Trappen

Det boérjar med en dorr, eller det borjar nar du borjar leta efter en dorr. Eller sa boérjar det nar du
far veta att du snart ska leta efter en dorr, eller nar nagon berattat att hon letat efter en doérr och
du ocksa far lust att géra det. Sa nu letar du efter en dorr.

Kanske letar du efter dorren i en hdstskog. Den djupa doften fran fukten i marken, I6ven som
blir som vackrast innan dom léses upp, skymningen som smyger pa dej mellan tradstammarna,
din utandning som ett moln. Du har fatt vaga instruktioner om ddrren, nagon vill irritera dej,
kanske fa dej lite, lite, ur balans, fa dej att svanga ur din vana.

Eller sa letar du efter en dorr pa en bakgata i ett omrade i utkanten, du kanner ingen som bor
har, du ar en framling. En trasig gatlykta, skrap som prassilar, tysta dérrar som noga vaktar
rummen innanfoér. Du provar, trycker ner olika handtag, knackar, lyssnar pa forvantan och
radslan som far runt i de;.

Eller sa behoéver du inte leta, du kanner till den har glasdérren med strama bokstaver,
ljusskapet, mattan innanfér som dampar ljuden, sorlet och de gnistrande takkronorna. Dérren ar
tung, allt har ar gediget och tydligt med skyltar och pilar. Kanske uppfattar du en obestambar
kansla av att om du gar emot pilarna och strémmen av manniskor eller om du far lust att ropa
hogt i sorlet och lagga dej pa den mjuka mattan, sa kommer huset snabbt och bestamt att
spotta ut dej igen.

Men bérja med glasdorren, for bakom den finns alla andra dérrar, dar finns dérren i skogen
och dorren pa bakgatan, [6nndérrar och svangdorrar, skjutdorrar och draperier.

Vanta, innan du gar in, sa ga till gaveln av huset, bredvid trappan, jag star vid cykelstallet.
- Hej, har, hallad! Ser du mej? Det ar jag med bla halsduken. Innan vi gar in vill jag bara
beratta varfor jag vill att du ska komma med.

Jag alskar det har huset. For allt som kan handa har och allt man kan fa att handa. For
fantasin, hangivenheten, nyfikenheten. Fér mej ar teatern ett stalle dar jag upptacker
saker, leker, moter, bade nar jag ar skadespelare och nar jag ar publik.

Om jag tanker péa teatern som en sport, tdnker jag att det skulle vara full contact- nara
sa man kanner den andres kropp och andning, kédnner hens styrkor och svagheter och
far mota sina egna.

Men jag upplever ofta att teatern ar en artig tennis match, bollen far mellan publik och
salong, javisst, men narmare an sa kommer vi inte varandra. Av allt storslaget som ar
majligt blir en smadammig och blekt reahdrna.

Nar teatern bjuder in till narkamp blir svaret ofta stelt fran publiken, vad som helst bara
jag inte blir uppdragen pa scenen eller maste agera pa nagot satt. Nar publiken bjuder
in, som ofta en barn- och ungdomspublik goér, uppfostrar teatern istallet for att komma
nara, tillrattvisar, man ska sitta stilla och lyssna och bete sej som folk.

Det hander nagot med oss pa vag uppfoér den har trappan. Man dampar sej, tar lite
mindre plats, féljer duktigt alla ritualerna med biljettkassa, garderob och hitta sin plats.
Och sen fortsatter man att bete sej inne i salongen och irritera sej 6ver dom som inte kan



bete sej. For sa har vi bestamt att vi ska gora pa den har platsen, det ar sa man goér
publik, det har ar normen. Och ingen vill sticka utanfér den dar formen som normen ar,
med hard och likriktande kant, for da kan man drabbas av skammen.

Skammen reglerar vara sociala dverenskommelser. Den kan vara sund och ha
funktionen att se till att vi inte kranker och sarar varandra. Men den kan ocksa vara
destruktiv genom att begransa oss, pressa in oss i en form, vi blir alla likadan utstansade
publikkakor.

Det ar pinsamt om nagon i publiken skrattar for hogt pa fel stalle och man skruvar pa
sej om nagons mobil ringer mitt i karleksscenen. Ingen vill géra bort sej, ingen vill hamna
utanfér normen och flocken. Darfér vill man inte bli uppdragen pa scenen, for da vet man
inte vilka regler som galler och da ar risken éverhangande att man trampar fel.

Sa pa vag uppfor trappan bakas du in i publikformen. Och det ar sa synd for dej, for det
finns sa mycket mer att uppleva med fler sinnen &n som far plats i formen. Det ar ocksa
synd for mej, som skadespelare, som tanker pa mitt jobb som att inom en konstnarlig
ram skapa kontakt och utbyte med publiken. Att spela fér publik som lydigt format sej ar
forutsagbart och det finns valdigt lite kvar av vart méte i min kropp efterat.

Jag har gatt nagra ronder mot skammen sa jag forstar varfor man inte vill flyta ut pa
platen. Skammen ar det som hindrar mej mest som skadespelare och jag tror att det ar
det som hindrar mej mest som publik.

Jag fantiserar om hur teatern skulle vara om jag gick uppfor trappen med en annan
kropp an publikkakskroppen. Kanske som nar jag gar till fest, full av férvantan, lite
opraktiskt tunnkladd, 6ppen for att det kan hdnda saker med mej som ar utanfér min
vanliga form, kanske blir jag en gris i natt eller en pumpa. Eller om jag skulle ga som fér
att méta en ny karlek, beredd att visa mina basta sidor och géra allt fér att ta mej lite
narmare hjartat. Eller den kropp som ska se en landskamp eller just vunnit pa lotto?

Jag har funderat dver hur man blir publik. Hur gérs éverenskommelsen om hur man ska
vara och vad man far géra? Vad star i det kontraktet? Hur far man veta vad som star?
Hur ar det pa andra stéllen och i andra tider? Vad hander nar kontraktet bryts, av
skadespelare eller av publik?

Vad hander med den formade publikkroppen i andra typer av verk, dar man inte sitter i
en salong utan istallet ska delta? Dras man med samma kropp, skdms en aning dver
stelheten och skams man ocksa 6ver skammen? Eller glider man Iatt in i en ny publikroll
som ger storre frihet att uppleva med alla sinnen, att paverka och medskapa?

Det finns mer om allt det dar inne i de olika rummen.

Nu kan du ga in och vad dom an sager sa far du gora precis som du vill darinne. Du far 6ppna
alla dorrar och du behover inte 6ppna nagon. Du kan dricka upp allt kaffe i caféet eller leka
kurragdmma i garderoberna, spionera i logerna, trycka pa knappar i teknikbaset eller sitta och
fundera pa handikapptoaletten.

Du kan stanna en kort stund eller hela natten. Kanske hittar du en baklasdérr som ingen
nagonsin fatt upp men som Oppnar sej for just de;.



Stairs

It starts with a door, or it starts when you start looking for a door. Or it starts when you find out
that you will soon be looking for a door, or when someone tells you that she has been looking
for a door and you want to do the same. So now you are looking for a door.

Maybe you are looking for the door in an autumn forest. The deep scent of the moisture in the
ground, the leaves at their most beautiful before dissolving, the twilight creeping up on you
between the tree trunks, your exhalation like a cloud. You have been given vague instructions
about the door, someone wants to annoy you, maybe get you a little, a little, off balance, make
you swing out of your habit.

Or you're looking for a door on a back street in a suburban neighbourhood, you don't know
anyone who lives here, you're a stranger. A broken streetlight, rustling rubbish, silent doors
carefully guarding the rooms inside. You try, push down various handles, knock, listen to the
anticipation and fear that swirls around you.

Or maybe you don't need to look, you know this glass door with its austere lettering, the light
box, the carpet inside that muffles the sounds, the buzzing and the sparkling chandeliers. The
door is heavy, everything here is solid and clear with signs and arrows. Perhaps you perceive an
indeterminate feeling that if you go against the arrows and the stream of people, or if you feel
like shouting loudly in the noise and lying down on the soft carpet, the house will quickly and
decisively spit you out again.

But start with the glass door, because behind it are all the other doors, there's the door in the
woods and the door in the alley, trap doors and revolving doors, sliding doors and curtains.

Wait, before you go in, go to the end of the house, next to the stairs, I'm standing by the bike
rack.
- Hello, here, hello! Can you see me? It's me with the blue scarf. Before we go in, | just
want to tell you why | want you to come.

| love this house. For everything that can happen here and everything you can make
happen. For the imagination, the dedication, the curiosity. For me, theatre is a place
where | discover things, play, meet, both as an actor and as an audience member.

If | think of theatre as a sport, | think it would be full contact - close so you feel the
other person's body and breathing, know their strengths and weaknesses and face your
own.

But | often feel that the theatre is a polite tennis match, the ball goes between the
audience and the auditorium, yes, but that's as close as we get to each other. Of all the
grandiose things that are possible, a small and faded corner of theatre is created.

When the theatre invites people to get close, the response from the audience is often
stiff, anything as long as | am not called on stage or have to act in any way. When the
audience invites, as a child and youth audience often does, the theatre educates instead
of getting close, corrects, you should sit still and listen and behave like people.



Something happens to us on the way up these stairs. You calm down, take up less
space, follow all the rituals of the ticket office, wardrobe and finding your seat. And then
you continue to behave in the auditorium and get annoyed at those who can't behave.
Because that's what we've decided to do in this place, that's how you make an audience,
this is the norm. And nobody wants to step out of that gingerbread mould that is the
norm, with a hard and uniform edge, because then you can be shamed.

Shame regulates our social agreements. It can be healthy, ensuring that we do not
offend and hurt each other. But it can also be destructive by limiting us, pushing us into a
mould.

It's embarrassing if someone in the audience laughs too loudly in the wrong place, and
you cringe if someone's mobile phone rings in the middle of the love scene. Nobody
wants to make a fool of themselves, nobody wants to be outside the norm and the pack.
That's why you don't want to be told what to do on stage, because then you don't know
what the rules are and there's an imminent risk of making a mistake.

So on your way up the stairs, you become an audience gingerbread man. And it's such a
shame for you, because there is so much more to experience with more senses than can
fit in the mould. It is also a shame for me, as an actor, who thinks of my job as creating
contact and exchange with the audience within an artistic framework. Playing for
gingerbread is predictable and there is very little left of our encounter in my body
afterwards.

I've gone through a few rounds of shame, so | understand why you don't want to go out
on the plate. Shame is what hinders me most as an actor and | think it's what hinders me
most as an audience.

| fantasise about what the theatre would be like if | walked up the stairs with a body
other than that of the audience gingerbread. Maybe like when | go to a party, full of
anticipation, dressed a little impractically thin, open to the possibility of things happening
to me that are outside my usual shape, maybe I'll be a pig tonight or a tree. Or if | should
go as if to meet a new love, ready to show my best sides and do everything to bring me
a little closer to the heart. Or the body that is going to watch an international match or
just won the lottery?

| have been thinking about how to become an audience. How is the agreement on how
to be and what to do made? What is in that contract? How do you find out what it says?
What is it like in other places and at other times? What happens when the contract is
broken, by the actors or the audience?

What happens to the shaped audience body in other types of works, where you don't
sit in an auditorium but instead have to participate? Do you have the same shaped body,
a little ashamed of the stiffness ,and are you also ashamed of the shame? Or do you slip
easily into a new audience role that gives greater freedom to experience with all the
senses, to influence and co-create?

There's more about all that inside the different rooms.



Now you can go in and whatever they say, you can do whatever you want in there. You can
open any door and you don't have to open any. You can drink all the coffee in the café or play
hide-and-seek in the wardrobes, spy in the dressing rooms, press buttons in the technology
booth or sit and ponder in the disabled toilet.

You can stay for a short time or all night. Maybe you'll find a locked door that no one has ever
opened, but it will open for you.



