NNl nNnItn n11In% ny and ,Ixo%%a
2025 11nvap ,12 11797
niainTa

9R92'29 oanan Ty

1771 NPk 1w

133719 1°%72In na311 02/06/2005

TV W DMTMPT DN DX INMYW TnYnm % 1Nand ROw mw v 1Nt 5K
K [T NYT1? 1K1 .9791 DR NIDYNT Sy 15 nMawrw mS5%1pn ninm a1 XN Lann X
NXOW 113,727 YW 19102 11T 1122 7D ,iTpyn p112717 DINNTw) 01752 Ny 1K 0N
7% 1M, 0 %%y Sy 0y XD NANOW DINND NNOT1 2K .2Y 17D TNIK TYYN OWw NI, iIyx
“The shadow needs a shadow to follow him in order to :yTIN2 Y IXWIW LEWN
.exist in his own right”

W MIATT 2w DX IR 1MYN LT DK DMK K 5w N2YN2 I W nmyss
D72P1Y DK NYTT KD 1K1 .07 12075 191K1,0790Y 1w’ S¥1bn Dyya X1 0K .2mann
TIRW T 179NN 12T 9277 .00 1D, "nyy N19Ta 0p” KT 0K 00011 090y 1MINK
MANWNAT 571 03, TN MNIK VIADIT - K YW W YN DAWw - 019%¥2 NAmMK )3 93
0P 0%win NS onbw N1 onbw

ROW 97¥N0 UPMIIRI RYNINIW , AN QYW 713 0155 9101 Tp™ 7% TpaY v uxR
“The End of The ,AXM 1T105K YW 1777 1"97122 PI0NK "NIRD O¥T NIRT PIN DX privn
;01T MR ,O1TX 71K KA DTN DIYY 5511 .01 X591 min XD ,namain it - World”
;D711 10 SW M Wpita 07 2y MAWnnm Yo awpl,oIx 2130 ,0Mm1IK N1Npn
N2 MKW D7MYVRIVAT DIPTT AWIN 1DDWW DT YAXA YAy 1YY IMINT 12 12w
VAXTZY N5 NOHIPR T DN 0N %W TAR%W AT i) 1187 77 TR 1 Hw mopn
NNARAW IR ITIDORY 10T 71T DITIR 711D . 10KINT YW Dot s i adbw o bw
N 3131 NOHIP 19Y1,5VOTH MNDM DITRT 571% 013N, TMA7 MK NK 1972 Moyn
Nonn 5w M2asw 1K N1I015A TMWYw 1N TR 1721p 1IN ,715Vn%n 1mnow
707M0N TIWY 1212 91K - 3 53 PN 1PNt Sy Ynw v1Bon NIV DRI



n7ImInN1 NoNIsn N1a1Ino% Ny and ,98o%xa
n131°711 ,2025 11APaID L,12 1171972
YR2'2% ohanaa Ty /301 1@pIR 1w

777, NNT1Y N19DKINA NN NHIW T2 I, 10512 TNIK TLhw 12T
TTIWW T NIRRT 70D1p2W 2 92 MY Y PN 17 wrw IR, TI0Y TN IR
¥ KDY 71K, 1YY NI9TA 7K, M0 K T 02T 10 DX

MNW,LWDHIN TP 1YY 1IN IKINWY TP TP TV 72 Kynid Iy K Ix
117Y2 N1 ,72YN00 NN KMt nyaw 1 Sy ORW 11 ,0TIp0 ANanh Sw mphim
ND1% 79 [N IR ARW YT ,10W NPT, TIOK TR N N2 1T 1PN0KTM TR TWIK
Wwyn 72K K501 77 1977,5K5'3,210 11 XY PNRAW XD - 011 010K Twyn mwyS
172 T NRAMW 2K 0MWan ,0ve 932 0w Tnnn NP5 00N N19YNA AART
,N17212PITA FIYIAT DDBWIW AT 91112, DMWINT ™M 0T 98P 17,020
215w MyNTA LN MR

08/06/2025 Salzburg

This time I ask you not to close your eyes. I want you to imagine this dance with
eyes wide open. I want you to make the effort of imagining while facing reality.
To see the unseen within the seen. Maybe this way there will be no shadows in
the dance.

Are you ready? Are you sitting comfortably? Find a restful position. Be
generous in letting me lead you. Set yourself aside and let your imagination take
over.

You see an arm: a left arm. It is only an arm, there is still no body attached to
it. Its movements are so subtle. The fingers softly caress the air, while the lower
arm keeps slowly turning on its axis. Then the elbow gets fixed in position, the
fingers pointing upwards, forming a perfect right angle. Such a perfect right
angle. This 90-degree angle keeps floating in space, sometimes losing its bodily
context, becoming half a rectangle searching for its missing half.

Suddenly, this arm softens and begins waving like a wing, faster and faster,
flying all over the room like a bird searching for an exit. You see it moving
around weightlessly, approaching you and landing gently on your lap. An arm on
your lap. And then finally you see the body that lost it for a moment - the
shoulder, the collarbone, the neck and back: a wide and muscular back. The belly,
the pelvis, the legs, the toes. This body is naked but not nude, and it begins to roll
on the ground with magical technique. The arm reaches in a certain direction,
and the body smoothly, residually, follows, finding its roll. The rolls become

faster and lighter until you can hardly recognize a body anymore - it has become
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wind, a rolling wind, rolling and rolling and rolling. It disappears, then it
reappears standing upright. It is a female body, a soft female body, bearing no
visible marks of professional training or strenuous effort. It is naturally
powerful, ready to run, to jump, to express itself. She starts shifting her weight to
one side, off-balancing until falling without really falling, her tilted stance
becoming a gentle run, shifting weight from one leg to the other. This flowing
movement flutters effortlessly; she is so light, almost phantom-like. You begin to
see more of her - multiple bodies appearing, doubling and tripling through the
speed of her tilting and running. They fill the space, soft feminine falls passing
through you, wrapping the air around you.

Then something changes. Her steps are no longer organic, as if her engine
has broken down, a wounded angel. Her movements stutter, straight lines cut
through the air - sharp angles, broken traces, fractured limbs. She collapses into
a pile of wooden planks.

Where is she? Where am I?

Poof. Back here. Hey Jalal, bye dear.
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