YOU-ME-HUMAN-TREE
ZINE- 2020

An interspecies
communty theatre
project that crosses
time and space



The process of creating community
theatre somehow goes hand-in-hand with
the process of storytelling with trees.

Both are nourished by an attitude of
gratitude, an atmosphere of openness, a
leap of imagination, patience,
trust and presence.

We all have different stories, needs,
talents and tempos: you-me human-
tree. Through Listening to one another
we create the bonds that let us co-
create. We open our eyes, our ears, our
thoughts, our ideas. Building trust and
building confidence,
we share the experience and
find connection.









Coronavirus changed the tempo of
this project. It turned a 4-month
process into 8. It broke up our
weekly coming-togethers, as we
were required to hibernate. It
tuned us 1n to online rehearsals
and then pushed pause for a month
or two.

But while we were self-isolating,
many of us got better acquainted
with the trees outside our
windows, the song of the birds,
the local parks and the changing
seasons.

Coronavirus changed the tempo of
this project and the tempo of

us.

Instead of ploughing ahead in the
rehearsal room, we put pen to
paper to reflect and create this
zine.

Only time will show how this
moment will ripple into our
performance and our Llives.


















When you start having these conversations,
one problem is figuring out what one
means by like
‘consciousness.’ Do you find yourself having
this problem? Do you think one should

terms ‘mind’ or

define these terms before considering
whether or not trees have a mind, or a
consciousness?

I've never found | made much progress in these
discussions by providing definitions up front,
by giving necessary and sufficient conditions
for something to be a conscious experience.
One better approach for unravelling these
elusive issues is, perhaps, to point at examples,
at cases. For instance, it's not at all obvious the
core essential feature of consciousness is to
reflect on one’s own experiences like humans
do. This might be the icing on the cake for a
few creatures. But | don't think you get more
conscious just because you can think more
things.

This reminds me of this passage from ‘The
Overstory” by Richard Powers:

Aliens land on Earth. They're little runts, as
alien races go. But they metabolize like there’s
no tomorrow. They zip around like swarms of
gnats, too fast to see—so fast, that Earth
seconds seem to them like years. To them,
humans are nothing but sculptures of
immobile meat. The foreigners, these aliens,
try to communicate, but there's no reply.
Finding no signs of intelligent life, they tuck
into the frozen statues and start curing them

like so much jerky, for the long ride home.

You cannot help but think that if we saw all
the action trees are taking by speeding them
up - how their roots stretch deeper, all their
buzzing communication with other creatures
in a forest - if we saw all of this, then we would
be mightily impressed. But what we ordinarily
see is this lump of stuff standing—pretty much

like how fast-moving aliens would see us—and
we infer mistakenly that there's not much
going on there.

Do you have a favourite tree?

| like Strangler fig, beautiful scary trees... Their
nuts land and start to grow up around another
tree, consuming it and you have these
exoskeleton creeping roots. So gorgeous. | have

also a long-standing affection for mangroves.

In closing, do you have any personal
memory about trees you can share with us?

One of my first encounters with a tree was
when, as a child, | climbed one and fell off. |
broke my arm. | climbed this tree because |
liked a girl in the garden next door and we
thought the only way we could meet was if |
could climb this tree. And | fell. As we didn't
recognize my arm was broken, | remember
thinking: “There’'s an awful lot of pain here, but
| am not expressing it very well..” | guess
another fond memory of trees is when my
father and | would take long walks through the
dark and magnificent Caledonian Scots pine
forest, an Ancient Black Wood in Scotland.
These trees are often known as “granny pines”.

They can tell a story or two.

In closing, | believe if we really knew what the
difference was between trees and us, and
whether that difference was one of the key
ingredients of consciousness at all, or
consciousness like us, that would be a really
cool thing to know. Are there all these different
varieties of consciousness and we are one little
variety overextending, anthropomorphising
other varieties of consciousness insisting they
must be like us? Or is it really these little
glimmers and shimmers do not add up to
consciousness really? It would be a really a

good thing to know.
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How might we tell stories with
trees?

How can we lListen to them?

How do we relate to trees?

How can we create with them?
How to build community with
trees?

How to bring them into the
theatre - onto the stage?

Or are they already there?

Do our stories belong to us?
Do our spaces belong to us?

Or do they belong to the trees?






YOU-ME - HUMAN- TREE

One-star theatre reviews for the show
that didn't happen

Rotten at the roots *

Trees will prefer deforestation than five
minutes of this play *

The performance taxes your faculties so little
that you can think about whatever you Llike.
Suitable for mushrooms¥*

A travesty, fiasco, and utter abjection. Why
didn't someone intervene? *

An ungrounded pathetic nonsense *

Trees would cut themselves and hit this play
in self-defence *

Withering, leaf-less, and sapless *
Casts more shadows than fruits *

The sole attendee was the plant of one of the
gerformers. During the show it lost its bloom

So dull i1t turns photosynthesis off *

Junk in the trunk *



We are excited to perform You-Me-Human-Tree at
English Theatre Berlin I International
Performing Arts Centre from Friday 2nd -
Saturday 10th October 2020.

For more information on tickets, please visit
the ETB I IPAC website: www.etberlin.de

We are deeply grateful to our partner
organisations Exploratorium and Gelbe Villa, as
well as to our funders JFSB and Kreuzberger
Kinderstiftung.

Co-created by Alexander Thal, Alina Klisch, Antonella
Zidek, Artemis Granger, Eleonoora Omenainen, Geoff
Mills, Grace Holme, Grace Taylor, Iona Buchanan,

Lucas Galindo, Maria Trinks, Matteo Colombo, Nwebo
Niermann and Rebecca Kenny

Kreuzberger | Kinderstiftung
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