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WHO I AM 

When I was a little girl, I had the feeling of 

being invested with a big responsibility, as if I 

had been sent to mission on earth. 

I wanted to be an “artist”, even before knowing 

the sense of this word; it was a feeling of 

commitment in life, the idea that everyone has 

the duty to express his truth, and so have I. My 

goal was to build a more beautiful life. 

At the age of five, I saw a picture of Jeanne 

d'Arc at the stake. This image never left me. It 

was the symbol of the force of the will, of the 

right to be me. At night, I dreamt a lot, I spoke 

with angels. I had the feeling to rise up to look 

after my family.  

I listened to classical music, I invented 

choreographies. I loved the opera : the singing, 

the dance, the costumes, the words, and, 

above all, this theatrical dimension that drove 

me crazy. I wanted to be on stage, with them.  

 

 

My uncle Carlos was a comedian famous for 

portraying a homosexual guy in a famous 

show, but in real life he was always 

sourrounded by women, so he probably 

wasn’t.  

A day that he came by to visit, I entered the 

kitchen, very determined, and I announced to 

my parents: « I’m gonna be an artist ». I was 

nine. My uncle took me into his arms, looked at 

me deeply in the eyes and told me: “Yes my 

angel”. 

 

My parents exposed us to culture throughout 

all sorts of activities, theater, dance, concerts, 

and movies. I was too energic, I didn’t have 

any patience for reading. Then I read my first 

poem. I was the ideal form: short, direct, exact, 

a language that I understood. My parents are 

from italian and sirian origins. I have in me the 

force of the exile. I am constantly drawn to the 

world. To leave, to search, to find yourself, to 

create and recreate yourself again, and again 

and again…  

I stumbled on music by ‘chance. We were 

walking on Florida Street, me, my father and 

my mother, when I heard a melody coming out 

from a store. My parents found me in front of 

the piano listening to a woman who played for 

me. When she finished, I immediately took her 

place and played the music again. Marta has 

become my first music teacher. She taught me 

how to play the electric organ that has a more 

amusing sound than piano.  

At the age of 13 I had my first students; I 

started making money out of it. I learnt to play 

guitar and classical flute. At the Conservatory 

of Buenos Aires I was the youngest student. I 

hated the theory, too rigid. When the professor 

was playing, I took notes on the partitions, 

using a personal method. For me, music was a 

common language.  
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MY PLACES, MY ROOTS 

 

I loved my parent’s bookcase. It’s where I’ve 

found my first poems collection, ‘The 

Madman’, of Lebanese painter and poet Khalil 

Gibran. His drawings and words were a whole 

world. I was especially fond of encyclopedias, 

where I would find all the answers to my 

questions about the universe, the starts, the 

art, the music history. And the Bible… Jesus’ 

story moved me deeply: his miracles, his 

sayings. During a short period I wanted to 

become a clergywoman, to pray with songs 

and poems.   

 

At school I loved maths, physics, chemistry, 

the mystery of grammar. I had good grades but 

I was a mischievous kid. I talked too much, I 

was restless, I was always laughing. For me, 

learning was like to remember, like the school 

was there only to remind me of the knowledge 

that I already had.  

The General San Martin Theater at Buenos 

Aires was my second home. It was there that, 

when I was a little girl, I discovered 

contemporary dance, concerts, exhibitions of 

paintings, and sculpture, the revolution; 

choreographies by Mauricio Wainrot and Ana 

Maria Stekelman. 

Works by Renata Schussheim, director, artist, 

plastics artist, painter and sculptor. Exciting 

encounters : I heard Roberto Goyeneche “El 

Polaco”, a living legend of the Argentine 

scene, when I was eight years old, performing 

at Caño 14, the Mecca of Tango. This concert 

marked me forever. 

 

I didn’t like going out only to ‘hang out’. I 

wanted to go to a show or to sit in a bar to 

write. My love letters, my first songs, my 

choreographies inspired by the everyday life. 

For me anything had several interpretation, 

several dimensions that I enjoyed to explore. 

The first time I saw a therapist I was 18, after a 

complicated teenage hood. It was for me a 

great discovery: during twelve years I took a 

trip into my inner world to get to know myself. 

To learn where I come from, who I am…  
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SONGWRITING 

 

Inspiration comes whenever it wants, but I can 

invite it when necessary, it’s always there, as if 

my antennas where deployed 24/24H, and got 

what takes place around me and far away, in 

other lives. Music is a whole. It exists above 

circumstances but uses circumstances be 

come alive. You have to be at its service. 

Dans la rue, dans la salle de bain, quand on 

fait l'amour, en marchant… J'ai toujours un 

crayon près de moi, un portable pas loin pour 

noter ce qui vient.  

 

Sometimes is like a desire, a specific need : a 

dream to remember, a love story, an 

impossible passion, a memory you didn’t 

provoke, a blink from life, a child, the sea, the 

red lights, the rain… There is a click. A word. A 

few partition’s bars. I take it straight away or I 

leave it to mull over. There is a respectful 

relationship between the object that inspired 

me, inspiration and me. Everything has its 

place, and, finally, everything get together in 

me, becomes and indipendent object, finds its 

own life. If it’s a melody that comes up, I record 

it using the piano. I improvise and when a line 

rises from the bottom of my heart, I write it. 

 

Many things can come from silence as well, 

from this phase when you are almost sleep, 

from empty an empty head, which is a shape 

of meditation we reach without aiming at it. 

 

The airplane, the train, travels are suitable 

moments, close to stars. Time stops, the spirit 

gets free. It’s the spirit that flows through my 

hand when she writes, in my voice when I sing, 

in my movements when they become dance. 

 I dance every morning, with or without music. I 

improvise stories, I become dance, music, 

poetry and there are no boundaries between 

what I am and what I do.  

 

One day, at dawn, I was thirsty and I wen to 

the bathroom to drink at the tap. While I was 

approaching it with my mouth I heard a 

symphony. I thought I was going crazy. It was 

majestic, a symphony that was playing only for 

me, a music that it would be impossible to 

write down. I stopped the water, I let it flow 

again, the symphony started again. I sat at the 

piano, with my headphones. The “Symphony 

that has never been written” will always be in 

my mind.  
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A FEW SONGS  

 

« Lunar » was written for my godchild Luchino. 

I was missing him, I wanted to let him know 

that I thought about him, but behind it there is 

a true story that we lived together in Buenos 

Aires.  

“After a certain hour the streets are empty, and 

I go out looking for you without a reason. It’s 

easier to wait in the empty streets, where 

everything looks at me”. 

 

« Suburbio » was born during a weekend at 

Easter. I felt sad, alone in my bed, it was 

raining, I had to write something happy and 

cheerful, connected to my dreams, to my 

imagination. 

 

Then, I wrote a single line: 

 

    ”District 72, people’s daughter, orange tree 

on flower's street, I come back like the wind. It 

was the seven lives, night, day’s eve and 

reveries, they crossed the corners of the 

streets, full moon and mystery. Made up by the 

sun, they crashed, blind, mad by conviction, 

they sold all the verses?”  

 

I went to the piano and the music came as a 

soft breeze. 

 

« Preambulo del amor », I made it in residence 

with a dancer in a psychiatry place. We spent 

a month working among and with the crazy 

people. All this atmospheres, join with the 

photos shoots for the poster of the play, the 

dancer and me, nude in the snow, after a big 

tempest : 

 

    “Your body as hours submerge by madness, 

as your body between hours in the room, from 

your body in the streets on your steps between 

hours, without touching me in  the rooms of 

your hours of madness from your naked 

body....” 

 

« Tango lento » a passionate dream, an 

impossible story, the desire to love each other 

and not being able to stay together beyond the 

present. 

 

    ”Slow Tango, inside your dancing body. 

Slow Tango, so fragile to be so. Buenos Aires 

is afraid. Slow Tango your voice drives me 

mad. Tonight, let us release our love, slow 

Tango” 

 

« Postango », At first I composed the melody, 

then the words. A hymn for life. 

 

    ”Let us go opening the silence, caressing all 

our dreams, as if it was the voice, of its own 

silence. Let us go opening the language, by 

creating a story, with all the bodies, as if it was 

the image, of its own argument.”. 

 

« Definiciones en La Menor », the deep desire 

to draw up my own personality, to express my 

own thoughts, despite all, to be loved. There 

again, music first, then the words. 

 

    “To light up my heart, you need three 

papers, an eternal oversight, a town, a song, 

you can choose! To come inside my song, to 

sow my heart, to build a city, that defines you.”
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ON STAGE 

 

The exhibition, the offering, the sacrifice are for 

me connected to spirituality. 

Being an artist, it’s giving your entire life to 

creation, to serve creation, and to serve your 

public. I have a real relationship with my 

public. We are together, we live together, 

without moving apart, we grow together, we 

evolve together.  

I work with the collective subconscious that 

I’ve learned through Jung. The public is always 

different, through it I change, I transform, and 

it’s the change that keeps me alive, inspired. 

It’s an everyday discipline. The sacrifice and 

the pleasur. The happiness and the sadness. 

Love and fear.  

A mix of human feelings that shapes my soul.  

I break through mystery.  

The sensation to be on stage is unique, it gives 

an animal, ecstatic strength, I feel eternity, I 

feel past, present and future at the same time. 

There is only one moment, hic and nunc, here 

and now. To be an artist is a sacred act. 

 

Before I get on stage, my heart beats in a 

special way, as i twas about to stop, as if it felt 

death approaching life. I’m overconscious of 

everything around me. I can thing the most 

bizarre things, feel if my mother is alright, if 

people in the audience are doing fine, if it’s 

cold or it rains outside, if there is the full 

moon…  

I shake, it’s the darkest hour before the 

sunrise, then the light comes, the sun. All the 

phantoms, hopes and moments of my 

childhood awake.  

I become pure feeling, contradiction, cosmic 

excitement. I feel the universe spinning, head 

over feet. I feel protected; everything plots for 

life to appear. I am the little girl who plays, 

happy, without a fear, filled with love. I float, I 

dance in silence, gently, I am vulnerable and 

still at the same time. 

 

The tension of my body, it’s an urge, a desire, 

a deep power. An animal and tender force. I 

am a woman that looks for the core of things, 

the truth, the limits, the extremes edges that 

gives the mesure of harmony.  

To be on stage for me it’s like making love. I 

love, I love, I love, I give, I take, I improvise, I 

am the master of my gestures, I have a desire, 

a passion a quest. 

 

My clothes are very important. Soft, simple, 

stretchy dresses that make you wanna touch 

them, that give me pleasure, my skin feels the 

fabric, the softness, the color.  

I love textures: the texture of the piano, this 

shiny black. Every time I caress or hit the 

piano I feel like a naked body part. And I know 

how to caress or strike. Harder, more gentle, 

more determinate. My training is the one of an 

athlete running marathons. I practice different 

disciplines on stage, that I call over when I 

need them. 

My heart is strong, it beats deeply and with 

intensity, it never stops because it knows that 

one day it will have to stop. I am happy on 

stage, I am at home. I am naked, I change, I 

enjoy myself, I sing, I dance, I play… I play 

most of the time.  

I 

 

 


