On a train, holding a baby, between Leeds and London, June 20th 2019

At Saari Residency, with two americans and one austrian, June 26th 2019

in Helsinki, backstage of Zodiak with a baby, July 11th 2019

Backstage of Tampere Workers Theater, baby sleeping, August 9th 2019

Colloquium on Artistic Research in Performing Arts, Kiasma, August 28th-30th 2019

[PROLOGUE in which an audience is reading]

Dear reader,

welcome to the future doctoral studies of artistic research. I am happy that you are here.

This is the curriculum. It is presented and received in a specific way: specific in time, place, materials and
attendees. No-one else, nowhere else and at no other point in time could present or receive this curriculum.

So, our time is precious.

The curriculum is presented as 63 letters, one for each of us. They are all unique, thus allowing our collective

cognition to have the full picture.

[The audience, composed of readers, is breathing. Some of the readers glance around the room.]

This letter has 9 pages, 8 non-pages and you have 40 minutes to read. There will be a sound to mark the end.

I propose, that in the end of each page, you close the letter and take a break from reading.

It is thus composed of two equally important registers:

READING and NOT READING

I hope you take your time and feel the pace. Slow down, give the words some air. Resist the desire to browse,

skip or misread. Sigh instead. And please read this page again now.

[After re-reading the page, the reader folds the letter and takes a break from reading. ]



[ACT 1 in which the audience body is landing into the space.]
So.

We are in a room.

You are (not) sitting on a chair. Even not sitting on a chair involves sitting on it.

The chairs are your external organs.

They are non-linguistic parts of the curriculum.

Conventionally, chairs exist in the liminal space between asses and floors. They facilitate our
PERSTUNTUMA

which is Finnish for “gut feeling”, but

in Finnish one feels and makes decisions with their ass, not the gut.

The chairing of the space creates the community of conceptual butts that we are.

[The asses of the audience start to become more sensitive to their environment.]

Please take some time to concretely feel the space with your ass.
Try out how it (your ass) feels if you change your position.

Let your ass communicate with the chair(s).

Namely, try to get a PERSTUNTUMA to the event, and to the form of collectivity present here.

[The reader folds the letter, takes a brake from reading and follows their ass.]



[ACT 2 in which the audience is refusing to manifest.]
The audience does not manifest.

All avantgardists propose

the emancipation of the audience,
they propose to transform us.

Every manifesto,

turning the previous one upside down
cunning and truthful

one foot in tomorrow

reaches for an audience

for us

The author (well, I) am writing with visual disturbances in my eyes, distorting the lines and letters. They are
saw-like and difficult to see clearly, since they perform in peripheral vision and flicker in a fast rhythm. One
cannot tell, if they are connected to a migrane and whether the pain is coming or already went. The pain of

the author is not gracious, romantic or necessary. It does not prepare me for reading.

The arrogance needed for authorship, for the lifting of a pen, for the opening of an empty file,
for drafting a curriculum, for every manifesto artist since Marx and Marinetti,

does not prepare us for reading

Audiencing is imposed as a kind of ritual participation
The audience is playing the part of the community

Performing in a game of potential transformation

We will attend

We will submit

We will listen

We will (not) be seated

We will not write a manifesto,
only read it.

[The reader folds the letter, takes a break from reading, sighs, and tries to sense what is going on in the room]



[ACT 3 in which the audience is introduced with the idea of wondering]

So what is a curriculum? Where is it? And why should we care?

Curriculum is a dramaturgical tool structuring a learning process. The word is derived from classical Latin

“a running, course, career’, also “a fast chariot, racing car”, matching the spirit of the mother of all artist
manifestos, the Futurist Manifesto. As I am sitting in the train in pre-Brexit Britain, racing to the precarious
future, land is sweeping under me faster. Future comes after seasons, and before iPhone. It was a 20th century
phenomenon, a result of modernisation and a belief in development. (btw. In 21st century academy, the com-

ponents of a curriculum were refered to as credits (Lat. credere “to trust, entrust, believe”)).

That future is gone. Instead of development, there is depression, degrowth, deconstruction, destruction.
“We will sing to the infinity of the present and abandon the illusion of a future”, writes Franco “Bifo” Berardi

in his Manifesto of Post-Futurism.

But. In the train, I am holding a baby. She is in thin sleep, her mouth slightly open. Her head is resting on my
thigh, tilted to the left. She is the antithesis of this post-futurism. She is the concrete future. When holding

her, “the illusion of a future” is an empty phrase.

[The infants in the audience make a some small sounds through their sleep.]

Therefore, to honor her and artistic research,
I will substitute the term “credits” with WO NDERS,
“curriculum” with M AGNALTA.

“Thus God applies his magnalia, that is works, and thus is the school of the light of Nature, that we

should not only satisfy our eyes but wonder and investigate the phenomena which we cannot see and

yet which confront us as clearly as a pillar stands before a blind man...”

[The reader folds the letter and takes a break from reading, gets up and walks across the room.]



[ACT 4 in which there is a recap.]
Ok,
in case there is too much information,

let’s go through the main points again:

- This is the curriculum of the future.

- It can be only experienced here and now and by us.

- It is not really a curriculum but magnalia = to do artistic research is to do the work of wondering.
- Each one of us has only one piece of it,

- and thus the whole will read by “us”

Right?! Everything is going well, no worries.

So on the next page, the whole of magnalia is opened as a polyphonic composition.

[The reader folds the letter and takes a break from reading.]



[ACT 5 in which the audience is wondering in 21 unique ways]

So, if the page before was the same for everyone, this one is not. Your page is specific. A specific wonder.

It’s aim is to

DO TIME

Let’s assume that

freedom is overrated.

What does that mean, here and now?

[The reader folds the letter and takes a break from reading,

contemplating on what if feels like to be imprisoned.]



[ACT 6 in which the audience closes its eyes and imagines being in June 2015, in the
solitary cell of the Art Prison, in the woods of southern Finland, sentenced to do their

artistic work for a period of three days.]

“My work is to once in a while get into a fruitful agreement with my anxiety. Strange work, indeed. Few get
paid for that.

It is Tuesday, afternoon, but in Art Prison one should not know what time it is.

The guards have my watch, and I removed time from my computer screen. I have begun to think that know-
ing the time is not only useless, but dangerous.

My cell has two windows, one in front of me behind the desk, one on the side. I watch out from the window
in front of me. The stupid branches of the studip trees wave in a stupid way.

At times the sun lights up everything. Then it is again cloudy for a long time.

A very small, long, gray bird comes and picks something from the plants. It's movements, unlike the move-
ments of the trees, are energetic and determined.

I am working on a difficult text, which should have definitely been ready two weeks ago.

I like domestic work, as long as it doesn't require thinking (often it sadly does). It is at least useful, which is
relieving, as my proper job is art, the usefulness of which is all the time publicly evaluated and in addition
you have to explain it to different directions.

In Art Prison there is no evaluation nor explanation. Here there are no other possibilities than art.

The dog knows me already well. It seems bored when it sees me on the yard, where nothing interesting hap-
pens anyway; as far as I know, nobody has attempted escape.

Yesterday we were sitting for a long while next to each other, until it got fed up, since I talked to it. (Only talk-
ing to other inmates is forbidden.)

I have today finished my difficult text, already before lunch.

That is a wonderful thing. I am satisfied. I am happy.

Of course one needs to prepare for the usual: that it will wither and crumble, when I look at it with “fresh
eyes’, in other words when I return to consciousness.

But for now it is alive, and I am admiring it. The blood in my sentences is running and I am proud of them.
Selfmade!

In silence the sounds of my keyboard are strangly enjoyable. The sound of my work.

If the state would like to support art, science and culture, it would set a subjective daycare right to all intellec-
tual workers. Art Prisons would be founded to all communities in connection with other services. At least to
national grants “art daycare” should be added as a benefit: officials would take the artist for eight hours into a

cell, which would have the necessary prerequisutes for art making, no prerequisutes for anything else”

[The reader folds the letter and takes a break from reading]



[ACT 7 in which the audience is left without guidance]



[EPILOGUE in which the audience stands on its own grave]

Ok,
the last page :)

It is a great pleasure.

“Only an end, in the form of a cut or death, creates meaning.”

Yours,

Tuomas

Ps. Check out also the extra pages!
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. Doing time
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