LR
[T 7755
V4

ADDRESSING
THE NATIONS

Thursday 28 January 2021

www.centreculturelirlandais.com



[FREZ
| [ 77
V4

‘Leadership and authority has been humanised. It’s
no longer a mystery to us....Leadership is too
important to be left to our leaders. Let’s help our

leaders be better leaders. Opt in. Teach them.’

Siobhan McSweeney, Addressing the Nations



INTRODUCTION

The 40 artists who have addressed us as part of Addressing the
Nations have taken us on an emotional and intellectual journey. The
invited artists for this last programme of addresses highlight the value
of people, of our intimate relationships with family and friends, but also
our daily interactions and connections with others, strangers we
encounter on a bus or at a concert, with the collective artistic
experience of a film or play or concert very often enhancing those
human connections. And hence too, a strong focus in this final
programme of Addressing the Nations on our artists, their relevance,
their extremely valuable role and the contribution they make to society,
whether it is as the critical voice, holding the government to account,
or the cultural ambassador representing Ireland internationally. Our
artists in this final programme urge us to engage and to critique, to opt
in and to take action. They motivate us, inspire us, nourish us.

We thank wholeheartedly Culture Ireland and the Department of
Culture for their continued support of the CCl and specifically for
funding Addressing the Nations, as well as our other core funding
partner the Department of Foreign Affairs and the Irish Embassy in
Paris.

Thank you for listening.

Nora Hickey M’Sichili

Director, Centre Culturel Irlandais



ADDRESSES TO BE MADE BY:

Aideen Barry, visual artist
Caroline Byrne, theatre director
Feidlim Cannon & Gary Keegan, theatre makers
dan Carson, writer
Cathal Cleary, theatre director
dohn Connors, actor, writer, director
Amanda Coogan, performance artist
Mark Clare, visual artist
Tom Creed, theatre and opera director
Kit de Waal, novelist and screenwriter
Mary Dorcey, poet, author
Rita Duffy, visual artist
Chiamaka Enyi-Amadi, writer, performer
Mia Gallagher, writer
Joy Gerrard, visual artist
Fionnuala Gygax, theatre maker
Wayne Jordan, theatre artist
Dragana Jurisic, visual artist

Deirdre Kinahan, playwright



do Mangan, artistic director
Alice McCullough, performance poet
Gail McConnell, poet
Alison McKenna, actress, producer
Philip McMahon, theatre artist
Siobhan McSweeney, actor
danet Moran, actress, writer, theatre director
Gina Moxley, writer, actor, theatre director
Annemarie Ni Chuirreain, poet
Zoe Ni Riordain, theatre, film and music maker
Eimear Noone, composer, conductor
Fearghus O Conchuir, choreographer and dance artist
Audrey O'Reilly, screen writer and director
Dylan Quinn, dancer, choreographer
Kelly Riviére, actress, translator
Paul Rowley, film maker
dohn Scott, choreographer, dancer
Clara Simpson, actor
Stephen James Smith, poet
Dylan Tighe, actor, director, writer and musician

Jennifer Walshe, composer, performer
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Clara Simpson is an

Irish actress who Ilives and
works in both Ireland and
France, in both English and
French. She has most recently
perfrormed with the Irish based
company Dead Centre, at the
Theatre National Populaire in
France, and in Pas moi/ Not | by
Samuel Beckett in both
countries. TS




How to sum up 20207

| thought if you had to choose one word, what would that word be?

Apocalypse comes to mind, but | thought, Oh God, no, that’s a bit dark.

Then | thought another word for apocalypse is revelation. OK, so keep going.

So another word for revelation is discovery.

And another word for discovery is encounter.

And another word for encounter is meeting. To reunion, get-together,
shindig, festivities, celebration, happiness.

| thought how did we get from apocalypse to happiness, but maybe that
makes sense, because a lot of those words involve people and | thought
that is my revelation for 2020.

It’s been the people. People have gotten me through.

So, here are a few lines from from a poem by Louis MacNiece
It’s called September, it’s from his Autumn Journal
And it was written during his time spent in Munich in the year 1938.

September has come and | wake
And | think with joy how whatever, now or in future the system
Nothing whatever can take
The people away, there will always be people
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» Stephen James Smith i

a Dublin poet and playwright central to
the rise of the Irish spoken word
scene. His poetry videos have
amassed over 3 million views online,
including ‘My lreland’, a short poetry
film commissioned by St. Patrick’s
Festival. His debut collection, Fear Not,
is published by Arlen House with a
launch due in June 2018.



IMAGINE YOURSELF A MAP

| am only here to chart the natural beauty of landscape, for the eye must look to
the horizon and wonder. My wondering makes me wander. | go to serve as the
land's memory. | care not for bureaucracy or for the leaching of ancient names
from topography.

That’s why | go. To live on the edge. To leave behind certainty and travel with
conviction that’s riddled with doubt.

For what comes after us nobody knows, and here we are. Every discovery we
make has existed for a millenia and we’re bold enough to stake a claim and raise
a flag.

Imagine yourself a map, you push out to feel all the edges, codifying the
roughness in tone, without vocabulary you echo in caverns and signify the
memories of glaciers in valleys. You are a historical document that is imperfect
upon completion. Each line on a map is a bloodline, a final frontier that’s been
endured.

You are a body of gold, a spring of water and a meadow of honey that belongs to
nobody.

| do not make maps for ordnance survey, | do it for the chance to chart nature's
art and | pity the nation who uses the protractor and compass to enact
segregation. Each revised line is a battle scar where a cartographer doubts their
calling. Change is always coming. There’s always new steps on an old road.
When will we learn the right side of history is leaning on the edge and not always
written by the victor.

You ask about nations. They have come and gone. Who do they serve? | prefer to
serve the estuaries, the ground-truth, the moon-beat of the coastline, the areas
soon to be submerged as we reclaim again in vain. What is a nation if not vanity?

There is an area where lovers have held hands, where monsoons have beaten
down sunflowers, where a flying arrow pierced the torso of a native and are we
not all natives here? This area in time will be painted over with azure blue as the

rising tide will hide an Atlantis type myth for these moments.

Ambiguity and precision overlap in the making of maps.
And you ask me where are we?
Lost | say. We are lost.

So let our bodies dance with the Aurora Borealis. Then the stars might offer us a
way of moving beyond our limited borders, only then can we put a shape on
miracles.

Voila, sin-¢, that’s it. | hope that that was alright. Addressing the Nations, | don’t
know but we need to address our relationship with the land. So, anyway, hope
you’'re well. Slan and thanks again for asking me to be part of this.
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n 2020 Gina Moxley

made ‘A Start’ for the Abbey
Theatre’s Dear lIreland project,
and Still, Life for Dublin Dance
Festival's Where | Am Now. Her
play The Patient Gloria won a
Scotsman Fringe First Award
and a Herald Angel Award at
the 2019 Edinburgh Fringe
Festival.




2020 was a year of observation rather than generation. A time of walking
and looking. Psychogeography and the infraordinary. Noticing, a PhD in
attention on a bit of road in Dublin 8. A stretch of 1,178 steps from my door
to the gates of the Museum of Modern Art. The year walking went corporate.
Performative. So far this month you’re averaging fewer steps than last
month. Gimme a break.

I’'ve given in to dawdling, strolling, wandering, straw-calling with no
particular destination. Just out for a meander and having a gawk. A
flaneuse, a woman of the road.

| pass the mossy car that hasn’t moved in two years, a guerrilla gardener’s
rosemary and rose bushes, the man who vacuums his fake lawn, his twin
brother drives the bus on this route and beeps when he passes. Guys in

parked cars scrolling. An older man who shared a low centre of gravity with
his now dead dog, limps into the loss. The gent who did his leaving cert
English exam at 80 waves, remembers everybody’s name. Piles of leaves
swept by the man from the leaky roof house. The drug dealer, | know he

knows | know. We nod in passing every day. Men and fellas everywhere. The

street their domain.

Past the London plane trees cemented into place. The new bike lane.
The creep of apartments. The cranes. Blocked drains. Kilmainham Gaol,
way more resonant without bleary tourists and the whirr of suitcases.

The few women | encounter have either dogs or kids, buggies or scooters,
shopping, coffee, bags, all going somewhere. No corner girls, no solo
loiterers, none swinging their arms empty of care.

And dogs, dogs everywhere. These creatures we share this plane with,
under calm magentic conditions apparently prefer to align themselves on a
north south axis to poo. There, I'll leave that nugget with you and let’s
herald a new year of boulevarding and blackguarding for all. Sans pas
perdus.
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John Scott s -

Dublin born choreographer,
founder of Irish Modern
Dance Theatre, Dancer from
the Dance Festival of Irish

Choreography. Also
performs with Oona
Doherty. member of
Aosdana.



This week, many things happened: the rehearsal studio for my new work
closed for at least the next month. My dancers are scared they won’t have
work because we’ve no studio. | also had a Zoom meeting with a brilliant
choreographer in New York about a future project. Another dancer | know is
isolating because they were in contact with someone who is COVID positive.
Today, | got an Instagram message from a young African male in Dublin who
wants to study to become a dancer. He is 20 and lives in a homeless
shelter. | sent him links to free classes on Instagram. Can | help him? How
do | help myself?

How can | continue with these restrictions? | work in dance to go beyond
words and find poetry and magic in the body. The most exciting
developments in my work have come from the simplest things | experience
here in Ireland. One Eureka moment was finding dances with refugees and
survivors of torture from Africa and the middle East to help them reclaim
their bodies. My work works best when I’'m responding to others — making
the work to heal, sharing, becoming WE.

WE will not be stopped by a Pandemic! What dances do we need for our
new reality in our world of lockdown, our closed theatres and rehearsal
spaces.

| tell my dancers to look at who we are, look who are the people in the
street, look on the bus, the tram, the train and see who is in our society and
check if we can see the same people in our work, is it about them? are they
seeing the work, are they watching? Can they see themselves in the work?

With our current inability to dance together safely, to touch, to hug, without
risk — the thing that is carrying me through, is finding new ways to share
moving together: open spaces, think beyond theatres, making dances for

inside and outside, crossing boundaries of ethnicity, movement style,
generation, language. When we share, WE WIN.
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1 a Dublin Based

ed m ; rt|st|c directors
‘ . egan They devise
original and acce83|ble I|ve performance that
responds to the contemporary world, using
elements such as original writing, dance,
classic texts, film, interviews, found materials
and music to represent that world in
performance.

Abigall
Ramaabyaisa

multimedia student
and actress from
Botswana living in
Sligo, Ireland.




Hi. My name is Abigail.

The words | am speaking to you now are not my own. | didn't write the words I'm
speaking. The words you're hearing. | didn't write any of these words. Not this
one, or this, or any of these. | must only read the words that have been written.

I've been told | must not deviate. | am just a spokesperson.

At this moment | have no voice. | am speaking yes, but you are not hearing me. |
am being used for a particular effect. The speech was designed to make a point.
A point about power systems. The words themselves are not the meaning. The
meaning, if there is one, is being made by having me speak these words, written
by someone else. The meaning is me. And you have to decide what | mean to
you.

| am an African woman living in Ireland, a multimedia student who, actually has a

lot to sai about beini a iouni ierson in Ireland, a woman in Ireland. An African




