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30 minutes _ 5 dancers 

Short version: 19 mins 34secs.
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THE INHUMAN BORDERS

The wording reflect a synergic, intense, cathartic choreo-
graphic work. This kind of pathos keeps a certain reality alive 
today. A form of social protest against mistreated, inhuman 
bodies. Inhuman borders, inspired by the text "One Way" by 
De Luca, is a physical and psychological journey; it brings on 
stage human brutality mixed with the strength of men and 
women labelled as "immigrants" and thus incapable of cros-
sing the border to start a better life. It is not a house nor the 
nation which allow us to work, it is simply the land. The great 
research work behind movements means every detail is 
taken care of, resulting in a performance which is very dyna-
mic, yet at the same time technically and stylistically codified. 
Motion is the key allowing bodies to become real physical 
prayers. The body is inhuman as is this nation, suffering for 
such a catastrophe.



Ass.Culturale Equilibrio Dinamico in Pezze di Greco/FASANO (BR) Apulia-Italy
www.equilibriodinamico.org | info@equilibriodinamico.org | distribuzione@equilibriodinamico.org 

THE INHUMAN BORDERS

We the uncountable, doubling each checkerboard square
 we pave your sea with bodies, so many you could walk on it.
 You cannot count us, if you try we will multiply 
we are the children of the horizon, washing us up, and spitting us out. 
No police can abuse us more than we have suffered already. 
We will serve as your servants and as the children you never had 
our lives will be your adventure tales. 
We carry Homer and Dante, the blind man and the pilgrim,
 the smell that you have lost, the equality you have repressed. 
No matter the distance, be it millions of paces, we will come. 
We are the feet that carry your weight, 
we shovel the snow and mow the lawns, 
we beat your rugs and collect your tomatoes and your insults,
 We are the feet, and we know every step of the ground.
 We are the feet, and we know every step of the ground. 
We are the red and black of the earth. 
The overseas made of worn out sandals that pollen and powder the winds tonight.
 One of us in our name once said: 
“You cannot be rid of me.
 Yes i will die but after three days i will rise and return once more” 

Erri De Luca


