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You are now in a phase of no return. The expedition to your inner self 
has begun. Towards the human abyss.

You are in an “anthropoabyssal”; void which traces a zonation of 
the structure of the psyche, the creatures and the substrates of the 
human unconscious. You are going to dive into a world that represents 
its own notion of space-time. It is a journey into the chasms. Tracing 
everything that man represses, his internal censorship mechanisms, 
his blocked and vanished conscience.

On your descent, you will encounter several species of creatures that 
represent repressed human characters.

You will penetrate several aphotic zones passing from slips on the 
surface to the bottom where the substrates of complexes and all 
accumulations of frustrations pile up in the form of sediments.

By touching the deepest points of the abyss, you will reach the 
black box which represents a complex system responsible for the 
functioning of the internal mechanism of man.

The human abyss is divided into several layers. On the surface 
and for the first zone, we are in the white zone or the unknown 
zone where we retrace the creatures that illustrate the slip and 
the complexes, describing man’s anticipations. You will encounter 
the “Labour” species or “Imagines” species like Plexus. Plexus is a 
creature that feeds on complexes. It is extremely long, wrapped up 
around itself. Complex in shape, it can reach several kilometers. Each 
time the complex intensifies, it grows even more.

If we dive deeper, we move to the latent zone or the erogenous zone, 
which represents a more repressed state of man, such as his perverse 
dreams, his morbidities, his eroticism, and then his bestiary side 
until he reaches his monstrosity. The dominant species here are 
Pulsums. They feed on the abounding amount of the energies of 
impulses. An impulse (a desire) that drives them to move. They have 
several pulsating bodies that absorb this energy and transform it into 
movement. These creatures have flagella of motricity which ensure 
their displacement.

Going towards the bottom, we reach the sedimentary zone where the 
substrates of complexes and all accumulations of frustrations pile up 
in the form of sediment. This is the zone of the formation of layers or 
strata of human disorders under the effect of time.

This fossiliferous zone presents the psyche in its primitive state, 
which gathers a collective imagination.

story #1

Human abyss



* Sofia Priftis
keywords: thrill, fastener, timeless.

‘‘Voor jy uit gaan en speel, trek jou tights 
onder jou rok aan’’!

Wear tights under your dress.

That’s the warning my aunt would give me 
before leaving home to play a game of Mama-
safe on the streets of Promosa.

My ma dra ’n soëlkouse bo op haar kop and I 
thought that was funny. How is she wearing 
pantyhose meant for church, to wrap her hair 
in at night? Good shot! It’s these tattered bits 
we’d take and cut into thin string to form a 
knotted band to play with.

I played, freely—unaware of my surroundings. 
Probably the last time I could equate feeling 
free to being safe. Mama-safe was a series of 
jumps; in and out and over.

In… out, in, out a crossed boundary!

‘‘My kind, ek het jou nie so geleer nie, trek 
aan jou tights, ou manne gaan jou uitkyk’’.

But it was a friend, ek kon dit nie help nie. 
Despite what you taught me Mama, I wasn’t 
safe.

Ek’s jammer.

story #2

Dra tights onder jou rok



A Stroll on the beach

A beach covered with sand
Slightly wavy water
Bride and groom posing for the photographer in front of the water, 
with an off-white horse in their midst, and two accompanying people—
or two witnesses and there are other creatures as well— 
An unreliable, scarecrow-like watchtower with a large poster hung on 
top of it: a luxury white car torn almost in half.
the photographer photographing the main characters in the middle of 
the photo.

A little further behind it, another horse, a brown one, is tied in a 
barn-like structure. —why is there such a structure on a regular beach, 
anyway?

farther back, on the left of the photo, a dog is digging in the sand. —he 
seems to be looking for some ordinary thing—
Behind the feet of the watchtower, a man takes a photo in front of the 
person photographing the whole scene. —which happens to be me in 
this case —

It is understood from the sunlight that it is noon, 
and the strength of the light, its effect gives us information that they 
are in the southern hemisphere. 

It is not clear whether it is a seaside, a lake or an ocean. —I actually 
know the answer though I prefer to leave it open-ended—

oh we do not see birds in the photo by the way, though I hear it, so I 
think you do as well. and isn’t it pretty much  like a Kusturica scene?

the bride and groom got together to start their own history — “their 
own “year zero” together”  I assume they are some  kilometers away 
from the Greenwich MEridian.

It is said in some traditions that “they create a milestone for 
themselves.” and or they choose each other to witness one another.
Perhaps they will establish their own kingdom in lands that someone 
once discovered? 

we are just watching 
They are documenting this moment at the water’s edge;  —I guess this 
is where they met, 

water is where they met, 
they met in a water where civilisations overlap, where they can 
read the layers, 
It was such clean and pure water that they could swim and 
drink it at the same time. 
—This must be a luxury for most of us. 
I guess they thought of what would happen if they decided to go 
away,  from all the other things that would keep them busy or 
procrastinated  in this new world they created for themselves,
and a sign, an exit through a door that only opens for them 
appears. . .

we can also witness it,
 but in the next frame, —the one we cannot see—a text appears 
in the sky 
“Whatever you do, you are your own witness before anyone or 
anything.”
and water sees it all...story #3



I like looking at things. I like finding new 
things. Old things that are new to me. 
Someone else’s things. Discarded things. 
Broken cups. Old brooms. Seatless chairs. 
Dead plants. I like to spend time with them. 
Or do I? I bring them to my studio. After a 
while, they become like friends. Annoyances 
even. I feel their textures. I look at their 
scratches and their marks. I imagine their 
histories. I make pictures of them.

I see myself in a mirror. I stare at myself. 
Myself staring back at me. But I don’t really 
care much when I start drawing. I focus 
on getting it right. Getting what right? My 
Proportions? My eyes? My nose? My senses? 
Myself? Getting drawing right? I don’t 
even see myself. I’m so focused on getting 
something out of drawing that I disappear 
into the mirror. Beyond the map behind my 
head. Beyond the valley, where an X marks 
something. Beyond a nail hammered into a 
wall. Somewhere missing.

I sit aimlessly, waiting. I don’t know why. But 
I wait. The phone rings. I’m on the phone, 
scribbling on pieces of paper. The scribbles 
go where they go. I glue extra pieces of paper 
to my scribblings. I fold the conglomerate to 
a preferred size. More glue. Too much glue. I 
start to scribble into and with the glue. I add 
some gesso in areas to make it nice and thick. 
Thick enough to scratch into the surface. I 
tear a tiny piece off. I fold a corner. Sweat 
from my hand tarnishes the paper. I see 
cracks forming. I like looking at things.

story #4

Things



story #5

Justice
One of the things I enjoyed the most during my elementary school years was playing with 
the typewriter that my uncle had in his library. I used to believe that things written with a 
typewriter were real. In fact, the detective ID I had fabricated using that typewriter was so 
“real” that my friends were amazed.

Last year I called my uncle; I went over to his place and brought his 
typewriter home. I sat down in front of it and began typing. I was not 
going to write anything long; I wrote but six letters: A-D-A-L-E-T 
(meaning “justice” in Turkish). Then I returned the typewriter’s carriage 
and typed the same letters once more. 

You know how something becomes real once it’s typed… so I kept typing 
the same word to make it real, just like my childhood private detective ID. 
I wrote it over and over again. With each reiteration, ADALET (justice) 
turned into a black cloud that gradually got darker.

Like rain, justice should pour down on us all, and cleanse everything 
before it turns into a black flood that sweeps us all away.



* Bochra Taboubi
keywords: portal, parallel, reality.

We had been looking for each other for many years
Before the opening happened
A whip on her full flesh
Five fingers split open the backside of the skin
A touch
A depression appeared

It seemed my old name screamed from some lacuna
My ghost was yanked through the future-past 
Out of a wound, it flew,
And gushed through time.
I was heavy, 
Hanging in the air with air,
Feet off the ground.
Two ghosts of ourselves, who couldn’t feel their own skin
Reaching.
But, oh, what a thrill to feel old cold air lick my face again.
It smacked of familiarity
Sucking your toes while you sleep-
Unwanted proof of being
Something.
A taste of your skin against the teeth of an undead mortal.

My old life…
Why had I awoken here?
My nose turned red and my eyes watered from the winds as I felt a world
I hated invite me back into substance
The host of an eternal question: 
Was it always pain that taught me my existence?

I had no time to answer the questions of my timeless detention
My custodian had called me by a name she didn’t know
I had called out,
Not for mundane philosophy,
But for breath.

I would not waste air by pondering into the ether
There was an event at hand

The fissure on her flesh was bleeding oxygen
She stood still
With empty lungs exposed 
On the street. 
A land that wasn’t her own.
uNomsindo
standing without her ancestor’s reach
air too cold to carry the sound of izithakazelo zakubo.
No kin to answer.

I came.
Thrown.
I saw 
Her heart beating so slowly it couldn’t carry her legs forward
Ice beneath boots too thick to carry a message abroad
Across water,
Across earth.
Too much 
Space.
Distress.
A void the shape of a human appeared

Suddenly we were both grounded.

Her dead-frozen hands clasped mine like rigor mortis reflexes
In an instant of forever.
I thought I heard a cock crow at night.
How had we come here?
We did not speak the same language
Did not know one another.

The noise of a whistle is never not also the sound of air

story #6
An other.
Another depression on this foreign soil
Of bloodless incisions
Hand-printed sameness of Nomsindo and I

Vacant

A motherless and fatherless cavity
Crafted of no sweets or sugar-filled things
Zero memories
Figures
Covered or uncovered 
A hand reaches where it shouldn’t
Unhomes
It rends all bonds but these

These links between us must be made of 
more than chains Nomsindo
I am not you nor you I
But here we stand, on snow, you and I
I only have matter because
You see
I was here before you felt
Blue hands and eyes burn un-tattoos on 
your kin.



* Noor
keywords:

I spend a lot of time in the woods of Vienna. 
Wandering through the fallen leaves of 
late autumn until winter, I discovered that 
mushrooms don’t always grow out of trees 
and that both woodworms and mushrooms 
eat away at the wood. At first, I thought that 
the tree itself created the patterns I saw on 
it, as if recording its story on its body. I even 
carried home a sturdy branch that I liked. But 
then during Monday’s discussion, I realised 
that those patterns were created by the 
woodworms. They are like the life activities 
of woodworms, co-creating that environment 
by acting within it: eating, excreting, 
building, breeding, and dying.  The myriad of 
interactions that take place in the tree must 
constantly recreate the end “environment” 
and its “inhabitants”. 

This reminds me of the internal circulation 
of the human body, and I think of the 
body’s meridian diagram where the inner 
environment is portrayed through these life 
activities. 

I think about my own culture’s attitude 
towards the body, the way of healing the 
body, and what it means for the body to be a 
symbiotic habitat.

story #7

Forgetting the flowing tides



* Nondumiso Lwazi Msimanga
keywords: rhytmus, bewegung, raum.

This, luckily, is long gone.

120,000 sundogs have overwhelmed the monster.
Using a bludgeon of cold sand.
One can witness the sundogs on the sly,
stealing sand from sandpits.

This, luckily, is long gone.

There is a black hole, which is a lake.
The lake is not liquid.
Lavafalls roundabout.
Someday, the lake will be gone over the lavafalls 
and has-been.

This, luckily, is long gone.

There is a monster with tentacles of light,
hard enough, one can sense it.
In any case, it is wicked.
And as big as half the world.

This, luckily, is long gone.

The monster moved on to the sun;
to cart cold water into it,
so the sun grows cold
and we don’t have her on earth no more.

Bluewater-Fritz spits on to the monster
through his water-side.
The fireside obviously doesn’t help.
Thus he hopes to gain some time.

This, luckily, is long gone.

The monster pours water into its cave and
wants to burrow through the sun,
thus, just a thin seam will remain.

Therefore it needs to keep the entrance 
to its cave as small as possible. 
If accidentally it enlarges its entrance,
water will drain off again. 

If it is wet and then walks on to the sun,
it creates a hole wherever it goes.
That is why the Bluewater-Fritz wets it,
so that it can not return to the sun for a while.

This, luckily, is long gone.

One can see, 
how bludgeons were put over the cave.

The monster needs air, just a little.
It takes at least 20 hours,
until it does not have enough air anymore,
if there is as much air inside as in a soup bowl, 
that has been tumbled over.

And the monster is quite bad at burrowing.
His cave took a year.

This, luckily, is long gone.

The air has been sucked out a little, 
with a pump.
Then leaves have been put over
–on the sun, they are fire-impervious 
and quite firm–
and nailed down with huge nails.

This, luckily, is long gone.

The monster suffocates inside his cave.
It can not tear the leaves apart.
Namely, the leaves are 10 kilometers thick.

This, luckily, is long gone.

Afterwards, 
they withdrew the nails out of the sun.
And plugged the cave with leaves from earth.
Then, the sun has been blazing even brighter
for two months.
Because those leaves burnt so vigourously.

This, luckily, is long gone.

The monster of light became fervor.
Like, when we die, we’ become earth. 

This, luckily, is long gone.

Maybe,
someday the sun might make a cold ring.
Then the fervor will die down.

If fervor from the sun goes down,
it is becoming sand.
And this sand is going 
through the atmosphere
as chunks of sand
and turns into a falling star.

All creatures, dying on the sun, 
turn into falling stars.
For example, there are sundogs.

Falling stars from sundogs one can identify
because sundogs always die paw to paw.
Thus, two falling stars will 
fly next to each other.

This, luckily, is long gone.

But they do reenact this every year.
On the first day of spring.

This is why summer is always bright.

Sundogs

story #8



When I woke up on December 31st 2021, the first thing I did was to look 
in the mirror. I didn’t look any different than I did the year before and 
I definitely didn’t feel any different either. But the longer I looked at 
myself, I started to feel a sense of relief slowly creeping in. I had made it 
this far and my hairline was still intact. 30 years old and I had a job, my 
own place, and even a partner to share it all with, but most importantly, I 
still had the hair on my head.

Whenever I talk to other men my age about losing their hair, it always 
becomes a conversation about vanity and the perceived deterioration of 
one’s sexual appeal. But when I was younger, perhaps out of ignorance, I 
thought of the bald shiny head as a badge of honour.

You see, whenever my family would gather, there was a joke about how 
all the Lebakeng men had the same shaped heads and lost their hair in 
the exact same pattern. The men would always talk about how it was 
the stress of their jobs that made them that way, and as I grew older 
I would one day find out what it meant to try and provide for myself. 
The pressure to provide for your family is daunting in a country where 
unemployment is so rampant. So in my young, mind it only made sense 
that my father had no hair and to me it became a badge of honour.

Perhaps to ease my mind or even as a joke, my father told me the story 
of when he started losing his hair. He was in his thirties and starting his 
PhD. Upon meeting him, his supervisor took one look at him and said 
that by the time he finished his PhD he would no longer have any hair 
left. And she was right, because he graduated with a bald head. Lately that 
story always seems to make me laugh because now as I have stepped into 
my thirties and I also start my PhD.

Of course, the reality is that there is a huge genetic component to how 
these things work and even with a stress free life one can wake up to see 
their hairline running away from them. Deep down inside I’ve always 
known that it can happen at any time, but for some reason I could never 
stop myself from feeling like I was in a race with my own hair. I fancied 
myself a progressive and yet I needed to collect all the things I thought 
made a man a man before my lack of hair made me a man without them 
and thus a lesser man.

Receding Finish Line 

story #9



* Bochra Taboubi 
keywords: movement, rebirth, rain.

* Els van Houtert 
keywords: cloud, sprout, knot.

This is a picture of my grandfather—he is the one on the right. I never 
met him, but he left me something I carry everyday—my surname. 
Up until the 1930’s, people in Turkey did not have surnames. In 1934, 
The Surname Law was adopted and required all citizens to register a 
surname for their family. After many discussions among my family 
members, there wasn’t a name that was agreed upon. But what they 
knew was that they wanted to have something unique.

At some point, maybe as the deadline was approaching, my grandfather 
decided to write his name backwards to see what would happen. His 
name was “Etem” and written backwards, it turned out to be just another 
Turkish name, “Mete”. So, he scratched it and tried his second name, 
“Ibrahim”: It turned out to be “Miharbi” and that sounded unique. No 
one else would have this surname.

My surname is difficult to spell and pronounce. It 
is often the case that complete strangers such as a 
cashier in a shop, or someone writing an invoice to 
my name ask me what it means. People used to be 
amused when I told them the story Nowadays more 
and more people have this face (that you see in the 
picture). Whatever the reason is for this change, or 
whether this is a coincidence rather than a general 
trend, telling this story and experiencing all kinds of 
different reactions has long since been a part of my 
daily life. 

My surname

story #10



…The grassroots struggle against small hydroelectric powers, SHPs, 
coincides with legislation that allows the leasing of water-use rights in 
rivers to private energy companies for at least forty nine years. The 
anti-SHP movement’s slogan, “Rivers will flow free,” resonated with us 
as a radical desire for the right to life for all beings. The slogan voices 
a demand for the agency of rivers, challenging state and corporate 
decisions to control their courses with pipes, dams, and dredging. 
Governments, corporations, and banks frame SHPs as renewable 
energy production solutions that facilitate “development”, but in 
Turkey, as in many other places, their implementation involves 
removing the water from its bed and running it through pipes to feed 
multiple turbines, which deprives all living creatures in the ecosystem 
of their life source… 

…We visited Kastamonu (Loç Valley), Trabzon 
(Ogene Valley), Artvin (Arhavi Valley), Dersim 
(Munzur Valley), Tokat (Zile Valley), Muğla 
(Yuvarlakçay Valley), and Antalya (Ahmetler 
Village and Alakır Valley). We quickly realised 
that the struggles extended beyond economic 
impact and aimed to protect value systems 
and forms of life that challenge main-stream 
progress and profit-driven neoliberal agendas. 
Although there was great local variance 
based on geography and culture, the water 
protectors valued cooperative forms of 
production for subsistence and survival that 
is in mutually beneficial relationships with 
the ecosystem… 

Will Flow Free

story #11

…The yellow kerchief [sarı yazma], worn by 
women in the Loç Valley, came to symbolise 
the struggle beginning in 2010. Historically, 
the cloth was coloured with natural dyes and 
stamped with woodcut patterns. Nowadays it 
is mass-produced with silkscreened patterns…
Kadın Atmacalar (Woman Hawks), who came 
together in the Arhavi Nature Protection 
Platform, identify themselves with the hawk. 
In Arhavi, men traditionally catch and train 
hawks to hunt smaller birds. By claiming 
this name, the Woman Hawks positioned 
themselves on the same plane as the hawk, 
wearing homemade hawk masks when they 
attend protest marches… 



I share here with you the favourites of three Soviet leaders: Lenin’s Millet 
Porridge, Khrushchev’s Borscht Soup, and Stalin’s Aragvi.

Vladimir Ilyich Lenin 

Millet Porridge 

3 tablespoons instant millet meal
¾ cup water
¾ cup milk
Cinnamon
Vanilla powder
Dash of salt

Bring the millet, water, milk, and salt to a calm simmer over medium-
low heat, whisking occasionally to prevent clumps. Once it boils, let the 
mixture simmer for at least 5 more minutes. Add more milk or water for 
the desired consistency. Add vanilla if preferred.

Nikita Khrushchev

Borscht Soup

4 cups of beef stock
250 gr slice of bone in beef shank, meaty
1 onion, sliced into four
2 beets, chopped
2 carrots, chopped
1 potato, diced
1 cup cabbage, finely minced
¼ cup fresh dill, chopped
1 tablespoon red wine vinegar
Salt and pepper

Bring two cups of beef stock, beef shank, and onion to boil in large 
pot. Reduce heat, cover, and simmer for about 1 hour 30 minutes until 
meat is tender. Transfer meat to a chopping board, trim and discard 
fat, sinew, and bone. Chop meat and leave to chill. Chill stock in pot 
until cold from 4 hours to 1 day. Spoon and discard fat from the top of 
the chilled stock. Add remaining 2 cups of broth, beets, carrots, and 
potatoes, and bring to a boil. Reduce heat, cover, and simmer for about 
30 minutes until vegetables are tender. Mix meat, cabbage, and a half 
portion dill. Cook approximately for 15 minutes until the cabbage is 
tender. Season to taste with salt and pepper. Add vinegar. Ladle soup 
into bowls. Dress top with sour cream and the remaining dill. 

Desire

story #12



Josef Stalin

Aragvi

250 gr boneless lean lamb or mutton, cut into small strips, save bones for 
stock
1 tablespoon vegetable oil
1 ½ cups stock
1 large eggplant, unpeeled and diced
3 plum tomatoes, peeled, seeded, and chopped
1 potato, peeled and diced, immersed in cool water until ready to use
1 teaspoon fresh cilantro
Salt and pepper

Preheat oven to 180C. Place the eggplant in a colander, sprinkle lightly 
with salt and let stand for at least 30 minutes. Heat oil in a large frying 
pan. Sprinkle the lamb with a small amount of salt and fry over high 
heat until the strips form a crust. Using a slotted spoon, transfer meat 
to a clay pot. Add a layer of tomatoes on top of the meat and a layer of 
eggplants on tomatoes. Bring stock to a simmer over low heat and pour 
over eggplants. Drain potatoes and pat them dry. Season with salt and 
pepper and place on top of the eggplants. Cover pot and put in oven for 1 
hour. Then remove cover, drizzle remaining oil on potatoes and return 
to oven for 1 more hour until potatoes are cooked through and crisped on 
top. Remove from oven and stir in fresh cilantro.

Bon appétit!

As part of the A Research of Doing project, these stories were 
accumulated through a “Story Telling Workshop” in collaboration with 
SAHA Studio Artists, University of Pretoria Fine Arts MFA and PhD 
Students, and the Octopus Programme.

Lead by Assoc. Prof. Dr. Basak Senova and Dr. Johan Thom, A Research 
of Doing, funded by OeAD Africa-UniNet and BMBWF, is a joint project 
of University of Applied Arts Vienna and the University of Pretoria 
in collaboration with The Centre for the Less Good Idea. (01.04.2021 
– 31.03.2023). A Research of Doing is conducted in two investigative 
segments designed to practice, analyse, and document: researching 
through practice, which is the “doing” segment; and documenting, 
analysing, and discussing through writing.

https://a-research-of-doing.uni-ak.ac.at
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The Octopus Programme is a 
guided research-based educational 
programme that encourages artistic 
research and production-based 
collaborations across academies 
and art institutions, students and 
professionals, diverse presentation 
modes, and processes of research 
and documentation in different 
geographies. While the programme 
functions as a support mechanism for 
emerging artists, its main objective 
is to accumulate experience-based 
collective and creative output by taking 
geopolitical, social, ecological, and 
educational urgencies and diversities 
into consideration. Correspondingly, 
the programme intends to develop 
and point out new critical perspectives 
and prominent aspects to process 
artistic research and practices. 
In this respect, by merging the 
viewpoints of academic entities 
and contemporary art institutions 
along with their different capacities 
of commitments through curators, 
facilities, interests, and activities, the 
programme has developed a generative 
research methodology by creating an 
autonomous network. 

The programme not only intends to 
bridge and acknowledge social and 
cultural diversities in the targeted 
geographical regions—Europe, the 
Mediterranean, and Africa—it also 
values and connects the diversities 
between and/or among socio-
political realities and perspectives; 
interdisciplinary approaches; academic 
and non-academic intellectual models;  
forms of artistic research and practices;  
divergent perspectives on artistic 
production methodologies; individual 
and community-based approaches; 
top-down and grass-root organisation 
models; accessed and distributed 
resources and facilities; strategies of 
environmental sustainability; artistic 
challenges and opportunities;  different 
funding possibilities;  institutional and 
alternative curatorial practices; forms 
of engagement of artists, audiences, 
institutions and forms of innovative 
and technology-driven mindsets; and 
diverse knowledge production models.

The Octopus Programme was 
initiated in 2019 by University of 
Applied Arts Vienna and the Kamel 
Lazaar Foundation with a pilot phase 
linking Vienna and Tunis. Then, in 
2020, the research-based proposals 
of the winning candidates—from 
a pool of applicants from Austria, 
Finland, Tunisia, Palestine, South 
Africa, Sweden and Turkey—were 

selected through a rigorous, multi-institutional 
application process with five interconnected 
evaluation committees. The programme partners 
are University of Applied Arts Vienna; Kamel 
Lazaar Foundation, Tunis; Konstfack University 
of Arts, Crafts, and Design, Stockholm; Index – 
The Swedish Contemporary Art Foundation; The 
University of Pretoria; The Centre for The Less 
Good Idea, Johannesburg; Birzeit University, the 
Palestinian Museum, Birzeit; Khalil Sakakini 
Cultural Centre, Ramallah; SAHA Association, 
Istanbul; Publics and Saastamoinen Foundation, 
Helsinki. The first chapter of the Octopus 
Programme was designed as a 3-credit per 
semestre course: “Spectral Encounters”—given 
for 3 semestres—was centralised at the University 
of Applied Arts Vienna as the backbone of 
the programme. The language of the course 
was English. The course included peer-to-peer 
educational sessions, online and class discussions, 
research field trips, exchange programmes, 
tutorials, workgroups, collaborative production-
based workshops, and lectures. Spectral 
Encounters also incorporated guest lecturers 
(artists, curators, and scholars) along with tutorials 
and curated presentations of the students/artists 
in both cities. An additional 2-credit course, 
“Translating  Spectral Encounters”, followed the 
content of the programme with a majority of PhD 
students. The Octopus Programme has been led by 
Assoc. Prof. Dr. Başak Şenova, Visiting Professor 
at the University of Applied Arts Vienna. The  
programme’s dynamic content and design were 
discussed and shaped with all the curators and 
partners involved: Lina Lazaar, Moez Brabet, and 
Karim Sultan (curator) in Tunis; Prof. Barbara 
Putz-Plecko and Assoc. Prof. Dr. Basak Senova 
(curator) in Vienna; Maria Lantz, Dr. Magnus 
Bärtås, Marti Manen (curator), and Anne Klontz 
(curator) in Stockholm; William Kentridge, Phala 
Ookeditse Phala, and Bronwyn Lace (curator) 
in Johannesburg; Dr. Johan Thom (curator) in 
Pretoria; Dr. Tina Sherwell (curator) and Ruba 
Totah in Birzeit; Renad Shqeirat (curator) in 
Ramallah; Çelenk Bafra (curator) in Istanbul; Dr. 
Paul O’Neill (curator) and Marja Karttunen in 
Helsinki.

theoctopusprogramme.uni-ak.ac.at functions as 
a hub for communicating all the activities of the 
programme. The programmme concludes with a 
group exhibition and public programme in June 2022 
and all the accumulated input is to be transformed 
into a book published as part of the book series 
of University of Applied Art Vienna, Edition 
Angewandte | De Gruyter Verlag (March 2023). 

Its sister project, Research of Doing, initiated 
by the University of Pretoria and University of 
Applied Arts Vienna in collaboration with the 
Centre for the Less Good Idea in Johannesburg, 
funded by OeAD Africa-UniNet and BMBWF, has 
provided further input to the Octopus Programme.






