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ESSAY ON THE EMIL BACH HOUSE
first performed on February 9, 2019 
The Emil Bach House, Chicago, IL
performed thirteen times in 2019

COREY SMITH
Hannah Bureau, Lia Kohl, Maddy Low, Ethan T. Parcell, Kristin Abhalter 
Smith, Ellie Mejía

Chicago, IL
corey.douglas.smith@gmail.com
performanceart.fun
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ESSAY ON THE EMIL BACH HOUSE
COREY SMITH

“Essay on the Emil Bach House” is a performance in the shape of an architecture tour. 
The performance explores questions of spatial memory, domesticity, and Midwestern 
aesthetics. It is performed by an ensemble of five musicians and performers. The 
essay proceeds as follows…

Act One (ten minutes)— 
A tour group of ten to fifteen people meet in front of the Emil Bach House, a Frank 
Lloyd Wright-designed home on the Far North Side of Chicago. I greet them on 
the sidewalk and give a brief factual overview of the house, while the other four 
performers perform a movement piece on the front lawn of the property.

Act Two (ten minutes) —
The tour group is invited into the house. As the audience enters into the main living 
space, the ensemble performs a short song further articulating the history of the 
building. 

Act Three (twenty minutes)—
The audience is invited to explore the entirety of the house, unguided. The performers, 
who have taken positions throughout the building, alternate between performing a 
musical score, improvising movement, providing architectural interpretation of their 
room, and reciting texts from Henri Lefebvre, Ladies Home Journal, the Historic 
American Buildings Survey, Gertrude Stein, and Gaston Bachelard. Biscuits and 
herbs bake in the oven on the main floor.

Act Four (five minutes) —
In the main living space, the ensemble performs a cover of “I Want A Love I Can See” 
by The Temptations. Biscuits are served.
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HOMEMADE
first performed on February 11, 2019 
Milwaukee Institute of Art and Design, Milwaukee, WI
performed once in 2019

TEENA WILDER

Milwaukee, WI
teenahwilder@gmail.com
teenawilder.com
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HOMEMADE
TEENA WILDER

In “Homemade” I tapdance and smash soda cans for twenty-five minutes wearing 
shoes made from a pair of Mary Janes, held together by hair and clothespins. About 
four minutes into the performance the shoes completely fall apart, but I continue to 
dance, only stopping twice to wash and cut my hair or to dip my feet in a pot of water. 

The performance explores the body as a teller of stories, critiquing the visibility of 
black labor and trauma as a source of entertainment for the white gaze, and viewing 
washing as an act of translating information (ex. Baptism and The Middle Passage). I 
consider the body as a material made from home, the same way the shoes are made. 
The sound for the performance is audio of myself and my mother speaking about my 
father sexually assaulting me.
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MY BODY IS MINE
first performed on February 11, 2019 
Chinatown Soup Gallery, Performance Anxiety Series curated by Ventiko, New York, NY
performed once in 2019

SARA MEGHDARI

Brooklyn, NY
szmeghdari.com
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MY BODY IS MINE
SARA MEGHDARI

As I ready myself, I shape the bed sheet around me into a womb-like altar. Pulling 
the focus to the pomegranate, a symbol of my Iranian heritage, I knead the fruit, a 
technique practiced in Iran, chanting “My body is mine.” The seeds can be heard 
popping, releasing juice and staining the sheet. Cracking the pomegranate in pieces 
and breaking it against the floor, I continue to chant “It is my body, my bones, and 
my flesh” as the pomegranate begins to break open. Repeating the full chant several 
times as the fruit and seeds fall from my hands and scatter, I then silently stand and 
begin to collect the pieces in the sheet, folding it over, creating a shroud. I end with, 
“Her name was Sara.” The host then carries out the remains, leaving a red stain from 
the pomegranate juice on the floor. 

Either through daily harassment, sexual abuse, domestic abuse, reproductive rights, 
and / or war, my body is under constant threat. The performance is a revisiting of 
trauma in relation to my body and reclaiming ownership of it. 
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 LASHES AGAINST THE SUN جلدة ضد الشمس. مينا ] 10,000 10,000
• MINA[
first performed on February 12, 2019 
Undisclosed street location in Dar es Salaam [due to Islamic law, discretion advised], Dar es 
Salaam, Tanzania
performed seven times in 2019

MAHLÕT • S A N S O S A

Brasil / Cuba / Zanzibar / New York, NY
mahlotified@icloud.com
mahlotandforall.com
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 LASHES AGAINST THE جلدة ضد الشمس. مينا  ] 10,000 10,000
SUN • MINA[
MAHLÕT • S A N S O S A

24th of September, 2015, during the annual Islamic Pilgrimage of Hajj in Mecca, 
Saudi Arabia, more than an estimated (and disputed) 2,000 people were crushed to 
death en route to the Jamaraat Bridge, in neighboring Mina, where the “Stoning of the 
Devil” ritual would take place. This occurrence marked the deadliest Hajj catastrophe 
in history. Of the many global grievances that followed, it was the immediate public 
blame by Saudi officials of pilgrims from “African countries” for the “cause of these 
deaths” that struck me.

In this performance I carry the weight of a 7 feet (2.135 meter) handmade cross 
inscribed with the word A F R I C A in bold red letters. The symbolism of me, the 
embodied essence of 10,000 selves, both living and non, enacting my own rendition 
of “the stoning of the devil” only here, instead of throwing rocks on a bridge, I throw 
red heels in the streets of Dar es Salaam, for the sake of, and my allegiance to, 
AfroFemininity. 

The cross represents both the literal and figurative burdens that we each have to 
bear.

32 of the victims of the Hajj stampede were from Tanzania. (What is not made visible 
through image or video documentation are the many individuals that helped conceal 
myself and my audience with large fabrics from public view. Respect by way of 
discretion is kin to safety in an Islamic nation.)

Together under a Swahili sun, we moved as one.

Much of my practice is rooted, not in the spectacular, but in the presence and 
actuality of being. My mother, being a devout Muslim woman of both culture and faith, 
also endured the tribulations of a Hajj not fully realized, having lost someone dear in 
the occurrences of 2015. Being of both Tanzanian and Saudi heritage, her existence 
is what guided my motivations for the weight of this performance. 

Through the use of stylized and symbolic aesthetic, I aimed to create a visual ode 
to Black, African, Diasporic Womanhood, on my terms. The red pump and its 
interconnectedness to femininity: the head covering, not of a hijab, but of a ski mask, 
synonymous with ideas relating to anonymity, and a metaphor of the hijacking of 
individualism within AfroSelfhoods… my bare legs: my body, our bodies as, OURS, 
to do with as we please, walking through these lives as many. And also, as one. 

inshallah mashaallah 
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968: ALL THE DAYS HE TOLD ME HE LOVED ME
first performed on February 14, 2019 
The Edward J. & Helen Jane Morrison Gallery, University of Minnesota Morris, Morris, MN
performed twice in 2019

ANDREW LEO STANSBURY

Morris, MN
visiblyfree@gmail.com
andrewleostansbury.com
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968: ALL THE DAYS HE TOLD ME HE LOVED ME
ANDREW LEO STANSBURY

The carnivalesque, somber performance involved direct audience interaction where 
anyone could cut and keep one of the 968 ceramic flowers covering my head and 
body. With help from my assistants, the participants were given pruning shears and 
protective eyewear. As I walked around blindfolded by the work, the vibrations from 
the percussive chiming of the earthenware flowers clinking into one another helped 
guide me through the space. 

Each flower represents a day a lover had expressed his love; with each flower 
removed, the burden of each lie was lifted from my body. After each clipping, the 
participants were allowed a private moment with me that involved the caressing of 
hands and arms, creating a new intimate moment with an unknown stranger. Through 
this action, I nonverbally communicated the loss and relief of their choice and was 
able to share love unconditionally.

At the end of the performance, the mask and tendrils were removed, scratching my 
neck and face, and then destroyed.


