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nothicings  on  being left  
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Go outside,                           
         look inside

This text aims just at being 
A mildly poetic entrance 
Into conversations

It will lose the thread 
As I have lost mine 

in the field

You can better feel this text alongside this podcast interview:

https://open.spotify.com/episode/640iBZ0W0vMF3MXdE7C7oE?si=Zt4EC1qwSqGHzHTBGaNpXA
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Between August and September 2024 I had the opportunity 
to take part in an artistic residency in the territory of Trafaria 
(Almada, Lisbon)1  for three weeks, as part of the project 
“PLAY(THE)GROUND, Informality as resistance”, developed 
by the portuguese artistic collective “Maisunomaisum”. It has 
overall been a confronting moment, both with the surroundings 
and within myself.

“The residency offers a studio space, allowing participants the 

independence and freedom needed to develop a bottom-up project in a 

suburban neighborhood of Lisbon. The programme questions the form 

of the informal, if resistance excludes or preserves, if it is survival or 

1          Trafaria consists of three territories 
with different characteristics: Trafaria (a 
former bathing area and industrial town), 
2º Torrão (a self-built neighbourhood 
on the south bank of Tejo river, with a 
culturally diverse population, mostly 
coming from african countries) and Cova 
do Vapor (a self-built neighbourhood, 
made up mainly of Portuguese people 
linked to fishing).
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emancipation. It aims at collecting the knowledge of informality and 

how it differs from the formal and why.  It investigates the emotions 

of (in)formality and what places it inhabits in our bodies. It unravels 

the power of the informal and  the risks that it faces. Ultimately, it  

aims at creating worlds from the encounter between the formal and 

the informal.2”

Within the collection of all the scattered materials that resulted 
from this deeply inspiring experience, I have quickly realized 
that a longer text was needed to try to untangle at least some of 
these topics, which constantly shift from a personal subjective 
experience to a more universal one at the fast pace of a sewing 
machine, one dot in, one dot out. The rhythm of these punches 
is dictated by two distinct emotions: trust and fear.

I have consequently developed this report as a guide for 
my thoughts and a station towards many other directions, 
something to leave back for the others, to deixar para trás, or 
para os outros.

2	  excerpt from the open call text, 2024 
h t t p s : / / m a i s u n o m a i s u m . p t /
playtheground-2024 

https://maisunomaisum.pt/playtheground-2024 
https://maisunomaisum.pt/playtheground-2024 
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“ The open call gives me the 
opportunity to retrace back all my 

fragmented steps and advance further, 
as the sites involved in the call. 

I have lived in Lisbon for 6 months 
and Trafaria has been a stunning 

discovery for me, for the way it can 
keep peculiarities and varieties. 

I was used to going for long walks 
of discovery there, but this would be 

the chance to settle a bit there and see 
what kind of circles can be formed, as 

a pebble in the water. 
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I have a complete admiration for 
these powerful places as they are, and 

no need to add my part in the form 
of an authorial project, but rather 

learn from them. I want to learn how 
people go on during their single days 

in this ever changing scenario and 
how they, too, learn from it. 

I will be there as a curious observer, 
and then engage in activities with 

the web of connections that this 
observation will create, to take 

something with me in the end, as a 
seed to plant in other contexts: 

a way of living.” 3

3	  Excerpt from the motivation letter 
sent for the application, May 2024
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Once in the location, I had worked following four lines of 
research. Two took place outside, developed through walking 
exploration and relation with materials; two were intimate and 
based on reflecting on proprioception, my body, rhythms and 
being in space. 

As within an artistic research process, my practice is a constant 
interplay between an analytical part connected to exploration 
(wondering) and an intimate creative poetic side (wandering) 
which leaves subtle traces behind. It is important to always 
keep both: feet on the ground and head in the clouds, or head 
on the ground and feet in the clouds, until losing the way. 

Writing and sharing this report helps me clarify this “snaily” 
path and read it from left to right, if even possible.
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The work has been developed during three weeks (from the 
24th of August to the 15th of September 2024): the first one for 
acquaintance, the second dedicated to integration and the third 
to cross-pollination. 

The process had to be playful for me and the others. A lot of 
space has been given to improvisation and intuitive choices. 
Sometimes it has been challenging on a personal level, but has 
been mostly part of learning how to sit in discomfort. And to 
sleep in discomfort because of mosquitoes or adapting to new 
accommodations, too. 

My sleep is a bit light now,  
as I am changing the language 
of my dreams from Italian, 
to English, to Portuguese and then back. 
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A fundamental value of my practice is that everything done 
and discovered, every little fragment of life and action, matters 
and has to be noted in a shareable form, so to be continued/
discontinued by others. 

For this reason I started building two digital tools that can be 
easy integrated by other users: 

- a shared collaborative google map, where you can find the places I have 
discovered and their connections to the people that inhabit and use them;

- a shared collaborative excel spreadsheet with the contacts of the people I 
have met, from residents to associations, to give the next residents a starting 
reference point to delve in the web of connection already existing in the social 
fabric.

 Hidden between these groundlines 
of research, arise multiple stories, 
overlapping with mine, that will 
sediment in my head waiting for 
a way to become something.scan to access the map

https://maps.app.goo.gl/rHz1Dpv6rMQ4ekmR7?g_st=ac
https://docs.google.com/spreadsheets/d/1vqwL5kx3slxGUdejymEvHwqhIrzM8_JpASRtpr7fG7I/edit?usp=drivesdk
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The premises of this method are that it is itself in the making. 
Actions are developed in the context, not planned beforehand, 
and coming alive through happenings. It builds up on previous 
processes and knowledge tried out in other situations, but it is 
only possible for me to analyze it afterwards. 

Giving an order to thoughts while in the process is very difficult 
and glimpses of meaning, which are the ones that led me to 
write this report, appear and disappear all the time. Creating in 
advance some “containers” ready to receive ideas and pictures 
helps me in the process. They can be modified during the time.  
After the first four days I have felt the need to have a small 
notebook where to record facts and impressions of each day. 
I have binded 6 small notebooks, 3 with a sort of calendar and 
3 plain to take random notes, one for each week. I created 4 
folders on the drive as well, the shared excel file where to collect 
the contacts of the people I have met and the shared map. 

Framework
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As with the method, there is a set of tools that I normally make 
use of, but they are constantly expanding according to the 
encounters. 
The tools I usually make use of are white chalk markers, soft 
bouncing modeling clay, paper, paint, scissors, cutting knife, a 
pen, rope, my camera (Canon R, mirrorless) and my phone.

I have expanded this set with a needle and thread, an elastic 
string for bracelets and some carving tools to create linocut 
prints, bought at the local shop in Trafaria.

The trash gifted me linoleum and a wooden plate, a concrete 
block, a chair and a desk, some cups, thin foam and plastic 
fabric, plastic sticks.

All these objects and their transformations are meant to become 
relational tools, with no specific hierarchy.

Tools
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This period of residency comes after a personal transformative 
process lasted two years. Coming from a background in 
architecture, I have decided to switch my path towards the arts 
and shape my artistic practice through a master in Fine Arts, 
Painting. It has been an insightful self reflective period which 
concluded with a graduation project in the month of June, 
where I tried to bring back some relational aspects setting 
up a space for conversation. Before arriving in Portugal I had 
been tutoring a workshop for architecture students in a self 
organized context which sees 500 people coming together for 
two weeks in Benidorm, Spain1. The workshop was meant to 
push the boundaries of confidence of the participants towards 
spontaneous interactions with strangers. My travel through 
Spain continued changing 7 locations in 10 days. When I arrived 
at Trafaria, my social skills were a bit drained and settling in the 

1	 https://www.easanetwork.org/

Scenario

https://www.easanetwork.org/
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former prison, the “presidio”, for two weeks has been a great 
opportunity to build a routine for thinking and rebalancing 
myself in relation to the others. The residency helped me merge 
and refine my kaleidoscopic practices and analyzing some 
patterns. 

My accommodation during the residency has been a hostel in 
Belém for the first 3 days, the presidio of Trafaria2 for 2 weeks, 
in a shared room with another artist in residence, Vardit 
Goldner, then 3 nights in the Pousada da Juventude de Almada 
in a shared room of 4 and 2 last nights in an hostel in Lisbon, in 
Saldanha. For 2 nights I had the opportunity to be hosted in one 
of the houses of 2° Torrão.

2	 https://trafaria.t-factor.eu/

Overall I have remade myself at home 
more than 15 times, until losing the 
concept of home itself.  
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On the first days I set up a desk outside under some trees in the 
back of the building and worked alternatively outside and inside 
in the studio that Maisunomaisum provided us with. I carried 
on most of the activities in bars and local meeting places. 

This report has been written in an additive way, via phone, on 
a Google drive word document, while walking up and down 
in Lisbon, on the other side of the river, during the weekends, 
moments where I decided to take a distance from the routine of 
the villages and explore the cultural places around. It has been 
refined and implemented in the months after the residency, 
once back home in Italy and in the Netherlands. From the very 
beginning it had a shape in my head, the one of a small book 
with a yellow fabric cover and embossed golden letters.3

3	 might have changed during the 
process

For me “working” in this 
residency context has meant 
also having breakfast, unfortunately. 
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During the process, I had the company of an interesting book, 
“Confiança e medo na cidade”, Trust and fear in the city, by 
Zygmunt Bauman, which helped me shape my attitude in 
these conditions and re-signifying it on a larger scale. The 
reflective part has been nurtured by conversations with the 
Maisunomaisum team during the mentoring sessions, on the 
theme of informality as resistance. I also attended one session 
of online therapy, a regular habit that I have since I have started 
my journey in the arts, to be able to better unravel the inputs 
around. 

Insightful conversations with Eduardo from Biblioteca do Vapor 
and João Leiria, PhD student at NOVA FCSH  have deepened 
my reflections. I have then integrated my fresh knowledge with 

Grips
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the podcasts “Contos da Trafaria”1 and “Em Conversa”2, from 
which I have been interviewed on my last day. The interview has 
been really helpful to brainstorm and relink messy reflections.

I have purposely decided to adopt a “naive” eye 
at the beginning and choose to start working 
without too many information about the context 
and integrate with further research only after the 
first conversations with the locals.

1	 A podcast about the cultural, 
artistic and associative life of Trafaria. 
Developed within the T-Factor Project from 
Universidade Nova de Lisboa https://www.
instagram.com/contosdatrafaria/

2	 A podcast by the collective 
mais uno +1, where they invite fellow 
artists,curators, cultural agents, researchers, 
and collectives to discuss topics related 
to their practice. https://open.spotify.com/

https://open.spotify.com/show/0HPlskfEWGEpRbTVCVyJRI?si=a492a9f0da3548b4
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To (be)hold the 
latency 

The unknown, by definition, is an 
agent driven by intentions that, at 
most, can be intuited, but that we 
will never know with certainty. 
The unknown is the variable of all 
equations, an unknown that must 
be calculated before deciding on 

how to proceed and act.

[...]
Nowadays, with the advent 
of liquid modernity, the most 
terrifying ghost is represented by 

the fear 
of being left behind.

Zygmunt Bauman - 
Confiança e medo na cidade
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Being an artist involves coping with a certain degree of         
                                                                 uncertainty.       
Being an inhabitant of Trafaria involves coping with a certain 
degree of uncertainty. 
Being an inhabitant of Torrão involves coping with a certain 
degree of uncertainty. 
Being an inhabitant of Cova do vapor involves coping with a 
certain degree of uncertainty. 

These uncertainties can have different resonances and scales 
and always imply the “not knowing”. From not knowing 
where you will sleep tomorrow and how to define yourself, not 
knowing if you will able to pay the rent on the next month and 
if your community and system of relationships will change, to 
not knowing if your house will still be there on the next year, or 
it will be torn down by cranes or by climate change. 

Latency is the moment before 
they come to knock at your door 
telling that you have to leave. 
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I often find myself here wondering what my role as an artist is 
in this microcosm that I don’t know. 
I found a probable solution in just delving myself first in the 
latency time, meant as “the state of existing but not yet being 
developed or manifest”. 

This is also a state me and the others might have in common 
here and the way I put myself in an active relationship with this 
place. 

Within this lag lies the romantic concept of slowness that this 
place seems to live for and with. That tourists and Lisbon 
people seek for here. And digging within the latency you can 
find a lot of people and things who “already had their times and 
now have nothing to do” as with the words of “The Captain”1. It 
might also be a state where poetry arise, if you are able to hold 
it for enough time. L. , a men from Torrão, said he used to write 
poetry in Angola, but here he needs to rush all the time and 
work in construction. He said poetry has gone away from him 
and he would rather be free as a butterfly. Many of my friends 
back home witness the same. 

1	 an inhabitant of Trafaria

What can an ant alone 
do and witness? 

This is the key that, I believe, leads 
me to unexpected encounters every day.
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Due to the fragmented and intuitive nature of this “method”, it 
is often difficult to take a clear stand and role. In the application 
proposal I have described myself as a “curious observer”. 
Throughout the three weeks of residency, I have embodied 
different perspectives, always trying to maintain a “neutral”  
gaze and position. This often requires me to cope with a lot of 
discomfort and calibration of inner feelings when engaging in 
direct conversations, and when explaining the purpose (or un 
purpose) of my presence in a place. This work has trained me in 
accepting that the presence itself of my body in a place can be 
simply enough. 
I used three simple actions, which somehow follow the same 
slow rhythms of the daily life of the people who fill the space at 
that specific time of the year.

Standing

Being a body in a place 
triggers reactions. 
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Just relax
having a slow morning routine which involves breathing in nature. 

Just sit
in bars and tascas, drink coffees and eat (toasts). 

Just walk
around repetitively in between the three areas, to understand the reference 
points. During these walks, collect tools from the surroundings. 

Just do Nothicings
Conversations and happenings arise spontaneously through referencing 
the common points discovered and putting the tools on common tables. 

Do this for three weeks, enlarging the 
perimeter of the walks and deepening the 
relationships established. 
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During the process I give close attention to sustainability, both 
in physical and material terms. Rest and recycling are key 
points.

Everyday I start by waking up, taking my tea and biscuits out 
and doing a bit of yoga on my blue towel. 
Then I sit at the desk outside and I just do nothing. I write, 
think, and listen to the trees. I note down reflections and fill the 
small calendar with the events of the day before. 
This usually lasts until lunchtime. 

This moment of void and slow pace is crucial for three reasons: 
one is to cope with the pressure of “things which are not there 
yet, but might potentially arise”, or “the latency” of my research 
process; the second is to release every tension related to being 
constantly exposed and relating to the social sphere, so being at 
ease in a small society where I am the stranger; the third is to be 
really close to myself and my body, a work of self discovery that 
I am practicing everyday since I was born. 

Wondering
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After lunch I start walking around to better know all the different 
contexts. I observe the shape of the neighborhoods, their links 
and the way people move through them. But I especially observe 
the habits of the people and those who are always there, waiting 
for something. Who are the ones more known and what are 
the dynamics and the “rituals”, like greetings to each other or 
buying groceries. Where do these rituals take place and which 
kind of public is in which part of the city and at what time. 
I do this by also sitting down a lot in cafes and especially using 
every break (like lunch or dinner) to try out “tascas”, cheap 
portuguese restaurants, and typical food. 
A lot of the societal interactions here revolve around this 
subject, so this is a must-do step, while also being overall the 
most expensive part of the research. 

This creates a “mental map” in my head that I use to create more 
interactions, by going for specific quests or referring to familiar 
places or things in new conversations with locals. 

Wandering
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During these walks usually lots of small 
discarded objects catch my attention. They 
can be cards left on the floor, pieces of plastic, 
cutlery and glass left close to the bins. There are 
places of higher concentration of interesting 
waste. Usually if you wait close enough you 
can meet people like me who gravitate around 
them. People picking up trash with vans or cars, 
but also artists who reuse waste. 

Collecting particles

You can understand the history 
of a place by simply analyzing 
the leftovers of construction sites.
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Day by day the collection of these materials 
clarifies my next step and chains a new quest. 
At first little fragments: shells, clothespin 
abandoned by the sea and by the wind. 
I have found small plastic cotton swabs and 
started to think about how to find threads to 
make bracelets with them.

Then I found linoleum and other plastic and 
started to think about doing linocut. Therefore 
I started looking for tools to carve and to paint 
and more material to do it. 

From the second/third week, I started taking 
videos with my camera. 
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From the second week, I started actively building relationships 
with local environments. I joined a Biodanza1 course, attended 
by a group of local people between 40s and 70s years old 
for many years. I started passing by 2ºTorrão more often, 
sometimes together with Vardit, stopping by to buy a beer at 

1	 “Biodanza is a human integration 
system of organic renewal, of  affective 
re-education, and of re-learning of the 
life primordial functions. Its application 
consists in leading vivencias through music, 
singing, integral body movements and 
group encounter situations”. Rolando Toro 
2002. from the official website https://www.
biodanzarolandotoro.com/en/ 

Transformation / cross-pollination
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the bar, until staying for longer to have dinner there. During 
the dinner, in an informal bar mostly attended by men, I got 
to know the inhabitants of 2º Torrão, guys in their 20s-50s, 
originally from Angola, Guinea Bissau, Mozambique and took 
part in spontaneous conversations ranging from football to 
wider considerations about life. While talking, I used the beach 
findings to create some bracelets. It slowly went viral and 
became a shared activity. 
At the end of the dinner, at midnight, the darkness was wrapping 
the place and many bracelets were wrapping wrists. The group 
escorted us back out of 2º Torrão as a sort of informal safety 
network.

Meanwhile the plastic boards, stones, paint and carving tools 
leftovers collected in the studio were taking the shape of 
rudimental linocut devices. Two days later I decided to bring 
them for a little trip to 2º Torrão, and asked the guys for a 
table to try them outside. Suggestions were made from them 
to me to make small regular workshops for kids, as “they are 
usually bored”. I sat down at the same bar and started painting. 
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5 minutes later a group of kids started asking me what I was 
doing there and I asked them to join me. Some adults joined 
too. Some kids started teaching the others after the initial lack 
of ideas, scolding the adults who were giving advices without 
really trying to paint. 
Some were dissatisfied about the paper and  went on by painting 
on rocks and on an abandoned wall, in an extraordinary burst 
of creative power. 
The same happened  a few days later, on a very 
windy day, when I asked if we could do something in the 
big void, the fracture in the middle where houses had been 
demolished. They explained to me with a bit of reluctance that 
the municipality doesn’t allow them to paint there. 

Once again, my role is just to provide enough tools and sparks 
for things to happen. 

That night I was invited to a one year old baby’s birthday party 
there in the former association of the inhabitant’s house. A 
moment deeply felt by the entire neighbourhood.  My heart 
leaked joy. 
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The plow runs slowly 
It leaves a groove

Seeds fall into the furrow
From seeds, plants grow

About the earth spilled out on the sides
Left behind 

Nobody talks anymore

Left along the way



scattered
together

behind

50

T
he

 n
om

ad
 s

pa
ce

  
is 

lo
ca

liz
ed

 a
nd

 n
ot

 d
el

im
ite

d.
 T

he
 n

om
ad

 d
oe

s 
no

t 
be

lo
ng

 to
 th

is 
re

la
tiv

e g
lo

ba
l, 

w
he

re
 o

ne
 p

as
se

s f
ro

m
 o

ne
 p

oi
nt

 to
 a

no
th

er
, 

fro
m

 o
ne

 re
gi

on
 to

 a
no

th
er

. R
at

he
r, 

he
 is

 in
 a

 lo
ca

l a
bs

ol
ut

e,
 a

n 
ab

so
lu

te 
th

at
 is

 m
an

ife
ste

d 
lo

ca
lly

, a
nd

 e
ng

en
de

re
d 

in
 a

 se
rie

s o
f l

oc
al

 o
pe

ra
tio

ns
 

of
 v

ar
yi

ng
 o

rie
nt

at
io

ns
: d

es
er

t, 
ste

pp
e,

 ic
e,

 se
a.

 

G.
 D

el
eu

ze
 a

nd
 F

. G
ua

tta
ri,

 O
n 

N
om

ad
ol

og
y,

 19
80



51

nothicings  on  being left  

Deixar para trás

T
he

 n
om

ad
 s

pa
ce

  
is 

lo
ca

liz
ed

 a
nd

 n
ot

 d
el

im
ite

d.
 T

he
 n

om
ad

 d
oe

s 
no

t 
be

lo
ng

 to
 th

is 
re

la
tiv

e g
lo

ba
l, 

w
he

re
 o

ne
 p

as
se

s f
ro

m
 o

ne
 p

oi
nt

 to
 a

no
th

er
, 

fro
m

 o
ne

 re
gi

on
 to

 a
no

th
er

. R
at

he
r, 

he
 is

 in
 a

 lo
ca

l a
bs

ol
ut

e,
 a

n 
ab

so
lu

te 
th

at
 is

 m
an

ife
ste

d 
lo

ca
lly

, a
nd

 e
ng

en
de

re
d 

in
 a

 se
rie

s o
f l

oc
al

 o
pe

ra
tio

ns
 

of
 v

ar
yi

ng
 o

rie
nt

at
io

ns
: d

es
er

t, 
ste

pp
e,

 ic
e,

 se
a.

 

G.
 D

el
eu

ze
 a

nd
 F

. G
ua

tta
ri,

 O
n 

N
om

ad
ol

og
y,

 19
80

Pois é 1 

1 “So it is”
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From Lisbon to Trafaria it is 45 minutes by Bolt, 
the private taxi. The driver is a Portuguese man in 
his 60s and he is almost asleep as he crosses the 
bridge, complaining about the distance. He asks me 
something, by default. To every answer I give, to every 
detail I enthusiastically tell him about my experience, 

he replies “Pois”. 
I ask him how long his work shift is. He replies “12 
hours”. “But it’s hardly illegal”, I say.  “ Pois é. Otherwise 

you don’t make money here” he replies.

Pois 1

1	 “Then”. Or shorter for “So it 
is”, often accompanied by a shrug of the 
shoulders.
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N. lives in the neighborhood of 2º Torrão. He owns 
one of the largest houses in the neighborhood. He paid 
15,000 euros for it, 5 years ago. Nobody wanted to buy 
it, the house was a shack. He was 26 years old, of which 
8 lived in Guinea Bissau, 18 in Lisbon, 5 spent working 
in construction and sending money to Africa. Now the 
house accommodates 7 adults and 2 children, who 
pay their rooms at a low price. N offers me dinner at a 

pizzeria that I almost can’t afford. 
Now he has finally time to go back to studying. As a 
child he did not have documents and was unable to 

finish school. He was ashamed, but 

it made him strong, he says. 
He has a difficult character. But when he dances the 
armor disappears, he becomes another person. “Are 
you going dancing alone?” I ask. “Pois è” , he replies. 
Every now and then we hug, he says that now he is 
focusing on building. It happened casually, we have the 
same sense of humor and like fantasy movies. At first 
we teased each other a bit. We pass hand in hand by 
some guys, he tells me “actually.. sometimes black guys 

do have a                       scary gaze”. 
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We go together at the party in the square in Trafaria 

and he is the only black guy. We go together to 
the disco in 2º Torrão and 

I am the only white girl there. We do agree it 
would be better to have places where white and black 
people can merge. I think now the neighborhood sees 
me as his girlfriend. I don’t really like to be 
labeled. I have to keep going. He keeps the tiny plant 
I have found in the garden of the presidio as a memory 
in his room. I have the same one in my house in the 

Netherlands.

Pois 
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I meet B. in the restroom of the hostel, I am brushing my 
teeth and listening to her while she shouts something 
about a camper and a Portuguese card to her son on 
the phone, smoking by the window. I offer her my help. 
For 2 years she has been traveling alone in a camper, 
without returning to Italy. She left her old shadow 
there, that of a 60-year-old wife with two children and 
a dog. The son on the phone is the only loved one she 

has now, all the others are no longer in this world. 
But B. has always wanted to go. She is 
committed not to go back to Italy, she wants to stay 
where the warmth is. And keep going. But the camper 
is now broken and it is returning to Italy without her, 

carried by a truck. 
She will not go back to Italy. She will put her tent in the 

Caribbean, or maybe Croatia. 
In the evening we go dancing in Lisbon, it is Sunday at 

9pm, but B wants to go to the disco.

Pois 
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I order a coffee and the owner of the place makes two: 
one for me and one for him. He tells me he had this 

dream: to open his own restaurant. 
P. had done many things before. The parachutist, the 
policeman. Now the policemen come to eat at his place. 

10 euros for a complete menu. 
I come back there often, the place is just in the middle 
between the two neighborhoods, Trafaria and 2º 

Torrão.

 P always worries about my safety, he says 
I shouldn’t trust people there, but I still walk around 
anyway. In life you need to have goals, he says. He says 
if you come by in a few years I can rent you a room, I’m 
renovating a house. He presents me to the policemen as 

a friend of him and offers me a beer before I go.

 

Pois 
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I meet A. on the hellish day when the connection with 
the ferry from Porto Brandão to Trafaria is interrupted. 
A. drives the replacement bus, which breaks down. 12 
hours shift that day. Two days later he sees me walking 
on the street in Trafaria and stops the bus to let me 
on, worried, as the last boat to Lisbon is at nine in the 

evening. I tell him “thank you, but I live here now”. 
I ask him what is that concrete building with the arches 
up the hill. He tells me that it is private, but it has the 
best view of the landscape at sunset. On the next day 
I walk up the hill and he waves at me with the hand 
while going down driving the bus. Since then, he always 
stops to talk, he makes me promise not to leave without 
saying goodbye. He says that the left has been a 
disaster because it has opened the borders and people 
have lost their jobs. I reply that Portugal had already 
violently opened the borders of African countries at the 
time. He asks me if I will stay longer, he is 

sad that I am leaving.Pois
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A. has a daughter in Singapore and one in Porto. We 
go to the same dance class. One day we happen to have 
lunch together, as I meet her while visiting the local 
ceramic atelier. She looks like my mom. Tough, a little 
skeptical, one eyebrow a bit raised up. I accidentally spill 
my beer on her trousers, while we talk. She has passed 
her unexpressed desire for freedom to her daughters 
and now she can travel to visit them. When she works 
with ceramics her eyes light up, she likes sculpture, as 
a hobby. She molds beautiful fruits and vases 
with intricate details. I tell her that the Torrão is 
quite a nice place for me. She is a bit skeptical, she has 
heard of it as a dangerous place. She is born in Angola, 
though. Now when we dance together we know each 

other a bit more.

Pois 
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M. will never work in a kitchen anymore. Not under 
others. He wants to open his own restaurant in 
Angola. Not now, though. This is not the right time, 
first he must build a solid base. He sings, too, 
he is quite a celebrity here in 2º Torrão, I assume. “I 
understand you”, I tell him. We’re the same fucking 

age. Lots of plans and some art to lean on. 

Pois
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I share with A. a return bus journey at 5.30 in the 
afternoon. He has good eyes. We had already met days 
before at the bar in 2º Torrão, he helped me to craft 
my bracelets. A very patient guy. The bus is 
small and there are too many people returning from 
work. We are crushed one behind the other, standing. 
“It seems like in Rome”, I tell him, “I’m used to it”. I 
ask him about his work. He tells me that he works in 
a construction company, in the offices. He started as 
a worker, then learned quickly. This morning he was 
marking the perimeter of a new house. Working inside 
now feels dull, filling up a lot of papers everyday. Maybe 
he would prefer to work outside. I do agree with him.

Then the bus stops, we get out at the same stop but we 
part ways. 

I start following a conversation between two old 
Portuguese women about how we should always say 
goodbye to the driver when we get off the bus, as he is 

a worker as well. 
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Now people in the city are no longer numbers 
that pass before my eyes, but letters.
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A path is 
always between 
two points, but 
the in-between 

has taken on all 
the consistency 

and enjoys both 
an autonomy 

and a direction 
of its own.

 
The life of the 
nomad is the 
intermezzo.

G. Deleuze and F. Guattari, 
On Nomadology, 1980
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You know, sometimes I get stuck in thoughts. I find it easier 
to unravel them into conversations. They become particularly 
pressing while falling asleep, with closed eyes, and they release 
messily when I try to wake up in the morning. That’s why I 
confess to you, myself, that it is no way easy to have a lot of 
strangers’ eyes scanning you to grasp your belonging to a place 

to which you are a complete outsider. 

Deixar
Dialogues within and without myself. 

No way easy to seek for this 
sense of belonging, building it up 
and then having to leave again.
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I have felt relieved to find again comfort in the complete 
anonymity of my street, in a looser urban fabric, back home. 

Less bonds to be tied with. 

I have felt like a scammer. Many many times. Because my one 
and only art purpose at times is just getting some grasp of the 
surroundings. I need to be fully within the situations, to feel 
them until the edge. I hate to be the outsider. I crave to be the 

outsider.
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We are going to meet 
halfway. 
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Visual fragments
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Diana Ferro (Rome, 1994) is an artist and artistic researcher. 
She plays with sculptures, site specific installations, 
painting, photography, poetry and self printed books, 
collaborative projects and workshops, often transforming 
leftovers discarded by everyday processes.

www.dianaferro.com
@dianaf_minimondes

Nothicings is a word which doesn’t exist (yet), 
but useful to shine a light on the small little acts

along the way.
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