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‘’Our skin interposes between us and the world and acts as a sensitive processor of experience. 

It is continually regenerating itself, emerging on the surface, ageing, deteriorating and finally 
disappearing as it melts into the air, forgotten.’’ 

Franco Bifo Berardi, And: Phenomenology of the End  
 
This project has been accompanying me since 2016. It is a performance art piece that reflects 
the bureaucratic and existential knots that I have faced as a Latin-American-female-artist. It is 
an exercise in transcending the values imposed on me, and by me, by my identity papers. This 
is the third iteration of ‘Corpocracia’, called “Gli antenati” (the ancestors) that reflects the 
process I have undergone to obtain Italian citizenship.  
 
There is an urgency in discussing what identity and subjectivity are within a neoliberal system 
that is obsessed with monitoring, categorising and restricting. This performance is about the 
relationship between body and power from two different points of view: the power that acts over 
a body and the power of a body. My personal experiences and works assume that the body - 
despite being externally controlled - will always house interstices that are ungovernable. The 
dévenir, the out-of-step heartbeat, the blood flow, the dreams.  
 
‘Corpocracia’ is a trip to the non-subject. It begins by dressing itself in the skin of the system, 
using layer upon layer of paperwork to make subjectivities invisible and build a shell around the 
body and identity - apparently transforming it into an inanimate object. After hours of immobile 
waiting, while the “skin” becomes dry and solidifies, this body naturally starts to move, brought 
to life by its own pulse. It then breaks this layer and uses this momentum to thrust into its dance. 

Can we learn to dance with these powers and reinvent our identities within their systems? 

------------------------------------------------------- 
 
“Where do you come from?” 
 
I come from Desterro. Overturned lands and nomadic soils that have been lost in names, dates 
and details. Envisage earth of various colours and textures and debris, see poetry in a working 
ant, sing in the dark night with the cicadas. These are residues that are decanted deep down - 
gravel, leaves and roots - rollover, merge, dance. 



 
The performance begins by ripping the papers, a series of birth, marriage and death 
certificates from the Italian part of my family. I put them in a large basin and add water 
and plaster. This dough will soon shape my body.  
 
Having a red passport instead of a blue one changes the way that the State and people treat 
me. To what extent does this affect my singularity? How does it promote subtle violence over 
the identities that I have built throughout my life?  
 
“The colour of the passport is like the colour of the skin: you cannot choose it." said Marta 
Sánchez, president of the Mesoamerican migrant movement. “The possibility of obtaining a visa 
depends on the economic potential of who asks for it, therefore poor people don’t have the right 
to move around freely.''   1

 
A second person begins modelling the papers on my body, from head to toe. This action 
takes an average of 45 minutes. The body must be still.  
 
In a world where geographical frontiers close more and more each day, planting deep 
intolerances within us, the freedom of movement atrophies in the bureaucratic processes. The 
existence of a bureaucratic system to regulate States and its frontier is understandable but there 
are times when these processes impose over individualities, as well as consuming the time and 
money of whoever decides to face it. I have heard many stories about individuals who have 
spent years in a bureaucratic process that puts them in a maze, filled with the wrong information 
and lacking attention to the specificity of each case. Meanwhile, the rest of their life is frozen, 
until the paper glacier melts… 
 
I tell my story through this action.  
 
Once covered, I have to stay immobile so that I can feel this layer hardening around me. 
Inside, I feel far away. A sense of imprisonment and, paradoxically, of welcome invades 
me. Am I trapped or in a cocoon?  
 
As a Latin American Migrant in Europe, at some point it became necessary to find a way to 
continue to exist in this territory, whether as a subject, a worker or simply a citizen. To do this, I 
examined my genealogy for a relationship between myself and European soil. It is important to 

1 Interview for the Internazionale newspaper; available in: 
https://www.internazionale.it/video/2019/09/25/potere-passaporto 



say that in contrast to many others, I have had the opportunity to ask for a European visa, to 
travel and look for these roots, when those in my country have not welcomed me. In the 
twentieth century, my ancestors fled the war and migrated to Brazil, and now I remain in these 
foreign lands until my country accepts me again. As I am a female artist and educator, my ideas 
are currently grounds for rejection and violence. 
 
The body, tired of the effort to keep still, begins to move on its own. A “small-dance*” 
naturally begins, propelled by the breathing, the heartbeat and the gravity. That skin 
begins to peel away from me, breaking into pieces. The dance begins to grow, using the 
sense of breakthrough as a motor.  
 
To obtain Italian citizenship you have to go through an unusual process. In addition to the 
infinite and exhausting papers to be filled out and fees to be paid, it requires that you live in Italy 
in a state of house arrest until the police arrive at your door to confirm that you do in fact exist 
beyond the papers. The whole process takes on average four months, where one submits to the 
uncertain and fragile decisions of the bureaucratic migratory organs. 
 
I see identity as a mutant process, not enclosed and defined through documents, numbers, 
letters and norms. I wonder then, how states could recognise bodies and identities in their 
liquidity? 
 
Much like geographical borders, bodies and identities are forcibly classified and regulated to fit 
our socio-political norms. We must understand that our lives do not depend on the defence of a 
border but on recognising how we are linked to others. This understanding will lead us to 
reconsider the way we conceptualise the body in the field of politics. We must think about 
whether the body can be defined as a limited entity; demarcating the human body, demarcating 
its limits by its physical forms. But in doing so, we miss a very important fact; that the body, in a 
certain way, and even inevitably, has no limits, in its activity, in its receptivity, in its discourse, 
desire and mobility. It is outside itself in a world of others, in space and time that it does not 
control and it not only exists in the vector of these relationships but it is this very vector itself. 

In Corpocracia the power comes from many directions, it is not about being a victim affected 
and neglected by an external system. As the philosopher Erin Manning says, “power is a mode 
of circulation more than a targeting practice” . 2

2 Erin Manning; Neurodiversity, Black Life, and the University, Duke University Pres, 2018, p.6. Available in: 
https://blogs.brown.edu/hman-1973p-s01-2019-spring/files/2019/01/Manning-ND-univ-1.pdf 



Through this performance and other experiences, I could notice and incorporate the knowledge 
that bodies are a field of forces, without an inside-outside relation with the world. Bodying as a 
verb transmits this idea; that forms are not fixed and bodies also activates forms of thinking, of 
organising society. A body should be seen as an emergent shaping, with histories and 
genealogies and futurities. “How they come to be what they are, here, now, matters, but this 
“just now” is always also more than the shape it has momentarily taken. Consent not to be a 
single being: move the relations.”   3

 
  
Photo Caption 
 
What roots are these that I don't see coming out of my feet? How do I exist through the papers 
and not under them, covering my pulses and dévenirs? 

3 Ibidem, p.12 


