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I have lived on the lip of insanity, wanting to know reasons, knocking on a door. It opens. I’ve been knocking from the inside!
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FELT SUIT ,  1970
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Two

Now I have found you I can stop looking for myself
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ith , Dimitris Papaioannou sheds 

light on the other, dark side of 

the moon. Male figures transform 

empty space into an inhabited landscape: the 

stage is bathed in a boyish-blue light and a 

lone man gradually makes his way into a male 

universe. Luggage and then men pass by on 

a conveyor belt and disappear from view. 

Moving in opposite directions, two strangers 

fleetingly cross paths in their attempts to light 

a cigarette. Male bodies, little islands of hu-

manity, tumble down the inclined stage floor. 

Two empty jackets, hung at opposite ends of 

the stage, signify the different rules that govern 

intimate relations and collective loneliness – 

the first is worn by a stream of lovers, while 

the second overwhelms the scrupulously 

selected “other.”

A series of unexpected events unfold in 

a narrative form reminiscent of comic books. 

The kinetic vocabulary of daily life intermingles 

with choreography, while the electronica of 

K.BHTA, interspersed with well-known themes, 

takes its lead from the beats of a heart. The 

absurd sporadically ruptures the rational. A 

gentleman paces about without a head, a 

man shoots the woman’s high-heeled shoe 

he wears, and an Adam complete with fig leaf 

savours the apple and forbidden knowledge. 

An oneiric atmosphere playfully conspires with 

circus tricks, fetishistic objects, and images 

drawn from mass culture. Shifting levels and 

video projections maximise the possibilities 

of the set. Real live faces appear in television 

sets, a lamé-wrapped second-rate pop singer 

performs his coarse latest hit with zeal, and 

an enormous Barbie doll is the stuff of male 

fantasy.

We are shown men in the company of 

men, tender and profane, in their public and 

private guises, in sportswear and smart 

suits, carrying rucksacks and mobile phones, 
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indulging in the forbidden and the transgres-

sive, in homes and in cubicled office spaces, 

in the army and on the street, in public toilets 

and gyms and saunas. Boys and young men, 

straight and gay, dropouts and yuppies, the 

empowered and the powerless are all brought 

to the stage by 22 dancers and actors.

With the Olympic Ceremonies of 2004,  

Papaioannou executed a commission of 

national proportions and import; with , he 

picks up the thread of his personal artistic 

expression once more. And he has taken 

a bold approach to his first date with the 

general public (who learned of him through his 

Olympic triumph), refusing to pander to their 

deep-seated expectations and instead tenderly 

undermining accepted wisdom. The serenity 

of the Ceremonies has given way to darker 

elements, to male figures playing football, 

fighting, masturbating and testing the limits of 

pleasure and the “wicked” as they come of age 

to the mechanised rhythms of the post-modern 

condition.

But why does this cool blue world elicit 

such red-hot emotions? I think it is mainly 

because these men come to constitute an 

“abstraction” – once detached from the pack, 

they denote humanity as a whole. Bisected 

beings search among the swarming 

masses for their other halves, seeking 

the severed segments of their very 

selves – to “make one of two” in the 

words of Plato’s Symposium. They strive 

for the time when two people were joined 

in a single body with one head, two faces, 

four legs and as many arms, and when there 

were three sexes – the male (of the sun), 

the female (of the earth), and the “androgy-

nous” sex (of the moon); creatures like those 

monstrous forms created by the bodies of two 

dancers (first seen in the work of conceptual-

ist choreographers), or the duo who suddenly 
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10 come together and try to fit into the same 

set of clothes. Erratic entities, with time hot 

on their heels, lasciviously thrust against 

an empty camp bed, seeking in love an 

assurance that life goes on: “to hang on 

in our flight.”* In the conceptual terms of 

Jacques Lacan, you search among myriad 

bodies for the one who will mirror “the 

image of your desire.”

Fragmentary references to Edafos 

Dance Theatre productions are resonantly 

woven into : archetypal images drawn from 

The Songs, A Moment’s Silence, and Human 

Thirst are coupled here with the more caustic 

elements of For Ever (the company’s last 

work), which reconciled the suggestion of 

Robert Wilsonesque magic with a mordancy 

of Almodovaran proportions. One cycle 

closes, another opens – and in this regard, the 

number of the title could also signify the start 

of a second period. And when one realises 

that this precious combination of towering 

technique, hands-on work and an interest in 

a human scale can be traced throughout the 

journey from the fine arts squat that was the 

Artists’ Building (on the very edge of the sys-

tem) to major stages, and from the Olympic 

Stadium to the huge Pallas Theatre, one is 

also doubly moved.

With , Dimitris Papaionnou hand-paints a 

poetic pop ballad that tells of the bitter Arca-

dian paradigms of our cities and times.

». 

 

 

* From the poem Flight by George Seferis

Dio Kangelari is a theatre critic, theatre studies specialist 

and lecturer at the Aristotle University of Thessaloniki.
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* From the poem Flight by George Seferis
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solated from all other human bodies, 

never consciously enjoying a blood 

connection with another body as does a 

female with her foetus, nor even experiencing 

the outflow of blood, as she does, unless his 

body is subjected to violence, the male body 

is solitary, impenetrable, sealed off – that is to 

say, vulnerable. It is a body that never opens 

up, not even during the sexual act, when it 

shuts itself off even more tightly; indeed, this 

is when all bodies retreat into themselves, 

withdrawing into that most unadulterated form 

of all personal silences: pleasure…

The male of the species: selfless, innocent 

yet brilliant, gullible by his own volition, fragile 

but – unlike women – unable to survive the 

shattering of his self, relying on instinct to 

devise hunting techniques to feed the group, 

.

.

Yorgos Himonas (1936-2000), a psychiatrist by 

profession, was also an eminent novelist and essayist, 

as well as a translator of classic theatrical texts.
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keeping night watch for dangers; forsaken 

at birth – because nature stripped him of all 

his weapons – he remains forever a fighter, 

unarmed, and brave in myriad ways…

Pity him with the kindest, most tender 

pity for the infinite loneliness that afflicts 

him unabated until death. Look at him, and 

overlook his puerile boasts, the despairing ca-

resses of his mother. Overlook everything: the 

disinterested clinches of his wife, the grasping, 

adored little hands of his children, and see him 

in all his abject vdistress. And when he falls 

silent, do not talk to him, leave him be. And if 

he suddenly starts to cry, never ask him why.
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needed this long introduction to help me 

express my inexpressible enthusiasm for 

the ingenious work by Dimitris Papaioan-

nou entitled . I was in no rush to see the 

production. I wanted to enjoy the embarrass-

ment of everyone, without exception; to watch 

people compromise themselves, to be caught 

unawares, to exorcise this “evil.” And there 

was indeed much to amuse me, but my sport 

was mingled with a despair brought on by both 

sides of the critical reception: both by those 

who reviewed this exquisite construction of 

good taste as a gay spectacle, and by those 

who defended it as such. The discussions 

reminded me of those inane theories that con-

Mona Lisa is a man 

or a woman, or what her smile could mean. It 

makes you want to scream: this is painting, 

old chum! This is art, my dear fellow! And, un-

less you are the imbecilic gendarme of Charles 

Lalo who shoots an actor playing the part of a 

burglar, you have an obligation above all else 

to consider a work of art as a construction, 

because this is the meaning of art: it is the 

correspondence, connection and combination 

of often contradictory, perhaps even unrelated 

elements in a new inflection. Stéphane Mal-

larmé once wrote, “It is not with ideas that one 

Ace Deuce

Ta Nea, 23 March 2007
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makes poems, it is with words.” In this vein, 

the spectacle assembled by Papaioannou has 

no ideology other than movement, rhythm and 

the image. It is not so much what he says, but 

how he says it.…

Papaioannou…has created a comic-book 

landscape using the cinematic technique fondu 

enchaîné or cross-fading (where one image 

springs from another only to be subsumed 

by the next), linking male loneliness, the lack 

of intimacy, unconsummated or thwarted 

encounters in the unending flow, the hubbub 

of the market-place, sports grounds, the 

workplaces of multinational companies, gyms, 

days out, celebrations, war, Sunday blues, 

sleepless amour-less nights, and the eternal 

rest in a chain that is infinite, or approaches 

the infinite. Papaioannou and his technically 

formidable dance group of great verve exposed 

the masculine aspects of femininity, and the 

feminine facets of masculinity…deciphering 

feelings of guilt, inhibitions, failures, fears, 

risks, desperate acts, subterfuges, transfor-

mations, transvestism, hideaways, plunges 

through the void, lapses of the ego, and dives 

into dreamscapes. And his work is Greek!

…These puppets that run, leap, tumble, 

grow restless, feel awkward, brawl, mastur-

bate, and copulate with their mattresses, that 

crave a glance, a handshake, a caress but are 

left so unsatisfied by fate, by love, even by 

pity, are people next door as seen through the 

television screen: lottery players, bathhouse 

staff, tourists, flunkies and fervent intellectu-

als. In the impressive Pallas Theatre, Papa-

ioannou unfurled a contemporary flesh-and-

blood frieze, an animated art gallery in which 

Greeks of today called forth pity and fear, and 

passed through pity and fear to arrive, pitifully 

and fearfully, at some dry cleaner’s, only to 

find that catharsis has been forever locked 

away in the eternal glory of ancient Greek 
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tragedy.

Papaioannou’s piercing parody, or rather 

his parody of tragedy, is a most candid mirror 

held up to our phallocentric society that yearns 

for tenderness but, lacking the necessary 

courage, instead blows hot air into tawdry 

balloons.

Kostas Georgoussopoulos is a theatre critic, transla-

tor of theatrical texts, poet, essayist, and professor 

emeritus of the National and Kapodistrian University 

of Athens.



23







26

Contemporary

Contemporary Magazine, July 2007
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Love Story

he physical theatre performance  by 

Dimitris Papaioannou is a solipsistic 

vision of male sexuality, desire and 

a hopeless search for “the other.” An airport 

conveyor belt dominates the scene where a 

lonely figure, who appears to have walked off a 

male world of airports, offices, gyms, saunas 

and screen spaces. Women are reduced to 

signs with no referents – a giant Barbie or 

hybrid, cross-dressed boys.

 is staged in cinematic time and space. 

The set is that of screen space – video games, 

be it war or terrorism. And the 90-minute dura-

tion of the performance adheres to the canons 

of a mainstream film, as if on tape. Accompa-

nied by an unrelenting soundtrack composed 

by K.BHTA, who draws on a pastiche of 

electronic lounge music, the Love Story theme 

tune and the popular Greek music of Skyladika, 

the dancers move erratically, but with a com-

pelling elegance, either gliding in slow motion 
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or ac-

celerated by a 

conveyor belt. These 

simulated screen spaces 

are populated by androids with 

electronic voices speaking in multiple lan-

guages. We are in Marc Augé’s dysfunctional 

world of “non-places” – super-modern global 

cities where organic interaction has been 

replaced by the consumer worlds of shopping 

Coupling dominates the choreography as 

most of the action is performed in duets: a pair 

of dancers attempt to morph into one, struggle 

to fit into a single set of clothes, become 

organically conjoined, or mirror one another. Yet 

the effort of two to become one is ultimately fu-

tile. Sex is a solo affair in toilets. Occasionally, 

melodrama breaks through as the yearning for 

unity sees 

two boys 

fleetingly meet in an 

attempt to light the other’s 

cigarette before they separate 

again on the conveyor belt. This scene 

is reminiscent of Jean Genet’s iconic film Un 

Chant d’amour (1950), where prisoners escape 

the confines of their captivity by blowing smoke 

into each other’s mouth through a hole in the 

wall. But, unlike the hopeless romance of Genet, 

in Papaioannou’s world there is just sex under 
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(Un Chant d’amour 

– 

 (

Frailty of Human Bonds

a naked light bulb and the tristesse of a post-

coital cigarette. After, a voice, reminiscent of 

satellite navigation technology, is revealed to be 

that of a lover on a mobile phone, attempting to 

direct “the other” to his house, which of course 

does not happen.

The effect of this alienated vision is 

inspiring, and captures the zeitgeist of today. 

deeply pessimistic thesis, 

the Frailty of Human Bonds (2003). Bauman 

describes the conflicting desires of contem-

porary relationships, where, on the one hand, 

we attempt to tighten our bonds, while on the 

other keeping them loose. He sees this as a 

consequence of consumer culture, where we 

desire love but must remain open to more 

seduction. Papaioannou’s dysfunctional world 

is not the clichéd view of the narcissistic ho-

mosexual, alienated from mainstream society. 

As Liquid Love suggests, it is the ubiquitous 
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condition of contemporary love, the desire for, 

but impossibility of achieving, closeness.

Widely acclaimed for having directed 

and choreographed the Olympic Ceremo-

nies in Athens, Papaioannou now inhabits 

an unusual place, where “queer” seems to 

have effortlessly shifted into the mainstream. 

Performances at the recently renovated art 

deco Pallas cinema have been sold out ever 

since the opening in November, where edgy 

Athenians rub shoulders with the bourgeois 

blue-rinse brigade.

During the show I recalled the first perfor-

mance ( 1991) I saw by the Edafos 

Dance Theatre troupe, co-founded by Papa-

the filmmaker Alexis Bistikas, whose last short 

film, “The Clearing” (1993), is of a blind Derek 

Jarman crossing Hampstead Heath. I thought 

of Papaioannou’s enduring image of the 

melancholic, Magritte-like figures sliding down 

the Byzantine-blue backdrop (after Jarman’s 

Blue, 1993), and wondered if, ultimately, this 

elegiac performance of loss stands as a final 

tribute to Jarman, to Bistikas, who died so 

young, and all those who lost their lives to love 

through AIDS.

Sophia Phoca is a writer, critic, and lecturer at Univer-

sity College for the Creative Arts, England.
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Blue 
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Conceived + directed by DIMITRIS PAPAIOANNOU       Music Set design LILI PEZANOU       

Art direction + costume design ANGELOS MENDIS       Lighting design ALEKOS YIANNAROS       Painting design MARIA ILIA       

Video ATHINA TSANGARI + MATT JOHNSON       Assistant director + artistic production co-ordinator TINA PAPANIKOLAOU

Choreographed + performed by SAVVAS BALTZIS, CHRISTOS DELIDIMOS, NIKOS DRAGONAS, ALTIN HUTA, NIKOS KALOGERAKIS, TASSOS 
KARACHALIOS, CONSTANTINOS KARVOUNIARIS, YORGOS KOPSIDAS, YORGOS KOTSIFAKIS, EURIPIDES LASKARIDIS, YORGOS MATSKARIS, 
MARIOS METTIS, YANNIS NIKOLAIDIS, CHRISTOS PAPADOPOULOS, PHEVOS PAPADOPOULOS, ARIS SERVETALIS, DIOGENIS SKALTSAS, 
DROSSOS SKOTIS, PAVLOS STATHAKIS, MANOLIS THEODORAKIS, SIMON TSAKIRIS, CONSTANTINOS YANNAKOPOULOS, EVANGELOS ZARKADAS 

Video 
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Assistant choreographers NIKOS DRAGONAS, NIKOS KALOGERAKIS, YORGOS MATSKARIS      
Second assistant director MARIA METAXAKI     Assistant to the set designer CONSTANTINOS 
KYPRIOTAKIS     Assistant to the lighting designer LINOS MEITANIS     

 

Technical director + production manager COSTAS KEFALAS     Stage management MARIA GRAMPSA, 
DIMITRIS TRIANTAFYLLOU     Stage technicians PAVLOS GOULAS, YORGOS KAFETZOPOULOS, 
COSTAS KARNAKIS, MAKIS KYRIAKOPOULOS, THODORIS NIKITEAS     Artistic production  

assistant KALI KAVVATHA     

Lighting programmer TASSOS GLYKOS     Lighting operator FOTIS BOURIS     Follow spot operators 
CHRISTOS TZIOKAS, LOUKAS SPYROPOULOS      

Sound operator COSTAS MICHOPOULOS     Assistant sound operator MARIOS KALLERGIS     
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Show production ELLINIKI THEAMATON      
Executive producer TASSOS KARAYORGOS     

Assistant to the executive producer ANGELIKI STOMI      
Head of operations CONSTANTINOS VAIDANIS      
Chief electrician MICHALIS MOUNTOUDIS

 
     

      
     

Flying system 

 

Sculptors NEKTARIOS DIONYSSATOS, CONSTANTINOS KYPRIOTAKIS     
Props production team NIKOS KARRAS, COSTIS MAGARAKIS, YIOTA 
APOSTOLOPOULOU     Special props production ILIAS SMYRNEOS     
Set construction

Flying system installation DIMITRIS SOTIRAKIS     Costume 

production

Special costume production DESPINA MAKAROUNI      
ALEXANDROS BALAMBANIS     

Photographs DIMITRIS PAPAIOANNOU, LILI PEZANOU, SOCRATIS 
SOCRATOUS, LILA SOTIRIOU, DESPINA SPYROU, DIMITRIS 
TRIANTAFYLLOU

We would like to thank the following stores and companies  
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Sound engineer Sound direction     

Mastering  

«LOVE 

Alexander Malter     
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Trumpet JASON VAKRINOS     Cello VARVARA TSOTRA     lama MANOLIS MICHALAKIS     
Guitars + electronics Programming + orchestration      

Sound engineer COSTIS YANNIKOPOULOS     Sound direction CONSTANTINOS SKALTSAS     

Mastering  

Use of the track “ASTRO”  was kindly granted by Tomorrow 

Additional songs “WHAT’S ON MY MIND”      “LOVE STORY” 
     “LOVE ME TENDER” by Elvis 

     “MISIRLOU” 
     “FÜR ALINA”  

SOUNDTRACK 



46

 ATHINA TSANGARI    

Edited by MATT JOHNSON    

 SIMON SAKERTZIS     Camera operators MANOS GASTERATOS, MARIA HATZAKOU, CHRISTOS 
KARAMANIS, COSTAS KEFALAS, ZOE MANDA, SIMON SAKERTZIS, ATHINA TSANGARI, VILKA TSOURAS, NIKOS 
ZOIOPOULOS     

Sound recording COSTAS MICHOPOULOS    Steadicam YORGOS PETRAKIS      
Assistant steadicam PETROS KOLIAVASSILIS + THEODOROS KENTROS    

Sound design + foley + mix PANOS TZELEKIS    Sound editing assistant OTHONAS MENDIS 

MATT JOHNSON     
Subtitles KYRIACOS KARSERAS + MATHESON BAYLEY      
A production   

 

Special thanks to  
AMALIA YANNIKOU + ARHONDOULA PAPAPANAYIOTOU 
+ 
KOSTIS BASOYANNIS, THOMAS DAVIAS, MARIA GRAMPSA, LINA NIKOLAKOPOULOU, DIMITRIS TRIANTAFYLLOU, 
ARCTOS BROADCASTING FACILITIES

 



47

 MATT JOHNSON

Steadicam

MATT JOHNSON     
 

 

 
+ 

BROADCASTING FACILITIES
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 ATHINA TSANGARI     Camera ATHINA TSANGARI + SIMON SAKERTZIS      
Edited by MATT JOHNSON           
A HAOS FILMS  

2 

Camera NIKOS ZOIOPOULOS     Sound KOSTAS MICHOPOULOS 
      

A HAOS FILMS  

 
2                                            + TRAILERS

Music from the “2” soundtrack     Photographed + directed by ATHINA TSANGARI      
Edited + animated by MATT JOHNSON     A HAOS FILMS production     © 2007 Elliniki Theamaton 

2 

ATHINA TSANGARI + MATT JOHNSON     Camera ATHINA TSANGARI      
Animation MATT JOHNSON     A HAOS FILMS production     © 2006 Elliniki Theamaton 
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 MATT JOHNSON           
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 MATT JOHNSON      HAOS FILMS          
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Animation MATT JOHNSON      HAOS FILMS       
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 DIMITRIS PAPAIOANNOU + MATT JOHNSON     
Edited by ATHINA TSANGARI + KYRIACOS KARSERAS 

Translations KYRIACOS KARSERAS, MARIA METAXAKI, 
TINA PAPANIKOLAOU     Printing CHRISTOS MOATSOS    

       

 DIMITRIS PAPAIOANNOU  
Papaioannou    
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Time Times Unità

Figaro New 

York Times

Dimitris Papaioannou’s ground-

breaking creative direction of the 

Athens 2004 Opening Ceremony – 

hailed a “triumph” by Time magazine 

and The Times of London – is widely 

considered a high-water mark of large 

scale spectacle.

Born in Athens, Greece in 1964, 

Dimitris Papaioannou first attracted 

attention at the age of 19 as a painter, 

comics artist and illustrator. While still 

a student at the School of Fine Arts he 

took the Greek dance scene by storm, 

exploding the boundaries between 

theatre, dance, and the visual arts, 

working not only as choreographer 

and performer, but also in the areas 

of costume, lighting, make-up, and 

set design.

He co-founded the Edafos Dance 

reshaping the Greek performing arts 

landscape over its 16 years and 17 

productions. L’Unità described the 

company as “a revelation.” 

“Greece Rediscovered” head-

lined Le Figaro’s review of 

the internationally acclaimed 

production Medea, while 

The New York Times praised 

the piece for its “striking 

intensity” and “extraordinary 

passion.”
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 (2006) 

Medea (1993) won “Best Chore-

ography” at the Greek National Awards 

for Dance, while Human Thirst (1999) 

and For Ever (2001) both garnered 

“Production of the Year” awards.

Beyond his work with the Edafos 

Dance Theatre, Papaioannou has 

directed operas and large-scale music 

shows. His latest work  (2006) 

enjoyed an unprecedented run in the 

Greek capital, with over 100,000 

tickets sold.

In 2005, Papaioannou was 

honoured with the Golden Cross of the 

Order of Honour by the President of 

the Hellenic Republic for outstanding 

artistic achievement.

www.dimitrispapaioannou.com
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Reynold Nicholson, A. J. Arberry, John Moyne
New York: HarperCollins 

Specially commissioned, 2007
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