
4

2

4

Construction

First, fold each A4 sheet in half along the vertical axis.

Using a craft knife or scalpel, cut a horizontal slot along the centre
dotted line of the first A4 sheet. (pages 1/2/9/10)

Then cut along the dotted lines on all the other sheets. Make sure
to cut to the very edges of the paper.

Stack the folded sheets in ascending order with the even numbers
at the top. Curl the bottom half of the second A4 page (pages
3/4/15/16).

Thread the curled page through the centre slot of the first A4 page.
Repeat this process with the third (pages 5/6/13/14) and fourth A4
sheet (pages 7/8/11/12) with the even pages in ascending order.

When all the pages have been threaded through, check the
pagination. Finally, fold the booklets in half along the horizontal axis.

1:

2:

3:

4:

5:

6:

1: 2:

3: 4:

5: 6:
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I alw
ays w

ondered w
hy the visitors fall in love w

ith
S

alvador de B
ahia. C

an’t they see? C
an’t they see

the ugliness of the city? 3
 m

illion people living, for
m

ost, 
in 

slum
s 

and 
self-constructed 

habitations,
plastic sheets after cardboards after tim

ber boards
after 

bricks 
after 

concrete... 
a 

huge 
and 

dirty
building site w

here w
ork is alw

ays under progress,
w

ith open air sew
ages, unpaved streets, garbage all

over. 
N

ot 
m

uch 
looks 

beautifully 
tropical 

here,
rather, it looks so scarily sim

ilar to areas of G
rozny,

C
airo, Van, M

om
bay, M

edelin or Free Tow
n. H

um
an

m
isery puts on the sam

e face anyw
here in the w

orld.

The ugliness of S
alvador’s urban design clashes

w
ith its rich relation to the sea at alm

ost any point
of its extended coastline. S

alvador, full of m
usic

and laughs. S
alvador, on the m

ellow
 rhythm

 of the
tropic, 

languorous 
m

oves, 
vibrant 

skins, 
fresh

coconuts 
and 

exotic 
fruits. 

The 
set 

is 
ready.

S
alvador, over exposing its negritude, its religious

syncretism
, 

its 
folklore, 

prostituting 
it 

to 
the

tourism
 trade. S

alvador, em
bracing its visitor w

ith
one arm

 w
hile robbing him

 w
ith the other. S

alvador,
m

aking you believe w
hatever you w

ant to believe.

R
ES

N
U
LLIU

S

AN
N

E
S
O

B
O

TTA

S
p

ecies of
S

p
aces
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This publication is one of a series of essays com
m

issioned by Proboscis
for the series S

PEC
IES

 O
F S

PAC
ES

 – inspired by and in hom
age to

G
eorges Perec’s eponym

ous book. The series contem
plates how

 w
e, in

the contem
porary w

orld of the tw
enty-first century, occupy space – the

virtual and physical, em
otional and social – w

hat Perec called the "infra-
ordinary". S

PEC
IES

 O
F S

PAC
ES

 aim
s to radically question the trajectory

of contem
porary urban existence, intervening in current debates on how

the virtual and the physical relate to each other, and how
 technological

advances affect cultural and social structures.

S
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S
om

eo
ne

 h
ad

 l
en

t 
us

 a
 f

la
t 

in
 t

he
 B

ro
nx

. 
It 

w
as

co
ve

re
d 

w
ith

 d
ir

t 
so

 w
e 

cr
ea

te
d 

cl
ea

n 
pa

th
w

ay
s

fr
om

 t
he

 b
ed

 t
o 

th
e 

ba
th

ro
om

 a
nd

 t
o 

th
e 

ki
tc

he
n,

su
pe

rim
po

si
ng

 a
 n

ew
 t

op
og

ra
ph

y 
w

ith
in

 t
he

 h
ar

dl
y

ha
bi

ta
bl

e 
sp

ac
e.

 
S

ta
yi

ng
 

ho
m

e 
w

as
 

no
t

co
m

fo
rt

ab
le

. 
B

ei
ng

 
ou

t 
at

 
ni

gh
t 

w
as

 
no

t
co

m
fo

rt
ab

le
. 

W
e 

w
er

e 
to

o 
br

ok
e 

to
 p

ay
 f

or
 a

 c
ab

ba
ck

 a
nd

 w
er

e 
– 

ev
en

 if
 w

e 
w

ou
ld

n’
t 

ad
m

it 
it 

at
 t

he
tim

e 
– 

so
 s

ca
re

d 
at

 t
he

 i
de

a 
of

 w
al

ki
ng

 i
n 

th
e

de
se

rt
ed

 s
tr

ee
ts

 o
f 

th
e 

B
ro

nx
 w

hi
ch

 w
e 

kn
ew

 o
nl

y
fr

om
 m

af
ia

 a
nd

 g
an

gs
te

r 
fil

m
s.

 

I r
em

em
be

r 
so

m
eo

ne
 a

ll 
of

 a
 s

ud
de

n 
sh

ou
tin

g 
rig

ht
in

to
 m

y 
le

ft
 e

ar
. 

I 
re

m
em

be
r 

al
m

os
t 

be
in

g 
in

 t
ea

rs
af

te
r 

an
 a

rg
um

en
t 

w
ith

 a
 c

am
er

a 
re

ta
ile

r. 
I r

ea
lis

ed
th

is
 w

as
 a

 t
ot

al
ly

 n
ew

 c
ul

tu
re

 t
o 

m
e.

 I 
ha

d 
fe

lt 
m

uc
h

in
 t

un
e 

w
ith

 t
he

 p
eo

pl
es

 o
f 

al
l 

th
e 

co
un

tr
ie

s 
I 

ha
d

ju
st

 l
ef

t;
 i

n 
th

e 
N

ea
r 

Ea
st

, 
S

ou
th

er
n 

Eu
ro

pe
, 

La
tin

Am
er

ic
a.

 I
 s

w
al

lo
w

ed
 m

y 
pr

id
e 

an
d 

re
al

is
ed

 t
ha

t 
I

co
ul

d 
no

t 
ad

ju
st

 t
o 

bo
th

 t
he

 p
hy

si
ca

l 
an

d 
so

ci
al

sp
ac

e 
of

 N
ew

 Y
or

k 
C

ity
; 

I 
w

as
 a

 s
tr

an
ge

r.

to Zeo, in m
em

oriam

R
esnullius – that w

hich belongs to no one

S
ea

W
ater

Land
S

pace

"... Legal status of outer space, the m
oon and

other celestial bodies: G
eneral (R

esnullius, Terra
N

ullius, R
es O

m
nium

 C
om

m
unis, R

es Extra
C

om
m

ercium
, Internationalized Territory)..."*

*
W

orld W
ide S

pace Law
 B

ibliography by K
uo Lee Li, published by D

e

D
aro Publishing R

eg. It 
w

as
 m

y 
ve

ry
 f

irs
t 

tim
e 

in
 N

ew
 Y

or
k 

C
ity

. 
I w

as
 2

3
,

m
y 

he
ad

 fu
ll 

of
 t
he

or
ie

s,
 o

pi
ni

on
s 

an
d 

pr
id

e 
lik

e 
an

y
ob

se
ss

ed
 a

rc
hi

te
ct

ur
e 

st
ud

en
t.

 I
 h

ad
 d

ec
id

ed
 t

o
de

di
ca

te
 t

he
 y

ea
r 

to
 t

ra
ve

l 
th

e 
w

or
ld

 a
nd

 s
ee

 w
ith

m
y 

ow
n 

ey
es

 a
ll 

th
os

e 
pl

ac
es

 I
 h

ad
 r

ea
d 

so
 m

uc
h

ab
ou

t.
 A

ft
er

 m
on

th
s 

in
 l

an
ds

 o
f 

m
ill

en
ar

y 
cu

ltu
re

s,
th

e 
jo

ur
ne

y 
w

as
 e

nd
in

g 
in

 N
ew

 Y
or

k 
C

ity
, 

th
e

ci
ty

,
th

e 
pl

ac
e 

w
he

re
 
al

l
ha

pp
en

s,
 
a 

m
yt

h;
 
a 

dr
ea

m
co

m
in

g 
tr

ue
. 

I 
re

m
em

be
r 

m
y 

fr
ie

nd
 a

nd
 I
 a

rr
iv

in
g 

at
JF

K
 a

irp
or

t 
an

d 
ta

ki
ng

 t
he

 s
ub

w
ay

 v
ia

 H
ar

le
m

 a
ll 

th
e

w
ay

 u
p 

to
 t

he
 t

op
 e

nd
 o

f 
M

an
ha

tt
an

 w
he

re
 o

ur
 h

os
t

w
as

 e
xp

ec
tin

g 
us

. 
I 

re
m

em
be

r 
hi

s 
bi

g 
sw

ea
ty

 h
ug

an
d 

th
at

 h
e 

co
ok

ed
 u

s 
Ita

lia
n 

pa
st

a;
 e

ve
ry

th
in

g
se

em
ed

 t
o 

ta
ke

 a
ge

s.
 I

t 
w

as
 a

lre
ad

y 
la

te
 i

n 
th

e
af

te
rn

oo
n 

w
he

n 
w

e 
m

an
ag

ed
 t

o 
es

ca
pe

 a
nd

 t
oo

k
th

e 
su

bw
ay

 
ag

ai
n 

to
 

5
7

th
 

st
re

et
, 

m
id

to
w

n,
M

an
ha

tt
an

. 
I 

re
m

em
be

r 
w

al
ki

ng
 

up
 

th
e 

st
ep

s,
co

m
in

g 
ou

t 
on

 t
he

 p
av

em
en

t,
 s

ud
de

nl
y 

st
ru

ck
 s

til
l,

m
y 

ey
es

 r
os

e.
 H

er
e 

th
ey

 w
er

e,
 t

he
 s

ky
sc

ra
pe

rs
..
.

Ar
ou

nd
 u

s 
a 

de
ns

e 
an

d 
he

ct
ic

 f
lo

w
 o

f 
pe

op
le

 w
er

e
ru

sh
in

g,
 i

t 
w

as
 a

w
kw

ar
d 

to
 b

e 
st

an
di

ng
 s

til
l. 

I 
fe

lt
lik

e 
a 

lit
tle

 
ch

ild
, 

ey
es

 
w

id
e 

op
en

 
to

 
an

 
ur

ba
n

la
nd

sc
ap

e 
I 

ha
d 

ne
ve

r 
ex

pe
rie

nc
ed

 b
ef

or
e,

 a
 n

ew
sk

y,
 a

 n
ew

 s
pa

ce
. 

I 
fe

lt 
fr

ag
ile

.

R
em

em
be

r 
to

 d
re

ss
 in

 r
ed

 o
n 

D
ec

em
be

r 
4
th

.

R
em

em
be

r 
th

at
 i

t 
is

 n
ot

 a
 g

oo
d 

da
y 

to
 d

ea
l 

w
it

h
ad

m
in

is
tr

at
io

ns
.

R
em

em
be

r 
to

 d
re

ss
 in

 w
hi

te
 o

n 
Fr

id
ay

, 
an

d 
in

 p
al

e
co

lo
ur

s 
(b

lu
e 

or
 y

el
lo

w
) 

on
 S

at
ur

da
y.

W
hi

te
 f

or
 p

ea
ce

. 
Ye

llo
w

 f
or

 w
ea

lt
h.

B
lu

e 
fo

r 
ha

pp
in

es
s.
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M
any tim

es I thought of m
aking a list of all the

spaces – the beds, sofas or floors, the room
s, the

houses, the villages, the cities – w
here I have slept

since I left hom
e. To describe them

 thoroughly, the
physical space as w

ell as the em
otional state of

m
ind attached to it.

Fam
ily houses, friend’s flats, hotels, last m

inute
spots, coaches, airplanes, m

otels, tents...

P
aris, C

airo, M
ount Sinai, Jerusalem

, Tel Aviv, U
rfa,

D
iyarbakir, 

M
ardin, 

Istanbul, 
P

atm
os, 

B
arcelona,

C
ordoba, 

C
adiz, 

G
ranada, 

Santarem
, 

P
ortalegre,

C
astelo 

B
ranco, 

P
orto, 

Lim
a, 

C
usco, 

P
uno,

A
requipa, N

ew
 York, G

renoble, A
rles, Toledo, Evora,

Lisboa, B
righton, London, Tunis, M

ontreal, Q
uebec

C
ity, 

Sienna, 
R

om
a, 

Sao 
P

aulo, 
R

io 
de 

Janeiro,
R

ecife, 
Fortaleza, 

S
alvador, 

Trancoso, 
Venezia,

A
ntibes, Edinburgh, Toronto, O

ttaw
a, São Luis, B

elo
H

orizonte, D
iam

antina, O
uro P

reto, M
arseilles...

H
am

m
ocks, 

king 
size 

beds, 
single 

beds,
com

fortable 
sofas, 

hard 
floors, 

perfum
ed 

beds,
dirty beds, beds w

ith insects, airplane seats (1, 2
or even 3), bus seats (1 or 2), beds w

ith plastic
cover under the sheets, bed from

 childhood, noisy
sofa 

beds, 
futons, 

shared 
beds, 

designer 
beds,

cushions, w
ooden floors, foam

 m
attresses, sprung 

m
attresses, beds for love, beds for sex, historical

beds, 
good-for-your-back 

beds, 
bad-for-your-back

beds, reassuring beds, repulsing beds, beds w
ith

m
osquito net, earth floors, sand.

A
s the years passed, and I travelled from

 one place
to another through territories to w

hich I applied the
generic nam

e ‘not-hom
e’, a routine installed itself

in 
this 

itinerary 
w

ithout 
routine. 

Every 
m

orning,
em

erging from
 darkness, I m

ake contact w
ith the

w
orld again, preparing a path to open the day, the

body, the m
ind.  A

 routine to create a tem
porary but

grounding hom
e-feeling. A

 ritual, w
ith alw

ays the
sam

e duration, the sam
e few

 and carefully chosen
objects, 

the 
sam

e 
steps. 

It 
is 

a 
daily 

need 
to

accom
plish the sam

e m
oves.  Teapot, laptop, yoga

m
at. 

Those 
have 

becom
e 

m
y 

item
s 

of 
I.D

. 
A

n
heteroclite yet sym

bolical ensem
ble. W

ater —
 life,

cleansing. Yoga —
 aligning, opening m

ind and body.
Laptop —

 being present to the w
orld, connected,

seeking, producing and exchanging know
ledge. 

There is here a certain fragility brought over by the
frequent travels, an im

possibility to settle in a local,
geographical and social environm

ent. R
ather, one’s

net is condensed in the billions of 0 and 1 running
along the cable connecting the com

puter to the
telephone plug, a fragile, alm

ost intangible link. 

S
alvador as a city of codes, m

illions of codes and
secrets. S

alvador is not w
ithout rules; it is only that

the rules are unw
ritten. A city w

here nobody cares,
but everybody w

atches. A social space that seem
s

extrem
ely perm

issive – and that, at the sam
e tim

e,
observes every m

ove, every w
ord, every attitude. A

lot 
happens 

in 
this 

com
plicated 

net 
of 

hum
an

relations, be it based on friendship, w
ork, sexual

attraction, social or religious roots. Those w
ho see

are only those perm
itted to; obeying the rules of the

group to w
hich they belong. Those w

ho talk, and to
w

hom
, are only those w

ho know
 how

 to negotiate
this com

plex net. This flow
 does not happen w

ithout
w

aves, dram
as and scandals. There are leaks and

failures w
ithin the system

. B
ut don’t be m

istaken,
w

hat truly counts, w
hat is im

peratively to be hidden,
rem

ains so, revealed to no one that isn’t authorized.

It is in that constant shifting betw
een w

hat is and
w

hat isn’t that S
alvador can lead you to either loose

or find your identity. As you becom
e aw

are, in this
precise social space, of being w

atched, you are
draw

n 
to 

self 
observation. 

It 
is 

not 
about

assim
ilating the codes of the new

 place, as it w
ould

be in any place, it is about becom
ing aw

are of w
hat

one projects, and from
 w

here. C
om

ing to the w
here,

one com
es to the w

hy and ultim
ately to question

the w
hy. Your balance and set of behaviours is

challenged to the core. N
o place to hide. N

o new
rules to follow

, but rather a new
 path to find in a

place w
here all hum

an features are present alm
ost

in ubiquity. An ubiquity that one is led to recognise
in him

/herself, possibly revealing an identity kept
m

asked until then.
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O
ft

en
 I

 w
ou

ld
 g

o 
ba

ck
 t

o 
Ita

ly
, 

th
e 

bi
rt

hp
la

ce
 t

oo
ea

rly
 d

ep
ar

te
d.

 

Th
e 

im
ag

e 
of

 a
n 

id
ea

l I
ta

ly
 h

as
 r

em
ai

ne
d,

 a
nc

ho
re

d
in

 m
y 

de
ep

es
t 

m
em

or
ie

s,
 a

s 
th

e 
pl

ac
e 

to
 g

o 
ba

ck
to

, i
n 

ca
se

 o
f,
 ju

st
 in

 c
as

e.
 G

o 
ba

ck
to

 t
he

 v
er

y 
la

nd
on

 w
hi

ch
 I

 w
as

 b
or

n.
 N

o 
m

at
te

r 
I 

ha
ve

 n
o 

Ita
lia

n
bl

oo
d,

 n
o 

m
at

te
r 

I 
w

as
n’

t 
ra

is
ed

 t
he

re
.

An
 

ex
tr

em
el

y 
ph

ys
ic

al
 

sp
ac

e 
w

he
re

 
th

e 
be

st
m

em
or

ie
s 

of
 m

y 
ch

ild
ho

od
 li

e.
 T

he
 a

nn
ua

l h
ol

id
ay

s,
th

e 
lif

e 
on

 t
he

 is
la

nd
s,

 t
he

 s
m

el
ls

 o
f 

th
e 

pi
ne

 t
re

es
an

d 
of

 t
he

 s
ea

, 
th

e 
fr

ag
ra

nc
es

 o
f 

th
e 

ar
om

at
ic

he
rb

s 
cr

ac
ki

ng
 u

nd
er

 t
he

 f
ee

t,
 t

he
 t

as
te

 o
f 

th
e 

w
ild

bl
ac

kb
er

rie
s,

 t
he

 d
ee

p 
bl

ue
 o

f t
he

 M
ed

ite
ra

ne
a,

 t
he

he
at

, 
th

e 
be

au
tif

ul
 c

iti
es

 a
nd

 v
ill

ag
es

. 
A 

po
st

ca
rd

’s
Ita

ly
, 
an

d 
ye

t 
so

 r
ea

l i
n 

m
y 

m
em

or
y.

 A
n 

Ita
ly

 w
ith

ou
t

po
lit

ic
s,

 
ec

on
om

y 
an

d 
so

ci
et

y.
 

A 
la

nd
 

of
 

Ed
en

co
ns

tr
uc

te
d 

in
 

m
y 

m
in

d 
to

 
co

un
te

rb
al

an
ce

 
th

e
ab

se
nc

e 
of

 a
tt

ac
hm

en
t 

to
 a

ny
 c

ou
nt

ry
 I

 l
iv

ed
 i

n
si

nc
e 

m
y 

ea
rli

es
t 

ye
ar

s.
 A

 k
in

d 
of

 p
sy

ch
ol

og
ic

al
de

vi
ce

 
se

lf-
pr

ot
ec

tin
g 

m
y 

se
ns

e 
of

 
id

en
tit

y 
ha

s
cr

ea
te

d 
th

is
 il

lu
si

on
, 

m
ak

in
g 

of
 It

al
y 

th
e 

pl
ac

e 
I c

an
th

in
k 

of
 a

s 
ho

m
e.

A 
co

nc
ep

tio
n 

of
 h

om
e

at
 t

he
 v

er
y 

ot
he

r 
en

d 
of

 w
ha

t
ho

m
e

ha
s 

st
ar

te
d 

to
 m

ea
n 

to
 m

e 
in

 B
ra

zi
l.

An
 It

al
y 

sw
ep

t 
of

 it
s 

pe
op

le
. 
A 

th
ea

tr
ic

al
 s

et
 w

ith
 it

s
ba

ck
dr

op
s 

an
d 

ac
ce

ss
or

ie
s.

 T
he

 c
on

ce
pt

 o
f 

ho
m

e
re

du
ce

d 
to

 a
 p

hy
si

ca
l 

en
vi

ro
nm

en
t 

m
ad

e 
ut

te
rly

fa
m

ili
ar

 b
y 

th
e 

at
ta

ch
m

en
t 

to
 c

hi
ld

ho
od

 m
em

or
ie

s.
It 

w
as

 a
 M

an
ic

ha
ei

st
ic

 o
pp

os
iti

on
 t

o 
th

e 
ta

st
el

es
s

so
uv

en
irs

 o
f 

gr
ow

in
g 

up
 in

 F
ra

nc
e.

H
ere w

e are w
ith a daily trilogy, physically and

spiritually grounded by the cleansing and opening of
the w

ater and the yoga practice (as if those w
ere

indispensable) to face the question brought over
every m

orning by the com
puter: w

ho am
 I here? W

e
have left. 

The answ
er lies in the com

puter brain, and m
ay be

not in m
ine anym

ore, I am
 those files and folders

full of m
y w

ork, I am
 the sender of those em

ails and
recipient of those m

essages.

B
efore the laptop era I w

as reading m
ore. I w

as
calling m

y friends – as w
ell as total strangers - and

I w
as listening to their voices. I w

as going for lunch.
I 

w
as 

ready 
faster 

in 
the 

m
orning. 

I 
w

as
contem

plating m
uch m

ore. I had the tim
e. I w

as a
student. I w

as a flâneur. I w
as freer. I w

as not that
good at yoga. I had other addictions. I did not know
that everything, even rituals, can alw

ays change or
be changed.

The custom
 officer asked: "D

o you have a proof of
I.D

?" and I thought: "Yes, I have a proof of I.T."

M
ad

 a
bo

ut
 t

hi
s 

pl
ac

e.
 W

in
te

r 
fa

di
ng

 a
w

ay
, t

he
 b

od
y

m
oi

st
ur

e.
 L

on
do

n 
ha

st
 l

ef
t 

in
 m

e 
m

ec
ha

ni
ca

l 
an

d
fr

en
et

ic
 

m
em

or
ie

s,
 

an
 

ab
st

ra
ct

io
n,

 
no

n-
lo

ci
.

Sa
lv

ad
or

, 
lif

e 
pu

ls
in

g 
ag

ai
n 

in
 

m
y 

ve
in

s,
 

ho
ur

s
ex

te
nd

in
g.

 

It
 w

or
ke

d 
ag

ai
n.

 F
irs

t 
da

ys
 –

 c
on

fu
si

on
, 

fe
ar

, 
th

e
pe

rc
ep

ti
on

 
of

 
a 

hu
ge

 
di

st
an

ce
. 

A
nd

 
th

en
 

th
e

la
nd

sc
ap

e 
ta

ke
s 

ov
er

. 
Th

e 
bo

dy
 e

xp
an

ds
, 

in
 t

he
he

at
 o

f t
he

 d
ay

, i
n 

th
e 

un
lim

it
ed

 s
pa

ce
. A

 v
ie

w
 w

id
er

th
an

 1
80

º,
 t

he
 fl

at
ne

ss
 o

f t
he

 b
lu

e-
gr

ee
n-

gr
ey

 li
qu

id
su

rf
ac

e,
 t

he
 c

ra
ne

s 
an

d 
co

nt
ai

ne
rs

 in
 t

he
 p

or
t,

 li
ke

a 
fa

nt
as

ti
c 

m
ec

ha
ni

sm
. 

Th
e 

ph
ys

ic
al

 
sp

ac
e

pe
ne

tr
at

es
 t

he
 m

in
d,

 b
ra

in
 w

av
es

 b
ec

om
in

g 
as

 f
la

t
as

 t
he

 w
at

er
s 

of
 t

he
 b

ay
 l

yi
ng

 u
nd

er
 m

y 
ey

es
 a

s 
I

w
ak

e 
up

. 

It
 i

s 
be

en
 t

oo
 l

on
g 

si
nc

e 
I 

la
st

 e
nj

oy
ed

 p
hy

si
ca

l
sp

ac
e.

 N
ow

 I
 w

on
’t

 l
et

 i
t 

go
 a

ga
in

. 
P

hy
si

ca
l 

sp
ac

e
is

 
w

ha
t 

gi
ve

s 
us

 
ti

m
e.

 
W

e 
ar

e 
so

 
co

nf
us

ed
,

be
lie

vi
ng

 
w

e 
ea

rn
 

ti
m

e 
w

it
h 

vi
rt

ua
l 

an
d 

ne
w

co
m

m
un

ic
at

io
n 

de
vi

ce
s 

w
he

re
as

 
th

os
e 

ar
e 

th
e

bi
gg

es
t 

ti
m

e-
th

ie
ve

s 
of

 a
ll.

S
alvador 

m
isleads 

you, 
parading 

its 
exoticness

before your eyes.

S
alvador 

robs, 
assaults, 

burgles, 
steals, 

beats,
m

urders, lies, scorns, ... S
alvador challenges you,

S
alvador lures you, S

alvador puts endless traps on
your 

w
ay, 

S
alvador 

confronts 
you 

w
ith 

the 
true

nature of hum
an being, w

ith each one true nature.
Everyone here is a Janus, presenting tw

o faces at
the sam

e tim
e, the good and the bad as w

e w
ould

like to classify it, if only it could respond to such a
sim

plistic vision.

A city of provincial, ill-educated bandits – princes of
insolent and suprem

e nobility. R
epeatedly crossing

all borders, under the m
align eyes of the one you do

not dare to nam
e, the guardian of the crossroads,

constantly shifting from
 one universe to another. N

o
pre-set behaviours and rigid m

oral principles, but
parallel w

orlds over crossing, som
etim

es to the
point of chaos, som

etim
es in the m

ost beautiful,
divine w

ay. A celebration of m
ultiple identity, fusing

of opposites. A universe in constant re-creation,
w

ithout fixed point, the extrem
e confusion of an

individualist society in a gregarious culture. 

Exposed 
to 

this 
m

ultiform
 

society, 
the 

visitors
w

ithdraw
 into their ow

n balanced, m
orally-directed

m
indset. M

any just close their eyes, others are too
scared by w

hat m
ay be revealed and turn their fear

into a hate for the city. Last, som
e find them

selves
alm

ost reborn, unveiling the hidden in them
selves.

M
istaken 

roads, 
illusions 

and 
disillusions,

decadence or purification can follow
. At the least

there is the beginning of an enorm
ous curiosity and

attraction for this unknow
n; at the m

ost, and m
aybe

m
ost dangerously, a conviction that here is hom

e,
the place of all possibilities, the place to discard
the past and becom

e a fuller, truer self. Illusions.

The road is a long one. The search for identity has
begun. N

ow
here to hide anym

ore, no secured and
clearly ruled social system

, but m
any places to get

lost or m
istaken along the tricky path.


