HOW T0 BE
MANY
ON EARTH?

...love, sex and friendship have become my companions. They
remain with my body despite the taxing years of study, work,
and above all, bureaucracy in the Global North. When trembling
at the thought of appearing overly sentimental, rendered as

a predictable cliché of Latinx ‘affective excess’, | listen to their
words... ‘it’s not so much that your Latinx affect is excessive,
but that the affective performance of normative whiteness is
minimalist to the point of emotional impoverishment’. Fears are
gone. We are already many. An existence-in-difference among
the living, the non-human and inorganic. Within ourselves.
Through our friendship and sexual encounters, through the ex-
change of bodily fluids and the emotive, we become fluent

in other political and erotic modalities, in other ways of caring
for each other on this planet...

By Mario Barrantes Espinoza

Mario Barrantes Espinoza is a Costa Rican-Nicaraguan artist based in
Brussels. Their work articulates performance, the (re)writing of texts,
and the use of voice, with materials sourced from pop culture and main-
stream media. They will perform FLESH CAN’T CAN’ T NOT'T ‘TIS
FLESH H... on 27 and 28 April at De Kriekelaar.



| don’t know how long our moment lasted
but | remember the end...
he's coming towards me
you got distant and | despaired
| became hypnotised
we just had to enjoy the time we had
of this man coming from nowhere
without saying much
| started to loosen up a bit
you had approached me
that was the first time | met him
but lignored you

his Eody covered with lyrics
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I 5 the lyrics of my favourite song

the man of my reamsis already Ieayin
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we would see €ach other in the evenings

loves mm

you chose toignore me 3
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e first ime’l met hi

love s a borals
we would sleep together
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| hated myself so much, but | hatedyoy more...
ed cnmy

how could you lie to me?

moved =

we would send each other music

how useless | felt

hasn't wuibben

oem dedicating the songs to
o p . : each gther
te escape oneliness?

just enjoy the time we have

o'veévget old

he was my last love before departing
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| remember kisses that swallowed me ieyigon the =«
the radio s turned on ~ just enjoy the time we have

s very not and there i g . of ligh, before depamng

love is (iRe
but one night. .. PRl

Ghats one wijwo- plovugh,
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so there was the, ya sabés, mierda i dont remember

entonces estaba, you know, fuck no me acuerdo como

what its called.... but yeah la fruta, like the growing

se llamaba... pero si, el cultivo

of the... theres another word but, anyway it was like,

dela... hay otra ialabra pero, noimporta, fue como,

forzado, like impuesto, like... you had |..;%/-: to you
forced, como imposed, como que...vos tenias que Working ]

know? they impose’ de fruit to grow, i hurcs O Sea,
S€, n

ya sabés?, impusieron la fruta a cultivarse, | mean,

no not % - a la fruta pero de people que cultivé la

not de fruit but the people who grew the

fruta yourejust fye forzada a hacerlo right?

frut were force’d forced to do it right?

them  my legs arent working .
oo, thay e B novr
Itsok
Go slow,
.. ot too slow we can't rest here.don't
sleep anymore its already been too
long

Remember? we have to move
othet%ammovingtoo.ymhear

[voices heard listen.. y fue asi por bastante
through the walls] 5
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fresh legs

slowly

its time to go?



and it was like dis foralong

tiempo dunno cuanto tiempo pero como, pretty long

time i dunno how long butlike, pyetty long

time y usaron unos quimicos sabes que vos lo

and they used quimical stuff you know laik

let  espreyasy mata bichos y todo, whats it

you spray it and it kills bugs and stuffcémo era

me
i ?
your legs. Okn& called? yeah yeah that the pest,

qué se llamaba? yeah esold plaga,
worked enough.  ripe?
justtakoafow  ribe now?
more breaths no..
not enough HEAT. had to wake
up.. the process isn't finished babes

[heavy breathing |

it hurts

can't feel my legs ——
) . .
stay? thing, S0 dey sprayed this shit

[VOi_OeS drifting byl e Cantentonces rociar§1 esa shit .
y like, the monkys went yellow! no fo real fo real like

v, los fhonos uent all amarillos! no for ya ya en serio

the animals and shit change’d color, like all of a

los animales y 1a mierda cambiaron de color laik

sudden, i mean, maybe not like it Erobably took a long
e e

asi de reiente, 0 sea, tal vez no asf Seguro

i o Wt
entonces de animals se pusieron dontneed de coloresy
tardéun montén pero to legve tho, bueno,

time but whatever.... entonces de peopleare animals se
. so the animals wer’all foking staymg wird
pusieron de colores y
colors an

we don't need to leave though
we could stay..people are staying
this is our place

we agreed..remember?

Il go alone if I have to we agreed to go

; but if you won't you wont..
some stay some go this s our plot

You don't know me babes but i made

this trip before i know how to gst

there crossing is ing else but

chSUmewecanma'Il‘sert_ s not

enough here no HEAT no ripening no

Pplace for us

[.] una mierda todararay

una shit and it was

a nadie le importo! i know! but like yeah i

like noone cared! ya sé! but imagino que
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where did the TIEAT go?
have in in the AT, the world
changes but we can find it

wm

your
[whispered voices] SUESS SOME PEO le noticed but basically

alguna gente sedio cuenta but Iiteral a nadiele impaorto

noone geive a shit ‘til it riched the cities, like no not

na mierda hasta que finalmente llegé alas ciudades, o sea no asi,

like that, like it didnt come knocking on the door haha

not laik si hubiera llegado a tocar la puerta jgja

of the city pero the alguna manera llego al sistema

thela citj butTike it reached somehow de s,

, % stem,
de... ya sabés, las alcantarillas, bueno basicamente el

of... you know, the sewers, well basjcally the

agua o sea el agua la hicieron mierda con o...
gudter like the gudter got foked with or...

are you sure—

Here. touch here
there i
fed it flow?s1 envenenada o
yeogl;;h Ilt n:1-:[1 d yeah poisoned or contaminated
that’s the conia Mrln ada
go?%ﬁ%)rd’ its coming

Iy dnnkm?he rest for the tri
touch here, WO CAITY tip
there. feel it
flow? drink

some, we carry
the rest for

the tri
ok.. o

lets go habe

el

do nolkos ke



%, | remember that explosive orgasm, like a
oS of Sundays thousand milky fireworks. ..

who hasyb escaped
..his hand ldemg?a‘g@ e stone

rubbing my dick after coming, & rubbing it

§
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#s, aacn O™ polishi®d

eq . . e O
Y. taking core of the house, 10kiN <

forcing me to more pleasure,

taking care of each other
his fingers determined to
melt me. g q,'b
= e O ed

Her hands...

n nd
her nourishing par 70" PO
her soft skin | remember soft skin

N
)
ve?
he red skin of the stone needs 10

sucking milk from her breasts

| became hypnotised
by such animage

ecause (ove ¢s a child
her shirt open to the middie
it feltawful. .. ltwas pure but. ..

b b

get lost in the humidity of

overflowing pleasure. his mouth

Mom knows
Mom is polishing Y Y R — pure

overflowing pleasure. the stone
8 our bodies



.
bodjes were one

| couldn't go on the floor

| didn’t understand anything
at that moment,
uncomfortable and unbearable
pleasure but... before departg

but the moment has arrived
please, never stop , ,
for the love of God. I'm leavin

[l be back toazwamw

Mom knows How useless | felt

please, never stop...

we both know thats never going

to happen It was in that darkest moment
of my infatuation

love is liRke (and

the stone is south

| understood that it was not
and needs to be cared for anillusion

do net (et tlbe/m. walk

my bod thou?elt upm
e

it had already verything Mom knows

Mom knows

an unbearable polishing but. .. it wasn't pure
the stone cracks oPe" Mom knOWS

overflowing pleasure. &

justenjoy the time we have . « for the love

Blease neverstop ™™™ Mom knows

om knows Mom kngy,

*This text Interweaves lines found in Ameres, Marl Trinl; How to he many?, Samah Hljawl; The Sense of Brown, Jose Esteban Mufioz; Ef cantar del
piayo or...asong is arose is a thorn, FLESH CAN'T GAN TNOT'T ‘Ti8 FLESH H..., Theo Livesey, Marti Zicari; and, in conversations with Manu Fernandez.



