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Why? 
18 May 2015 – Via Negativa 
 
Crises get solved. At those moments I’m overflown by satisfaction and by the 
relaxation, which follows the tension. Just rest, think about NOTHING! Then I realize 
how negligent I am. Lazy to work and timid to face the difficulties. “Positive” 
approach is the easier way. –  
 
Let’s think a bit. For instance, when we are sitting on the terrace of the Llloyd with 
Bojan, the quince brandy with the beer – which comes in glasses in the shape of a 
water drop, put in a regular water glass filled with ice, costs 8 lei only – comes handy, 
since we are thinking. He has a sour face. Aren’t you satisfied? – I ask. I mean the 
rehearsal, where we came from. I can’t be too satisfied, before we get to the end of it 
– he replies. 



 
There are only a few days left till the opening night, and we are getting deeper and 
deeper into the details of the material. We have overcome problems, which seemed 
unsolvable, and I – like the rest of the group, I believe – would like to proceed. From 
time to time I find myself annoyed: Bojan seems to return to certain questions from 
before. It doesn’t function well. WHY NOT? What are we supposed to be thinking 
about right now? It seems he doesn’t know it, either. Where is his mind at the 
moment? He drops his head and his face into his palms in these moments, wringing 
himself. A long lasting silence, we are thinking, speculating, trying to get the clear 
sight in the studio, we make faces on each others’ ideas, we get tired, screw around, 
quip one another, we get offended, manage to squeeze out a cigarette break, we talk 
about our poverty, and how nervous the “old one” is, since he can’t find the solution, 
everything will fall apart, why the heck do we push ourselves even and so on… 
 
Hurrah to the success! It will be just fine like that. We’ve sweated enough today. Yet 
Bojan – via negative – keeps on searching for the problems, obsessively. We barely 
speak about anything else next to the brandy. If so, it’s by chance. Sometimes we 
touch the private, but we always return to the original topic. It seems like the only 
reason for having a life is to provide material for the work. 
 
I chew it in myself over and over again: why does one make theater? Why do the 
people watch plays? What is this big hysteria around all the stages of the world? 
WHY is all this so important? 
 
We are looking for answers, although even the questions will be new tomorrow. And 
almost without noticing, we are cherishing our answers from yesterday. We are 
rolling with knives and every edge of theirs – inside or outside – point at us. Be more 
aware, be sharper! But how could I explain, what we work on? 
 
Let’s play a game! Imagine a big wall, where you could write the most important 
words up on. What would you write there? And what would be the first, most 
important word? Why is exactly that one so important? And the next one? 
 
And how would you relate them to each other? What font size would you choose for 
each word? And when would you decide, that it is enough? And when you’d show 
them to someone, what their interpretation of them supposed to be? Would the 
outcome be different, if you were to know, that you were going to show this 
collection of words to someone else? What would people see out of us? What do we 
want them to see? What would we like to be seen as? 
 
And later, when this wall starts to demand something from us, are we still going to be 
willing to continue this game? How far would we go? 
 
 



 
 

People 
19 May 2015 – Via Negativa 
 
It seems as if we, actors, were constantly overcome by the conventional expectations 
of the theatre. Though the constant excitement was that finally we could look for 
something completely different. I’ve never learned so much about the theater as in 
these 45 days. To me it’s like a master class in direction. 
 
This is our 45th day. We began in January in Szeged, had been working 7-10 days a 
month, three times in Subotica, and now here in Timisoara. We came up with and 
shared with each other more than 100 scenes, discussing them thoroughly. After this 
long and intensive working period we are all observing the results suspiciously. Only 
this much? Is this going to be good? Who is going to believe us that we spent 5 
months working on this? Was so much of the investment really worth it? 
 
It seems as if we, actors, were constantly overcome by the conventional expectations 
of the theater. Though the constant excitement was that finally we could look for 
something completely different. I’ve never learned so much about the theatre as in 
these 45 days. To me it’s like a master class in direction. This postdramatic – or, if 
you like:  - experimental – theatre attracts me strongly. However, the risk is growing: 
what is going to keep the spectators’ attention, if they will not be able to hold on to 
the expected or unexpected changes, characters of the story? We need to think of this 
position of the viewers in advance, just as well, we need to imagine how people 
watching the play for the first time will react to everything that we were planning for 
a long time. We have built up a concept, but is it really going to function in front of an 
AUDIENCE of 100-150 people? 
 
Gábor has told me on the rehearsal today that I’m FOOLING my scene. A lot depends 
on it:  as a matter of fact, my 20 minutes long solo opens the performance, in which I 



need to be able to toss up the theme, conduct this overture, deal with my character in 
it, and build up a direct relation with the (so far imaginary) audience, help them to 
focus, relax, surprise them and make them THINK. And I shouldn’t be too serious 
about it either, but where is the limit of comedy in relation to this material? Are we 
still able to put ourselves into the position of the audience with fresh eyes? 
 
So, here is this first scene, this non-verbal, almost philosophical, burlesque-like 
performance, which is going to open up the whole context of the performance. And 
then keeps going on - through very weird, very clean and simple etudes, which 
contain several layers of meaning – logically and shockingly, surprisingly and 
happily, all the way till the edge of the thinkable. Or is it only US, who see it this 
way? 
 
Yesterday we were talking about never having seen any similar theater performance 
therefore we are unable to compare ourselves to anything. So, who knows, perhaps 
the audience will find it not interesting enough, that we are working with well-known 
tools, or that it is boring indeed, impossible to understand and to follow. 
 
It’s been almost a year ago, that I’ve premiered my monodrama, and in this context I 
was surprised the most about the reaction of the audience. I believed, that the piece I 
wrote was very tragic, that it was about penury, disappointment, being lost, on the 
edge of self-mourning. It induced euphoric atmosphere on the Festival 
“Színkavalkád” in Inárcs. At certain parts the audience (as well as me) couldn’t stop 
laughing and they followed me even to the “beauteous hells”. 
 
The biggest secret of the theatre can’t be found on stage. It is the audience itself. The 
people, who gather for this night. Why do they come here? How do they direct their 
focus, make decisions and judgement? What do they think, what affects them? We 
will never get to know. 
 
If only we could read their thoughts, like the angels from “Wings of Desire”. Of 
course, in this case we’d wish for something else: to be here, in this world tied in 
secrets by flesh and blood. 
 
What do they expect from us, when sitting over there? If it were possible to sense this, 
it wouldn’t matter so much anymore, what they would get in the end. That’s just 
theater. There are so many options of existence between people and actors, and this 
endless wonderment is worth taking every risk. 
 
 
 



 
 

Ideas 
20 May 2015 – Via Negativa 
 
Half asleep, I was thinking about how many crazy performances we have produced 
and performed for each other in the past months, what a vast amount of ideas were 
created and realized, and how the thoughts and their solutions were identical to every 
person. Or the way we expressed our opinions about the scenes of the other’s. 
 
In general we think about theater as something that finds, chooses or perhaps writes 
its own basic material. The starting point for drama theatre is the (written) drama, 
which is then being put on stage in a classical or alternative way. In our case, there 
was NOTHING in the beginning. Except for the Slovenian director’s, Bojan 
Jablanovec’s, blurry idea for a theme – at the time he still wanted to work around the 
relation between creditors and debtors. We, the participants of the workshop, had to 
create scenes, based on this topic. The endless brainstorming has begun. 
 
During these days of the general rehearsals, the role of the ideas is fading. I miss this 
constant re-creation. I find myself more and more in the position of a craftsman, 
which is of course necessary in this phase, and the fact that I don’t find so much 
pleasure in this meticulous work of acting and technique anymore, definitely springs 
from my identity of a director. 
 
Went over all of the material twice, yesterday – because of my role I have to 
coordinate many, tiny props throughout the whole show. It’s my responsibility to 
prepare and move all of them, pay attention to every entrance and exit of the props, 
while keeping the character in the appropriate concentration and playfulness. This is 
the work-phase which I always hated the most, the THINGS, and it’s never been 
possible to create such a performance, that wouldn’t be overloaded with objects, 
which – as we know – will always turn against us. 



 
On top of that, I’ve caught a very unpleasant cold, I guess because of the air-
conditioning. Soar throat, snot, headache. It’s been very challenging this morning to 
convince myself, not to ask for a day off – which of course I can’t afford to do right 
now, at the finish line… During the preparations I was dizzy, I couldn’t imagine I will 
be able to withstand the 90 minutes long general rehearsal. And in the moment, when 
I stepped on the stage, suddenly everything have disappeared. Time-to-time, behind 
the wings, I could feel that something is not all right, but I could get over it easily. 
Then, as the rehearsal was over, all that struck me immediately and I could hardly 
stumble back to the hotel. 
 
Half asleep, I was thinking about how many crazy performances we have produced 
and performed for each other in the past months, what a vast amount of ideas were 
created and realized, and how the thoughts and their solutions were identical to every 
person. Or the way we expressed our opinions about the scenes of the other’s. Show 
me your theatre, I will tell you who you are. And in the meantime it became a bit 
clearer to me, who I am and what kind of a theatre I would like to make, and parallel 
to this, what sort of a life I would like to live. 
 
Where do the ideas come from? From our heads or from our souls? From some higher 
force? From the crossing of our wishes and memories? And I wonder again and again, 
how typical the way we fight for our own ideas is, how far we search in our minds, in 
our souls, in order to find something exciting, something that is bigger than us. So 
that sometimes, on the edge of our skills, we face our own hollowness. 
 
We shot this video on the 6th day of the workshop in January with my friend Leó, 
when we ran out all of the ideas. Now it will be published for the first time. 
 
Watch the video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lycwfNQJd2I 
  
 

 



 
Performer 
21 May 2015 – Via Negativa 
 
This last, big spurt is not unknown to me, hence I don’t like it. I always feel that we 
need to whip up the whole thing, because we haven’t got TIME left to let it mature. If 
only we were faster earlier, I tell to myself, but I know it’s never possible to be faster. 
 
My first experiences about the theatre are connected to school. The vivid memory of 
some of my old teachers in the chalk-filled milieu in front of the board still lives in 
me. Their personality, their healthy obsession towards their objects almost nailed our 
attention. They opened up new worlds. At the time I haven’t thought of this being a 
performing quality. Keep the attention alive and direct it. The school as a theater  
worked in many different senses. We were not only the audience sometimes we were 
called to the stage and the stage-fright or the failure of the performance turned away 
many from the career. 
 
I have always found pleasure in this school version of public performance, of course 
in the case, when I knew the material and when I was able to pay attention to the 
KNOW HOW, too. This has been the easiest to me with Math. To me it’s been almost 
like playing sports - solving the tasks on the board not only in a correct and simple but 
also in an entertaining way which would make my classmates laugh. 
 
I have this memory from later about a professor from the university who – towards 
the middle of the class – would get rid of almost all of his clothes running and 
jumping around in tucked up sleeves of his shirt, soaked, almost dancing around the 
board and he embodied –and made us embody – the process of thinking with such a 
vehemence, that I had had the feeling some of the people went to his lectures only to 
get some GOOD THEATRE. 
 
They say, that the main difference between the actor and the performer is, that the 
former gets inspired by the role, while the latter by himself. The performer doesn’t act 
– in a classical sense – a role, he carries out his own actions. All this – even if it 
sounds good – is not entirely true… 
 
I am still struggling with my solo part but in the meantime a much bigger problem has 
appeared, too: the last 25 minutes of the performance don’t work, nicely and easily, 
we drift to the VOID with it… 
 
This is terrifying two days prior to the premier. Yesterday we turned to the re-creation 
of the last third. We were proceeding very slowly: once again, there were long 
silences and ideas showing some potential for a short time only, then barely anything. 
We ruminate about them during the lunch break, Bojan says this is regular with Via 
Negativa, and it can happen, that the performance gets into its final shape only on the 
day of the opening.  
 
This last, big spurt is not unknown to me, hence I don’t like it. I always feel that we 
need to whip up the whole thing, because we haven’t got TIME left, to let it mature. If 
only we were faster earlier, I tell to myself, but I know it’s never possible to be faster. 



So, we need to peel down the logic of the performance now, step-by-step, in order to 
find the solution. In relation to me, we speak about this, too: I should reduce the 
comedy (it’s a pity, I like it!) and focus stronger on the PROBLEMS that were opened 
up. Probably there is more performance in my doing and less of real actions. More a 
performer, less an actor. I had the wish to rehearse alone more these days, but I failed 
and now it seems there won’t be chance for that till the premier. 
 
While I am having a coffee and a beer on one of the terraces on the main square in the 
afternoon and are children screaming amongst the flying pigeons, I think back home, 
on our own performance, which will be premiered at the beginning of June. Did we 
structure the material well enough? 
 
I know that there are problems, too. As soon as I get back home, I need to switch to 
that. The schooling will never end, at most there will only be some short breaks 
sometimes and then you can return and continue reeling the big lesson. 
 
We will move on in the evening. Everything will be clearer, we proceed towards the 
well deserved (?) end. Only the last gestures are missing. How does a good teacher 
conclude the class? 
 
 
 

 
 

Wall 
22 May 2015 – Via Negativa 
 
The problem towers in front of us like the 6x4 meters black wall, which serves as the 
scenery for the performance. We are ramming our heads against it, vainly. I want a 
solution, but it’s possible, that we are ways beyond the world of the equations. 
 
Finally we could relocate ourselves to the theater, where the premier will be held. 
After the dreary, rundown environment of the cultural center I feel like being in a 



citadel. We have a dressing lady and a hairdresser, too. I am not even used to this 
back at home, in the penniless independence we do everything by ourselves. So I get 
my hair cut to zero and my button which came off half a year ago sawn back onto my 
jacket. I like the serene mood of the team. 
 
We are still facing the same question: What should the end of the performance be? 
The first general rehearsal doesn’t give a real answer the approximate solution seems 
too little. In the middle of lunch I get enlightened. I’ve got it! I’ll tie everyone, 
including myself, to the back wall with a big duct tape. I check the precise procedure 
in myself, again and again, and I like my idea more and more. How expressive! It 
joins every string of the performance. I can’t wait to tell it to the others. I lean back in 
satisfaction, almost ordering a brandy in my rejoice. 
 
Their cool reception is a bit offending. They don’t get it! They don’t want to 
understand… Should they propose something better! Bojan isn’t enthusiastic either, 
but we give it a try, anyway. Well, this is really not good. I don’t even understand 
anymore, how this could have made sense in my head. We are there again and once 
more, we don’t know ANYTHING. 
 
The PROBLEM towers in front of us like the 6x4 meters black wall, which serves as 
the scenery for the performance. We are ramming our heads against it, vainly. I try to 
travel back in time to February, when this whole concept began to be built up. I am 
still rolling around my own character, which begins the piece, flips the high-level 
equation on the board,  gets confused from his own efforts in finding answers. I want 
a solution, but it’s possible, that we are ways beyond the world of the equations. Only 
the damn wall screams its scrabbled burdens on us. 
 
Where is the EXIT? It must be there, somewhere. What mantles it from our eyes? 
The public general-rehearsal is running with a test-version. The actors of the company 
from Timisoara are watching us. They are a kind audience, full of ATTENTION. It 
feels good to show them, where we are. I am glad that they don’t applaud in the end, 
during the last music they exit silently. Later, in the pub, an actress gives me 
feedback, describing mixed emotions, I can’t decide whether this means that what we 
have is good or bad… It would be nice to talk with the others. I want success! A 
devastating, big ovation! 
 
I am calmer and calmer. I have switched over to the actor. Doing my job. The end 
will be found, eventually. When that will be found, the whole piece will come across 
differently. Do I flatter myself? 
 
Nothing is ever enough. We always want more. More colorful, bigger, more 
succesfull, richer. To get tribute to our own excellence. And in the meantime we glue 
ourselves on our own wall of pride and emotion. The wall protects us. The wall won’t 
let us go. The wall swallows us. 
 
I almost fell from high-up on the general rehearsal, when I wrote GOD on the wall. I 
am not religious, but if he exists, I imagine him having a good laugh over me, up 
there. 
 



 
 

Thinking 
23 May 2015 – Via Negativa 
 
The spectators think and we observe them thinking, and how they observe us 
observing them, while they are thinking. We think about this. We are thinking about 
the attention, we are observing the thinking.  
 
The audience is arriving. We welcome them by standing on stage, observing how they 
are leaking in. They almost don’t pay attention to us. Ereybody is looking for his seat, 
the suitable seat, the IDEAL viewers position. Just as they would have known that the 
theater is about them and not about us. 
 
I was very nervous in the afternoon, I couldn’t sit still even at lunch. As it normally 
happens in such moments, I was overflown with the feeling of the fragility of human 
existence, of how we could collapse any moment and it seems that during a theater 
premier the chance of this is multiplied. It’s easy to crack under the weight of 160 
gazes. 
 
The people are entering and I’m totally overcome by tranquility. We have a huge 
advantage. We know what we are going to do in the next 90 minutes, they know 
nothing. They don’t even know that they know nothing. 
 
There is something liberating in the recognition and admittance of this ignorance. I’ve 
got to understand this for real, now, when meeting the audience. The people have 
accepted this common ignorance in a pleasing way and laughed about it. Everything 
works differently in this common lack of knowledge. The time and the actions are 
passing in a different manner, a special presence is crystallizing. 
 
The spectators think and we observe them thinking, and how they observe us 
observing them, while they are thinking. We think about this. We are thinking about 
the attention, we are observing the thinking. We can see our thoughts on each other’s 
faces. Enormous and silent thinking fills the space. 



 
We are thinking, therefore we are. Not only with our heads, but with our hearts, 
bodies, visceras, we are thinking with our whole self. It seems as thinking would hold 
the world together. If we stop, everything will fall apart. If we continue, we’ll become 
mad. How fragile we are! Premier-party. We disperse. 
 
In dawn I throw the flower I got for the premier (!) into the river. 
I watch it floating away. 
 
 
 

 
 

Nothing 
24 May 2015 – Via Negativa 
 
I know that I just need to be patient. Everything inside is working, the world outside is 
resting. I shouldn’t upset it. As they say, the Creator took a rest on the seventh day. I 
wonder what he did. Perhaps he got a bit depressed, too. 
 
Everything disappeared. They broke down the wall, the team dispersed. The audience 
is visiting other performances. I check out from the hotel and run to Bojan’s 
workshop. I miss the work or the total idleness. What am I supposed to do with 
myself? 
 
The workshop begins exactly in the same way as it did in January. I am watching the 
introducing etudes of young actors from Romania and Slovenia. Bogdan embraces 
pillars, then he climbs on the top of one of them. He tells us, that in his childhood, 
when his parents would have a quarrel, he ran away and found shelter on the top of a 
tree. He sang. He sings now, as well. He comes back down and becomes an adult 
again. Rezvan doesn’t have any idea, therefore he gets angry, hits the pillar, then he 
takes out a pocket-knife and wants to cut himself. We are supposed to decide whether 
he should do it or not. Daniel tells us a Zen-story about the sage who might be lucky 



or not. Everything began here and I am here again at the beginning of a new creation. 
Even if it is for three days, only. 
 
We have a long discussion about what we had seen. Bojan encourages everybody to 
try to go deeper. He teaches seeing and thinking. In this moment it is difficult to me to 
take the task seriously. Half of me is at home already – I am directing, recalling, 
rotating our performance. 
 
In the afternoon I go to the hostel where I am going to live. In intimate proximity with 
the students of dramaturgy – they are writing a blog about the festival and I am 
writing the Litera-diary. I feel like a fresh colleague (or, actually one, who’d stayed 
here from the past) of the editorial staff. I sleep over the whole afternoon. I feel the tip 
of the knife in my chest. 
 
I wake up around 10 pm. I’ve missed the performances. However, I go to the theater, 
but it feels like I’m just circling around. I am listening to the discussion between 
Szabolcs Hajdu and the audience, I imagine what the show might have been. Some 
people come to me, having a few things on mind in relation to our performance, e.g. 
that it is not compact enough, or that certain scenes are too long, etc. I don’t have a 
thought, that I could say, anyway. I don’t want to talk about the theater. A sweet-
tempered misanthropy settles on me, I return to the accommodation. 
 
I know that I just need to be patient. Everything inside is working, the world outside 
is resting. I shouldn’t upset it. As they say, the Creator took a rest on the seventh day. 
I wonder what he did. Perhaps he got a bit depressed, too. He planned the next big 
work. Or, once everything being created, did he get depressed from the big nothing? 


