: My word!
Xian: Yuan Meiyun has been here to take pictures.
The Women’s Life by YingNing Li. Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Sunday 19 August 2:30 p.m 
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Fucking slut. 

MOTHER: (Cries.) What have I done to deserve 
all this? Tell me, what have I done to you? I have 
given you nothing but love. 
Sane Asylum by Mari-Liis Mägi & Marite Butkaite.  
Reading, KGB West Wing, Friday 17 August 4:30 p.m 

Ow 
SAUSAGE: Oh these stupid, what is it they’re 
called, those flaps, what are they called? 
TWIG: Hot taps? 
The Air Others Breathe by Line Knutzon reading. Main Stage,  
Saturday 18 August 4:00 p.m 

He goes to the paper and crayons and crouches 
over them. Tentatively, he picks up the box of 
crayons and holds it in his hands, turning it over 
and over.
Small World by M.E.H. Lewis. Reading, 7:an, friday 17 August 2:30 p.m 

Ful: What is  
a Playwright?
ZAINABU JALLO:

“writing is too personal, intimate,  
humiliating and miniscule to discuss...”
– Wallace Sawn in an interview in the Paris 
Review 2012

What does it matter if my watch is strapped to 
my left or right wrist?

 If I choose to wear my converse with the 
short silk dress. What really matters... are the 
lines that have formed a wave of stories on the 
octogenarian’s face; The stories told by the 
laundry furiously flapping on the line. How 
unhappy the Labrador being walked looks.  The 
balding man in the third row of the choir – sur-
reptitiously wiping tears with his already damp 
handkerchief. The street hawker who is yelling 
at a man in his old Mercedes-Benz. The lonely 
left foot of a pair of slippers in the middle of a 
highway.

The scenarios are endless. They are happen-
ing. In every millisecond but do you pay any 
attention? Do you take notice?

So when bees are buzzin’ and Robins are 

singin’, all you strive to hear are 
the sentences / the dialogues 
waiting to be transcribed.

 These vivid voices that 
can’t be heard are compel-
ling. They nudge and nudge. 
You are tortured by dialogues 
seeking an abode. You are the 
channel. You are the vessel. 
You must be used.

This is a life of service to 
words. A playwright You sit 
in your bubble, you are the 
one who brings everything to a 
sensible (or maybe not) whole. You are the 
psychoanalyst, often quiet... quietly observ-
ing and listening and creating... processing. In 
your head is a world that needs to breathe. You 
pay attention to each thought sparked off by 
the strike of a matchbox, the shriek of a toddler 
who doesn’t want to get strapped into a car seat 
or the faceless character that is playing evasively 
in your head.

They all present themselves with utmost 
pressure, (these images) you will succumb. You 
have to be brave enough to succumb.

You are subjective. You alienate yourself 
from your characters. They sometimes bloody 
get on your nerves and do not believe in reincar-
nation or some of the gods you live for. This is 
alright, for they too are individuals who have a 
litany of peculiarities.

This makes you what? A demigod? You 
shape destinies. You create lives that have im-
pact on those who witness? This matter of being 
a wordsmith is  very personal.  

This is a life of service to dialogue. A play-
wright ;

and defend themselves 
from the thief and all 
their enemies! Tell her 
that Jasmine and all her 
children had no one to 
support them and were 
left all alone!
Seven Palestinian Children by Mirna 
Sakhleh. Reading, KGB West Wing, 
Thursday 16 August 2:30 p.m 

MOTHER: One day, 
young lady, you’ll learn 
the importance of not 
being late. Now don’t 
drag your feet and come 
along.
Remnants of a Liquid World by 
Bianca Bagatourian. Reading, KGB 
East Wing, Thursday 16 August 
2:30 p.m 

Zainabu Jallo  

Is an award winning 

playwright and the 

author of Saraya 
Dangana, Onions Make 

Us Cry, and Holy 
Night. Hir short plays 

and monologues 

have received lots of 

attention at theatre 

festivals. Ze is cur-

rently working on 

hir first photography 

exhibition. Ze is  

also collecting teas 

and music from 

around the world.
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VALA: Let’s not discuss 
that right now, Mum. 
And his name is Albert, 
why can’t you remem-
ber that?
MOTHER: Albert, 
Albert, Albert. It feels 
better to say Alfred. It 
reminds me of Nobel. 
Won’t it be too late 
soon?
VALA: Late? It’s not 
until tomorrow.
Refugees by Hlín Agnarsdóttir.
Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Thursday 16 August 4:00 p.m. 

Pinto breaks down 
and weeps lightly. The 
drumming is soft and 
slow...as he puts his 
head in his hands and 
cries loudly...
No Cause by Patricia Achiro Olwoch. 
Reading, 7:an, Friday 17 August 
2:00 p.m .

long after your father 
died.”
”But she is my mother’s 
child!” I shouted. Unni 
covered my mouth with 
his hand. “Shut up. Just 
don’t touch that child.”
Night’s End by Gowri Ramnarayan
reading, KGB West wing, Monday 
20 August 4:00 p.m. 

WALTER: Things like 
this seldom happen 
without prior prepara-
tion – movements in the 
shadows
Contacts being taken 
and so on
Natascha Kampusch-I Used To Be 
His Orange Blossom by Ulrika 
Kärnborg. Reading, KGB East Wing, 
Saturday 18 August 4:00 p.m.  

AS THE WOMEN 
SINGS OR RECITE 
THE LAST STANZA 
OF THE SONG MA-
RIA ROSA WANDERS 
AWAY FROM HER 
FRIENDS WITHOUT 
THEM NOTICING IT. 
THEN THE LIGHTS 
ON SUBONG STREET 
(THE STREET OF 
Nagligad Street cor. Subong  
Street by August Melody Andong.  
Reading, KGB East Wing, Saturday 
18 August 2:00 p.m.

Moon Lan Your honey is 
not finish, what are you 
doing here, go and find 
your bride. 
Yang  
(pointing to Moon Lan) 
I’m watching the moon
Moon  
the moon is in the sky, 
and the moon is hidden 
today
A woman As a Man by Chenzi Guo.
Reading, Södra Bar, Sunday 19 
August 2:30 p.m.

Guerrilla Girls  
On Tour! present 
Turn Your Attitude  
to Action
a step-by-step, 3-hour street theatre workshop. 
Please try this at home.

STEP 1 (10 minutes): Gather together a group 
of creative, funny feminists in a space large 
enough to move around in: a rehearsal space, 
a park, your living room. Introduce yourself. 
Explain that for the next three hours you will 
be working on creating short street theatre 
performances that will address a problem you 
agree needs fixing. Encourage everyone to 
name one thing that really gets them angry. 
Ask: “Who can think of something that really 
bothers them?” Warning: If no one answers find 
another group of people.

STEP 2 (30 minutes): Warm up. Do some very 
silly, physical games. The purpose of silly games 
is to get everyone out of their heads. That 
means stop thinking, “I look ridiculous,” or, 
“I’m not an actor.” Tell everyone to jump on the 
fun bus! Here are some games you might play:

SUPERFEMINIST  
NAME GAME:  

Everyone stands in a circle. One 

person says their “Superfemi-

nist” name and does a movement 

at the same time. “I’m Adventur-

ous Aphra!” I cry as I leap up and 

kick out one leg. ALL repeat the 

name and the movement. The 

next person does their superfem-

inist name and movement and all 

repeat until everyone has gone. 

Commit to your name. Don’t say 

no to yourself, just do it. 

TELL A STORY:  
Still in a circle everyone tells 

a story one word at a time. 

Each person adds a word 

until the story is complete. 

Remember to listen and 

be truthful in this game. 

Make it a point to think that 

everyone’s word is awesome 

and the story you are all 

creating is the coolest story 

you’ve ever heard. Support 

the group effort to make up 

a wonderful story. 
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STEP 3 (10 minutes): Now that everyone is in a 
positive mindset it is time to explore the per-
formance space. Set aside a section of the space 
that is the performance zone. Mark it out and 
make sure everyone understands the bounda-
ries of the zone and where the audience would 
be sitting if it were a real theatre space. Now 
ask everyone to walk around the performance 
space. Sometimes there is a lot of giggling and 
talking at this point but now is the time to 
focus and concentrate on 
walking. Make eye con-
tact with people you 
pass. Begin to walk 
faster. Be present. 
Don’t run over 
people, look 
everyone in the 
eye and move. 
Now play 
a fun game 
called:

STEP 4 (20 
Minutes): Make 
up 16 counts of 
simple move-
ment and 
teach that to 
the group. 
Keep it easy to 
learn: marching in place, stepping, 
clapping, etc. After everyone learns the move-
ment divide up into teams of 4 to 8 people. The 
new teams must now create a clear entrance and 
exit from the performance space and add it to 
the movement. After 5 minutes of rehearsing 
each team performs.

STEP 5 (30 Minutes): Now each team is estab-
lished and has already collaborated on a short 
performance! Great! Perhaps talk about col-
laboration. What was easy, what was hard about 
performing the short movement piece? Did 
you have to commit to each other? Rely on each 
other? Yes? Now you have set up cooperation! 
Teams now are given large pieces of paper and 
pencils, pens or markers. They gather around 
the paper and begin to brainstorm about sub-
jects they might want to create a piece of street 
theatre about, writing down words or drawing 
images of their ideas. After a few minutes each 
person shares what they have written/drawn 
and each team looks for common themes. At the 
end of the brainstorming each team must de-
cide on what issue they want to create a piece of 
street theatre about and come up with a chant 
about that issue i.e. “Hey! Hey! Ho! Ho! Sexism 
in theatre has got to go!” 

STEP 6 (10 Minutes): The next step is to really 
begin to dig in as an ensemble and collaborate. 
Teams choose a clever name and then elect the 
following: 

1) A Motivator – keeps team from getting 
bogged down, stuck or going off on an uncrea-

tive or negative tangent. This person keeps 
the team active instead of arguing, talking or 
over-thinking the piece. 

2) A Timekeeper – calls out the time they 
have left so that everyone moves along and 
accomplishes their tasks. 

3) A Dance Captain – This person 
knows the 16 count movement back-
wards and forwards and leads the team 
in making sure the movement is sharp. 

4) Sound Effects Goddess – suggests 
ideas for adding sounds for the final 
performance. 

After you have appointed these 
positions each team now has to combine 

their chant with the 16-count movement 
in a complete performance. This performance 

must include a clear entrance and exit. There is 
just 10 minutes for teams to figure this out. GO!

STEP 7 (10 minutes): Teams perform. After 
each performance briefly discuss what is go-
ing well for each team and what is not going 
well. Try to point out strengths as well as how 

STAGE PICTURE:  
While everyone is walking  

around, stand on the sidelines and call 

out the word “PICTURE!” Explain that 

when you hear, “PICTURE!” you should 

move into a position that will create a 

balanced stage picture with the rest of 

the group and freeze. In a balanced stage 

picture no one will have focus. Some peo-

ple will be standing, some sitting on the 

floor, some lying down, some looking up, 

some looking off, etc. The key is to look 

around you and see what poses others are 

making. Work off of their poses to create 

balance. After you create one picture 

the leader will say, “WALK”. Again walk 

around the space until you hear the word 

“PICTURE”. This exercise will help  

create a group dynamic. Everyone  

will start to think and move like  

an ensemble.

SOUND BALL:  
Make a sound and throw 

an imaginary ball to 

someone in the circle. 

That person has to catch 

the ball and make the 

same sound. Then they 

throw the ball to someone 

else, making a new sound. 

Remember to make eye 

contact with the person 

you are throwing the 

ball to. Be present, make 

strong choices, support 

everyone in the circle. 
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teams might correct any problem areas. Now 
it’s off to making street theatre! Think of your 
issue. Think of what you want to say. Be precise. 
Think of how to express what you want to say 
in a performative way. Think of your situation 
– you will be performing on the street. Now 
make a scene! Create a 1-minute scene about 
your issue. It can be literal or abstract; it can 
use movement or music or sounds or none of 
the above. Your new scene must now be mixed 
in with your chant and your 16-count move-
ment to create a new street theatre performance 
that has a clear entrance and exit. Be creative! 
Mix up the order, use each piece of the perfor-
mance in a unique way. Highlight the issue you 
are addressing. Tips: Keep it short. 2 minutes 
total. Have a beginning, middle and an end. 
Rehearse. Invent physical or vocal cues to begin 
your chant or start your movement. If you 
are telling a story, make sure the story is clear. 
When in doubt be active. Do not get bogged 
down in discussing what you should do, try 
doing it and that will lead you to other ideas. 
Follow the fun! If it is uncomfortable, awkward 
or confusing, stop and try to clarify. Give eve-
ryone on your team a chance to comment and 
contribute. You have 30 minutes to create your 
piece. GO!

STEP 8 (15 minutes): Teams perform their 
pieces. Everyone else acts as a supportive audi-
ence, giving positive critiques and suggestions. 
Then it’s back to the drawing board.

STEP 9 (15 minutes): Teams rework and refine 
their performances.

STEP 10 (10 minutes): Teams perform 
their pieces a second time. 
There will be marked 
improvements in 
each piece. If 
there are not, 
stop and try 
to help a 
team that is 
struggling. 

STEP 11 (30 
minutes): It’s 
time to per-
form. Decide 

on a location and hit the streets! Find an area 
where there is a lot of street traffic. Train sta-
tions, malls, bus stops, parks, office-building 
entrances are good areas. Create a postcard or 
flyer that accompanies your piece. This could 
have information on the issue your piece ad-
dresses such as stats or web site addresses. You 
will want to make sure that the public has a 
way to contact you so you can gather feedback 
and support. Create an email address for the 
handout such as “makingascenestreetthea-
tre@gmail.com”. This is a good way to let the 
public tell you if your piece had any impact. 
You might get fan mail, hate mail or someone 
asking how they can become a member of your 
team. After each performance share what you 
think worked and what you think was not as 
successful with the members of your team. 
Congratulate yourselves for being courageous, 
creative and following the fun. Keep meeting, 
playing theatre games and making street thea-
tre. Let us know how it goes. ; 

By Aphra Behn (c)2013 For more information visit 
www.ggontour.com 

nothing softer, warmer or wetter than my mouth on 
her lifenipple. El sabor de mujer. I can destroy too.
La Paloma Prisoner by Raquel Almazan. Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Thursday 16 August 4:30 p.m 

ADALHEIDUR: It would only be a little sad losing 
bits of my ears.
THE OLDEST KID (Gerdur): You’ll just have to 
stay still.
ADALHEIDUR: Yes.
Kitchen to Measure, ordinary Horror Stories by Vala Thorsdottir.  
Reading, Södra Bar, Saturday 18 August 3:00 p.m 

INTERROGATOR: Only thirty three hours thus far. 
I almost pity you.
WOMAN: I refuse to be described with a word.
INTERROGATOR: What does it matter, if you keep 
your life? Be sensible.
Kitchen by Amy Jephta. Reading, Main Stage, Sunday 19 August 2:00 p.m 

Late for reasons very well known to us.
A whole hour and a half.
Nothing important happened from then till now.
J.A.T.O by Vedrana Klepica. Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Thursday 16 August 4:00 p.m 

Guerilla Girls On Tour!  

is a US-based theatre collective 

formed in 2001. It was founded by 

three members of the original activ-

ist group Guerilla Girls, as one of 

three splinter groups. Guerilla Girls 

started in 1985 as a protest to male 

dominance within the art world, and 

consisted of around 100 anony-

mous women. Guerilla Girls On 

Tour! use stage performances and 

performance workshops to educate, 

entertain and ultimately transform 

their audiences into  

identifying as activist/artists.  

Their performances mixes comedic 

techniques such as parody, sketch, 

improv, slapstick and song-and-

dance mixed with statistics and 

facts about gender equality and 

representation.
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Stupid, really. There is so much they could have 
done... but he didn’t want anything or anyone to 
save him, so there you have it.
The final joke.
Isaac I am by Mary Steelsmith. Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Saturday 18 August 4:30 p.m 

ELSIE: Do you often get tied up?
ANGEL: All men are different, they all want to do 
their own thing.
ELSIE: Is sadomasochism the worst?
I Do for Money by Åsa Olsson. Reading, Main Stage,  
Friday 17 August 4:00 p.m 

when you get a man
there has to be a magnet to keep him
I will keep saying it
He is Here He Says I Say by Margaret Namulyanga. Reading,  
KGB West Wing, Friday 17 August 3:00 p.m 

The Brunette sits staring out towards the audi-
ence. She has been thinking about something.
The Brunette: It’s good that we sit together some-
times. It’s like four flavours.
Girls by Sisela Lindblom. Reading, Main Stage,  
Monday 20 August 4:00 p.m 

Rely Race  
Camera

INSTRUCTIONS:
1. Take one (1) picture
2. Pick a person to give 
the camera to
3. When full, return 
to Ful (we are located 
at kägelbanan by the 
check-in).



9



10

Mum: I don’t think so.
Detective: And did she have any history of physical 
or mental health issues?
Mum: No.
Girl in Tan Boots by Tahli Corin. Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Friday 17 August 4:00 p.m 

over as a doctor is different than going as a soldier 
who has trained for war. Do I support the war that 
I’ll be part of? Do I need to believe in it in order to 
do my job? I had to really think about that.
Cry After Midnight by Talia Pura. Reading, Main Stage,  
Thursday 16 August 2:00 p.m. 

They push you down on broken Pepsi bottle. Tie 
here… with cord then make you drink and drink. 
Hang you from hooks in the ceiling… (gestures) 
Throw on wall… 
Black Box 149 by Rosemary Johns. Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Thursday 16 August 3:00 p.m.

Seth: Young man, I have no family, no house, no 
land, believe me when I say I have nothing, even 
my dog is dead…

Seth laughs, Noa joins in, then Seth starts  
choking…
The Cage by Ava-Gail Gardiner. Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Monday 20 August 2:30 p.m.

Zoran has had enough, he grabs a meat knife and 
cuts off a finger. The finger falls on the floor and 
wiggles there, everyone is in shock. Due to adrena-
line rush and exhaustion, Zoran finally faints
Workers Die Singing by Olga Dimitrijevi. Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Monday 20 August 3:00 p.m.

DARIUS: I didn’t feel grief at my father’s death, 
because I closed away my heart.
ATAJARAH: Darius I fight against my very nature 
daily.
DARIUS: A man—a scientist—cannot be ruled by 
emotion.
Widowbird by Emma Gibson. Reading, Södra Bar,  
Saturday 18 August 2:30 p.m.

about love and more love, and if you don’t love him 
back, because you simply can’t, then everyone says 
you’re just a mean and nasty person. It´s so unfair.
War Tourists by Laura Ruohonen. Reading, Södra Bar,  
Thursday 16 Augusti 2:00 p.m. 
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SALLY CAMPUSANO TORRES:

Lo internacional es all inclusive
Pero hay mucho que queda afuera. 
No hay límites
Es un espacio en donde las fronteras son trazos 
de acuerela que se desvanecen. 
Es un territorio no colonizado
un espacio insípido
una patria sin identidad
una bandera al viento sin colores
uniformidad
un terreno blanco libre para ser invadido 

El lugar común es el espacio en donde las fron-
teras son trazos de acuerela que se desvanecen.

La manera de describir ese lugar común es el 
lenguaje. 

el lenguaje animal
el lenguaje humano
el lenguaje político
el lenguaje de las manos
el lenguaje de las señalizaciones
el lenguaje literario
el lenguaje formal

el lenguaje informal
el lenguaje inter-personal
el lenguaje oral
el lenguaje de las redes sociales
los idiomas. 

Un idioma es una cuerda invisible que amarra 
dos territorios

El idioma internacional  es el Inglés . 

El chino, el japonés, el portugués, el ruso, el es-
lavo, el moldavo, el letón, el francés, el italiano, 
el español, el árabe, el sueco NO son internac-
ionales. 

Por ejemplo, 
Yo hablo la lengua de los pobres. 
Yo pienso en la lengua de los que hablan fuerte. 
Yo hablo la lengua de los machos. 
Yo pienso en la lengua de los colonizados 
Yo hablo en la lengua de los marginados, de los 
extraños, de los lejanos, 
Yo hablo español latinoamericano.
Y eso, eso no es internacional. 

Una manera particular de hablar, no es inter-
nacional
Un acento, una pronunciación extraña, no es 
internacional. 
Pero el inglés, si es internacional
Yo hablo español ...
y soy internacional solo en un continente ;

Ful: What is  
International?

Sally Campusano Torres  

(b. 1982) Actriz, dramaturga y productora teatral que ha creado, junto con otros artistas, la compañía “TEATRO 

NIÑO PROLETARIO” que ha centrado su trabajo en las temáticas de territorio, memoria, género y clase. Tam-

bién ha participado en la creación del  “Festival de Teatro Cielos del Infinito” (Patagonia- Chile) y de COMMU-

NITAS (Performing Arts Studio), estructura que promueve el intercambio  

entre artistas de diferentes países. Actualmente reside en Francia en donde continua  

su proyecto artístico basado fundamentalmente en la dramaturgia.



– I’m the only person who has never seen myself from the out-
side. Do you understand? For example I don’t know what it 
looks like when I laugh. Does it sound heartfilled and joyous 
when I laugh? What do I look like when I wander around think-
ing of something serious? Do I look beautifully profound, like 
the heroines from the novels I read as a young girl? Or do the 
edges of my mouth turn downwards, like the tired millionaire 
wives around the roulette tables in Monte Carlo? When I forget 
to play my role, what do I look like then?

– Still there. Deep in my legs, not on the surface, deep in the 
bones. All the way down, a tingly feeling. Pulled off the covers, 
looked normal, same color as yesterday, same shape. Same two 
knees with same little wrinkles, same fading scar from fourth 
grade playground gravel, but still. Feel strange. Feel wrong. 
Feel... thirsty. You know, thirsty in your mouth? Like that, but 
in the legs. Thirsty legs, felt dry. Got up, put on my stockings, 
put on my skirt, start to walk around, but they feel prickly. Like 
a cactus. I think “I’m going crazy”, I think I’m still dreaming. I 
think “I’ll go have some cereal, and then I’ll feel better”. But at 
the table they feel hot. Really, really hot. Like they were burn-
ing. Like they were on fire. Can’t sit still, mom says “can you 
not sit at the table like a normal human being?”

– I have set up a reminder on my iCalendar. I have set the alarm 
to go off on the first of 2013. No, the alarm must go off in the 
last hour of 2012. I set a message as a reminder, not as a to do 
list, but as an event. An activity. The subject of the message is: 

Open Mic 
KGB West Wing, evening of August 17
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Get yourself pregnant. Quick. The calendar is asking me for a 
venue for this activity. Venue: To be discussed. 

– Since my play is already in the program – it will be read on 
Sunday – I’m going to sing something. I always sing to my chil-
dren and I kind of miss them. This is going to be in Indonesian, 
so you are not going to understand the words, but it’s not about 
the words sometimes, it’s just the sounds. 

– I want to tell her, I’m just like you. It almost makes me cry – 
people who make calls in the public transport and get to hear 
things they can never unhear, in the presence of total strangers. 
But if I don’t make the call now, then I will have to switch the 
phone off in the airplane, and once it lands, I will be in a foreign 
country, so it will be expensive, and when I return, my anger 
will have expired. So I’m making the call now. Actually I don’t 
believe that a plane ever crashed because of mobile phones. 
It’s just something that the pilots came up with together be-
cause they were tired of picking up chatter on their radio high 
up there. All the people paying so much to get away, and then 
take the people at home with them in their cells. Anyway I ask 
“where were you?”

– ... Abby, Agnetha L, Agnetha N, Anna, Anna, Brita, Anna 
E, Anna, Annelie, Annika, Annika, Åsa, Berit, Beth, Birgitta, 
Bodil, Bodil M, Britt, Britt-Marie E, Carin, Carina, Cecilia, Char-
lotte, Ellinore, Elisabeth, Eva E, Eva H, Eva L, Fia, Gunilla, 
Ginilla G, Helen, Helen L, Helena G, Inga, Inga-Britt... ;

13
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Almost 600 plays were submitted to be part of 
the WPIC 2012. In the end 107 were chosen to 
be represented at the conference. Ful were inter-
ested in how the selection was made, and asked 
the following questions from a representative 
of the selection group.

How many/who were you in the  
selection group and who selected you? 
(Was there a broad representation of the 
group in relation to gender identity, age, 
skin color, sexuality, class, functionality, 
job function, etc.)

– There were two reading committees,  
a Swedish one with a dozen dramaturges and 
international representatives from WPI. Both 
were selected by Riksteatern in collaboration 
with WPI president Lene Therese Teigen. The 
selection was based on a broad knowledge of 
the performing arts and interest in the confer-
ence goals.

Were there any formulated criteria, if so 
what were they? (Were there thoughts 
about making the selecting in regards to 
a wide selection in relation to geography, 
age, theme, etc.)

– There were criteria for specifically class, 
ethnicity, geographic spread, “cultural” spread. 
It was not obvious that the Western would be 
the model for quality. Etc.

Did you agree within the selection group?
– All agreed. 107 pieces were selected, 90 

were presented (because the playwright had  
to be there at the conference for the readings of 
their plays). It was a long process over several 
months.

Was it you or the people who sent in their 
entries that decided if the sender was a 
female playwright?

– It was the playwright who made that defi-
nition themselves.

How did you define the term “drama”?
– Performing Arts with spoken dialogue, 

which can be presented in a manuscript.
How would you summarize the selection 
as a whole?

– When we received 600 synopsis to choose 

from, there was a large spread. The quality was 
high, according to those who had been involved 
in the past. The proportion of younger play-
wrights was also higher, as well as participation 
from Africa, results of a conscious effort by the 
organizer Riksteatern. More can be found in the 
final report, which is on the homepage wpic.
riksteatern.se.

I noticed that many of the guest perfor-
mances invited by Riksteatern did not 
match the WPIC-selection criteria, as in 
not having scripts, and perhaps not even 
text in their performances. Do you have 
any reflections on that?

– Well, to say many would be to say too 
much. Some that could be presented as com-
plete performances were there, but most of 
them were there simply in the form of a manu-
script. There were no resources to do stagings 
of them. To get interesting evening programs 
we invited some, such as Norwegian “My Life as 
a Man” and Iranian / French “Autumn Dance”. 
The Afghan guest appearance was chosen since 
we rarely see anything from that region. The 
presentation of the Baltic playwrights was also 
interesting with its unifying grip from a larger 
region.

As you told me, the centre of the WPIC-
conference are the “readings”, do you 
know if there is any discussion to make 
a platform for experimental theatre? (I 
wonder how such a presentation would 
look like.)

– Experimental theatre is probably difficult 
to accommodate in the conference. We tried, 
however, to make room for some unconvention-
al choices such as Per.Får.Mens. and the Guerilla 
Girls. ; By Rani Nair, Ful

VENUS 2: The up-chuck 
offspring of a castrated 
god
ALL: Venus
VENUS 3: On a  
half-shell
Venus in Orange by Paula Cizmar & 
Laura Shamas. Reading, KGB West 
Wing, Friday 17 August 3:00 p.m. 

V a l e n t i n a  I v a 
n o v n a. (Looks at 
him with fear, puts 

the hat back, and then 
takes it in her hands 
again). Vladimir and ... 
Makhabat ... We do not 
need any evidence. It’s 
too dangerous to deal 
with these skinheads. 
We will protect her 
ourselves.
Variations on the Theme of Multi-
culturalism by Victoria Dotsenko. 
Reading, KGB East Wing, Monday 
20 August 2:00 p.m.

WPIC Selection  
Process
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don’t have criminals 
among them. Her father 
was a schismatic, an 
Old Believer. He landed 
behind the bars quite on 
accident. The prosecu-
tor must have got up on 
the wrong side of bed. 
We broke away from the 
pen taking him along. As 
livestock.
Udacha Village by Irina Merkina. 
Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Monday 20 August 4:00 p.m.

Ama: Is that why you 
came back? For money?
Karma: I didn’t come 
back to argue, come on.

He picks up one end of 
the body and Ama grabs 
the other, they drag the 
man out of the room
Tibet House by Bettina Gracias.  
Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Monday 20 August 3:00 p.m 

Dalia: Fluffy must have 
thought it was very 
magical.
Joojoo: I don’t like 
rabbits. Every time my 
mother cooks them, we 
have a fight. She says 
eat and I say no and it 

goes like that until she 
hits me. WHAT ABOUT 
THE MAGIC?
The Sisters D 3 by Jackie Lubeck. 
Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Sunday 19 August 4:00 p.m. 

scars on that round arse 
of hers.  She knows 
what she’s doing.
Chikondi – She was 
sleeping outside Prisca’s 
shop!
Deborah – That’s why 
she’s with us now.
The Secret Life of Us by Effie 
Makepeace. Reading, KGB East Wing 
Friday 17 August 2:00 p.m. 

Julia: No, not even Ar-
gentina. I can’t imagine 
how another country 
looks like because i only 
know this one, and this 
country has everything, 
everything this country 
has. Rivers, lakes, sea, 
deserts, woods, islands 
and even volcanos, i 
can’t think of something 
new another place could 
have. 
The Olive by Sally Campusano. Read-
ing, KGB West Wing,  
Sunday 19 August 4:30 p.m 

Made in India – notes from a baby farm is called 
community theatre. Three actors are present on 
stage. The text is based on interviews and on the 
work of Amrita Pande – a social scientist and 
also one of the actors present on the stage. The 
performance raises awareness and discussion 
about exploitation and capitalism. It aims to 

give voice to the workers within the baby farm 
industry. They are present both in the script and 
on video pieces on the stage. The project is a col-
laboration between Odense Teater (Denmark), 
Riksteatern (Sweden) and Global Stories (Den-
mark). It premiered in October 2012.

Kunq, also called community theatre, was 
a theatre project in the early 00’s. It consisted 
of young queer-identified people living in 
Stockholm. I was one of them. The group was 
under the gentle hands of Pelle Hanæus and 
Karin Erika Johansson, two queer activists with 
a background within the dramatic field. They 
used methods from theatre to have the partici-
pants tell and retell their own life-stories on 
stage. The main audience of the performances 
was also young queer people. Kunq (I later 
learned) used Boalian methodologies to get 
youth without “professional” (whatever that 
means) theatrical schooling to perform and to 
tell their own stories. Made in India – notes from 
a babyfarm used academic/sociological, and (my 
own interpretation) journalistic methods to 
gather and perform the stories upon which the 
performance is based. 

The day after my high school graduation, I 
fled homophobia and vulnerability. I fled 
confinement. I left the rural for the urban. 
I brought my belongings in a suitcase and 
a cardboard box. I longed to finally find 
my place in the world. Someone at a queer 
festival told me about a youth theatre pro-
ject that I probably would fall in love with. 
I asked if I could join. In the beginning, 
we only presented our work for each other. 
We used theatre as a means to discuss and 
understand ourselves and our position. 
Gradually, we realized the necessity of tell-
ing our stories to an audience.

When I told the audience about how my 
friends and family reacted when I came 
out as queer, they understood. Something 
rare happened: the audience was present-
ed a story in which they themselves where 
present as active subjects. They could 
relate. The stories presented on stage were 
community-specific, not generalizable. 
It was not meant to be generalizable, that 
was not within our claims. Me and our 
audience, we were the same. Anyone in the 

Community Acting  
as Theatre,  
or Theatre Acting  
as Community
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audience could have been on stage. Every-
one on stage would have felt the same feel-
ings sitting in the audience, seeing their 
own story reflected, retold, by someone 
else. We talked and performed ourselves 
into being. We created, defined. 

‘Theatre’ is a problematic term with rock-hard, 
modernistic borders. I feel a (destructive) struc-
turalist urge to organize every stage-phenom-
enon in relation to the term (and thus exercise 
power). Shakespeare and Ibsen as theatre. 
Performance art as not theatre. Script-based sto-
rytelling as theatre. Theatre institutions such as 
Riksteatern as theatre. Community-groups such 
as Kunq as not theatre. 

We all performed, together. I played the 
role of the storyteller. The people sitting 
down laughing and applauding and crying 
played the role of the audience. Together, 
we staged a performance. Together, we 
created community. We told the stories we 
ourselves wanted to hear. Stories of love 
and longing, of friendship and belonging. 

Community is a problematic term that lacks 
rock-hard, modernistic borders (at least when 
trying to understand the term from within a 
late-modern/postmodern frame and language). 
Is community an actual reality, a discrete group 
of people, who know each other, who are known 
to each other, who easily would recognize each 
other if they passed each other on a street? Or 
is community primarily imagined, a feeling of 
belonging (to use terminology from the sociol-
ogy of belonging)? 

We had a mutual understanding, me and 
the audience: I would not tell them any-
thing that would force them out of the 
feeling of belonging that existed in the 
room. They would not punish me for do-
ing something outside the mainstream, for 
not being “professional”, for telling stories 
not welcome within the normative. For 
not being generalizable, for saying words 
that they, but no one else, would feel and 
understand. They would not punish my 
shyness, my forgetfulness or my awkward-
ness. Even when I was alone on stage and 
they where hundreds in the audience, the 

room was warm and love-filled. My words 
never made me stumble and fall. 

The radicals within stage performance and 
stage art usually try to avoid the term “thea-
tre”. It has too much baggage. If we use a 
communicative terminology to understand 
what happens, then community theatre can be 
understood as a small-scale and alternate form 
of mediated communication. There is terminol-
ogy to describe this: alternative media (Atton, 
2002), or radical media (Downing, 2001). On 
the surface, these phenomena depict theatre, 
but they should rather be understood and read 
in relation to other alternative, cultural forms: 
subculture newspaper, storytelling, radical 
art. Within the term “community theatre”, the 
“theatre” part is not threatening. On the con-
trary, it is demanding. “Look at me”, the term 
calls, “I, too, am theatre!” Community theatre is 
as much theatre as soy sausage is meat. 

Here are two phenomena, two projects 
both labeled ‘community theatre’, both tell-
ing stories labeled outside the fictitious, sto-
ries without the coercion of generalizability 
and universality that exist within modernist 
theatre. Made in India – Notes from a baby farm 
tells a specific story about a specific part of the 
results of capitalism in a post-colonial world 
(my interpretation). Kunq told the story of the 
specific position and situation for queer youth 
in Sweden (my interpretation). 

Both projects are based on a multitude of 
real-life stories (This is not exclusive for these 
two projects; since the 60’s, a lot of Western 
performance production – specifically within 
non-mainstream fields – has used this form.) 
With this, both projects, in a sense, are “realis-
tic”. Both projects have important and strong 
political endeavors – expressed in the direct and 
reasoning form of stage performance. 

We end up on tour. One of our perfor-
mances in Gothenburg, Sweden is aimed 
outside the community. A school brings a 
group of teenagers to the performance, to 
“learn about different sexualities”. I walk 
out on stage, tell a monologue about the 
hate aimed towards queers, ending with “I 
hate straight people”. One of the teenag-
ers in the audience stands up and screams 
back, “sure, but I hate you”. This was not 
a magical and safe room: this is not my 



17

community. The art teacher who brought 
hir students to the play believed that the 
arts have the power to change people. But 
that power does not come from consuming 
art, it comes from creating. From thinking 
for yourself and from belonging, not from 
receiving or experiencing.

Community theatre has an importance. But, it 
is important because it is not theatre. (It cannot 
be measured in terms of quality, a critic trying 
to write a review doesn’t succeed to do anything 
else than to show hir own ignorance). When a 
theatre tries to create community theatre, the 
result is something else. Journalism? That is 
also an honorable ambition, but maybe also 
should be understood as such? 

It is important that terms such as “commu-
nity theatre” can have the freedom to exist and 
evolve outside the established theatre world. 
When they are introduced into the established, 
they get transformed. With a view from within 
the established, the term is understood in 
certain terms, measured with certain criteria. 
These criteria are not false (nor true), but they 
are different from those that existed earlier, 
outside. Community theatre, seen from within 
established theatre, is seldom anything more 
than the performance of the amateur. And the 
amateur, as understood from within the theatre 
system, aims at becoming a professional. The 
established needs to be gentle, otherwise earlier 
meanings risk drowning in the (relatively) loud 
and well-funded discourse of established thea-
tre. Community culture has values that cannot 
be measured or understood from within the 
world of the established – values that are fragile 
and delicate. ; By Max Decroy Strandlund, Ful

my best for you. Do you want me to talk to her? 
I’ll say, Laura look – men either want to rob you 
or root you.. That’s it…She should focus on her 
education and if her boyfriend doesn’t agree then 
I’ll just tell her that men are like buses, always 
another one will come along.
Tell Laura by Kerensa Dewantoro. Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Sunday 19 August 4:30 p.m.

hag is still livin’ in the neighboring village, for 
example – that Olympiada of Matsi Farm. Drunk-
ard. But what can you do? Everyone moves on to 
either the towns or the mainland or abroad or ... 
the cemetery.
Speaking Stones by Silvia Soro. Reading, Södra Bar,  
Monday 20 August 2:00 p.m 

Girl: You just don’t have it.
Boy: Please.
Girl: People either have it or they don’t.
Small Life by Zoe Hogan. Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Saturday 18 August 4:00 p.m. 

MARIJA. That’s what Nina said. 
JUOZAS. What else did Nina say?
MARIJA. That if the hymen won’t break, then you 
have to stop for a little while…
Red Laces by Gabriele Labanauskaite. Reading, Södra Bar,  
Thursday 16 August 2:30 p.m 

JÚLÍA: I knew Helen had told you I was ill. 
LÁRA: That didn’t change anything.
JÚLÍA: (Flinches.) I see. (Trying to control her 
temper.) No, of course it didn’t. Why should a 
daughter visit her mother out of the blue?
Reckoning by  Jonína Leósdóttir. Reading, Main Stage,  
Sunday 19 August 4:30 p.m 

Marina is on the beach. The party music is in the 
background.
She slips out of her dress. Her swim suit is under-
neath. She does not see the  boy sitting close by in 
a beach chair. He suddenly jumps up 
The Prisoner of Tehran by Maja Ardal. Reading, KGB West Wing, 
 Thursday 16 August 3:00 p.m 

OLIVIA: Mom…
BEATRICE: My only child nearly got killed last 
night. That’s funny to you?
OLIVIA: Don’t over react.
Perfect on paper by Marcia Johnsson. Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Sunday 19 August 4:00 p.m 
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Playwrights serenade
Casia Bromberg
A documented search for stories in the periphery of the ongoing 
WPIC conference. Here the playwrights were assigned the main role.
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Casia Bromberg  

(b. 1984) lives and works 

in Stockholm, Sweden. 

Ze is mainly working 

with photography, 

sometimes combined 

with sound or text. Hir 

subjects are iden-

tity, sexuality, human 

relationships, power, 

memory and loss.  

Her work focuses 

on people and their 

personal stories and ex-

periences of the world. 

Often, Casia herself is 

part of the work.
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I agree, fire at us. Yes shoot us.
Shoot us, so we stop repeating empty slogans 
and criticizing the people while we sit in cafes. 
...
Shoot us, so we wont be frightened when we get 
our voting card issued, thinking that voting is 
“political” and “politics is a way to hell”.

Shoot us so we become the last fearful gener-
ation. Shoot us so we bring up a new generation 
who lift their heads high like their parents did

Shoot us, because dying with a bullet is more 
merciful than this slow death we are living in

Shoot us, those who would die would be 
saved

The ones who will survive will be free and 
fearless
It was important not to faint and to remain 
conscious.  But the combat boots of the soldier 
were hitting my head, which had 8 stitches after 
a bullet, I could have fainted
...
I felt superior, I swear I didn’t feel afraid, but 
I worried about how my mother would feel. I 
prayed she would have patience.

All of a sudden I found someone helping me 
get up and ask: “Where were you?”

I said: “I was protesting.”
He said: “Why?”

I answered: “Because...” and I gave him 
some five reasons.

He asked me about my parents’ jobs and he 
told me “your life will be a living hell here”. He 
told the policeman: “Take those two to Hossam 
Beg.”
...
He uncovered my eyes and said: carry your 
friend and run away from here. I looked at the 
one he wanted me to carry and saw his knee was 
disjointed. I carried him and ran.

I was on Kasr El Nil bridge
Standing next a friend
A longtime friend from the same neighborhood

And suddenly it was as though the noise, 
screams, cries, and blasts were silent

I kept listening to my friend talking to the 
soldier on top of the army vehicle

And I listened to the soldier
Even though both their voices were difficult to 
hear
 
The soldier:
“Go back ... Go back ...”
My friend:
“I’m not going back!”
The soldier:

Tahrir Monologues
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“Go back now.. Go back I’m going to shoot!”
My friend:
“No ... I’m not going back ...”
My friend opened his chest to receive the bullet
...
The soldier shot my friend in the face

From 10 meters away, my friend was thrown 
back covered in blood

He fell on the ground
His features disappeared, only the blood was 
showing

 Thank God that my friend survived... He 
survived but with only one eye
He’s a dentist who can’t see
He’s a dentist who will never be able to practice 
again

 Do you know what the problem is?
It’s not that nobody knows my friend
Nor that he will never receive reparation 

because he didn’t talk about it
Nor his family’s despair over the son that 

carried their hope
The problem is... when people talk about us 

as agents
 
My eyes were blindfolded 
my hands were tied 

and I was lying on my stomach on the 
ground

and the soldiers were beating me up 
I tried not to lose consciousness
To stay awake and focused 
I almost fainted when the soldier
Kicked my bleeding head with his shoes
When the police officer stepped with his
Shoes on my face
I remembered seeing this scene on TV
In footage from wars 
And I used to think that this person on 
The ground must be feeling very humiliated
Strangely, I felt pride 
I felt I was above everything else, flying 
I had no fear at all
Except for my mother
Who didn’t know where I was 
All of a sudden someone pulled me up 
And asked “where were you?”
I said “I was protesting”
He asked “why?”
I told him a couple of reasons
He asked me about my father’s and my 

mother’s work

And my life
And after he finished his investigation
He said “We will beat the shit out of you 

today!”
Then he called a policeman 
And told him “take those two to Mr Hossam”
On our way the soldier suddenly he put his 

hands on my shoulder 
And said
“How fit are you?”
I didn’t understand the question
And I was too frightened to ask
In a few seconds he uncuffed my hands and 
Removed the blindfold and said
“Carry your friend and run away quickly”
I looked at the guy he referred to as my 

friend
He was laying there with a detached knee 
I carried him, and ran!

In memory of those who got ran over, detained, 
shot and killed.

Behind those big green tanks ... is my life 
and yours.

It all happened so fast I hardly remember 
how ... I was so careful not to let that hap-
pen but it did ... in seconds I was down on the 
cement pavement ... I felt feet rushing over 
different parts of my body ... I knew then and 
there what had happened ... the very thing that 
shouldn’t happen no matter what ... never fall 
while running away from them ... if the people 
don’t run over you and kill you, they will ...

So it hit me and my whole 
life flashed in front of me ... 
not my whole life ... just 
few bits from here and 
there ... how I had been 
secretly hoping for 
this ... for something 
to happen so I can 
pay my debts.
...
I have come close 
enough to my biggest 
fear and it wasn’t that 
bad at all. In fact it 
wasn’t bad to begin 
with.

When you come that 
close something inside 
you changes. You real-
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ize that the huge mountain of fear from the big 
green tanks is just ... an illusion.

What is the worst that could happen, I 
questioned myself over and over again. Stepped 
on? Suffocated? Humiliated? Broken? Twisted? 
Molested? Violated? Killed?

But ... I’ve been through that already.  
Over and over again. We all did. We just don’t 
know it.

I am up again. I am running. I am running 
and I don’t know if I will make it in time to the 
other street. But I run, this time more confi-
dent. I know what’s behind those big green 
tanks ... it is not a big monster ... it is not an 
army of warriors nor another mortal combat ... 
it is not suffocation or humiliation or molesta-

tion or violation or death ... behind those big 
green tanks approaching is another life. Behind 
those big green tanks is another tomorrow. 
Behind those big green tanks is a tomorrow we 
never thought would come. Behind those big 
green tanks is another sun. Behind those big 
green tanks are angels. Behind those big green 
tanks is a path to heaven. Behind those big 
green tanks are the lives of the coming genera-
tions.

Behind those big green tanks is the freedom 
of our country.
...
A lot have lost their fear somewhere close to 
where I did. I can see them all running with me 
in the same direction. ;

Back in my country I don’t intro-
duce myself as a playwright or a 
theatre director, because they don’t 
take that seriously. When I tell any-
one this is what I do they would go, 
like, “okay, what do you do in the 
morning?” because they assume 
this is a hobby that you do in the 
afternoon. My mother keeps saying 
“I don’t understand what you’re 
doing”. Theatre in my country is 
unfortunately looked upon as a 
form of art that is regarded either 
as a useless, boring art or one that is 
only for intellectuals and educated 
people. There is some truth though 
to what is being said about theatre 
in Egypt, and that it is very hard 
to make a living out of it. I person-
ally have not figured out a way, so 
I kind of freelance and spend the 
money I get on the projects I do. 

Of course you are all waiting 
for me to start speaking about the 
revolution. No one wants to listen 
to anything from any Egyptian 
other than about the revolution. 

The question I am always asked 
since the 18 days, especially from 
foreigners... or Arabs generally, is 
“what is the role of the women in 
the revolution?” and it has become 
such a redundant question, so that 
it turned into an inside joke in 
Cairo between my friends and I, be-
cause there is always this assump-
tion that there are different roles 
for men and women. To descend 
that, we’ve started to come up with 
sarcastic answers, a friend of mine 
once told a journalist “women 
breast feed”. And some would say 
“ well they cook”. But the thing is, 
that when you see the videos and 
pictures, and the facts and figures 
regarding the events that hap-
pened, you could easily tell that 
women were at the same place men 
were. And they did the same thing 
men did, except perhaps pee on the 
square, but otherwise it was pretty 
much the same. 

Anyway, before the revolution I 
was part of a theatre project called 

Key Note: Storytelling to  
Resist and Remember 
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Bussy Monologues, and that is performing 
of stories of women in Egypt, inspired by the 
very famous Vagina Monologues. It’s an an-
nual performance of stories collected each year 
and performed. General stories of women who 
would in general not necessarily speak regard-
ing their sexuality only. Of course I needn’t talk 
about the feedback – the young loved us, but 
the old people wanted to chop our heads off all 
the time. 

On the 24th of January 2011, I was a journal-
ist and an editor, and aspiring to make it in the 
world of investigative journalism. On the 25:th 
of January I stopped reporting and took to the 
streets with my Blackberry and my Flip camera, 
with my eyes always stuck to the Twitter ac-
count. And for the 18 days I would not report 
or write a single journalistic piece of work. My 
words were tweets, 140 characters, and stories 
videotaped with my camera. I was very shocked 
how the agendas of all the different media got 
exposed, including the independent media. I 
was so shocked at the amount of news left out, 
being on the square you had a different perspec-
tive. When you would read the newspapers or 
watch TV, you were able to tell what they chose 
to leave out. You were able to tell what they 
chose to reflect in a very different way. But what 
got to me the most is that they kept insisting on 
leaving out the idea that this was very personal. 
Everything was void of emotions, even though 
to me the revolution was very personal and very 
emotional. And it was then that I felt I was kind 
of drifting away from journalism and media to 
theatre – this open space, unrestricted, where 
you do whatever and people don’t ask you to 
not take it personally or not write down your 
emotions. 

During the 18 days of the revolution people 
went around the square chanting, held signs 
asking Mubarak to step down using creative 
and humorous statements, like this guy with 
really long hair holding a sign saying “please 
step down I need to shave” and so on. I can’t 
believe we actually took this in a very happy 
way... people outside would be writing in the 
newspapers that we were being paid in Euros 
and taking Kentucky meals to protest, and then 
you’d go on the square and you would find 
people walking around with cheese sandwiches, 
and the sign “Kentucky” underneath, and they 
were joking about it. 

Storytelling was taking place every single 
second on the square, every time someone 
recalled how they threw a stone at a police of-
ficer during the violent attacks, how they took 
a bullet through their shoulder, and after the 
18 days you get into a cab and then the driver 
would automatically start telling a story. You 
would get into a gathering with your friends, 
and everyone would start sharing a moment, or 
an incident, or a situation that happened for the 
20:th time, and we would still listen over and 
over again. We loved those casual story telling 
moments, they kept reminding us of what we 
were part of, what we were finally able to do. 
It gave us hope. It was truly like opium during 
hard times. 

A week later, after Mubarak stepped down 
on the 17:th of February, I emailed a group 
of friends who worked with me on the Bussy 
Monologues and asked if they would be inter-
ested in gathering stories and tell stories from 
Tahrir. And that’s simply how we started Tahrir 
Monologues, a performance of stories from the 
revolution, an amateur attempt to document 
personal testimonies from people, what we’ve 
been through and how we felt – stories that 
won’t be put in any newspaper and TV news, or 
go down in history books, stories that we felt we 
wanted our next generation to find, an alterna-
tive source of history away from the hands of 
the state and the politicians. 

From May 2011 until March 2012 we went 
around Cairo, Alexandria, and El Minya telling 
stories from the revolution using an ongoing 
process of story collection and recruitment of 
storytellers. You don’t have to be a performer 
or an actor, you don’t need to be an author, you 
only need to tell the story, to have a story. And 
throughout the past almost two years I have 
watched people from different backgrounds 
and fields come together to tell their stories. 
“On the 25th of January and later on” the open 
call said, “what were you doing and how did 
you feel?”

Telling stories empowered us, gave us a 
sense of direction and purpose. We told stories 
of love, tears, and laughter, the audience would 
be seen laughing, then crying, then laughing, 
then crying. One of the comments I loved best 
about the performance that I get from the audi-
ence is “you made us cry and laugh at the same 
time” and I would always say that it’s not me, 
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SEM: It’s that short 
sentence that made me 
the last person to see 
her alive. Only I know 
what happened to her. 
I alone.

Silence.
Parts by Gijsje Kooter.  
Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Saturday 18 August 3:00 p.m. 

Mma: The first shall be 
the last. I want to enjoy 
my life too here before 
judgment. They are 
enjoying themselves 
here and may still go 
to heaven and continue 
the enjoyment there. 
Abeg, make we talk 
beta joo.
Our Honorable Member by Onyeka 
Iwuchukwu. Reading, KGB West 
Wing, Sunday 19 August 3:00 p.m. 

Sameera: (Edging 
closer.) Oh, yes!  These 
herbs, my demented 
husband, have given 
you some semblance 
of sanity all these 
years.  Preaching, yes.  
Instead of hurting, if 
we could channel our 
energies
Osama The Demented by Farzana 
Moon. Reading, KGB west Wing, 
Thursday 16 August 4:30 p.m. 

My mother takes my 
hand, takes me to an 
absolute darkness…
no sound, nothing… 
nothing … absolute 
silence… the Goddess 
of death takes me to an 
absolute darkness…

(Silence)
My Name is Inanna by Ezzat 
Goushegir. Reading, Main Stage, 
Thursday 16 August 4:30 p.m 

GUNNTHÓRUNN: What 
do you mean, you don‘t 
know where you are?
ELÍNBORG: What?
GUNNTHÓRUNN: You 
don‘t know where you 
are? At all?
Mizzle Rock by Salka Gudmunds-
dottir. Reading, Main Stage,  
Friday 17 August 3:00 p.m. 

May he get me out of 
this black earth. May 
dad get me out of here. 
May he say, this will be 
a lesson to you. Now 
you can live. You’re too 
young, I couldn’t give 
you up. But still and 
all, the ram doesn’t 
arrive, my dad doesn’t 
take the shovel in his 
hands. I can’t breathe 
dad. I know, you’re still 
there. 
Medine by Zeynep Kacar.  
Reading, Main Stage,  
Saturday 18 August 2:00 p.m.

JOSE: She did till one 
time I pulled a knife on 
her.  Then she didn’t 
no more, but I don’t re-
member that too clear, 
because I was officially 
insane. 
CARLOS: What’re you 
sayin’?
Manhattan Transits by Donna 
Spector. Reading, KGB West Wing, 
Saturday 18 August 2:30 p.m.

it’s the stories, the 18 days, the revolution. I re-
call how protesters would sometimes recognize 
the storytellers in our group on the square later, 
at later events and then express how the stories 
motivated them, gave them hope, and gave oth-
ers a reason to take to the streets again. 

We did not have any funding or support, 
yet we were able to put on more than 20 per-
formances anywhere we were allowed to – in 
bookshops, in schools in poor district areas. 
When we felt that most of the venues in Cairo 
were restricted to professionals or people with 
connections, we just decided to create a stage 
anywhere. So we did the performance in un-
derground metro stations and inside the metro 
carriages. 

I know a lot of events have happened since 
Mubarak stepped down, and many feel that the 
revolution was just a happy summer breeze. The 
project is still ongoing because we feel that there 
is still a lot of stories to tell, a lot of people who 
don’t know, and a lot of people who are turning 
a blind eye to everything that happened. Story-
telling has become our own tool for self-empow-
erment, our tool to resist and remember. Now 
the group works on both the Tahrir Monologues 
and Bussy Monologues – two very different 
projects. One is obviously very feminist and the 
other, I’m always told, very masculine, because 
most of the storytellers are male. But we’re left 
with a very strong feeling of empowerment. We 
no longer censor our work, we don’t take out 
words we think people would find offensive, 
as long as they are in the actual real stories. We 
reflect and tell the stories the way they are, and 
try to push our boundaries. 

I personally do not think that anything in 
my country until this moment 
has changed. The laws do not 
protect the freedom of expres-

sion, and the state censorship 
is pretty much still the same. 
And people always give you a 
hard time anywhere you go, 
and every single time you try 
to do something different or 

daring. I believe that nothing 
has changed – but us, and I truly 
think that this makes all the 
difference. 

Thank you. ;  

By Sondos Shabayek
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OLGA DIMITRIJEVI´C:
When I first received the email from Helena 
asking me to write an answer to the question 
“what is woman?” I immediately accepted with-
out further thinking. “I’ll think of something... 
It’s going to be easy!“ Yeah, right.

After a day I already had a paper full of vari-
ous sentences pretending to make some kind of 
concept: woman as category, different perspec-
tives, impossibility of innovation, women in 
plays... The time was running, sentences were 
piling up, other jobs were piling up as well, the 
deadline was approaching and the pressure 
was growing – but whatever I wrote, felt to me 
like not good enough, too stuck in traditional 
dichotomies and already known attempts to 
re-question gender. I kept recalling my feminist 
background; de Beauvoir and Lacan and who-
ever else were haunting my thoughts, and I was 
unable to move from already known things. 
I was screaming about who I was to deal with 
those definitions, and how the flaws in theory 
are unavoidable and how I am a very boring 
person and not witty at all and so on, and so on.

In short, the question “what is woman“ 
threw me into a serious identity crisis.

Then I guessed that my embarrassment 
must be indicating enough. Therefore, Olga (I 
said to myself), go for it; say openly how you 
spent a decent amount of creative hours unsuc-
cessfully inventing the answer. After acknowl-
edging this disaster of my ego, the next step 
was to send one email. “Dear friends, I need 
your help. Some magazine from Sweden asked 
me to answer this question, and I said yes, but 
now I can’t find my way out, so help me do this, 
and then we’ll celebrate together.“ I hoped my 
friends will be smarter and funnier than me. 
Also, I hoped this strategy will show variables 
of definition, inability to define, and the impor-
tance of personal background in all of this. 

And they replied. A theorist immediately 
wrote me a piece of theoretical poetry: 

“Woman is, according to traditional understand-
ing, a biological sex. In feminist understanding, a 
gender role within patriarchy. In poetry it’s usually 
the object of love and mystification, in literature 

it’s both object and the author, she’s generally more 
present in arts then in science, in actual social reality 
she’s mainly subjugated, in non-existing matriarchy 
she’s a ruler, for Valerie Solanas she’s a superior be-
ing, and for male chauvinists a pussy. Ok?“

The next one was a lead singer and song-
writer of a band, showing her Shakespearean 
tendencies:

Serbian language knows feminine gender
I mix the words and music in blender
Gender’s confusing but music is great
And that is my answer on a silver plate!
A passionate lesbian and a huge fan of 

Douglas Adams simply wrote:  “Ahm, this is easy: 
woman is god. and I also think that the answer to 
this question is 42.” A professional dramaturge, 
of course, couldn’t stay within two sentences, 
and of course, was very brutal to me at the be-
ginning, as after a bad theatre rehearsal: 

“First I thought you should start solving the 
problem from the situation you’re in: you were tricked 
into the task thinking it’s gonna be the easy one. And 
I really don’t know how you could be that naïve, or 
stupid, or superficial to think that. I think it would be 
honest to admit that you accepted because you need 
the money, and comment on the fact that somebody is 
willing to pay for a text on that topic. I would say it 
says a lot on what is a woman, more precisely on the 
context of the discussion on the “woman’s question”.

Second, after reading your email, I asked my-
self: “am I, this person who is reading this, am I a 
woman?” and the answer was: “hm, I think this is 
more complex than that.” Maybe one of the ways you 
can take could be “definition by negation”, so that 
instead of replying on question “what IS woman”, 
you give them reply on what woman ISN’T :)

Last, again, I gathered from your email that 
you’re asking us for specific help, sentence or two 
from which you could build up a collective answer to 
the question. At least that’s what I would do to stop 
the torture, and I sincerely recommend you to do this, 
if you already haven’t had this on your mind. Good 
luck!”

Apparently all of us dramaturges think alike.
The replies continued arriving. Thus an 

unemployed translator shortly said: “Woman is 
woman is woman. Give me ten euros!” An art histo-
rian reminisced about all the conservative male 
professors in the field:  

“Woman is object of desire. Woman is center of 
the eye. Woman is eternal inspiration. Woman is 

Ful: What is  
a Woman?
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Sdudla looks from one 
journalist to the other in 
confusion. 

FEMALE JOURNAL-
IST: The police said 
they found your finger 
prints at the scene of 
the crime 
SDUDLA: I – I didn’t 
kill him –
Lunatic by Thoko Zulu. 
Reading, KBG East Wing,  
Sunday 19 August 2:30 p.m.

And the curtains, too.
Kristine opens the 
window.
Kristine: The noise is 
awful.
Loser’s Horse by Liena Galeja. Read-
ing, KGB West Wing,  
Friday 17 August 2:30 p.m. 

REGINA: The wind 
blows warmer, the sun 
is more beautiful, the 
sky is more open. Is it 
the revolution?

(THE FIRST GUARD 
moves behind REGINA, 
as if he is going to seize 
her.)
Älvsborg’s Bridge  
by Johanna Emanuelsson.  
Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Saturday 18 August 3:00 pm. 

ODE ALE: So, don’t 
worry, like always I’ll 
put away the dead and 
let the living be… 
                 Until of 
course, it is time to join 
our ancestors……. 
LOLADE bites her nails 
until she bites too deep 
and winces
Lolades Labyrinth  
by Adebusola Elegbede.  
Reading, Södra Bar,  
Sunday 19 August 2:00 p.m. 

SOFA: I think I believe 
in death. Death and 
friendship.
VAL: That digital corpse 
running all over the 
place fighting every-
thing it sees? That’s 
your new friend? Maybe 
Ellen’s right. Maybe you 
really do need to get a 
life.
Lipstick for the Un-Dead by Isa 
Schöier. Reading, KGB West Wing, 
Saturday 18 August 2:00 p.m. 

Babka shook her head. 

HE: You know nothing 
at all! What person are 
you! Or, may be, you 
are not a man at all, a 
monster, then? Haven’t 
you got any children, 
Like Sting by Irina Pismennaya. 
Reading, Södra Bar,  
Monday 20 August 4:30 p.m. 

FRANÇOISE drifts off 
into a delirium. She 
hears a chorus of chil-
dren’s voices. She sees 
of a long procession of 
children stepping into 
a river where an adult 
silhouette plunges them 
into the water. 
La maculée by Madeleine Blais-
Dahlem. Reading, KGB East Wing, 
Friday 17 august 4:30 p.m. 

powerful because she gives life. Woman is rainbow 
after the rain. Woman is persistent and strong ...” 
Then we jumped directly into the troubles of 
contemporary world and precarious work. A 
producer with a 16hr workday simply said, 
probably referring to herself: “woman is pleonasm 
for multitasking“.

The replies kept coming, but this is where I 
decided to stop. It became too obvious how 
all of us brought their perspectives into the 
definition of woman, and how the borders and 
definitions kept being fluid. And we should 
not forget about that: if nothing else, let’s agree 
from the beginning that “woman” should 

not be essentialized. Plu-
rality of definitions opens 
up the space for political 

questions and horizons 
other from those we knew 
and held until now. The 
reading of “woman” will 
go as far as our politics, 
no matter how different 

they are. ;
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by a playwright and participant of  the Women 
Playwright International Conference

INT .  SWEDISH EMBASSY IN TEHRAN  
(YEAR 2009) – DAY
The Embassy has rejected me for the second 
time. The last excuse was not having enough 
money on my bank account. This time I bor-
rowed 30 million toman from my father and the 
answer is: 

“How can you have this much money?”

EXT. ROOF OF TEHRAN  
(A HANG OUT PLACE IN THE MOUNTAINS 
OUTSIDE OF TEHRAN) – NIGHT
I am angry at the world and at the people of the 
world. I will never apply for a visa again. I’m 
walking and talking to my friend: 

“This is unfair. I want to meet my cousin.”
The last thing I say is this: 

“Wait and see, I will get to a point where 
the Swedish state will invite me to come.”

My friends laugh at me. 

INT. MY BEDROOM  
(3 MONTHS LATER) – DAY.
The Swedish Institute has accepted my project. 
Now the Swedish state has invited me. One 
week in Hotel Skeppsholmen. 

INT. MY HOME (SUMMER 2012) – DAY
This year I’ve been invited to a conference ar-
ranged by the Tällberg Foundation. The theme 
is ”How on earth can we live together?” I have 
also applied for the Women Playwright Interna-
tional Conference and my cousin suggests that I 
can stay with them between the two conferences. 

INT. SWEDISH EMBASSY – DAY
Eric, the second assistant tells me that ze wants 
to give me my passport in person. 70 days in 
Sweden. It will be a good summer. For me who 
hates the heat in the summer of Tehran, the 
summer in Sweden is tempting. Eric asks me 
what conference I prefer and without doubt I 

say Women Playwright International Confer-
ence, because it is my profession and my area of 
expertise. We drink coffee and chat. Eric asks: 

”Do you want to stay in Sweden?”
I say: 

”I don’t know”.
Now it’s just me and a 70 day-visa.

INT. PARTY – DAY 
The birthday party of one of my friends, and 
also a sort of my goodbye party for me. I’m 
wearing a short black dress to attract the boy 
that I fancy. Two hours in the party and al-
most all of us are drunk. We two are making 
out. Why do I have to go to Sweden right now? 
Goodbyes. I’m holding hir tight. ze says: 

”70 days is too long but we will soon  
meet again.”

INT. AIRPLANE – DAY
Every minute of the 8 hours in the air I’m 
thinking about dancing, kissing and making 
out. Why do I have to go to Sweden right now? 
When will the 70 days end? I arrive in Stock-
holm. The youngest family member together 
with the mother, my cousin, welcomes me. But I 
am still in the dancing and kissing.

INT. COMFORT HOTEL – DAY
My uncle is sitting in my room. I’m talking and 
as always when I’m exited I’m babbling. I talk 
about the strange things that have happened 
lately. About struggling towards being inde-
pendent and having a place of my own, about 
my work at the radio, about the kiss I enjoyed 
two days ago.

EXT. CONFERENCE AT TÄLLBERG – DAY
Great nature. Fantastic hotel. A lot of friends 
from all around the world.  Nice workshops and 
lectures etc. The first question is: 

”What country are you from?”
And when people understand that I’m from 
Iran they ask me why we voted for Ahmadine-
jad. And I explain to everyone that the elec-
tion was fake. I thought the whole world knew 

A Script Called  
70 Days in a Short Skirt
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about the Green Movement but I was wrong. 
But I’m happy to get the chance to explain this 
to some people. I make a lot of friends that hug 
me and cry when we say goodbye. But I’m still 
in the kissing last week. I couldn’t imagine get-
ting to know a lot of friends from all over the 
world at the age of 29, that my Facebook page 
would fill up with friends of different nation-
alities. 

EXT. INT.  
(THE GAP BETWEEN THE TWO  
CONFERENCES) – DAY   NIGHT
There’s almost no time left to the Women Play-
wright International Conference and I’m really 
exited. I have had a really good time in between 
the conferences. I’ve been to Karlskrona and 
meeting up high-school friends that are study-
ing at the university there. A silent town with 
beautiful but boring nature. After Karlskrona, 
a trip to Vienna, a breathtaking city because of 
its nature and its museums. The city of Klimt, 
Freud and Mozart. This summer is overwhelm-
ing. The 70 days are ending, and I’m both glad 
and sad. 

INT. WOMEN PLAYWRIGHTS  
INTERNATIONAL CONFERENCE  
AT SÖDRA TEATERN, STOCKHOLM – DAY
The first day I’m standing in line to register. On 
my card it says that I’m from Sweden and I’m 
saying that there’s been a mistake. Then a Swed-
ish lady tells me it’s a compliment. But I’m from 
Iran and I love my country. Is Sweden really 
supposed to be a free and democratic country? 
Do you believe that you live in an open-minded 
country? I get to know a couple of new friends, 
two of them from Iran and a couple from Ger-
many. I go to readings with names that catch 
my attention. A Canadian woman tells an old 
fashioned story about the prisons in Iran. A 
story related to the beginning of the Iranian 

revolution. I get upset. Really upset. Another 
woman in the audience states that these stories 
are really interesting and informative because:

“We know so little about Arab countries”
and the playwright is silently smiling. I rise my 
hand and say that I have a great respect for Arab 
countries but Iran is not an Arab country. The 
culture, the history, the language, the traditions 
are very different. How come you can be a play-
wright writing about Iran and still not know 
that Iran is not an Arab country? 

INT. WORKSHOP AT THE WOMEN  
PLAYWRIGHT INTERNATIONAL  
CONFERENCE – DAY
I’m wearing a short skirt. But not as short as 
the one I wore at the goodbye party in Tehran. 
An Australian woman, when realising I’m from 
Iran, asks me: 

”Have you experienced a skirt as short as 
this one ever in your life?”

I get upset again. I ask here if ze thinks that Ira-
nian women have sex with their chadors on? 

EXT. LAST DAY OF THE CONFERENCE  
– NIGHT
I have a lot of new, good friends that I connect 
with intellectually. We talk together. We are an-
gry together. We are really happy we’ve found 
each other. The last night of the conference I 
talk a lot with Nasim. We talk about Iran and 
Iranian theatre and we have a hard time saying 
goodbye. I get on the subway and Nasim wants 
me to say hi to Iran. The subway doors close and 
my tears automatically fall. 

“I will deliver your hi!”

INT. INSIDE THE AIRPLANE – DAY
70 days passing in front of my eyes. I’ve ex-
plained to everyone that we live two lives in 
Iran. The public life in hijab and the personal 
life outside of hijab. ;



– I would never have come here if I, today, hadn’t received a 
beautiful flower. It was really a perfect flower and I put it be-
hind my ear and said “oh, well, it looks so nice, now I can dance 
flamenco”. “No”, I thought, “what kind of flamenco, you come 
from Latvia! No flamenco. You need to sing a Latvian folk song”. 
But how can you sing a Latvian folk song with a flower behind 
your ear? Because all Latvian folk songs are very, very sad. So I 
went to the river and I threw the flower in the river.

– Lights approach. She’s dragged from the car to the ground, 
they wear heavy boots these soldiers, faces obscured by night 
vision goggles, helmets cut their faces with shadows. She can-
not see their eyes at this point of insanity, she yearns to look 
into their eyes. She knows, as only a child knows, that eyes are 
truth, she wants to see the truth. Did they know what they were 
doing? Were they afraid of her mother and father and broth-
ers and sisters? Did her mother’s death kill part of him too? A 
bright light glares, picks her up gently, carries her away. 

– It was in -47 or in -49, 
that I met my sweetheart, oh but love is blind
I was seeking paradise but gold was his design
Thus I was mistaken and I fell out of time
At last I had to save him from his greedy plans
One night we wrestled as the moon squatted at the sand
But for lust for gold his heart was empty as the land
Down he fell 
I killed him well

Open Mic 
KGB West Wing, evening of August 18
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– Once there was a dog shit – still inside the dog. It was feeling 
so happy and cozy inside the dog because it was warm and dark 
and moist and made to measure. The dog shit couldn’t just stay 
there and enjoy himself because he has work to do. He has to 
be shat. So the dog shit encouraged the dog to shit. “Shit dog, 
come on, shit me, shit me, shit me!” 

– A man with a disability and a lesbian walk in to a bar. And 
they don’t really like each other at first, they clash, because it’s 
a sex bar and he’s a regular and she’s a feminist who needs a 
place to stay that night and the only person she knows in Ti-
juana is a waitress who works in the bar. So she’s really fed 
up with his sexism and misogyny and consumption of women. 
But even thought she thinks she’s really progressive, she really 
doesn’t know shit about ability and she sticks her foot in her 
mouth the whole time. So they are like this, until as the night 
wears on they begin to realize that they have something very 
important, very, dare I say, universal in common: Unrequited 
love. 

– One day our daughter rings you and says she knows what’s 
best for you. And she will help you sell your place and help you 
move in to a home. An old folks home. And why? Because when 
my darling Donna was visiting last week I had a small stove fire 
– which I put out like a pro, thank you very much!
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FREE PUSSY RIOT!

Fu
l s

ay
s: 

 
Fr

ee
 Pu

ss
y R

iot
!



32

Le
ba

no
n s

ay
s: 

 
Fr

ee
 Pu

ss
y R

iot
!



33

Ru
ss

ia 
sa

ys
:  

Fr
ee

 Pu
ss

y R
iot

!



34



35

WPIC says: Free Pussy Riot!
Ful says: Free Pussy Riot!
Afghanistan says: Free Pussy Riot!
Australia says: Free Pussy Riot!
Belarus says: Free Pussy Riot!
Canada says: Free Pussy Riot!
Chile says: Free Pussy Riot!
China says: Free Pussy Riot!
Costa Rica says: Free Pussy Riot!
Cuba says: Free Pussy Riot!
Denmark says: Free Pussy Riot!
Egypt says: Free Pussy Riot!
Estonia says: Free Pussy Riot!
Ethiopia says: Free Pussy Riot!
Finland says: Free Pussy Riot!
Iceland says: Free Pussy Riot!
India says: Free Pussy Riot!
Indonesia says: Free Pussy Riot!
Iran says: Free Pussy Riot!
Italy says: Free Pussy Riot!
Jamaica says: Free Pussy Riot!
Jordan says: Free Pussy Riot!
Kenya says: Free Pussy Riot!
Kosovo says: Free Pussy Riot!
Latvia says: Free Pussy Riot!
Lebanon says: Free Pussy Riot!
Lithuania says: Free Pussy Riot!
Malawi says: Free Pussy Riot!
The Netherlands: Free Pussy Riot!
New Zealand says: Free Pussy Riot!
Nigeria says: Free Pussy Riot!
Norway says: Free Pussy Riot!
Palestine says: Free Pussy Riot!
The Philippines says: Free Pussy Riot!
Portugal says: Free Pussy Riot!
Russia says: Free Pussy Riot!
Serbia & Montenegro says: Free Pussy Riot!
Singapore says: Free Pussy Riot!
South Africa says: Free Pussy Riot!
Sweden says: Free Pussy Riot!
Tanzania says: Free Pussy Riot!
Turkey says: Free Pussy Riot!
Uganda says: Free Pussy Riot!
Ukraine says: Free Pussy Riot!
United Kingdom says: Free Pussy Riot!
USA says: Free Pussy Riot!
Zimbabwe says: Free Pussy Riot!
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Tujle appears to Ray. 

RAY: “Set an example.” 
Prisoner’s an “example”? 
Gimme creative solu-
tions here. 
Kill Zone – A love story by Wanda 
R. Graham. Reading, Södra Bar, 
Thursday 16 august 3:00 p.m.  

If you buy two packets, 
you get one free! It’s a 
bargain. I don’t know 
what you’re waiting for.
(YOKE ZHENG mum-
bles in dialect.)
JACKIE: What did you 
say? Speak up.
Journeys by Rosaline Ting.  
Reading, Main Stage,  
Saturday 18 august 4:30 p.m.  

NINA: Maybe he got 
married and has kids.
SANJA: Or maybe he’s 
not alive anymore. 
(Silence) You still keep 
his photographs and 
Barbiedolls he bought 
you, right?
Iron-Bound by Gorana Balanćevi.ć
Reading, Main Stage,  
Saturday 18 august, 3:00 p.m. 

ZOE: This isn’t what 
I’m trained for. Not the 
job 
For which I fought so 
fuckin’, fuckin’ hard
CINDY: Let’s away, get 
all our plans and our 
heads
How It Is Or As You Like It by Van 
Badham. Reading, KGB East Wing, 
Sunday 19 August 2:00 p.m 

Natalia: It might also 
be a temporary arrange-
ment. 
Victoria: What then 
does the phrase “keep 
out of harm’s way” 
mean? 
Natalia: So that you 
won’t ram your head 
against a wall and de-
stroy public property? 
He Who Opens the Door by Neda 
Nezhdana. Reading, Main Stage, 
monday 20 August 2:30 p.m. 

I am confused
I am sorry
I am sorry…
Have a Good Day! by Vaiva Grainyte.
Reading, East Wing,  
Monday 20 August 2:30 p.m  

The Brunette sits star-
ing out towards the 
audience. She has been 
thinking about some-
thing.

The Brunette: It’s good 
that we sit together 
sometimes. It’s like four 
flavours.
Xxxxxxxxxxx

woman. But still. She 
feels bad. It is her fault 
no one crosses today. 
But it is not her fault, 
she tells herself. That 
she has no more toma-
toes. Her children love 
tomatoes. She promised 
them tomatoes. The 
woman is tired. She lies 
on 
Girl Kicks Girl by Jyl Lynn Felman.
Reading, Main Stage,  
Thursday 16 August 2:30 p.m .

It wasn’t until after a reading of one of the plays 
that had been chosen for the conference, that 
I understood why I had felt so uncomfortable 
the last couple of days. It wasn’t so much the 
theme of the play itself – the endless troubles of 
heterosexual relationship – that concerned me. 
The well-timed laughter from the audience was 
one thing, (probably a sign of precise work from 
an author knowing hir audience), and even if I 
think some of the references probably missed 
the target for me, I still enjoyed the show.

But afterwards. The audience reaction 
seemed to be overwhelmingly unanimous: The 
play was really “surprisingly universal!” This 
statement is provoking for at least two differ-
ent reasons. First of all because it was said as a 
complement by an American playwright to one 
from India (“really, surprisingly universal!”) 
and secondly for the reason that made me real-
ize that this was exactly what had been bother-
ing me. The assumption that we automatically 
shared something basic just because we were 
all feminists, the fact that some people took 
the right to define what that “thing” was, and 
finally, that it was simply: Men.

I have often felt tired but never this suf-
focated by this whole mentality, the almost 
indulging attitude towards men, “can’t live 
with them, can’t live without them!” Because 
I do. Live without them, that is. (On rare occa-
sions I live with them, but only when I feel that 
I can and want to.) It made me sad that this is 
the issue that feminists seem to be expected to 
unite around.

I realize that not everyone sees it as an op-
tion to reject the kind of relationships I have 
chosen not to engage in, for personal, practical 
or political reasons. And I recognize the impor-
tance for all feminists to fight for women’s right 
to feel safe and equal in heterosexual relation-
ships. But that is no reason for questions about 
sexuality and LGBTQ rights to completely 
vanish from the agenda like it did at the WPIC. 
How did this – again – become a non-issue for 
feminists?

As I started voicing my concern I realized I 
was not the only one to feel this way. Someone 

Notes from  
a Lesbian Lunch
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managed to get permission to hold a meeting in 
Kristallen, the smaller room of the conference 
lunch restaurant, the following day. Remember, 
these people are resourceful people who are 
used to taking their own initiative, and not very 
likely to sit quietly and grumble when feeling 
wronged. The word about the Lesbian Lunch 
started spreading. 

Due to what was hopefully not neglect but 
simply a misunderstanding – either between 
the person arranging the meeting and the con-
ference staff, or between the staff and the lunch 
restaurant personnel – the meeting started off 
on the completely wrong note. This room is for 
“eating, not meeting” we were told, and there 
was no way we could close the door or ask other 
participants of the conference to sit in the other 
room, or at least be quiet while we were having 
our meeting. “Not only were we promised this 
room”, an angry lesbian proclaimed, “but we 
deserve it, we DESERVE IT!” The loud environ-
ment in the room made it impossible for us 
to talk without screaming, and whatever the 
causes for the misunderstanding, the situation 
felt just too symptomatic. In the end we were 
forced to crowd together and raise our voices, 
but at least by then most other lunch guests had 
heard the whole argument and respected our 
meeting.

Despite this incident, the meeting was quite 
a success. Amy Jephta, representing the host 
for the next conference in South Africa, was 
present, taking notes on the critique that was 
delivered. Discontent was turned into construc-
tive ideas and tips on how to make it better next 
time. 

Ze kindly let Ful publish hir notes from the 
Lesbian Lunch.

NOTES BY AMY JEPHTA
What are the ways we can put Lesbianism and 
sexuality on the agenda?

Why has it been absent in this conference? 
(conservative Sweden?)

Is it something that will be considered 
“taboo” at the South African conference, how 
open can we be, is SA the ideal place to include 
discussions of sexuality and gender because of 
its history?

No, South Africa will not be closed to the 
idea of this conversation taking place, politics 
wise. But we need to keep an eye on the next 

four years to keep up with how the conversation 
around lesbianism may change, especially in an 
African context.

Not just the issue of lesbianism, but also the 
politics of sexuality that needs addressing.

How are the reading groups established 
to choose the plays? Who is on that selection 
committee? How can we make sure that there 
is representation within that panel? (examples 
from Lynn of plays with explicit lesbian themes 
being left out of the readings)

Useful to tap into activist groups that 
already exist in SA for planning of next confer-
ence? Align speakers and work with the man-
dates of existing activist groups? The politics 
surrounding homosexuality as an absent/un-
derrepresented conversation

Should the call for plays actively ask for 
plays which centre around gay and lesbian 
themes? (depending on the theme of the con-
ference and how it would be interpreted...
why does the theme The Democratic Stage not 
include aspects of democracy in sexuality?)

How have the past conferences (90s) incor-
porated this conversation?

May the open mic night be more constructed 
and focused and used as a platform?

Creating a listserve for the group to continue 
talking and discussion

Importance of creating the awareness of 
under-representation ; By Helena Lindblom, Ful

Bobby who is now six-
teen, sees Sam as the 
father he’s never had. 
When he calls us from 
prison he always asks 
to speak to Bobby first 
and ask how he’s doing 
at school, and if neces-
sary, he tells him off 
Fatal Love by Patrizia Monaco.
Reading, Main Stage,  
Friday 17 August 4:30 p.m. 

I’LL HUFF
Don’t breathe.
I’LL PUFF
Dust to Dust by Elizabeth Hess.
Reading, Södra Bar, Friday 17 
August 2:00 p.m. 

SHE. Look, it never 
happened anything 
between us, I am just 
telling you that some-
times I imagine that if 
he would have told me 
that I liked him that day 
in the beach I would 
never have met you. 
Don’t Work Wonders for Me by Lil-
ianne Lugo Herrera. Reading, Main 
Stage, Monday 20 August 2:00 p.m. 

Zhaleh: I was 15. I went 
to one of their practice 
sessions and gave him a 
letter I had written for 
him.
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ANDREA ASSAF:
In January 2000, a conference and literary festi-
val titled Against All Odds: African Languages and 
Literatures in the 21st Century1 was held in Eri-
trea. The great Kenyan playwright, novelist and 
theorist Ngugi wa Thiong’o was central to this 
Pan-African convening, which spanned seven 
days. Much of the conference was very Western-
academic in style and structure – in the way 
that post-colonial environments are sometimes 
more doused in colonial systems than even the 
colonizers themselves (perhaps, in part, because 
U.S. and European universities and funding 
institutions still provide the resources for such 
events). However, two extraordinary interven-
tions occurred, which I will never forget. 

One day, the entire conference left the city 
of Asmara, where most of the convening was 
held, and traveled to Segheneyti for a celebra-
tion of African Orature. There, a procession of 

musicians and elders led the entire conference 
(of over 250 writers, scholars and artists from 
across the African continent, and the world) 
to a gigantic Sycamore tree. We all gathered 
around a stage that had been erected under 
the tree, sitting in concentric circles, together 
with the Segheneyti community, to witness and 
participate in a marathon of performances, in 
numerous languages and multiple aesthetics. 
For me, this was a revelation. Suddenly, there 
was no question about the origins of theater, of 
what I do and why, as an artist who writes for 
performance – or, in Euro-American terms, as 
a “playwright.” It was no longer a theoretical 
line of inquiry, but rather an immediate and 
all-encompassing experience of oral and em-
bodied performance, from which all traditions 
of theater stem. The academic conference was 
completely exploded, performatively converted 
into a transnational community event of mag-
nificent dimensions, historically significant and 
completely contemporary.

The second extraordinary intervention 
was made by renowned Egyptian author and 
feminist, Nawal El Saadawi. Following the 

The Voice: Did he read 
it?
Documentary by Sanaz Bayan.  
Reading, KGB East Wing,  
Thursday 16 August 2:00 p.m. 

Marta – Shibiru! (She 
looks at the audience 
and says) my first hus-
band? 
TIME SHIFT – This is a 
memory scene
Shibiru – (suspicious 
and drunk) Where have 
you been?
Desperate to Fight by Meaza Worku. 
Reading, KGB West Wing,  
Friday 17 August 4:00 p.m. 

CHAYA–(Screams)–Why 
did this happen? We 
have never done any 
wrong to anybody,why 
is God punishing us? 

We are ruined now. How 
will my children get 
fed?
(Dinkar sits down 
next to the burnt 
field,stooping. CHAYA 
holds him and sit next 
to him while she keeps 
weeping.)
Daahagni by Jyoti Gajbhiye.  
Reading, Main Stage,  
Monday 20 August 3:00 p.m.

You see, I’ve always 
enjoyed expressing my 
inner self. 
AUTHOR: Easy for him 
to express himself. 
All he has to do is dis-
member some random 
passerby. 
Broken Heart Story by Saara 
Turunen. Reading, KGB East Wing, 
Sunday 19 August 3:00 p.m. 

Ful: What is  
a Conference?
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plenary on “Telling Experience: African Women 
Writing,” in which Saadawi and other women 
writers were seated behind a conference table 
on a proscenium stage, she expressed frustra-
tion with the hyper-academic structure of the 
Asmara sessions, which she perceived as not 
only colonial, but also patriarchal. To every-
one’s surprise, especially the male organizers, 
she stood up and invited all the women at the 
conference to join her in a seperate room, with 
no panels and no timekeepers, where we could 
sit together in a circle and talk honestly, free 
from the presence and dominance of men. She 
completely disrupted the conference schedule 
(which the women writers hadn’t had much 
say in to begin with), and packed a room with 
nearly 100 women to have a truly radical con-
versation, about everything from dress codes in 
Islam to land appropriation and neo-colonial 
power.

Believe it or not, this was the first “confer-
ence” I ever participated in, as a presenter. 
Obviously, it influenced me deeply. I have since 
organized, programmed and facilitated many 
conferences, covenings, festivals and exchanges. 
In this article, I will share some of the different 
models I have experienced and experimented 
with, in an attempt to answer this question, 
“what is a conference?”

The Un-Conference 
Later that same year, I attended Alternate 
ROOTS  for the first time. ROOTS2 is an arts ser-
vice organization with over 37 years of history, 
dedicated to supporting artists and cultural or-
ganizers in the South East region of the United 
States. The annual meeting and artist retreat is 
the ultimate un-conference. There is nothing 
remotely academic about its structure or pro-
cess, although many scholars and teachers in 
the academy participate annually. Artistic prac-
tice permeates. It leads us into meetings, inter-
rupts formal proceedings, keeps us up all night 
singing, challenges us, and gets us through dif-
ficult encounters. Deeply influenced by African 
American and European American folk tradi-
tions, as well as organizing models emerging 
from the U.S. Civil Rights Movement, a dash of 
queer performance art, and more recently Hip 
Hop, the week-long retreat includes business 
meetings, workshops and studios, staged per-
formances, open mics and site-specific happen-

ings. It also includes opportunities for artists to 
give and receive feedback on work-in-progress, 
through a facilitated process designed to sup-
port the artist in her creative development.3  

At ROOTS, everything is optional, but 
encouraged. ROOTS maxims include “who-
ever comes is” and “we are the ones we’ve been 
waiting for.” However, underlying these loose 
and ever-evolving structures is a guiding set of 
values – including the value of community, and 
the belief that another world is possible. Not 
only can we hear her breathing (to paraphrase 
Spivak), but that artists are her inspiration. The 
location and historical context of ROOTS is very 
important: because of the legacy of slavery in 
the U.S. South, the historic struggles for free-
dom and justice, and the on-going inequities 
this region faces, the organization has made a 
commitment to uprooting racism and all forms 
of oppression central to its mission. Every an-
nual meeting includes trainings and peer-to-
peer education on racism, sexism, homophobia, 
able-ism (referring to dis/abilities), and more. 
ROOTS is a place where we all have permis-
sion to name oppressive behaviors as we see 
them, and support each other in learning how 
to create a more just and equitable world. This 
is continuous work -- not only in our artistry 
but also in our personal interactions, collabora-
tions, and how we spend our time together. It’s 
a constantly renewed commitment to working 
on ourselves, and our practices, with this con-
sciousness. 

Creating Convenings
I was only 27 when I programmed my first 
conference. It was almost an accident. I attend-
ed a meeting of local organizers in Washington 
D.C., at the encouragement of my adopted 
mentor, jazz vocalist Luci Murphy, and the 
next thing I knew I’d been entrusted with 
leadership. I was charged with organizing the 
founding conference of the Community Coali-
tion for Justice and Peace, which now includes 
over ninety organizations.4 It was a painfully 
hard road, because I had no clue how to begin, 
almost no budget to work with, and still little 
experience in navigating intentional diver-
sity. But it paved the way to convening, which 
would become part of my life as an artist and 
cultural organizer. 

In 2001, I became the Program Associate for 
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Animating Democracy,5 an initiative of Ameri-
cans for the Arts that was investigating the 
intersection of art and civic dialogue. Over the 
next few years, I co-designed and co-facilitated 
numerous convenings of artists, writers, schol-
ars and dialogue facilitators, in cities all over 
the U.S. We called these “Learning Exchanges,” 
rather than conferences. There were several 
tenets we followed. The first was “Start with 
Art”– meaning every single session or event had 
to be art-based, begin with an artistic presenta-
tion or integrate artistic process. Another tenet 
was diverse co-facilitation: we learned that if we 
were gathering an intentionally diverse cohort, 
we had to be equally intentional about diverse 
leadership in order to create an environment in 
which everyone felt supported. Also, we be-
lieved that artists are skilled with the ability to 
envision, and therefore should be trusted lead-
ers in designing the structures and processes for 
our way of convening. In a Learning Exchange, 
participants should not just be the consum-
ers of a conference, but the creators of it. We 
valued dialogic, interactive structures over 
presentational ones. We also actively engaged 
dialogue specialists in sharing a multiplicity of 
approaches and methods. Over four years, Ani-
mating Democracy had national impact on the 
arts field in the U.S. Alternate ROOTS and other 
national organizations later adopted the term 
“Learning Exchange” instead of “conference” 
for their own convenings.

In 2004, I became the Artistic Director of 
New WORLD Theater,6 a University-based 
program dedicated to supporting the creation 
of original theater and performances by people 
of color (a particularly U.S. term, referring to all 
who are not of white European descent). New 
WORLD had a biennial gathering of artists, 
scholars and activists known as the Intersection 
Conference and Festival. Though the confer-
ence focused primarily on the experiences of 
communities of color in the U.S., international 
artists were regularly invited to present and 
participate, and an investigation of intersec-
tionality was central. Intersection provided a 
forum for deep discussions about creative work, 
engaging theoretical analysis and the academy 
as rigorously as aesthetics and the professional 
arts field. 

Also during my tenure at New WORLD 
Theater, I became involved in other national 

convenings. I annually attended the National 
Performance Network (NPN)7 meeting, a hall-
mark of which is introductions: on the first 
morning, every year, they take the time for 
each and every person in the room to introduce 
themselves to the full group. The primary goal 
of NPN is network-building, so the structure of 
everything they do is designed to build a network. 
I also joined the Steering Committee for the 
National Asian American Theater Conference 
and Festival.8 We engaged in a long, challeng-
ing process of creating an expansive definition 
of who is “Asian American” today – recognizing 
that it’s a politically constructed identity – and 
what “theater” is now. Although we could not 
all agree on any one definition, we could agree 
on the right and value of self-definition. 

Through all these experiences, I came to 
learn that a “conference” can be many things, 
and while there is no wrong way to have one, 
there are best practices that are worth replicat-
ing, provided that the structures and processes 
you choose align with the intention and reason 
for convening.

Another International Encounter
Fast forward nearly a decade from Against All 
Odds and my first experience with Alternate 
ROOTS, and I found myself in an international 
conference once again. In Fall 2009, I was in-
vited to participate in the Zero Budget Festival 9 

(a take-off, no doubt, from Grotowski’s famous 
mandate Towards a Poor Theater), in Wroclaw, 
Poland. The contrast, perhaps, could not be 
more striking. Though internationalist in its in-
tentions, in some ways that the aforementioned 
convenings were not – Against All Odds being a 
post-colonial and Pan-Africanist project, and 
Alternate ROOTS being a localized, regional 
response to historical oppressions – the Gro-
towski legacy is generally located in anthropo-
logical concepts of global cultural practices, and 
not particularly known for having a post-colo-
nial analysis or commitment to undoing rac-
ism.10 Though the artistic process of Grotowski 
practitioners is famously rigorous, beyond 
what many artists can even sustain, there is no 
explicitness or rigor whatsoever with regard to 
political context. (Actually, traveling in Europe, 
I have found the lack of consciousness or dis-
course about Orientalism and colonial behavior 
quite shocking, still now, in the 21st century.) 
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Yet the structure of the Zero Budget Festival was 
quite wonderful: artistic practice workshops 
in the mornings (limited-enrollment), confer-
ence sessions in the afternoons ranging from 
academic lectures to artist-led dialogues, and 
performances late into the night ... every night 
for two full weeks! They were successful in not 
only sustaining, but actually building, a two-
week international gathering, with consist-
ently full events by the second week, with very 
little funding or resources ... other than the 
power of a name. 

What is a WPI Conference? 
Why did I take the time to describe all of this? 
Because I was invited to reflect not only on the 
idea of a “conference” in general, but “what is 
a conference” in the context of Women Play-
wrights International (WPI). The 2012 WPI 
conference in Stockholm was my first WPI 
experience. My understanding is that the 
conference takes a different shape, format, style 
and process each time a different country hosts 
it. So it may not be as useful for me to reflect 
on what the Stockholm experience was, as to 
ask what a WPI conference could be. Thus, I will 
conclude with a series of questions to consider 
for future convenings:

If Women Playwrights International con-
ferences are meant to be truly global, and 
we know that our world is burdened with 
colonial histories and gross inequities that 
persist today, what responsibility do we 
have to actively address inequity, internal-
ized racism or ethnocentrisms, when we 
come together to share our creative work? 
How could we increase cross-cultural un-
derstanding and equitable power-sharing 
in our processes? 

 
If WPI is a woman-centered conference, is 
it also a feminist or womanist conference? 
Are we using feminist or womanist struc-
tures and methodologies? Or are we con-
tent to replicate the patriarchal patterns 
we’ve inherited from the academy and 
other male-centered, colonial structures? 
Are we willing to address sexism and 
heterosexisms in our work and process 
together? What structures would support 
that, if we chose to do so?

Are we truly committed to expansive 
definitions of “woman” and “play-
wright”? How much space do we have to 
self-define? How inclusive are we willing 
to be, and how will we support each other 
when our assumptions, or comfort zones, 
are challenged? Are we willing to address 
intersectionality with regard to race, gen-
der, sexuality, class, nationality, language, 
physical ability, age and more? If so, how 
would we do it in mutually supportive 
ways?

If we come together as artists, to share and 
discuss theater, writing and performance, 
how can we use art-based models and 
integrate creative practice into everything 
we do? How can we embody our reason for 
convening in how we convene? How can 
we start with art, and allow it to permeate?

In the 12th-century classic of Persian poetry 
by Farid ud-Din Attar, known in English as 
“The Conference of the Birds,” the “conference” 
is a journey of transformation, in which the 
search for enlightenment is tempered only by 
the flaws of the seekers. Ultimately, it leads 
those who continue through the valleys of chal-
lenge to discover the source of transcendence 
in their own collective reflection. Might we be 
the birds? Might we discover ways to see our-
selves, and each other, more clearly? Might we 
construct a journey, together, that leads us to a 
collective experience of identity and transcend-
ence? With these questions, I return to WPI, 
and ask, “What is OUR conference?” 

Peace. ;

ENDNOTES 
1. A report on Against All Odds: African Lan-
guages and Literatures in the 21st Century 
can be found at http://www.outreach.psu.edu/
news/magazine/vol_2.3/aao.html
2. Alternate ROOTS: http://alternateroots.org
3. For artist-to-artist feedback, Alternate 
ROOTS has adopted Liz Lerman’s Critical Re-
sponse Process. Learn more at: http://lizlerman.
com/crpLL.html or http://danceexchange.org/
projects/critical-response-process 
4. D.C. Community Coalition for Justice and 
Peace webpage: http://www.leb.net/ccjp 
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5. Animating Democracy: http://animatingde-
mocracy.org
6. New WORLD Theater (NWT) was founded in 
1979 by Roberta Uno, and based at the Uni-
versity of Massachusetts-Amherst, until 2009, 
when the University suspended the program 
due to the nationwide financial crisis and in-
stitutional budget cuts. NWT Archives can be 
found at: www.library.umass.edu/spcoll/ead/
murg25_f2_n4.html. In addition, the NYU 
Hemispheric Institute is compiling digital 
archives, forthcoming at: http://hemisphericin-
stitute.org/hemi/en/nwt 
7. National Performance Network (NPN) http://
npnweb.org
8. The National Asian American Theater Fes-
tival is produced and organized by the Board 
of CAATA, the Consortium of Asian American 
Theatres & Artists. Learn more by visiting the 
2011 Festival website: http://2011.caata.net
9. The Zero Budget Festival was organized by 
the WorkCenter of Jerzy Grotowski and Thom-
as Richards (based in Pontedera, Italy), and 
hosted by the Grotowski Institute, as part of 
the UNESCO-designated ‘Year of Grotowski’ in 
2009, commemorating the 10th anniversary of 
the famous Polish director’s death. http://www.
grotcenter.art.pl/index.php?option=com_
content&task=view&id=696
10. There are exceptions, particularly among 
some non-European practitioners of Gro-
towski, such as Mexican director and choreog-
rapher Dora Arreola, whose work embodies a 
feminist, queer and post-colonial analysis. For 
a biography, see: http://theatreanddance.arts.
usf.edu/content/templates/?z=9&a=1472 or for 
video samples: http://vimeo.com/art2action/
doraarreola 

Mercedes kisses her 
father, kisses the poet 
and goes out running.
FATHER: Wonderful 
youth. She’s so good…
POET: That not even 
other women envy 
her…
Beautiful Sex, Beautiful Fire by Ivania 
Cox. Reading, KGB East Wing, 
Saturday 18 August 4:30 p.m. 

SARA is in the kitchen. 
She is “cooking”: taking 
frozen food from the 
microwave and putting 
it into the microwave. 
While she prepares din-
ner and lays the table, 
she speaks with some-
one we can’t see.
Babel by Ana Cândida de Carvalho 
Carneiro. Reading, Main Stage, 
Sunday 19 August 4:00 p.m.

The Interrogator: You 
are just going around 
in circles wasting your 
energy, its best to finish 
this.
We have a confession 
against you, one of your 
group confessed against 
you 
Ana Hurra by Valantina Abu Oqska.
Reading, Main Stage,  
Thursday 16 August 3:00 p.m. 

WOMAN 2, not veiled. 
I pray whenever I can. 
During the Ramadan 
I fast and I can’t go to 
sleep without reading 
the opening verses of 
the Quran. I can’t imag-
ine marrying someone 
who is not Muslim. I do 
not mind wearing the 
veil, but I don’t 
Algerian Miniatures by Lina Abyad 
Nassar. Reading, KGB West Wing, 
Thursday16 August 2:00 p.m. 

PAULA: (to Katherine) 
Well, were you? 
KATHERINE: Was I 
what?
PAULA: A cock-tease. 
(hangs an arm around 
Katherine’s shoulder) 
Oh, baby, can you 
please help.
Aftermath by Sarah Cole.  
Reading, Main Stage,  
Thursday 16 August 4:00 p.m. 

NICOLAS: Short?
VALENTINA: It’s very 
different from the first 
one.
NICOLAS: It’s not.
A garden in Hell by Helena Hoogen-
kamp. Reading, Main Stage, Friday 
17 August 2:30 p.m. 

(continuing imagined 
conversation with her 
mother) I haven’t seen 
him in a dozen years.
WOLF: That long? I 
can’t believe – I’ve 
often wondered.
WOLF puts onto the 
check-out counter his 
first item, a box of 
chocolate. RED notices.
Hungry Wolf by Cornelia Hoogland. 
Reading, Södra Bar,  
Saturday 18 August 2:00 p.m. 

Andrea Assaf  

(b. 1973) is based in  

Tampa and New York City.  

Ze is a writer, performer, director 

and cultural organizer. Founding 

Artistic Director of Art2Action Inc., 

and National Coordinator of the 

Institute for Directing & Ensem-

ble Creation (with Pangea World 

Theater). Former Artistic Director of 

New WORLD Theater, and Program 

Associate for Animating Democracy. 

Ze has a Masters degree in Perfor-

mance Studies and a BFA in acting, 

both from New York University. 

Andrea’s performance work ranges 

from interdisciplinary solo and col-

laborative productions,  

to spoken word. Ze’s also a member 

of RAWI (Radius  

of Arab American  

Writers).
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1. Yes, and that makes you feel that you’re 
not here because you’re an interesting artist, it’s 
just because you’re exotic. 

2. And you would imagine with the racism 
going on in Europe right now artists or people 
within the arts field would take a stand against 
it. But unfortunately I see the opposite, also 
here.

3. I’ve actually been asked if I want to stay 
here in Sweden now.  

4. And I thought I was an invited guest. 
5. I’ve got a lot of comments about my 

clothes. And I’ve met others who got the exact 
same questions. But from different people  
of course. 

6. White Western racism. 
7. I don’t get that, this obsession around 

clothes. It’s like you want to explode when you 
get confronted with such ignorance, but you try 
to think, like, people do make mistakes. Maybe 
they really don’t know and maybe they don’t 
have other opportunities to actually learn about 
such things. But the question remains – “Why 
is it so important to ask that?” It’s not just being 
ignorant. It’s about taking your own curiosity 
so seriously that you have to say it out loud, in 
front of a lot of people. 

8. It’s a way of regaining power over some-
one else’s image, body, being, everything by 
knowing those experiences.

9. I just saw the amazing Josette Bushell 
Mingo, artistic leader for Tyst Teater in Sweden 
and one of the founders of TRYCK – an organi-
sation for black Swedish artists, and ze said: 
“Don’t ask me about my hair!” 

10. I get frustrated here. 
11. And still it is amazing.
12. For me it’s amazing because it’s the first 

time I go to a conference where I can meet other 
European people from the diaspora together 
with people from Iran.

13. It’s the same thing for me with my dias-
pora and my first country. 

14. I think that people on their own ini-
tiative, even though it’s not in the program, 
started working to get something constructive 
to come out of the frustration. 

15. For example the lesbian lunch that was 
yesterday. That people have actually been tak-
ing action. It ended up with an email list and we 
got to meet a lot of people and got to know each 
other and we talked about what that discontent 
came from so... And also something really con-
structive came out of that lunch because people 
from the next conference were there and taking 
notes. 

16. They were really interested in how they 
could improve and do it better in South Africa. 
There were really good ideas. So I think that 
some people are upset and angry but they are 
making a connection through that anger. I 
wouldn’t have met those people otherwise. 

17. But I haven’t met so many angry people. 
I’ve been quite surprised that people are so po-
lite. And I really regret that the first open talk ...
that I didn’t stand up and say something more 
properly. Because I think there were really rude 
questions to Sondos Shabayek from Egypt. Ze 
was talking about the Tahrir Monologues, this 
really fascinating art project but people started 
asking hir these really stereotypical questions 
about Egypt. 

18. Despite of hirself commenting in the be-
ginning that ze always gets these questions and 
that ze and hir friends laugh about it. 

19. So I wish I had heard some more people 
being angry. Or just saying what they think. 
Including me. 

20. I’m actually here to accompany my sister 
who is taking part in the conference. So I was 
supposed to have a vacation and see some per-
formances. But somehow I ended up spending 
all my time here. It’s been so interesting talking 
to people. In terms of networking and connect-
ing and getting to know people ... And I’ve seen 
a couple of really interesting performances and 
talks. So I haven’t done the whole program but 
I think it’s really interesting to be in Stockholm 
in this context. And there have been some high 
moments. 

21. For example the Pussy Riot thing. I was 
on a boat trip and came directly to the gathering 
and there were already people there but it was 
so quiet. But then you showed up and you were 
so loud and it was really, really good. 

22. And I really enjoyed the piece from  
Lana Nasser, The Red Suitcase. That was really 
inspiring. 

23. But yesterday I saw some stuff that was 

40 Comments  
on WPIC
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really problematic, Western people taking over. 
And just yesterday I was talking to a friend 
about Spivak’s “Can the Subaltern Speak?” And 
it was such a demonstration of that issue. 

24. And these artists probably worked three 
times harder than the rest of the people to get 
here. So It was really sad that we couldn’t hear 
them or see them though they were on stage. 
That was an unfortunate moment. And the West-
ern, outside perspective was the dominant one. 

25. And this constant victimizing of non-
Western women. The Western world has this 
image that playwrights coming from Iran or 
Afghanistan or Arabic countries are victims and 
they find different ways of reproducing this all 
the time.

26. The whole performance started with a 
performer on stage doing a hip-hop ... or a rap-
song. And it was so energetic and powerful and 
it was obviously hir own voice. And in hir own 
language, in hir own way of telling the story. It 
was really nice and we were like ”WOW”! This 
performance happening right now on stage is 
why we are here. But afterwards there was this 
break and then this Western woman came on 
stage and started to talk about them and said 
that everything you will see on stage is their 
own performance, but on the other hand ze 
sounded like ze had made everything happen.

27. Why did someone feel the need to speak 
for them?

28. It’s like if you are an artist you don’t 
think that you have to think about your race 
or your whiteness. I have this feeling that a lot 
of artists in Germany have some postcolonial 
knowledge or have it in their studies but still 
it’s so much easier not working with that. And if 
you tell them, they say, “yes I’ve read Spivak or 
Butler” and so on but they don’t use it in their 
work because they think no one wants to see it 
or wants to deal with it. 

29. I feel sometimes that being an artist in 
our contemporary society you think it’s good to 
have the knowledge but you don’t need to use 
it. And I think when it comes to studies around 
whiteness it’s still new. It’s been existing for 
about six or seven years. But when it comes to 
gender or queer studies it’s been existing since 
the 90’s. 

30.  You have the same problem with femi-
nist issues. When you sit with people on gender 
seminars and you hear them talk and then you 

go outside you get a shock, because you don’t 
feel they apply that in real life. 

31. Like it’s stops suddenly. 
32. Especially when it comes to whiteness, 

every European country says that the other 
ones are not aware of their colonial history. 
They point the finger at others. So the colonial 
history is still not handled. And we often get 
arguments that blackface, for example, is used 
by the “good ones” to show “otherness”. But the 
“bad ones” just do it to be racist. 

33. So as long as you have the will to do good 
you think it’s enough. 

34. Yes, and that is really the thing when it 
comes to gender also. Sweden still has this idea 
of being the most equal country in the world 
so you just pretend that there are no problems 
when it comes to gender. 

35. It’s really interesting how the Swedish 
media deals with this conference and the fact 
that it is a conference for women. 

36. The Iranian playwright Sanaz Bayan was 
on the cover of Dagens Nyheter, the biggest 
Swedish newspaper, because of an interview. 
And on that cover there was a quote; “There are 
always male playwrights standing before me”. 

37. But in fact Sanaz is a really successful 
playwright in Iran and ze had a lot of interest-
ing things to say in the interview not revolving 
around hir being oppressed. 

38. But it’s the oppression that’s supposed 
to unite us, isn’t it. A lot of readings I went to 
had themes about women’s relationship to men, 
women being victims of male abuse or women 
in straight relationships.

39. And that is why you get frustrated in a 
conference for women cause you have this feel-
ing that a lot of people here think that we are 
having a conference based on equality because 
we call it a conference for women, without 
thinking that there are other hierarchies within 
the group. We have so many different experi-
ences when it comes to sexuality, age, culture, 
race, economy, functionality etc. 

40. But we pretend that we are safe together 
as long as we accentuate that we are the same. 
And it’s really difficult to criticize that. If you 
say I don’t feel that we are equal, people get 
upset. Because we are all women, all sisters. 
Right? ; Collected by Nasim Aghili, Ful
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On the Southern tip of the African continent, planning is underway for 
the WPIC conference in Cape Town. In it’s 26 year history, the WPIC 
conference has never come to African shores – now, in 2015, it finally 
will. Of course, we are extremely exhilarated, nervous and enthusiastic 
about the planning. The next two years will be filled with applications, 
negotiations, frustrations, logistics, new partnerships, and of course, 
plays. Hundreds and hundreds of them, we hope, streaming in from 
new and established women playwrights from every corner of the globe. 
Our theme focuses this year will be wide ranging and inclusive, covering 
everything from writing your personal narrative to collaborating with di-
rectors to scripting new physical and digital forms. Keep an eye on www.
wpinternational.net or your local theatre networks for the call to submit 
your play, which will go out in the latter part of 2013. There are a few 
ways you can get involved in the lead up to the conference:

– Be part of the readings committee. If you are interested in form-
ing part of the reading and selection committee, send an email to 
wpic2015@gmail.com with “Readings Subcom” in the subject line. 
Apart from our local readings committee, we are eager to get a few 
international selectors who will be country specific to shortlist plays 
based on the criteria from their country or region.
– Be part of the organizational planning. If you are keen to get in-
volved on an adminstrative or logistical level from your part of the 
world, send an email with “Organizational Subcom” in the subject 
line.
– Be part of the fundraising. We urgently need people who are able 
to fundraise on behalf of the WPIC conference for playwrights from 
their region to attend the conference. Send an email with “Fundrais-
ing Subcom” in the subject line and tell us about any contacts worth 
pursuing, or if you are able to assist with this yourself.
– Be part of marketing. If you have an arts body or organization, a 
network of artists online or an information distribution channel, 
we need you to spread the word about the 2015 conference! Send an 
email with “Marketing Subcom” in the subject line to request pub-
licity material about WPIC or more details as they become available.

We look forward to meeting you in Cape Town in 2015! Keep in touch via 
email and let us know what you’re up to or any ideas you may have – we’d 
love to hear from you!

/Regards, Amy Jephta, WPIC Host Committee 

Greetings from Cape Town, 
South Africa!
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The conference was a co-operative event with 
Riksteatern, Al-Harah Theatre, Beit Jala, Pales-
tine, and Al Madina Theatre, Beirut, Lebanon, 
in interaction with Dramalabbet, Swedish ITI, 
Writers Guild of Sweden, Stockholm Academy of 
Dramatic Arts, TeaterAlliansen, and supported by 
the Swedish Institute, the Nordic Cultural Point, 
and Writers’ Guild of Norway.

WPIC Team Stockholm
Mireille Bergenström, project manager
Daniel Ohlson, technical coordinator
Marie Bergdahl, Karin Claeson & Nadja Gordon 
Söderling, Nasser Yousefi, assistants
Sigrid Herrault, organizer of the script selection
Eva-Maria Dahlin & Veronica Zacco,  
reading organizers
Anneli Gunnar, press officer
Rani Kasapi, head of international operations

Reading committee
Lene Therese Teigen (Norway), Sigrid Herrault, Mia 
Törnquist, Lena Fridell, Marie Persson Hedenius, 
Sofia Fredén, Camilla van der Meer Söderberg, 
Ninna Tersman, Eva-Maria Dahlin (Sweden), Karen 
Jeynes (South Africa), Marcia Johnson (Canada), 
Jennifer Jones, (USA), and Van Badham (Australia).

For WPI
Lene Therese Teigen, Norway – WPI president and 
conference convener

For Riksteatern
Birgitta Englin, CEO 

Directors/moderators of readings 
Karin Hauptman, Karen Jeynes, Sofia Fredén, 
Amanda Fromell, Ninna Tersman, Tora von Platen, 
Liz Jones, Eva Brise, Hanna Borglund, Mia Törn-
quist, Petra Hjortennsjö, Gunilla Edemo, Vanja 
Isacsson, and Anna Mannerheim.

Actors 
Agneta Ahlin, Ale Ottenby, Alexandra Lindholm, 
Anna Mannerheim, Anna Thiam, Andreas T. Ols-
son, Carl-Johan Öström, Cecilie Lundsholt, Emelie 
Florén, Henrik Dahl, Hjalmar Wide, Ida Wahlund, 
Ingar Sigvardsdotter, Jessica Gustafsson, Joakim 
Granberg, Johanna Lazcano, Jo Rideout, Joyce Ro-
mano, Karin Bergstrand, Karin Wiklund, Kristina 
Rådström, Kudzai Chimbaira, Malin Toverud, Mi-
kaela Knapp, Patrik Wiberg, Pelle Hanæus Peter 
Nitschke, Sara Zommorodi, Siri Hjorton Wagner, 
Sofia Rönnegård, Tove Olsson, Ulla-Britt Norrman, 
and Åsa Älmeby Thorne.

For more info, visit wpic.riksteatern.se.


