
Vacancy
Original voice-over in German, English and Portuguese

The old cities ... are wasting way.
 
Overshadowed by their history, the old cities languish, disintegrate and disappear.

In the year that I was born a new city was built, a white city for the future, a city coming 
out of nowhere.

When I was born, they began building a city in the middle of the savannah. Making a 
cross in the red dust, they laid plans for the new world.

Men put a cross into the red sand, into the amorphous dust that covers the earth. The 
city wrestes its shape away from the desert.

On inauguration day, a gleaming city is revealed, with buildings no longer anchored to 
the earth. A place not for now, but for the future, a model city for a man anticipated and 
to be born.

“You can resume your flight whenever you like“, they said to me, “but you will arrive at 
another city absolutely the same. Only the name of the airport changes.“

The “new man“ has not arrived so far.

That night I dreamed the city was emptied of people again, abandoned before it was 
inhabited.

.... the anonymous inhabitants, coming from different regions, from different worlds.

Streets join in a kiss. Seeking others of their own kind, they lead nowhere.

My shadow – one of my shadows – is extending in front of me, then gliding under my 
feet and joining me.

I wander – lost in the dream of an infinite desert.

I might as well have told a different story.

I’ve become empty. I am a stranger to others and to myself and I refuse to pretend that I 
am familiar or that I have history attached to my heels. I am a carbon copy of my form. 
I’ve been dropped into all this from another world and I can’t speak your language any 
longer. I am a stranger and I am moving.



Emptiness is hidden beneath a thick coating of signs. The city repeats its signs so that it 
can begin to exist.

Everything around us races towards disappearance. Our brief moment is a flash, an 
arching flare which itself serves to illuminate the face of death.

The city is sufficient unto itself ... an empty stage that could self-sufficiently do without 
actors.

This obstinate utopia of beauty has turned into a museum, painstakingly regimented, 
conserving the remains of a dream shattered long ago. The desire for permanence 
made it an heritage untouchable, an exquisite corpse, paralyzed by rigor mortis. 
Deathwatch is being held in public.

All the rest is silent now. 
Only my whispering is breaks the silence. Everything else keeps quiet. 
Trees and stones are only what they are.
 
The city does not tell its past, but contains it – like the lines of a hand, written in the 
corners of the streets, the plains, the vast lawns, each segment marked in turn with 
scratches and indentations.

Night falls.

The buildings attract the lighting.

Night falls. Windows come alight.

At night, putting your ears to the ground, you can sometimes hear a door bang.


