
DISCLOSED LOCATION – Performance Text 
 
[note: in square brackets I mention the actions that accompanied the text. Bear in mind that 
the text was written for a tour, and so everything in the text refers, directly or indirectly, to the 
space of the empty flower shop in which the audience was standing] 
 
Hello, Thanks for coming. 
So, let’s start. About two months ago I received an email from Vlatka, an artist I know from 
London.  
 
“Hello Augusto, 
I hope things are great on your end… 
I would like to invite you to take part in a project I’m doing in March in Bergen, Norway.  
I got a storefront space in the old town part of Bergen to use a project space for a month. It 
used to be a flower shop, but it has been empty for the past 6 months.” 
Then she describes the space, the two floors, the window, the basement. Then she writes: 
“For my project, I’m leaving the space as it is, and I’m inviting several artists to devise and 
lead public tours of this empty space.” Then there are some other practical details about the 
place and its location. 
“Let me know.  
Vlatka 
x” 
 
So I replied: 
“Hi Vlatka, that sounds great. I’ll get back to you in a few days with some ideas, really looking 
forward to it! [exclamation mark] Best. 
Augusto” 
 
 
The first thing I did was to type the address of the empty shop into Google Maps. And if you 
go on Street View, and walk virtually on the street, the flower shop is still there. The name of 
the shop is still there, Ires Blomster, and you can see flowers displayed in the window: in fact 
[pointing to some audience members] where you are sitting there are some large white 
flowers, like geraniums. And then round about where your shoulder is are some smaller 
yellow flowers, it’s hard to see in the image. But it’s very clear that there are some purple 
orchids quite high above where your heads are. 
In Street View You can also see the Google car reflected in the glass, the car from which the 
photographs were taken. 
 
I decided to do a short documentary video of the space. I came here, about… 10, 11… days 
ago, and I met up with Grièt, the original florist who used to run the flower shop here. She 
now runs another flower shop, two minutes walk from here.  
I spent an afternoon filming and chatting with Grièt in this space. And out of that material I 
edited a 20 minute documentary video. 
 
Then last week I received the PDF flyer for the project, ‘Disclosed Location’, and when I read 
it out I realized that I had two interesting problems: the first was that in order to show you the 
documentary here I would have to black out the space, and so we wouldn’t be able to 
experience it, to have a tour. We would only see its representation, its video image on the 
screen, and that can be shown anywhere. 
And the second problem was that I remembered that one of the rules of the project is to not 
introduce images and objects into the space: I liked this rule very much, but of course that 
meant no video images, no video projector, no speakers, no screen, no chairs. 
So I have decided that this evening I won’t show the video. I’ll put it up online, so you can 
watch it there whenever you want. And instead, this is what we’ll do. I have written down 
everything that happens in the documentary, everything that you see and hear, moment by 
moment, shot by shot, and I will now read this description to you. Basically, I will tell you what 
happens in the video, as if it was happening right now. 
 



It begins playing. There is silence. The screen is black. Then, slowly, the opening credits 
appear, in white. “THE FALL OF IRIS BLOMSTER. A video work by Augusto Corrieri.” 
 
Then it goes dark. And nothing happens for a few seconds. 
And then a sentence appears, in the corner of the screen.  
“Bergen. Monday, 10th March, 2014.” 
Dark again. 
 
Then in the darkness we hear a woman’s voice, saying:  “OK, shall we start?” And my voice 
replying “Yes sure”. 
Then again the woman: “Halo, velcomen tea Ires Blomster.” 
 
Gradually some light and colour appears on the screen, but quite slowly at first. You can’t tell 
what the image is, it’s quite blurry. And then you begin to recognise a surface, probably a 
wall, it’s a light purple colour, with lots of small white holes and marks on it. Then we cut to 
another image, a black door with an orange sign on it that reads Kontour. And finally a third 
image: we see a sink, with water running from the tap. 
And as the images go by, we hear the woman’s voice again, saying: “I guess that my parents 
were florists…and my grandparents were also florists…but my grand-grandparents were not 
florists. They were bakers.” 
 
Then we hear a gentle melody begin, by Grieg Edvard, you know, the famous one [sings for a 
bit]. And as the music plays, there is a very slow fade to a different, larger shot: we see a 
green frame, and a door, also framed in green, with a large metal handle. And past the frame 
you can see a street, this street. It’s day time outside. The camera is static. And in the shot 
you are just looking at the street: it lasts about 30 seconds, and the music keeps playing: it 
goes [sing] 
 
And then a white bird, a seagull, flies past the shop window, close to the ground… 
 
The music fades out.  
We hear the woman’s voice saying “well, this is a very familiar sight. A very familiar sight.”  
Cut to a different shot. We see Grièt standing against a white stair banister, facing the 
window.  
 
She is filmed in profile, from her left side. Her arms are crossed and she is standing with her 
right leg slightly bent in front of her left leg, but with the right foot on tip toe… it’s easier if I 
show you. Like this [demonstrates] She is wearing a pair of black jeans, like these, and a 
large florist’s apron, with blue and purple flowers on it.  
She just stands there for a while, looking out. And every now and then she looks into the 
camera and smiles, and then back at the street. Like this. 
[demonstrates] 
 
Then we cut to an image that’s rather open for interpretation. There’s a grey-blue colour, and 
some like, marks, streaks maybe, going down… It’s unrecognisable. And it doesn’t last very 
long, which makes it even harder to describe.  
Then darkness again.  
In the dark you hear my voice: “What are your strongest memories of this space?”  
There’s a moment of silence. 
And she replies: “Memories? No memories. Just flowers.” She laughs. 
 
I say: “So much must have happened in 10 years in here.”  
“Of course” she says. 
 
Then we have this shot, which is basically the camera moving around a lot, and going down 
the staircase. I made the shot like this. [demonstrates holding camera and turning it around 
whilst walking down stairs] And the image you see watching the video is probably similar to 
what you would see if you were to fall slowly down the stairs, like this. [demonstrate slowly 
falling down the stairs] 
Whilst we see this shot, we hear Grièt’s voice saying these words: 



 
“I remember that once the delivery man had a spectacular fall, like in a circus. He walked in 
carrying a large stock of boxes, he tripped on the cat and fell down the stairs.” “You had a cat 
in the shop?” I ask. “Yes. And he tripped on the cat, and fell all the way down the stairs 
making this incredibly loud noise.” 
At this point in the video there is a sound effect of a loud fall, I just took it from a sound effect 
library. Now, I’d like to invite you to walk down the stairs, and since there are quite a few of 
us, perhaps the combined sound of our footsteps will be similar to the sound effect on the 
video… let’s see. 
So let me just repeat the last line: “Yes. And he tripped on the cat, and fell all the way down 
the stairs making this incredibly loud noise.’ [audience walk downstairs, making loud rumble 
sound] 
Uhm, not bad. 
 
Grièt continues her story, and as she does, we see her standing exactly where I am standing 
now. She is just talking to the camera, in the same way that I am talking to you right now. So 
you are the camera, I am Grièt. And she says:  
“The amazing thing was that when we ran downstairs to check that he was OK, we found him 
laying on his back on top of all the flowers and the boxes, holding the cat in his arms, like this 
[demonstrate by lying on the floor, arms cradled against chest]. Somehow in the fall the two of 
them must have ended up together, or he found a way to pick up the cat, whilst falling. And 
then he took a big breath, then looked at me, and said: “Flower delivery?” 
Since that day, the cat hides every time a delivery man walks into the shop.” 
 
And then there is a sequence in which it’s just me filming her walking around the space: it 
actually happened in the other room, but we can do it in here. It’s the same. 
[Walking around, holding invisible camera, switching between me the interviewer and Grièt] I 
say: “So, Grièt in about 10 days there will be an art audience coming to the space every night, 
looking at the walls, the surfaces, and imagining stories and meanings behind them. What do 
you think of that?” 
“Do you mean that these marks here on the wall, next week will become like a piece in an art 
gallery?” 
“I guess so yes.”  
“Interesting”. And then we see her taking a pen out of her pocket and writing something on 
this wooden panel. And then, she does this for the camera. [step away, observe drawing with 
an intellectual air, nod approvingly at it, then at camera] 
The camera zooms in in details, and we see that she has written two letters, GA, probably her 
initials. 
 
We cut to a new shot. She is sat on a chair, surrounded by flowers, with a black cat sitting in 
her lap. She is inside her new flower shop, just round the corner from here This time I am also 
in the shot, sitting opposite her, so it’s the first time you see me on the screen. And I ask her: 
“what do you miss about the old space”? 
She thinks for a while. Then looks at me and says: “Nothing.” And then, almost immediately, 
she adds: “it’s strange. The stairs. You see I hated going up and down the stairs when I 
worked there. I literally planned ahead so as to avoid as much as possible going up and 
down. And they are noisy, so it’s annoying when other people go up and down. But as you 
can see in my new shop there are no stairs [perform gesture of indicating the space] and I 
realise I miss them now. Even the sound, to me, it was my daily life for 10 years.”  
And then we cut back to here, and we see her walking up and down the old stairs, like this 
[perform 5 or 6 times]. And then she just repeats this, over and over again, but gradually the 
sound fades out on the video, and the image on the screen gets darker and darker, until it’s 
completely black. Like this. [ perform 5 times].  
Now it’s dark. And it’s the end of the video. Thank you. 
 
 
 
 


