The audience’s experiences

Since the beginning of the creation process, we collect at each performance and
presentation the feedbacks, impressions, thoughts, sensations of the audience.
Here are some extracts. The feedbacks are in French, the English translation is
in green below.
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/ It's the first time that | looked at each seaweed with
so much attention, for their diversity and beauty
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Smells of infinite.
Resonnances from the depth
of the future...

After 30 minutes, | oscillate, | feel the tide, the marine
pulse. Thank you for the travel, and the slowdown.
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From on when do we get used to the smell of seaweed?
Are they really still?
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| feel good here.
I could stay for hours.
I didn't feel the time passing.
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| thought about the comics “The green algae” when | came in. To
expose the nature defending itself / unbalanced, with this
soundscape, brings poetry and reminds us the sad reality. And this
human, wearing a plastic net, responsible of what is surrounding
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them. The reflections are wide, thank you. The explanation on the d .
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How to feel interdependant? A lot o nench which always follows what is moving?

questions... Thank you for this slowness
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The ebb and flow, it made me look closer.
| had the desire that the seaweed moves too, slightly, with

W are like one. The back and ropes? with the wind? If there is.
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sunlight...
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We often think about |nstallat|ons as frames of no-time. Here, in the opposite, | can breath
the time passing by, the limited time, the time that will have an end: the declared duration
of the performance; the fragility of our lives on this planet; the toxicity of the algae; our
own decision to stay here for some time.
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The smell of algae!
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First thought before entering: it smells. But then, tile smeli got pleasant and relaxing, SRE 'w,t\i,._,: 0 odliun ol
as an echo to moments when | feel good by the sea. | felt totally soothed, | felt good 3 £ e e

in this space. The time passed quickly without I paid attention (about 45 minutes). |
began with reading the texts and intentions, which helped my entrance in the space of
the seaweed and the performance. It oriented well my reception, with calm.
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| see a moment to stop. For real. :
I didn’t see the time passing, | didn’t see Emma squatting down.
| saw her gaze oscillating, her eyelids opening and closing.
I didn’t see any rules to follow. | didn’t think so much.
| smelled the iodized air. | was moved. | didn't like the noise of
other humans. The noise of this pen on the paper is already a lot.
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| visited the performance a few times during the day... as if each time, | felt a characters are there present, with what they underlie within.

physiological need to quench my thirst... like opening a tap and feeling the water
fullfiling my thirst, a basic gesture of survival. The fundamental and constitutive
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A first installation work which carries a lot of strength. As soon as | entered, the smell corps
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nuances of green in the light. The body translates their dance. The poetry is present.
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didn’t thought about their smell. it
makes them more present, and my gaze,
though the smell, is attracted by them.
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Touching, vibrant, alive! The slowness is 4

disrupting, the perpetual motion soak in

the senses: life is pulsating in the middle

of this representation of pollution.

Thank you for this performance!

The body seems to be under hypnosis
with the algae. | would be ready to watch
it during 6 hours, even if it would mean
accepting to enter our own bodies to be
able to stay here. It makes me want to be
in the sand with cushions...
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