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UNDER MY SKIN



Day 1   17 May 2010   Karlyn De Jongh 

I woke up before my alarm went off. Through the small window 
above my bed I could see it was sunny outside. I was in a large 
room in Naples, in Italy. I had a good night sleep and I was ready 
for the day. For me and Sarah it was the first day of the Personal 
Structures Art Project #02. Our first book in this series, with Law-
rence Weiner, had just been finished and now we were going to 
create the next one, with Hermann Nitsch. This new project with 
Nitsch was about experiencing with the senses and experienc-
ing Nitsch. It was not about giving an art-historical description, 
to judge, to criticize and draw conclusions. It was about being 
open, to experience, to live.

It was Monday morning and the first day in the series of events 
that would lead to the 130th Aktion this coming Sunday, where 
Sarah and I would be taking part as passive actors. It was exciting. 
I was looking forward to this week with new experiences, new 
people to meet, a new test for myself and our new Art Project. 

Since a few days there had been this strange discrepancy be-
tween my body and my thinking—for as far as one can separate 
them. I had decided to open myself further up and to experience 
everything with my senses as intensely as I possibly could, to be 
as conscious as possible about feeling, hearing, seeing, smelling 
and tasting and also, especially for this week, to have no moral 
restrictions, because that is what Nitsch is all about. Basically, this 
discrepancy existed since we had left Venice, since Sarah, the 
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Dutch artist and I had left our home, on this journey that would 
lead to the Aktion, to the final moments with Nitsch. 

Especially the sense of touch had a great influence on my Being. 
Since I had opened myself up more, I was extremely sensitive 
and more emotional than I would normally be. When we were 
driving in the car in the direction of Naples, and especially dur-
ing our visit to Montepulciano, I felt everything on my body: I 
felt my pants stroking my thighs, the air on my skin, my nipples 
touching the soft surface of my bra, the satin of my thong slight-
ly touching my pussy, just everything. I was very aroused by it, 
constantly, without any break. It was there all the time, but not 
in a very direct way. It was more indirect, it was as if I had lost 
control over my body. Everything had an erotic feel to it, what-
ever it was. Already the week prior to this day, I had been mas-
turbating extensively, fantasizing about hanging on the cross, 
about somebody having power over me, about feeling the air 
on my naked body and being touched by people I had never 
seen in my life. I fantasized about it every night. It had me cap-
tivated. Even while having dinner, I felt the excitement, it was as 
being in a constant state of foreplay, like the preparation for an 
extremely intense orgasm. I wanted to have sex the entire time.

I also felt like that this morning, but I had to be focused on 
the conversation that might take place, the conversation with 
Nitsch. I wanted to have my control back; I knew I did not have 
it. I was in a state of complete openness towards experiencing 
everything. And then there was the excitement about the new 
Art Project, the new event with Nitsch that Sarah and I wanted 
to do very, very much. I wanted to experience it. Hanging on 
the cross, was for me the realization of a fantasy I had had for 
many years. Not knowing what would happen exactly, how I 
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would handle the situation, the smell of the dead animals, the 
blood, the intestines and the shit. I could not imagine what it 
would be like, how strong the smell would be, and how it would 
affect me. I expected having to vomit, not being able to physi-
cally handle the situation, that I was overpowered, that I had to 
let myself go completely. It gave me a sense of fear, but this fear 
aroused me in such a great extent, that I just wanted to have it. 
I think that this in particular caused the incredible sexual desire 
that I had towards it.

I was not sure what my body would look like on the cross. Nitsch 
had not seen us naked yet and we first needed to be approved. 
In the months before, I had taken the effort to pay extra atten-
tion to my weight, I wanted to be fit. Some people would be 
filming us, and this morning in Naples, I did exercises on my 
mattress. It was nice, the sun was shining on my body, the air 
stroking my legs while I was moving them, and the draft along 
my wet pussy gave me an extra impulse. Especially this draft al-
ways makes me feel like I am exposed, as if I am completely open 
and as if everybody could see inside of me. Voyeurism was one 
of the reasons for my excitement about hanging on the cross. 
It was not only the beautiful idea of becoming part of an art-
work; it was very much a sexual experience for me as well. The 
combination of fear, of being overpowered, the fear of blood, of 
having it in my mouth, it disgusted me at so many points. But 
this fear was sexual. Actually, I desired it very much. Because of 
my exercises, I got aroused again, but Sarah and the Dutch artist 
already came downstairs and I did not want to masturbate at 
that point. I wanted to start the day. I was ready for it.

Although I had a one-person mattress, Sarah and the Dutch art-
ist joined me in bed. We cuddled for a while, it felt nice, warm 
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and we all had a positive attitude towards what was about to 
happen. It was pleasant to share that moment with them. We 
were a team and we were on our way to new adventures. It was 
like a new beginning and I looked forward to experiencing it 
together with Sarah. It felt so warm and beautiful in bed that we 
completely forgot about the time. When I looked at my phone, 
it was already 9.15 am. But we had promised to be at the Museo 
Hermann Nitsch at 10 am. I rushed to the shower, washed my 
hair, brushed my teeth, put on my clothes, packed the things 
I needed and off we went to the museum. Dizzy from the long 
winding stairs, I opened the front door of the building. The sun 
was shining in my face and I looked over to the Vesuvius. Sarah 
took my hand and together with the Dutch artist, we walked to 
the museum. It was loud on the streets; I had not heard these 
sounds upstairs in the apartment, there were so many cars, so 
many mopeds. They were honking their horns, partly at us and 
partly at each other. The atmosphere was hectic and maybe be-
cause we were in a rush, it affected me. 

The walk took a very long time, or at least so it seemed. We did 
not have time for coffee, nor for breakfast, although I needed it 
and I needed it badly. We reached the museum around 10.30am. 
We were late, but fortunately there was hardly anybody there. 
There were some people working in the main museum space. 
We could hear the hammering and sawing from a distance. 
When we arrived in the space, I saw they were making large, 
wooden tables and other objects in preparation for the Aktion. 
The atmosphere seemed relaxed. Suddenly, I saw Nitsch. He 
was dressed in black, sitting with his back towards us, at a small 
metal table. He was alone. I was impressed by his presence, by 
his appearance. Now it really was about to happen. The steps 
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that I was taking towards him, were like the last steps before 
this event would really start. I thought: get yourself ready, this 
is the start of seven days with Nitsch, seven days in which you 
have to be completely consciously aware, completely honest 
and completely open and without any moral restrictions. What 
a chance! I hoped that he would actually have time for us and 
that we would actually be able to speak with him. While I was 
walking towards him, he felt like a giant mountain that I would 
have to climb, a real challenge. 

Sarah and I had met Nitsch already a few weeks ago at his 
house in Austria. I was in love with his smile. He has this cute 
little tongue that comes slightly up halfway between his lips, 
when he is laughing. He seemed honest and open. Now it was 
our turn, but was I able to? Especially, with the knowledge that 
everything you are thinking will be published? I had opened 
myself up, but now it was time to show it and do it in such a way 
that Nitsch would actually become part of me, I had to let him 
under my skin. At that moment, I knew that it did not depend 
on Nitsch whether that would happen. It was me. It is not easy 
to be completely honest and open about what you are think-
ing, not even towards yourself, but I felt sort of ready. This was 
finally happening. What a chance that we could actually do this 
and become part of Nitsch’s artwork. I imagined that he had 
already been living an intense life for at least 50 years, and had 
been living his life to the fullest. He spoke so directly with us at 
his home in Prinzendorf, and so eloquently. I felt respect and 
admired that he was so capable.

Nitsch was still with his back towards us, he did not see us com-
ing. We kneeled next to him and said hello. He turned a little 
and seemed happy to see us. When I looked him in the eyes, I 
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forgot about all the thoughts and doubts that had crossed my 
mind. I was ready. Let’s do it. Nitsch invited Sarah and me to sit 
down and I gladly accepted. I had expected that he would be 
surrounded by all sorts of people but he appeared not to be. 
There was a warm atmosphere, he looked friendly and then he 
said, “Let’s do it now, let’s talk.” I was very happy that Nitsch im-
mediately decided to spend time with us and do the first inter-
view for our book. For a split second, I was unsure whether I was 
prepared well-enough, but quickly said, “yes, let’s do it. Let’s go.” 

It was quite noisy in the space, so we went outside for a more 
pleasant and private atmosphere. From the museum terrace there 
was this beautiful view over the city of Naples and the Vesuvius. 
We followed Nitsch to a heurigen bench and he sat down facing 
the museum. We first spoke a bit more about our book project, 
but soon after, we started asking him about his Aktion and his 
work in general. I was actually quite emotional, ‘fighting’ might be 
too strong a word, but it was as if I was fighting to stay with the 
conversation, to focus on it and not drift away. 

Nitsch speaks German in a soft tone, most of the time he has 
his head tilted downwards, not directed to the receiver, but he 
goes into the matter, he does not stay on the surface. He gives 
a serious answer whenever you ask him, and so I felt obligated 
to come up with serious questions. I had to trust myself, to do 
it now in this moment. Nitsch did his best. I was impressed by 
his answers. This just might be the only time we would be able 
to speak with him and I wanted to get the maximum out of 
him. I wanted to continue the conversation and stretch it for 
as long as possible in order to get a look inside this person. 
Who is he? What is he thinking? 
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This artist, Hermann Nitsch, was one of the first artists that I was 
captivated by. When I was 15, I got a big art book that had a photo 
inside of Nitsch’s 80th Aktion, and now I was sitting here, sitting 
opposite of him and in a few days—50 Aktionen later—I, myself, 
would become part of his art. The photo in my art book showed 
a person hanging on a cross, but this time, it was me who would 
be hanging there. It was difficult to keep my attention on the 
conversation and stay with the moment. I looked at Nitsch and 
it seemed he was getting tired. His Austrian assistant came over 
and it was a good moment to finish the conversation. We thanked 
Nitsch for his time, however, just thanking felt not enough. The 
goodbye therefore felt a little awkward, but we left the table any-
way and went for coffee on Piazza Dante. 

During the conversation, Nitsch had said that he wanted to see 
us naked. He wanted to do it this Monday, but I was not pre-
pared. I spoke about this with Sarah while we were walking 
through Naples. I still had to wax my legs. I was insecure about 
that moment, standing naked in front of Nitsch. Still there was 
a chance that Nitsch would decide not to take us. Or he could 
place me somewhere in a corner, which was also not what I was 
hoping for. He had told us that there were plenty of passive ac-
tors. It would be terrible that he would see me naked and then 
decide not to take me, just skip me. He had already made a re-
mark about my length and age when we were in Prinzendorf. 
There, dressed, we had to stand in front of him. He had observed 
us and told me: “you are almost too tall.” 

Over coffee, we spoke about the conversation and decided to 
record what we had been experiencing in these few hours with 
Nitsch. While doing so, I could not help but think about the art 
book I had gotten when 15. I thought about how sexually at-
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tracted I must have been to this photo: being taken over by the 
power of another person, being bound and powerless with no 
control about what is going to happen, about this blood being 
poured into my mouth. It must have been completely arousing. 
I do not recall masturbating over that photo, but it had been 
like a magnet. I remember that I could not get enough of the 
photograph and had spent hours and hours looking at it. It had 
made such an impression on me, but over the years, in my mind, 
I had completely transformed the photograph into something 
spectacular. I saw the photo again a little while ago. It was just a 
simple photograph, just a man hanging on a cross with two oth-
ers standing, one on either side. They were not even giving him 
blood, I had just fantasized that as an extra. It is this strange situ-
ation, that you think you do not want something, that you are 
horrified by it for various reasons, but that you lose control over 
your body, that you cannot resist anyway, even though you are 
trying very hard to be against it. Something completely arouses 
you, and although you are horrified by the thought of actually 
doing it, your body is reacting in a different way. My body reacts 
in the way it always does when I am excited, while my mind can 
be in a completely different place. 

I also thought about the symposium that Sarah and I had or-
ganized in Tokyo in 2008, where the Japanese artist Toshikatsu 
Endo showed works by Nitsch. I could not understand a word of 
what Endo was saying, but it became clear that for him Nitsch 
was very important. From that moment on, I had been looking 
forward to meet Nitsch myself. 

I remember visiting Nitsch’s museum opening in Vienna last 
year, it was the first time that I saw videos of his Aktionen. All the 
blood, the rummaging, it looked disgusting to me. I nearly vom-
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ited right there in the museum. However, I was also fascinated 
by it, by how these organs must feel on my body. In that sense, 
they looked pleasing. I was mostly horrified by the thought of 
the happening and by the smell. When you do not know what is 
happening, and when you cannot see, the smell is even worse. 
How am I going to do that?

During a car drive from Miami to New york in February 2009, the 
Dutch artist, Sarah and I, had spoken about the possibility of do-
ing this particular Art Project with Nitsch and to try to become 
part of one of his Aktionen. Almost a year later, in January 2010, 
when we came to install Nitsch’s work in an exhibition Sarah and 
I had organized in Austria, we had a chance. We spoke with an 
artist friend of Nitsch about our ideas and he contacted Nitsch. 
It all seemed so easy, but it took many small steps and a lot of 
conversations, to actually be here in Naples and have the chance 
to be part of the 130th Aktion. 

After a short walk through the city center, Sarah and I went 
back to the museum to pick up our computers and the key of 
the apartment we were staying at. On our way over there, we 
decided to apologize to Nitsch for not saying proper goodbye 
after the interview. When we arrived, there were still people 
working in the main museum space, still making more tables. We 
entered the office and there was Nitsch. He was sitting at a long 
table together with his Italian assistant. Sarah and I went over. 
We kneeled down next to Nitsch and explained. Everything was 
fine and in return, Nitsch asked us whether we were ready to get 
naked now. In a very subtle way and with a lot of charm, Sarah 
explained that we were hoping to do it the next day. “Do what 
you have to do,” he said and we agreed upon the next morning. 
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With a kiss, we sealed the positive atmosphere. We were done for 
the day and walked back to our apartment. 

After dinner, I went for a run on the Corso Vittorio Emanuele. It 
was amazing. It was such a beautiful view and I was so happy 
with the day, how it had gone. We had gotten our chance and 
we took it. When I was running down the street, I felt free. Even 
though breathing in the exhaust fumes was heavy on my lungs, 
I felt as if I could handle the world. I felt strong and thought 
about our Art Project: it was becoming a success. I was happy 
that Nitsch was so positive. The sun, the beautiful view, the at-
mosphere of Naples. The chaos on the streets, the cars and the 
mopeds. I noticed them, but I was in my own world and it felt 
good. I was open to the situation on the cross and now knew 
that I would be able to handle it, to be in control over this situa-
tion even though I would be bound and used. I could let go and 
be submissive, and strong at the same time. 

When I got back from the run, Sarah was in the kitchen wax-
ing her legs. It was nice to see we were in this together. I took a 
shower and also started waxing. During, we spoke about being 
naked the following morning, as a day of judgment by Nitsch. 
We had not spoken about that before, but Sarah had also pre-
pared herself. Like me, she had grown her pubic hair and was 
also insecure about her naked body. I felt close to her at that 
moment and I felt free to show her who I am. When we finished, 
we went upstairs to look at the photographs of the interview 
and we spoke about what had happened that day. After some 
time we were all exhausted and I decided to go downstairs, and 
crawled into my bed. 
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In an attempt to relax my body, I masturbated, thinking about 
the Aktion. I needed the orgasm; otherwise I would not be able 
to focus on any conversation. I fantasized about hanging on the 
cross and the party afterwards, being in the vineyard, naked and 
observed by the estimated 1000 visitors. Nobody touched me; 
they were just looking how I slowly got wet. Still naked, I joined 
the table where Nitsch was sitting surrounded by others. I sat 
down on the lap of the German Art Historian, who got scared 
by this sudden event and did not know how to handle me. It 
gave me a powerful feeling. Then Nitsch ordered him to touch 
me. When I came, I knew it was not enough, but at that moment 
I was too tired to come another time, and it would not help. Ex-
hausted, I fell asleep.

That night I woke up around 1.30am. I had to go to the toilet and 
needed some fresh air. It was very dark outside. It smelled very nice 
and very clean, nothing like what I had been breathing in the rest of 
the day. It was quiet, I did not hear anything, no cars, nothing, just 
the breeze. When I looked up, I saw the monastery on top of the 
vineyard, it was lit in a bright, white light. Very fair and powerful. 
Everything else was dark. It would be six more days and then I would 
be hanging there, naked on the cross, in Nitsch’s 130th Aktion.
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Day 1   17 May 2010            Sarah golD

Monday, 17 May 2010, the day I turned 32, was also the first day 
of a very special Art Project. Karlyn and I had started to create 
and document a series of Art Projects and we had decided that 
for this particular project, we would try to capture all our feel-
ings and thought while being with Hermann Nitsch for 7 days. 
This documentation was planned as a very subjective personal 
view on our own experiences, not trying to reflect on the work of 
 Her mann Nitsch in an art historical way. While trying to approach 
this event with Nitsch in an emotional and not in an intellectual 
way, we also had to try to write free of personal shame and cul-
tural boundaries. Because, that is what Nitsch is also about. 

We had met Hermann Nitsch some weeks ago in his castle in 
Prinzendorf in Austria. He gave the impression of being a gentile 
soft man, who enjoys life and likes to laugh. He had developed 
his Orgien Mysterien Theater since 1957 and now, more than 50 
years later, he was still creating new events called Aktionen, in 
order to heighten the awareness of the senses for everybody in-
volved, so they learn to live life to the maximum. 

It felt a great honor to me to be a small part of Art History, by be-
ing allowed to participate in his 130th Aktion. I remember well that 
he, in the castle, asked us to stand up in front of him, telling us to 
spread our arms and saying with a sweet, naughty smile that at 
one point he would have to see us naked. I really did not know how 
I would feel being bound naked to a cross and have blood poured 
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into my mouth. I tried to be as open-minded as possible about it, 
not to have any anxieties or premeditated thoughts and opinions; 
I just would let it happen, experience. I think, if I would not have 
had the experiences I gained in the last couple of years with the 
many, also sexual encounters, with people from all over the world 
while at the same time being in such a stable relationship, it would 
have felt much different. For now, I was quite relaxed. It was only 
the fact that, being naked on the cross I was not too comfortable 
with. But I thought, if I really will not feel at ease I will ask if I can 
wear a so-called Malhemd, which Nitsch has used for many years 
in his Aktionen, apparently the idea taken from the painter Gustav 
Klimt, who wore it working in his studio.

So, when we drove down from Venice, Italy, where we are living 
at this moment, towards Naples, I was overall pretty comfortable 
with this Art Project. I had done some research and had read 
some books about Hermann Nitsch. It was maybe also because 
I had gained some knowledge, that I felt sympathy for this man 
and looked forward to find out more about him. 

Just a couple of days before my partner a Dutch artist and the ini-
tiator of the project Personal Structures came up with the title for 
our book: Under My Skin. This seemed to me, for the person and 
the artist Hermann Nitsch, to be a very fitting title. And this is what 
we wanted to do, to get under Nitsch his skin, and let Nitsch come 
under the skin of Karlyn and under my own skin. Try to express 
our thoughts about feelings and emotions. Experience this whole 
event as intensive, open-minded and conscious as possible.

When I woke up this Monday morning of 17 May 2010, I felt very 
horny, I fucked my partner and without having coffee or breakfast, 
I walked with Karlyn down to the museum which is situated in a 
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poor but nice neighborhood in Naples. I felt that I had to start now, 
now was the moment to take it seriously.

The Dutch artist had been talking to me and Karlyn a lot in order 
to prepare us, because we not only had to take part in this event, 
the Aktion with Nitsch, but we would also be the subject of a 
film and a documentary. Two cameramen from Austria would 
come two days later to Naples. One of them would film the Ak-
tion itself, something he has often done since the eighties. The 
other man independently creates television programs and had 
heard of us from the documentary maker. He planned to follow 
us all the time with his camera, documenting our journey in the 
art world in order to make a kind of real life short film of which 
Karlyn and I would be the subject. 

I have almost no television or camera experience, so I felt unsure 
and hesitant, thinking: “What do we have to do and how?” We had 
been told: just stay natural, speak clearly and be yourself. But it is not 
so easy to transfer good advice into your brain and act accordingly. 

When Karlyn and I arrived at the museum, several people were 
already busy covering the whole floor of the museum with quite 
tough plastic. To me it looked like as if a mass murderer was 
making serious preparations for his massacre. 

In the museum we met Hermann Nitsch, who seemed to be 
happy to see us. We said hello and went outside together to sit 
on the terrace overlooking Naples. The Dutch artist explained to 
Nitsch the thoughts about the Under My Skin Art Project. After 
about 10 minutes the Dutch artist left Karlyn and me alone; now 
it was up to us.
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When driving in the car to Naples, we had been talking about 
how we should create this Art Project. This would be the first time 
that Karlyn and I really would have to interact as one.   I think, al-
though we had been working together for more than two years, 
this particular moment was special, now we really united. It felt 
fantastic; it went so well, we spoke with Nitsch for more than one 
and a half hours and he really seemed to like it, too. Also I felt 
that we are touching the inner of Nitsch and at the same time 
finding out about ourselves, about our feelings, thoughts, goals 
and emotions. 

After this first conversation I was totally exhausted and over-
whelmed. All our questions apparently had drained Nitsch of his 
energy. He was looking pretty tired, but I was ecstatic in how well it 
went. Karlyn and I decided to walk to Piazza Dante, where a statue 
of Dante is looking superior over the Piazza, over Naples and the 
world. It was a very intense moment. We drank some coffee and 
discussed how it went. We spoke into our voice recorders to cap-
ture the moment, to capture these thoughts. I felt that I was be-
coming stronger, more serious, and more professional.

We took a little stroll through the old town where we saw many 
bookshops. Karlyn had just told me, that we should think about pre-
senting our Art Project books also as pocketbooks in order to reach 
a larger readership. So, we looked in the many little bookshops at 
pocketbooks to see which size we liked best. Walking around Naples 
is very special. It has this unusual atmosphere; it is not like any other 
Italian city I know. Perhaps because of the many different influences 
it had over the centuries; Greek looking faces are everywhere. Again 
and again I had to think about how wonderful it was to be so close 
to Karlyn and really feel her presence and how cooperative Nitsch 
was: I could not have wished for a better start.
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During our walk we met a girl on a piazza, who we had met a 
month before, when Karlyn and I had visited the museum in 
 Naples in order to discuss our then future plans. I liked this beauti-
ful looking girl in her twenties, curious, not really knowing what 
to do with her life. She reminded me of myself. The Dutch artist 
told her that she could join us this week in order to find out more 
about us, but Karlyn said she needed the time and attention from 
the Dutch artist for herself, and she would not be able to give that 
girl enough attention. you can meet people, but you can also re-
ally meet and actually make a difference in their life. But if you do 
that, it means time and dedication. Living the life we live, being 
occupied with our projects, especially at this moment with this 
particular project, really trying to get the inner of our emotions 
and deepest thoughts written down in a book. At this moment, for 
Karlyn and also for me, it was a little too much.

The tension was high, since Sunday I felt that my heart was often 
beating very fast and hard. I think that this was mainly because 
of the growing relationship between Karlyn, my partner and me. 
And although I thought that I knew what likely will happen in 
the future and that that actually did feel good, I still felt insecure. 
I think what I needed to do now is to find the strength within 
myself, to let the future be open, not having to know what the 
future will bring or how it will end. To be strong enough within 
myself to handle whatever comes my way. To have my life in my 
own hands and form my life and my reality the way it fits me best. 
But to accomplish this, everything has to be strong and stable, 
my character, my personality.

We went back to the museum where, when we got into the of-
fice, Nitsch was sitting there with the owner of the museum, who 
has been a patron of the artist since they first met in the early 
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seventies. I apologized to Nitsch for leaving him after he had 
given us so much attention and time. He smiled. I told him that 
we were so overwhelmed by the whole event that we forgot to 
show our respect and appreciation towards him by properly say-
ing goodbye. He seemed content when he heard this and said: 
“Now I have to see you naked.” That was also the first thing he 
had told us that morning. Karlyn and I had spoken about it, but 
we did not feel ‘ready’. It sounds really stupid but we first want-
ed to ‘prepare’ ourselves which mainly means: waxing our legs. 
Again I apologized to Nitsch and asked if it would be possible to 
show ourselves naked the next day. 

On the photos of the Aktionen I had noticed, that the women were 
always very bushy. By which I mean that their body hair had been 
kept natural. Without discussing it with each other, Karlyn and I 
both had let our pubic hair grow more large, so we would match the 
traditional Nitsch Aktionsmodel a little better. We had also tried to 
stay on a diet but when we visited Nitsch in Austria, he had told us 
not to do so; we should be just the way we were. So, I had stopped 
my diet and within no time put the weight back on, which I had lost. 

Still in the office, we got back the keys for the apartment we were 
staying at, they had made copies because other people, who 
would be helping during the Aktion, would come and stay with us. 
I quickly checked my e-mails and then we said goodbye to Nitsch. 

This first day was quite an interesting day for me. It was the first 
day since a long time that I felt ‘mature’. I had to perform and be 
in charge together with Karlyn and it felt wonderful, exciting, and 
very fruitful. On our way back to the apartment we saw a pizzeria, it 
was about six o’clock and we decided to eat something. Although 
it was not open yet, we were welcomed by a woman, she seemed 
happy that we came into her restaurant. 
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While waiting in the restaurant, I quickly went to a tiny shop next 
door, which was filled up to the brim with all kinds of household 
goods. I bought some waxing strips and candles to have soft ro-
mantic lighting for the week to come, when lying in bed oversee-
ing Naples. I have always been sensitive to lighting. I had noticed 
walking through the poor neighborhood of Naples that many 
people have these fluorescent tubes in their homes, which are 
to me an atmosphere killer. I am quickly distracted because of 
visual impressions and I am also very sensitive to smells. When 
I think about it, all my senses are functioning pretty well. I can-
not listen to music when I work, because when I like the sound I 
want to dance. Also, I am very sensitive to touch, I can nearly get 
an orgasm by getting touched anywhere on my body, or even 
thinking about being touched can drive me crazy.

Back in the restaurant, dinner was served, every time I heard a 
‘ping’ sound, probably from a microwave, a dish was coming, 
consisting of some strange deep fried balls filled with tomatoes, 
mashed potatoes and little pieces of meat or cheese and some un-
identifiable other ingredients. They seemed clearly from the day 
before, but I think also fresh they would not have won a gourmet 
price. We ate the unidentified objects because we had not eaten 
all day. Being in that little pizzeria with that big fat mama and 
her children which were young but already had the same round 
shape as their mother, I could feel and see their difficult life: the 
reality of Naples and the reality of my own life. How I should enjoy 
every moment, every minute, every second and every day in my 
life: because this day will never come back. 

That night I waxed my legs and Karlyn joined me after she came 
back from running. It was a very nice bonding moment to stand 
there with her in the kitchen, side by side, each having one foot 
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on top of the shelf. It really was not even a kitchen, the only thing 
the space had was a sink and a shelf, but it was fine. I was getting 
a little nervous. Although there is nothing special about being 
naked, it was not easy for me. The waxing was an attempt to feel 
better about myself. I am sure most people do not even really 
care if you have hair or not. Anyway, does a man in his seventies 
notice if your legs are totally smooth or not, and even if he does, I 
do not think he will care. His generation is familiar with the natu-
ral look. So, this physical preparation was more of a mental one; 
and I am ashamed to admit that this was such a difficult thing for 
me, showing off my own body which I am not content about. But 
nevertheless, in general I had a good feeling about Karlyn and 
me, creating this Art Project Under My Skin. 

What I did notice as well that night, since we arrived in Naples I felt 
extremely horny all the time. I am already a very sexual person who 
loves and needs to have sex on a daily basis, but now it felt that, 
whilst the pressure was higher, as if the tension of experiencing 
was also heightening my hormones.
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Karlyn De Jongh: For me, being part of your Aktion is also a sexual experi-
ence. When I was 15 years old, I already had strong thoughts about your 
Aktion, and also yesterday evening I masturbated while thinking about it.

Hermann Nitsch: Now I have to put something forward, there 
definitely is a Pan-theism and a Pan-sexuality or Pan-eroticism. 
For me, everything is erotic, every moment, every flower. There-
fore, something like e.g. Otto Mühl makes, that I do not need 
at all. If people criticize me that far too few erotic things occur 
in my work, then people do not understand the handwriting. 
So, there is not only a Pan-theism, but also a Pan-erotic. This is 
something I have always known; therefore, your behavior does 
not surprise me.

Sarah Gold: Now it is up to us to report how we experience this week 
with you and as a bonus, we hope that we get to hear from you how 
you experience it. Because, after all the literature that is written 
about you and all the thoughts we have, we believe there is even 
much more inside of Nitsch.

HN: I hope there is. I have no secondary education, because I was 
thrown out of every school, but even so, I became a professor 
and doctor, even without taking the civil and academic efforts 
I reached it anyway and I am proud of that, but it was life itself 
which made me who I am today. Unfortunately, I have achieved 
all this after my mother died, she would have loved to see it.
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KDJ: But perhaps she knew that you would be able to do it.

HN: She knew it exactly. She always scolded me and asked, “Why 
are you doing this nonsense? Why don’t you go to a bank, or be-
come a schoolteacher? But, whenever I had visitors in my mother‘s 
apartment and I was, for example, on the toilet, she expressed her 
pride to these people. Under the bed, she kept old drawings of 
me, which she then showed to them. If I had not done my work 
anymore, my work that she so hated, then my mother would have 
been bitterly disappointed. Basically, she believed in me.

SG: Do you have any idea why you made this so called ‘nonsense’?

HN: In a positive way, you come very close to me now. Now I will 
not answer you with academic rubbish, but I made it because I 
was convinced that it was necessary and still is. To work in this 
way and to question the world in this way. Christ said: “What is 
truth?” It was Pontius Pilate and Pilate makes an incredibly great 
figure in the New Testament. The fact that he washed his hands 
and really did not want to have anything to do with politics and, 
then plainly asks: “What is truth?” I want that too. I have always 
fought for the truth. One cannot reach the truth, but you can 
move in the direction of the truth. I never wanted to improve 
the world as a whole for that, the world is far too great, too diffi-
cult, too complex. you can only extract great moments from the 
world, in terms of large deep experiences that penetrate into 
being. But Being is actually the thing in itself. Since everything 
is inside of it: the terrible abyss, and the glorious splendor, the 
greatest moments of joy and the deepest holes. And yes, I have 
always fought. I would say, it was for the truth of Being.

SG: Have you fought for us, for the other, or more for yourself?
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HN: That is all in one round. For example, it is the nature of art 
that she is altruistic, that she is there for others. If Beethoven 
would be sitting here now, with his last string quartet, then that 
is transferable. Art is a language in which moments of joy and 
deep experiences of Being can be transferred to thousands of 
people. Would that not be the case, then art would be without 
purpose and not socially intimate and it would to a large extent 
not be useful, which art really is.

KDJ: Now you have been creating your work for about 50 years. 
Having lived in Vienna I am of the opinion that the Viennese Ac-
tionism was destined to arise there, have you been able to change 
something? Have you in your environment, or perhaps even to a 
larger extent, made a difference? 

HN: Look, a great example for me is Freud. Whether the thera-
peutic success of Freud was really so great is a question I do not 
want and even cannot answer. But he had a great influence on 
our whole culture, even on mythology and theology. Actually, 
he preventively has eliminated dispositions towards the classic 
Freud Neurosis through his educational work. In this sense, he 
was therapeutic in insight therapy and that is for me also the 
case. I do not believe in an improvement of human beings, or an 
improvement of nature. But I think that we can use the condi-
tions that we have better and more intense and that everyone 
by himself, can intensively develop his Being.

SG: Now, from today on, you will live maybe 10 years more…

HN: I would like to live another 10 years. But you have to have 
good partners who can endure that you are not so fast anymore. 
They have to be able to deal with my wisdom, just like with the 
great painters, just like with Titian.
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SG: These last 10 years, what can you still give us as a final acchord?

HN: I would like to make the most beautiful thing I am perhaps 
still able to make. I would like my work to become more colorful 
in every respect, and more undogmatic, unspeakably a message 
of Being. That Being says: “Come to me,” you are created to be 
and experience it. you do not experience it in hell, not in dis-
tress and not in pain, but you experience it in the greatest joy. 
Just look the suffering and the Cross, the tragedy, the tragic and 
death, in the eye. The images of wars and Holocaust unfortu-
nately, that all belongs to Being. I would like to be on the side, 
just because I have intimately and altruistically experienced Be-
ing. In that moment I am then fully there, when I am completely 
in luck, then I do not understand humanity. I do not believe in 
isolation that is so awful now, that people grow up in big cit-
ies. They have lost contact to the whole, they are really isolated. 
They are really narcissistic and have a poor existence. But there 
are also those who can enjoy honestly, in great pleasure there 
are no restrains. Another 10 years? Visions for the future, I am 
not really as interested in them as I am in experiencing the mo-
ment, the now, the experience.

SG: Do you not have the feeling that, for the younger generation, en-
joying honestly moved to the background?

HN: I think this was so at all times. At all times, it has always given 
prophets who preached. He used to be called the Good Lord or 
something like that. There were always those who called for inten-
sity, the essential. Perhaps it was a ridiculous figure, but there were 
always people who have called for such a thing.

KDJ: A few weeks ago you met the two of us for the first time. Can you 
tell us how you experienced that?

30

HN: I had seen your book, Personal Structures: Time · Space · Existence 
with the interview inside that the German art historian conducted 
with me. When I had seen the other interviews in the book, I won-
dered why, like with the other interviews, the two pretty young 
ladies did not come to me, I would have preferred the two of you.

KDJ: But now we are here. What do you think now?

HN: I cannot tell you, this is however not against you; rather 
these are social considerations which I must take. you will write 
it down then and that would not be good. Please do not think 
anything negative at all, and that I am not saying it yet, should 
not limit the intimacy of our cooperation.

SG: But I think we are very open. So, you cannot shock us, whatever 
thoughts you might have, we are simply very interested.

HN: It is only positive. Maybe we come to the moment that I let 
out anyway, but I would like to say that we will not continue this 
direction for now, now it is still a bit early.

Do you see my Italian assistant there; I have known him for a very 
long time. He was such a handsome man. I am not at all homo-
sexual, but I would have liked to be both, and not be oriented in 
one direction only. By the way, sometime, somehow today, I have 
to undress you. I am sorry; are you washed?

KDJ: Yes. It is nice to see that we are coming closer to each other quick-
ly. Why does everyone call you just Nitsch?

HN: I wanted it that way. My wife calls me Nitsch, and all my 
friends say Nitsch to me. I do not want to be called by my first 
name. And I also do not like this kind of intimacy that you tap 
people on the shoulder and say if someone is famous and his 
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name is Joseph, that they say: “Ah, yesterday I had lunch with 
Joseph.” Furthermore, with the name Nitsch I have done some-
thing, there are lots of people called Hermann.

I am Nitsch, but in reference to our conversation, do not think, 
firstly, that I am infallible, and secondly that I have a desire to be 
infallible. We artists would of course like to become famous and 
now that I am 71, and have been an artist for more than 50 years, 
what is important to me is that I can say: “I am capable to do that.” 
It has developed in such a way, that today young people like you 
come to me. Of course that pleases me; it should indeed be like 
that. With regard to this, I have been spoiled my whole life. I was 
known fairly quickly, perhaps notoriously, always polarized and 
always questioned. I believe that my work will never stop to be 
questionable, but I only show the world as she is.

SG: Karlyn and I have talked together a lot about you and your Ak-
tionen and it seems that a lot of people do not understand you, even 
though you explain it often and so clearly that I had thought many 
people should be able to relate to what you say.

HN: you are absolutely right. Bankers, lawyers, and many oth-
ers like that, are often not able to really read my art, and that is 
sad. I can only teach them to a certain extent, and I can teach 
them best through my work itself. I know that perhaps 80% of 
the people, who have kept me alive, in the sense that they buy 
my art, do not understand it.

KDJ: Why is that, do you think?

HN: A very drastic example: there is the Second Viennese School, 
the Schoenberg School. Schoenberg is the one who has deter-
mined the music of the 20th Century. Once there was a day of 
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death, or something like that, of one of the composers of this 
school, Anton Webern, and then the best musicians came to 
 Vienna. He had only written for small ensembles, that is, the best 
soloists were there. Nevertheless, only a few listeners came. The 
work is so great but nonetheless is discarded in the world. It is so 
unbelievable that something may go away empty-handed like 
that. For me it is not considered empty and for the music and for 
those who know, he has been essential and still is essential. Also 
for example, like with Bach, someone who has made the most 
wonderful things, but when his work is played in a concert hall, 
perhaps only 1000 people will and can come, there are soccer 
stadiums that can contain 100,000 people.

SG: Does that hurt you?

HN: Well, an enemy that can not be overcome, one should simply 
join. Of course, these sports fights have also a lot to do with art, 
football is dramatic, and it has a lot to do with drama. Today, sadly 
enough, it is like that, but on the other hand, it is so that we have a 
say in it ourselves as well. This may be something one does perhaps 
not notice, but indirectly we together decide a lot.

KDJ: You will be 72 this year, but you work a lot with young models. 
You told us that we, with 29 and 32, are almost too old. The age dis-
tance between you and your models seems to become bigger. What 
does this mean or say to you?

HN: What shall I say now? Every age can identify itself with the he-
roes of that age, and now today I am an older lover. If I would say 
that I like women, but that I really am not constantly anxious to 
play the bells in some way to impress the women, I would actu-
ally be lying. Now it is so, the young people are easiest to get, the 
older-looking, one will not get. What I do not like is that bourgeois 
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obesity, but one that is reasonable skinny, that pleases me a lot, but 
one does not easily get a model like that. It is just a convenience 
that I just take the people from a student’s repertoire, but other-
wise there generally is no age limit.

KDJ: So there also no limit for the models who are naked?

HN: No. Not at all. In a given case, I would also take those who have 
this bourgeois fat. It is about the human, but then there is of course 
the tradition of art history, with the beautiful bodies of Michelange-
lo. And what always interested me… Why are you laughing, Sarah?

SG: I had to think of Rubens.

HN: Marvelous, marvelous. Without further protest, I would take 
such people. But it is the Christ-ideal of sculpture that is an ideal 
that has very much determined me. A woman with not so strong 
breasts has such a similarity with the body of Christ. Something 
like that interests me in particular. But the beautiful story comes 
through the Passion of Christ, and through Greek sculpture, in that 
tradition I have grown up, that is my cultural environment. Diony-
sus, for example, is not a fat god, such as Bacchus. Dionysus is slim.

KDJ: What do you think about your own body?

HN: Perhaps by a not so happy upbringing, I have not learned to 
love my body. But I am not against my body, I am for the body, 
but I am very much against the exaggeration of the physicality 
in sport. I have forgotten to love my body as it would perhaps be 
nicer, but still loved it enough.

KDJ: Do you love the bodies of other people when you hang them on 
the cross? What does the crucifixion of these bodies mean to you?
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HN: It is an expression of many things. When I go into a museum 
and I see a crucifixion by Titian or Rembrandt there, I would say 
that, that is the human appearance, theatrical, until the tragic, 
until the resurrection. I do not think that the human body is 
more beautiful when it hangs on the cross, but it creates a dra-
matic expressiveness. Although I am not a practicing Christian, 
that tragic has a monstrous adventurous element to me, never-
theless tragedy is always associated with great beauty. That can 
also be seen in art history.

KDJ: Do you believe there is a god?

HN: I do not think that that is the most important question, how-
ever, our own existence, our Being, that is important. That is not 
even a question, but a command. It is the way that we become. 
We should enjoy our lives and in some way do it so intense, that 
you get goose bumps.

KDJ: You seem to be a very intellectually oriented person, but at the 
same time also a very emotional person.

HN: yes, I am very much at the border of the intellect. And pre-
cisely for that reason, because I know I am on the border and 
move at the frontier of science, I am not against emotionality. 
Many are always against the intellect and say that nothing can 
be achieved with the intellect. But I also believe that I am pas-
sionate. In the past I seem to have been much more terrible. And 
now I do not know, but my work has always been a plea for sen-
suality. That is, however, done in such a way, that I always say, 
“sensibility is a mental thing”, it is dealt with by consciousness. 
So, with this platonic thing however, mind separated from body, 
I do not play along with that. This is out of Christianity, that is 
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no longer my world. My work is an apologia for sensuousness. 
We no longer live in the Middle Ages, when the mind was ev-
erything and the body was condemned, and our life was only 
the preparation for the beyond. My life is no preparation for the 
beyond. The beyond is there, when I am intensely present.

KDJ: Do you believe that you are always intensely present?

HN: yes, but of course I must die, but when I look around, when I 
look at the universe, it is always moving, always recurring. Every-
thing that is destroyed comes back. I actually carry the whole uni-
verse really deep into my heart.

KDJ: How do you see your relationship to the universe then, what is 
your position there?

HN: I do not say that quite exuberant, but I say: “I am all that, all 
around, that is all me.” There is identification with the whole and 
that gives me a great sense of happiness. Perhaps we are still on 
our way, but we should all experience this great awareness.

KDJ: Are you yourself still on your way?

HN: I will be my whole life; I will always be on my way, in the infinite 
space of eternity or infinity.

KDJ: You stress the word ‘always’. 

HN: I have had to suffer a lot in my life and do not know how much 
I still have to suffer, but nevertheless I want to experience it again 
and again, because it shows me everything: suffering, death, joy, 
lust. I would say that I regard myself as an intersection where a lot 
of experiences meet and above all as a human subject in which, 
by which, Being is experienced intensely.

36

SG: Do you have the feeling that you have been able to experience 
intensely enough or would you have liked to experience more, do 
more, live more.

HN: That is difficult to answer because I must be satisfied with 
what I have learned.

KDJ: Are you happy?

HN: At the moment, yes. But I am also often very unhappy. To me it al-
ways gets on my nerves when people ask me how I am. The question 
is incredibly hypocrite, for 95% the question is not meant genuinely, 
and people are shocked when you answer the question honestly.

SG: Is there a moment in your life of which you say that you should not 
have done that. Or are you generally satisfied with what you have done?

HN: Recently I have said to myself, I would not have decided oth-
erwise when I would live on, or if everything would be repeated 
again. It is actually so, that I think… Not that I have made the right 
decisions, but I have been pushed into the right decisions.

KDJ: Does that mean that these decisions are not made consciously?

HN: For example: I told you already that I was a bad student. 
I was kicked out of grammar school. In secondary school I was 
then been put in the b-section. I got so angry, that school did not 
really interest me anymore and I despised it. I have always been 
a dreamer. When the teacher was preaching, I was always writ-
ing novels. They were always hero-novels, in which I lived in one 
country for a long time and then became a hero and, of course, 
then I went home to my mother. It is a long story. There is always 
so much energy in people, if we could channel that a little… One 
did not know what to do with me. I have always disappointed my 
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mother very much, but she had always known that I was good at 
drawing. There is a school in Vienna where you can learn graphic 
art, there you had to draw incredibly much and perhaps I learned 
more there than at the Art Academy. 300 children wanted to go 
there and they took only 20 and I had the good fortune to be 
among those 20. I was pushed into that, it did not depend at all 
on my own will. That is what I mean; it was the greatest luck in my 
life. The teachers encouraged my love for the old masters. That is 
what I mean, certain decisions one cannot make oneself.

KDJ: With your hero-novels you always lived in a dream world. How 
did you get into reality?

HN: Maybe I am still not there. But it is like that, what is real? 
Probably the world, of which I have told you, is the reality. The 
banking crises are not realities, because they only give an illusory 
world. The illusory world suddenly shows holes. In addition, that 
what we call reality, I would say, I do not recognize that as reality. 
That is the black reality. I often ask young people what they study, 
science or economics. Then there are always these cheaters who 
try to imitate something they themselves cannot understand. In 
that way we will all slip into a terrible imaginary world and forget 
that we exist at all, even though that is the most important thing. 
Zen Buddhism has very much dealt with this matter. So it is with 
Being, we are in the middle of it and do not see it.

SG: How can you help someone to see that, do you have the feeling 
that you can do that through your art?

HN: yes, indeed, with my art and in the past for example, through 
the endless sitting at heurigen, with wine, with good friends. I have 
had wonderful conversations there. I learned more at the heurigen 
than in lecture halls.
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KDJ: At heurigen there is often a lot of alcohol involved. How does that 
relate to wanting to create a conscious life? 

HN: First of all, we humans are to some extent depending on 
drugs. Of course, who can do without drugs, that is wonderful. 
Alcohol, you have to be able to handle it, it can ruin you, but 
there is also a drinking technique through which you can handle 
the alcohol. For example: you can drink every other day. Asians 
for example, have other drugs. Also the Greek philosophers al-
ways drank a lot. In Taoism there is a sect, who have only been 
drinking and singing and they were very happy. But, I will not be 
an apologia of wine, and so far I have not exaggerated it.

SG: I have read something about excesses, were these excesses created 
by intense Being? Or did they develop earlier on also through the use 
of alcohol or other drugs?

HN: Look, existence or orgies are of course, to some degree almost 
synthetic concepts, a vision however that can come close to it. It 
is there as a vision and as a wonderful idea, as an excess in certain 
cases, it is always possible, and perhaps even necessary.

SG: Why necessary?

HN: We need it for our blood circulation. Today they all go to this 
wellness centers and things like that. I do believe that it is impor-
tant to purify ourselves, and by that to be able to live intensely, by 
which intense life cannot be captured in a textbook.

KDJ: Nitsch, you just spoke of a drinking technique. Is there also such a 
thing as a technique to live?

HN: Maybe not a technique, but there sure is a way. I try to live 
intensely. I try not to be lazy. Lazy means going on holidays, skiing. 
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Real pleasure is extremely determined, pleasure is not only relax-
ing, pleasure is a large and deep probation.

SG: When we talk with you like this, you seem to be a very gentle man 
who is very aware of his life, but I have also read that you like conflicts, 
how do you connect these two contrasts?

HN: The world is movement, by the Greeks this was called panta 
rei, everything flows. As I already said, everything returns. At this 
moment everything is green again where I live and I think here 
in Naples too, and that is all fight and movement. I am a dra-
matist, and drama is actually the struggle for Being. Taking part 
in this eternal life, the life which caries all joy and the possibil-
ity of experiencing that joy is a fight. And now something very 
important, time, time does not exist at all. There is only space 
of eternity, and in that space of eternity, beginning and end 
are both given. We can never think differently than that a day 
is over when the sun goes down, we eat when we are hungry, 
everything with a beginning and an end in the temporality of 
our lives. you are born and disappear and that is something that 
you are not always so aware of. There would only be time when 
something begins, arises and passes away again. Now it is so, it 
is the truth of reality, this permanent flow, panta rei, there is no 
beginning and no end.

In the great Asian religions and also in Christian mysticism there 
are also no beginning and no end. And even the so-called God, 
he is without beginning or end, and cannot house time in him. 
Now, if I believe in it, that movement and fight are permanent, 
and then I know I will not pass away, I have always been and al-
ways will be. Look, you know your parents, your grandparents and 
perhaps their parents, but then at a certain moment it stops, but 
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that does not mean that there was nothing before that. We always 
talk about life after death, but what about life before death. 

There is only movement, and not a real beginning. The real be-
ginning some say, was perhaps in the Big Bang, but probably the 
Big Bang was not even the beginning because we know that there 
must have been many. Cosmology also believes that cosmoses ex-
ist side by side. I say, movement is the greatest thing and that is my 
answer to the fight. Without struggle, you will not get there, you 
will not manage. I am very much against wars, but war is then also 
more than a struggle, that is a terrible machine to mass destroy.

KDJ: How do you see your own life in relation to this movement, fol-
lowing up from existing individuals?

HN: I am a great admirer of Nietzsche; he said incredible things, for 
example: “I was really everything, I was Alexander the Great, I was 
Cesar, I was Christ… Or Napoleon.” I also believe that I have been 
everything, and that I will be all that will ever be. This is perhaps an 
extension of the idea of reincarnation that the Buddhists and Hin-
du have, but my thought is much bigger. Since it is already about a 
Pan-awareness. I am also you now.

KDJ: How do you see this connection when you say: “I am you”? 

HN: In literature apparently, there seems to be a recognizable de-
velopment towards the subject in nature. This is already given in 
the lowest living beings. It already starts with plants; that a plant 
is on its way in the direction of a subjective perception. Then 
next are animals, and then people. According to me, God is the 
absolute subject. From there we are coming closer again to the 
first question. We are of course all related to this absolute subject 
and therefore in the great idea of love, it comes down to subjects 
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that dissolve into each other, in the mystical God. I would say, 
there are profound reasons of Being. Of course, there is also Be-
ing in which we are all connected with each other forever. That is 
the Christian idea, the Last Supper and love and the attempt to 
cancel and overcome the subject into the art of the higher sub-
ject. There is a man whom I admire very much and also of which I 
have learned a lot that is the C.G. Jung. He has spoken of a devel-
opment process, in which I become myself. The I is the temporal. 
The self is shown as subject, based on the whole.

KDJ: Do you see yourself as the center?

HN: Inevitably, my psychophysical structure… Even though I know 
there are other centers, perhaps centers that are superior to me, 
but I am like that. But inevitably I see myself as a subject.

KDJ: How do you see that in your Aktion, do you feel close connected 
with the spectators in all your Aktionen?

HN: yes. I feel connected. I wish that we will all be one.

KDJ: When I hang blindfolded on the cross, should I then feel connect-
ed with all these other people who are watching me?

HN: you do not have to do anything. you feel what you want, what 
you perceive. The rules need to be followed however, unfortu-
nately. Look, if you play a part in a theater, you cannot suddenly 
say something else. you have a role, you have a function, and cer-
tain actions need to be implemented.

KDJ: How do you see your function or position in your theater?

HN: I think, I have renewed theater as such a lot and fortunately 
there are several people who understand me.
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SG: What will the next days, the preparations for the Aktion, be like?

HN: you have to get more and more involved in the process. 
Once I will really have to see you naked, so I know how the two 
of you look. And then, on Sunday we will first have about five 
hours in the museum. Then you will be carried to the top of the 
mountain. Unfortunately, because of censorship, you will have 
to wear this dress, this painting shirt called Malhemd. Then you 
can partly stand and partly lie, but I still have to think about how 
exactly I will do it. Then you will get blood and slime in your 
mouth again. Then you will be carried up the hill and there you 
will be naked again. At the top, under the monastery, something 
will still be happening. And then there will be lots of food and 
drink. Roughly, that is what will happen. On the tables are ob-
jects, fruit and large fish. But I will not do anything you do not 
previously know, and we will rehearse it, too.

KDJ: Shall we stay here at the museum the next days, ready for you?

HN: As you like. Look, if I really cannot talk with you, then I will tell 
you. We can also talk about nonsense; we do not always need to 
cite God and the world. I much prefer quite banal conversations 
sometimes, so after work, I prefer them over conversations that 
are about the great crisis with intellectuals who want to have 
everything better and know everything better.

KDJ: Is the intellectual challenge, not also something you need?

HN: It does not exist. It is just a cataloging of stupidity that is not an 
intellectual challenge. I never really played along when the intel-
lectuals have somehow played together.
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KDJ: Nitsch, we have heard that there is a waiting list for the actors, 
why did you choose us?

HN: I have not chosen you, you have been announced to me, 
and I approved afterwards, because I was expecting a certain 
intellectuality of you, or at least that we can talk about certain 
things. Well, and then you came to my house in Prinzendorf, 
there had already been a lot of noise about the two of you of 
course; everybody somehow knew I wanted you.

KDJ: What is normally your relationship with your actors?

HN: It is always only just friendship, I have many actors who have 
participated many times. I am not telling this to make propa-
ganda for my work, but there are many who have told me that it 
was the most intense experience of their lives.

KDJ: Have they told you why they felt like that?

HN: I would say it is evident, because they were so impressed by 
the sensual experience of it. Also from being naked, when the 
meat falls on top of you and everything you see and hear. This 
then really goes, as I say, “under your skin.”

KDJ: Sunday is your 130th Aktion. How do you experience your Ak-
tionen yourself, since you have already created so many?

HN: In between it is wonderful as life itself, and in between things 
sometimes do not work, but people should not notice that, be-
cause then it is terrible. But in between, it is quite fantastic.

KDJ: What is for you so fantastic about it?
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HN: Now again I compare it to when I hear a Passion by Bach. If 
everything is right and when you are being carried away, I would 
say that this art is existentially powerful. I wish that as well for 
my art, that it can carry.

KDJ: What do you wish from your Aktion this Sunday?

HN: That I can win my audience for the idea, and that I can make 
new friends again.

KDJ: Would you like a friendship with us?

HN: Otherwise I would not be sitting here, and if I do not get it, 
I cannot even ask for it.

KDJ: What does friendship mean to you and what do you hope from 
a friendship?

HN: Many things, but above all that we can celebrate together.

KDJ: But that does not mean only the positive moments, does it?

HN: No. There is a beautiful expression in literature: festivities of 
life. I do indeed believe in these festivities of life. I would like to 
celebrate my life and that of my friends, to make life a festivity. 
My Orgien Mysterien Theater is actually a large-scale celebration, 
especially as I would like to realize it in Prinzendorf.

KDJ: What does it mean for you to celebrate your Aktion in Naples 
this time?

HN: I have some friends here and feel very much at home. The Ital-
ians are very sensible people, we, from Austria, have a baroque 
tradition in common. Naples even was a few years very close with 
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Austria. The Italians in generally, and especially many people here, 
understand me. I have always believed that the Americans under-
stood me best, but the Italians understand me even more.

SG: Where does this sensuality in you come from?

HN: Nature, like with all people in general it is nature which re-
veals itself and which wants to experience itself, nature experi-
encing itself through the senses. The eye is a sense, the ear is a 
sense, smelling, tasting, touching…

SG: Do you have a certain sense that is very strong?

HN: Perhaps hearing, music, but the senses all join together, 
and I would like to make anyone more conscious about each 
and all of them.
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Day 2   18 May 2010   Karlyn De Jongh

On this second day, the Dutch artist, Sarah and I even had time 
for a coffee on our way to the museum. It was a sunny day again, 
the same traffic in the streets and again the amazing feeling of 
walking hand-in-hand with Sarah into our new adventures. I felt 
good this day. The running had done me well and I felt prepared: 
I did not have any hairs on my legs anymore, I was ready to get 
naked. When we arrived at the museum, Nitsch was not there 
yet. So, we waited outside on the museum terrace. Sarah and I 
spoke into our voice recorders to capture as much as possible 
from what had happened the day before. 

After some time, the door opened, I looked up and saw Nitsch. 
Immediately he said, “Let’s get naked.” I was pleasantly surprised 
by his direct approach. I had not expected he would be so straight-
forward about it. This was also a moment of judgment, at least 
I felt it like that. Would Nitsch like my body? The worries disap-
peared quickly. They seemed gone before I reached Nitsch to kiss 
him good morning. Nitsch made the impression he wanted to get 
it over with and after receiving his kisses, he turned around and 
walked back into the museum. Sarah and I followed him. Appar-
ently, he wanted to do it somewhere inside there. 

It was loud inside, there were people working. They were making 
more tables and some sort of giant canvas. I was not sure where 
we were going. I imagined, he wanted to do it in a more private 
area, so that we would be alone and that we could have sex af-

49



terwards, without anybody knowing. Nitsch looked us straight 
in the face. We spoke about the blood and the slime, which we 
would get served during the Aktion. Nitsch assured us not to 
worry, “The slime is nothing toxic.” He also told us, that we did not 
have to drink the blood. I did not like the blood, or so I assumed, 
because every time I thought about the moment I would get 
served the blood, I nearly had to vomit. Now I felt more relaxed 
about hanging on the cross, getting the blood, but its smell and 
the smell of the intestines, were still troubling me. I had tasted 
my own blood and that of others, but not to this extend. Now I 
would be getting big amounts; Nitsch had ordered 300 liters of 
blood. I did not know how many passive actors there would be, 
but a large part of the blood would be for me. We stopped at a 
table, it was made of wood and had a beautiful, white, immacu-
late surface. No private place, it was here that we had to undress, 
in the center of the museum space. Standing next to the table 
Nitsch clarified that we had to lie down on it. 

“Who wants to go first?” I did not want to take a passive attitude 
and offered myself. I also just wanted to have it over with. I did 
not know what to expect, Nitsch had not said anything except 
for the fact that he wanted to see us naked. I was still a little bit 
insecure about my body, but there was nothing I could do about 
it anymore, nothing to be changed, this was it. This was every-
thing I could offer Nitsch. If he did not like it, then that would 
be my bad luck. Sarah helped me out of my dress and I took off 
my shoes, my bra and my thong. Now I was standing naked in 
front of Nitsch. He asked me to lie on the table, which I did. I felt 
uncomfortable, not knowing what was about to happen. I had 
fantasized about being naked in a crowd, in a public place, mak-
ing myself come. I had fantasized about that plenty of times, but 
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this time it was nothing sexy, nothing erotic, nothing at all like I 
had imagined. It was light in the space and I hoped Nitsch would 
not see my fat bottom. I had to sit on the table first, before lying 
down. I squeezed my bottom not to touch his immaculate table 
with my wet pussy. The table was so bright, so white, so fresh 
and new, that I did not want to leave a mark on it. I positioned 
myself in the center of the table, in an uncomfortable way. Two 
assistants came with a wooden stick that reminded me of some-
thing I had seen in Nitsch’s videos. They asked me to position my 
hands on the stick and they pulled me up. It was uncomfortable, 
especially because I was paying attention not to look too fat, 
keeping my belly pulled in. It did not feel well. There I was, in 
this 45° angle, hanging in a way that I imagined could not look 
any good. I wondered what my breasts would look like, whether 
they would be okay. Nitsch said nothing at all. 

They pulled the stick up higher. This was fantastic! I looked straight 
ahead and felt power coming into my body. I felt very strong.    I 
could see through the space, through the window, over the mu-
seum terrace to the Vesuvius and the city of Naples. It felt spacious 
and light. I noticed that I was being photographed. The Dutch art-
ist was taking pictures from the top of the staircase and another 
man was filming me, circling around, observing me from every 
corner with his camera. Although I was being controlled over, I felt 
completely in control over the situation. It felt amazing, free, the 
sun on my breasts, my nipples were getting hard and my complete 
body had the sensation of being naked. An incredible desire over-
came me. I was sucking up every moment of it. I was feeling the 
space. Everybody was able to see me there. The feeling of the sur-
face of my skin, it was incredibly sensitive. It was as if I was being 
touched by the space. It was so powerful, that I experienced it as 
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a very long moment. My thoughts were interrupted when Nitsch 
said that it was enough. I could have stayed there forever, but the 
two assistants moved me back down and let me go. 

Now I was lying on my back again. When I got off the table, Sarah 
handed over my clothes and helped me in my dress. Now she got 
undressed. I helped her out of her clothes; it was a very warm mo-
ment: we were doing this together; together, we were stepping 
over our fears. She looked beautiful, Sarah, very sexy, with her wild 
hair. I still could not imagine that I may have looked nice, but Sarah 
looked amazing, very beautiful, erotic, sexy and wild. It was only 
a very short moment that she was lying there on the table. It was 
over in a split second, or at least: so it seemed. When Sarah got off 
the table, I asked Nitsch what he thought about our bodies now he 
had seen us naked. “you do not have boring bodies.” 

Nitsch wanted to sit down and there was one chair in the center 
of the room. Sarah and I kneeled next to him, it felt close. Again 
Nitsch took time to speak with us. He seemed happy and the con-
versation went really well. Also the flow between Sarah and my-
self went well. It was noisy in this space, they were building a large 
wall behind us, using an electric saw, screwing and hammering. 
Nitsch seemed happy to be sitting down there and looked as if he 
did not want to move, and we did not propose to sit somewhere 
else. I was also happy to be where I was, today Nitsch seemed 
more open towards us. I do not know the reason, but it just felt 
better than yesterday. It was also easier for me to be more open 
and I told Nitsch about the sexual excitement that I had felt in 
the days before and that I was still feeling that, even at this very 
moment sitting there with him. Although Nitsch was visually not 
sexually attractive for me, I was aroused by his presence. 
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Nitsch looked sweet and he seemed to enjoy being there with 
Sarah and me. At a certain point, we looked each other straight 
in the eyes, we had been doing that more often, but this time 
it took longer. It was fantastic to see the sparkle in his eyes and 
I felt myself growing stronger. When I smiled, he turned his 
head away from me. An assistant interrupted the conversation 
to tell Nitsch about the shirts, Malhemden, that had arrived and 
he wanted us to test them. There were plenty of these shirts in 
two different types of fabric and they were of different length as 
well. I tried one on, it felt incredibly unsexy. I spread my arms, I 
felt like an angel, in an unusual way. Sarah and I found a cotton 
one that fitted and I was happy with the natural fabric. When 
Sarah left to get stickers with our name on it, I spoke with Nitsch. 
He wanted to know about the books that I read. I told him and 
he replied by saying that he once met the philosopher Gadamer 
and had gone out with him for drinks. I realized that in a few 
years I would be talking like that to another person about my 
own experiences with Hermann Nitsch. 

When Sarah returned, Nitsch told us he wanted to go for lunch 
and have a bit of a break. He promised us that in the afternoon, 
we would listen to music together. We had spoken about it during 
the interview and he wanted to show us. But first Sarah and I had 
coffee at Piazza Dante, in the same café like yesterday, because 
with all the hectic on the streets, we needed a quiet place to re-
lax. The place upstairs in the café was a relief in this busy city. We 
spoke about the television people that were about to arrive the 
next day and would film Sarah and me creating our project. I was 
quite tense about it; there were still several things Sarah and I had 
to improve about ourselves in order to be ready for it. 
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Back at the museum, Nitsch was sitting at what appeared to be 
his favorite spot, close to the window and entrance door. We 
joined him there, but he immediately called for an assistant who 
brought us upstairs to an apartment. Nitsch arrived a few sec-
onds later with the elevator. The apartment had a beautiful large 
work by Nitsch hanging on the wall next to the music installa-
tion. We had to take a seat in front of the stereo. It was nice to be 
with Nitsch again. I had even missed him in this little time that 
we had been gone and appreciated that he had kept his promise 
to be listening to music with us. It took some time before every-
thing was ready. The volume was set at 70 and a wall of music 
came through the speakers. It was loud, very loud.

I looked at Nitsch, who seemed to be listening to the music, and 
I decided to focus on it as well. The music was not my taste, but 
it was powerful and the loudness was so overwhelming that 
the music surrounded me like a blanket. I closed my eyes and 
listened to it. Suddenly, Sarah was trembling. I put my arms 
around her and held her tight, stroking her back. I wanted to be 
there for her, to comfort her, especially with the high tones she 
was shaking. While I was holding Sarah, I looked at Nitsch, he 
was leaning forward. At first I thought he was very concentrated 
on the music, but now it became clear to me that he was falling 
asleep. It was amazing, he was dozing off with the music at level 
70. I enjoyed observing him, the way his head was tilting down-
wards. It was beautiful to see and I admired that he was able to 
show himself in that way. He did not care what we were thinking 
about him. I focused on the music again. I imagined how power-
ful it must be during the Aktion, when you cannot see anything. 
After we listened to three quarters of the piece, Nitsch wanted 
to go downstairs again. I think he needed to continue with the 
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preparations for the event. I was happy that, again, we had 
spent so much time with him. Together with Nitsch, we took the 
elevator. When Nitsch went back to his chair, we went outside to 
capture the moment in our voice recorders. 

I thought about what Nitsch had said the day before, about 
friendship, and wondered about whether Sarah and I would be 
able to develop a friendship with him. At a certain moment, we 
were asked to come inside. Nitsch was sitting on a chair on his 
favorite spot and another passive actor was also there. We had to 
put on our Malhemden again. I put it on over the dress that I was 
wearing and took off my shoes. It must have looked ridiculous, at 
least so it felt to me. Then I saw three crosses lying in a row on the 
floor. Nitsch asked us to lie on one of them. It felt incredible. Only 
for a moment I thought about the story of Jesus Christ, about the 
Passion and the Stations of the Cross. I also wondered whether 
this was the feeling that you experience when you are dying and 
I thought about the suicide wishes that I had had. I wondered 
whether this would be what it is like to actually jump and experi-
ence the last moment before you die. My life is too interesting 
at the moment, so I quickly left these thoughts, and just tried to 
experience this moment to the fullest. 

I never imagined it would be a liberating feeling to be on the 
cross, but it was. It was nothing silly at all, nothing kitschy, it did 
not even feel like theater. We were making the preparations for 
Nitsch’s Orgien Mysterien Theater, but it felt real to me, it felt erotic 
and free. I felt the complete surface of my backside lying on the 
cross. I heard voices, but could not hear what they were saying. 
I tried to look up, to see what was going on and what happened 
with Sarah. They had bound me, so I could not move any further. 
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I saw Sarah lying close to me and I decided to just look straight 
ahead at the ceiling. I felt my freedom. I felt alive. Footsteps were 
coming in my direction, the Austrian assistant and the Dutch art-
ist were coming towards me. They lifted me up from one side and 
positioned me vertically. It felt incredible. The air zoomed around 
my body, it was such an amazing feeling, I have no words to de-
scribe it. I looked straight ahead, full of power. There was Nitsch, I 
looked him straight in the eyes. Even though I was bound to the 
cross, I felt as if I had control over him. He said something which 
I could not hear. I was in the moment, it was my moment. I real-
ized it was like my fantasy, but I did not want to fantasize at this 
moment. I did not want to think about being licked or being pen-
etrated there on the cross. I wanted to be in the moment and feel 
everything around me, and I felt it, I felt the liberation. I looked 
outside through the museum’s window, over the city, the Vesu-
vius. It was powerful. I think I was breathing heavily, opening my 
mouth to suck in all the air. It took forever. Then I was placed on 
the floor again, which felt very low, as if I was lying under it. It felt 
very, very deep, almost as being buried into the floor. They lifted 
me up again, this time horizontally. I felt submissive and domi-
nant at the same time. I felt like a queen on the cross. I felt full of 
power, full of energy. There was no real sexual activity, but I was 
living my fantasy very intensely. 

They placed me back on the floor, quite close to Nitsch. Some-
one came with a small piece of wood. Apparently, they mea-
sured my length and made the cross custom to my body. They 
marked the position of where the piece of wood would come. 
This was now my cross, my moment, my death, I could have laid 
there forever. I did not want it to end. What I wanted was that 
somebody would come to lift up my Malhemd, rip of my under-
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pants and start licking me, start fucking me, to take me while 
I was lying there, not being able to move. He would just do it, 
and shoot me full with his sperm. I was still very much in my 
own world. Nitsch was looking at me. I do not remember what 
happened next, but some time later we were finished. They put 
a sticker with my name on the cross, it had become, my cross.

I think we stayed in the museum for a little while longer and then 
went home. Sarah and I went running. The running did not go as 
well as the previous day, this time the exhaust fumes were heavy 
on my lungs and I thought I would live a few days less because of it. 
But I was happy to be here in Naples and experience this week with 
Nitsch. It was a once in a lifetime opportunity. After running, we 
had dinner in a restaurant and spoke about the television people 
that would arrive the next day. After some time we went home and 
met our new flat mates. I masturbated twice. I needed to relieve 
myself and get rid of the sexual tension. I fantasized about the Ak-
tion again and imagined myself back on the cross. After my expe-
riences of the day, the sensation was different than the previous 
times. I thought about what I had felt that afternoon and imagined 
being taken by a group of men, one after the other. I was in the 
vineyard again, full of cum, this time with a dozen of women licking 
my pussy clean, including Sarah. When they were done, I mastur-
bated while looking Nitsch straight in the eyes. I came so intensely 
that I screamed all over the place and everybody looked in my di-
rection to see what was happening. Although I was exhausted, I 
did not get much sleep that night.
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Day 2   18 May 2010             Sarah golD

Today it was again quite cold, especially for this time of year, but 
it felt warm walking hand in hand with Karlyn to the museum. We 
even had time to stop at a charming little coffee shop where you 
could drink your coffee standing at the bar. The owner seemed 
to be pleased that two young women, who clearly were not from 
around there, were in his bar. We each drank a cappuccino and 
after that, I had a double espresso to wake up completely. When 
we arrived at the museum, Nitsch was already there and said 
“Let’s get it over with, let’s get naked.”

Karlyn was the first to undress and she lay down on one of the ta-
bles. I think there were about eight of them standing in the space. 
Two big plywood walls had been erected, which were covered 
with white cloth. Now the floor was covered with this tough plas-
tic, still reminding me of a mass murderer. I caught myself think-
ing about this and said to myself: “What a nonsense.” 

After Nitsch was ‘finished’ with Karlyn, it was my turn. Many peo-
ple were walking around minding their own business, screwing 
and hammering away, making crosses and stretchers. I got na-
ked and laid down on the table. For some reason I was not that 
uncomfortable anymore. I just got undressed. When you are go-
ing to the beach people see you as well, basically everything. So, 
what was the big deal? I have had sex with so many people and 
I know that my body is quite average. I got a round wooden bar 
which I had to hold on to with my hands. I got pulled up by two 
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people, who were holding the bar on each side until I sat straight 
up, legs flat on the table, in a 90° position. I caught myself think-
ing again: “I hope my belly does not show too many rolls.” Nitsch 
told me, that in this position I would get blood poured into my 
mouth during the Aktion. I remember well how he was looking, 
seemingly enjoying what he was seeing. I looked straight back at 
him, feeling happy because he seemed content. 

After this moment of intimacy it was very comforting to sit down 
with Nitsch and Karlyn in the space. Workmen were still hammer-
ing and drilling. We did another interview and our conversation 
came naturally. But as there were so many acoustic distractions, 
it was difficult for me to hear Nitsch well and to react properly 
upon the answers he was giving. I was really trying to understand 
Nitsch; I tried to see him as a person, not worshipping him be-
cause he is a well-known artist. The human being is, what I want-
ed to get. And because it seemed unjust to only ask, I also told 
him when the topic of the conversation fitted about my life, for 
instance about the different sexual experiences I had and how in-
teresting it is to discover humans so personal, in their pure core of 
being. After nearly two hours Nitsch told us with a smile, which he 
had with us most of the time anyway, that our conversations felt 
to him like psychoanalysis. He seemed to like it and said that he 
was looking forward to continue our communication. 

For now we said goodbye and thanked Nitsch properly. Karlyn 
and I walked down to Piazza Dante, where Dante was still looking 
at me. We went to the same coffee bar where you could sit qui-
etly on the second floor, overlooking the piazza. We checked our 
voice recorders and our recordings were sounding horrendously 
bad: you could hardly hear Nitsch. you could hear the drilling 
and all the noise in the background much better than the words 
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which had been spoken. I was shaking, this was not good at all. It 
had been such a nice interview, it had felt so right and because of 
the wrong environment I thought that we could have lost all the 
spoken words of the many moments, because of bad organiza-
tion. I should have realized that the surrounding was not good 
for recording and done something about it.

Still being angry with myself and feeling all kinds of different anx-
ieties, we walked up to the museum. Just before arriving,  Karlyn 
asked me if I was OK and I just bursted into tears. I felt the tension 
which had been building up for a long period, while also for days 
now having this fast heartbeat. I think a combination of factors 
was causing this, but it was mainly because I and the Dutch artist 
were getting closer to Karlyn. It was unusual but it felt good and 
in the end it is better to be mature about these things; life is al-
ways changing and the stronger you are the better you can deal 
with life and the more interesting your life can be. 

Standing in the alleyway before reaching the museum, I remem-
ber that Karlyn reacted very nicely to my sudden outburst, by 
holding me tight in her arms, comforting me. After some minutes 
of crying in Karlyn’s arms I felt relieved. I pulled myself together 
again and we walked to the museum. Nitsch had invited Karlyn 
and me to listen together with him to the music he had com-
posed. Maybe he had done this because he wanted to share his 
life and passions with us, music being one of them.

On the second floor of the museum there was an apartment where 
Nitsch was staying; it even had a sign with his name on the door. 
The living-room had a huge window and the view was amazing: 
the Vesuvius, Naples and the sea. What a mighty view. 
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The Italian assistant of Nitsch did put a CD in the player. The mu-
sic started softly and slowly, it was called the Ninth Symphony 
- the Egyptian. Apparently Nitsch had composed it when being 
in Egypt. We were sitting next to each other on he three chairs, 
facing the small CD player. The music started with flutes and 
immediately cought me. It was amazing how my body reacted. 
I started to shake and I searched the closeness of Karlyn. My 
heart was beating so hard, nearly jumping out of my chest. I felt 
that the music was taking control over me, tying me tighter and 
tighter and I was holding on to Karlyn for support. She reacted 
very sweet and I realized that she cared for me, it was a beautiful 
moment. The long-term assistant of Nitsch was walking around, I 
think he was smoking a joint, he took off his shoes and laid down 
on a little couch. Nitsch, Karlyn and I were sitting on the chairs in 
front of the stereo, the volume was now on 70, it was very loud, 
the sound-waves hitting my ears, hitting my eardrums and at 
the very same time Nitsch was dozing away. He held the remote 
control in his hands and I witnessed that he totally relaxed and it 
looked to me as if he was actually falling asleep.

At one point his glasses slided off his face and onto the floor and 
I was afraid that he would drop the remote control which he was 
holding in his hands. I picked up his glasses and took the remote 
control out of his hands and put them on the table. Then the very 
loud experimental music, became very high-pitched and I burst 
into tears. I could not hold myself; it was too much for my ears, my 
emotions, and my physical state. I hardly had slept and it had been 
a very busy period in my life. I felt the pressure on me and now 
sitting in front of his small little stereo, opening up to Nitsch and 
Karlyn, to my thoughts and emotions, the music took over. I was 
feeling more and more ecstatic as the music kept going on. I start-
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ed to feel horny and I would have loved to make myself come at the 
spot, but I felt that would not be appropriate. Also getting up and 
going to the toilet to make myself come, to give myself an orgasm 
to calm myself down, I felt I should not do. We listened to the mu-
sic for more than an hour and I was totally exhausted afterwards. 
I remember coming outside and speaking into my voice recorder, 
unable to controll my emotions, because this was new for me. 

Nitsch had told us at the very start of our Art Project that he is not 
almighty and that he does not know everything. He had broken 
new ground by trying to open up cultural restrictions at a very 
young age in the 1960s in Austria, I had noticed that sexuality for 
him seemed to be not such an easy topic. I had the feeling that 
he had not really achieved this freedom of expression, of living it 
for himself. It was fascinating to observe this and it showed me 
how difficult it is, to be really honest, to be really open. 

Most of the times I am pretty rational, so, I was amazed by the 
impact the music had made on me. It might have been a combi-
nation of little sleep and high tension, but also the awareness of 
sitting there between Nitsch and Karlyn. Karlyn, who I hope to 
know until the day I die. Being aware that Nitsch was sitting next 
to me, the buttons on his shirt under tension, I was scared his 
heart would not be able to beat enough to keep his body going. 
I felt very intense, this awareness of the moment sitting there 
with a man who had dedicated his life to his art, being a Gesa-
mmt Kunstwerk himself, dedicating his life to show Sinnlichkeit, 
to make us aware of our existence, Dasein. To show that we have 
to live life to the maximum, also by being aware of our senses, 
and this sound experience was just amazing. It blew me away, 
my whole body reacted physically and also mentally I could not 
control myself and it was amazing being there listening to this 
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music which was totally wild and experimental, not at all in the 
way when you hear the word symphony. I had been thinking of 
‘normal’ classical music. It is also the fact that I started to feel so 
horny after having all these emotions, wanting to touch myself 
and make myself come so badly, but not having the courage to 
actually do it. you know, especially when you are with Nitsch, 
you should let yourself go. All is natural, you should not worry 
about how many kilos you are, or how your pussy looks, if your 
lips are too big, your breasts are too small. Although it is not 
simple, you should let go, and act according your own morali-
ties, following your own judgments. 

Now, back with Nitsch and Karlyn in the main space of the mu-
seum, he still had to do our ‘cross fitting’. It turned out to be ly-
ing on a stretcher with one piece of wood put across, making it 
a cross shape. During the Aktion we would be setup straight into 
a ‘crucified’ position, and because we luckily would not be nailed 
through the wrists, they would place a 3 cm wooden strip under 
our feet, like a little resting place for your feet. They measured 
where to put my wooden strip according to my length. It all felt 
a little unusual to me, because still, although I am not religious, I 
had to think of Jesus Christ, I imagined how in the story, Jesus was 
nailed to the cross; he and others did not get a ‘fitting’ cross, they 
were just crucified and left to die. It was good to know that this 
was not our destiny. I knew that we would survive. Nobody meant 
to harm us in any way or do permanent physical or mental dam-
age. Therefore my first ‘cross fitting’ felt quite comfortable.

We walked back to the apartment and then Karlyn and I went jog-
ging. Separate from each other we ran down the very long ‘Corso 
Vittorio Emanuele II’ and we met at the bottom. I think, that this 
run has cost me at least a week of my life, because the fumes are 

64

horrendous in Naples, and that might be the reason why you do 
not see anybody running there. I was wondering what the average 
age is of people in Naples. I wanted to go running, trying to shape 
my body before getting naked in front of hundreds of people and 
being filmed for television and also for the Nitsch documentary. 
I hoped that these films will not haunt me for the rest of my life. 

At night, Karlyn and I looked at the photos that the Dutch artist had 
made of us, in order to show us how we look when we are naked. It 
looked OK and I got a little bit more comfortable. This Tuesday, May 
18 had been another cold day in Naples, another step in my growth 
as a human, of getting more close to Nitsch and Karlyn. 
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Day 2   18 May 2010    herMann nITSCh

Karlyn De Jongh: When Sarah and I will be hanging blindfolded on 
the cross this coming Sunday, we will get served blood and slime. 
The slime that you use, what is it made of?

Hermann Nitsch: It is nothing poisonous. Slime can also be made 
out of flour, and that is the basis for me.

Sarah Gold: Somebody told us that we should not actually drink the blood?

HN: I do not really care, we have enough blood.

KDJ: What were you paying special attention to, when we held up our 
arms at our first rehearsal?

HN: This sequence will, in any case, be in the Aktion, that two actors 
will lift you up like that. Also then you will get blood and slime in 
your mouth. I especially looked at your upper body. Often they are 
quite boring, but both of you have very nice upper bodies. your 
upper bodies are like in the Passion of Christ. The English painter 
Lucian Freud also shows that in wonderful pictures. Not as with 
 Rubens. I was fascinated by it, whether people really looked like 
that in the time of Rubens or whether it was only an ideal.

SG: In my opinion, it is also a sign of wealth, that if you were able to 
feed yourself very well, you were a bit more round.

HN: yes, and from the inside they were also beautiful. The fat 
ones have been regarded as rich and healthy. Where that is also 
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wonderful to see, is with these sumo wrestlers from Japan. That 
seems to be the ideal for the women over there. And they die 
soon, because they are so fat, they eat themselves to death. The 
women then inherit, and these wrestlers are often quite rich, 
women love them.

KDJ: Nitsch, yesterday you spoke about a Pan-eroticism. What does 
this mean to you? And what does, what we have just done, mean to a 
relation, the undressing, the seeing us naked?

HN: I would say, simply because the two of you are so attractive, 
it is special, but otherwise it would be more like someone who 
goes to the doctor.

KDJ: For me it has something erotic to undress myself like that, with all 
these people around.

HN: yes, with these people, I did not want to do it with them around, 
but we are here to work. Actually, I wanted to send everybody away. 
But that would not have made any sense, because in a few days 
there are many more people present. As to your bodies; in gener-
al I would say that shape, this specific language in art, is an erotic 
language. And that is also what I understand under Pan-erotic. 
Everything that is beautiful, including your bodies, has to do with 
eroticism. And then there also is what we have already discussed 
yesterday, the beauty of the tragic, that is also a very erotic thing.

KDJ: Do you see your life as something tragic?

HN: Inevitably, because I must die. I would say that life, Being 
comes down to tragic. And I would say that the overcoming of 
the tragic is religion, as in the church, that everything is always 
repeated again. Not to the same degree, but simply slightly dif-
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ferent, just like the leaves and fruits are different from season to 
season. It is a permanent repetition.

SG: Is there for you a situation that is ultimate? That is perfect? If that 
would at all be possible?

HN: No, you can only come very close to perfection. Look, what ever 
I say, that does not mean that it is like that, it only means that I see it 
like that, I take no claim to objectivity. Others can do that. I cannot do 
that and I do not want to do that, I want to have the color.

SG: What situation would then be a near-perfect situation for you, for 
your own life?

HN: An example: if I walk somewhere, in the vineyards, highlands, 
in the woods, I am so strong present then that I feel as if I am the 
center of the world and at the same time just another little thing: in 
infinity there are an infinite number of centers. 

I can be very much present, when I am listening to music for ex-
ample. I can be very present, in love, when I love someone very 
much and someone loves me. I would feel that, that is a very 
strong state of existence, or state of Being. There are so many dif-
ferent moments, one can experience it everywhere. But, there is 
not one moment, that if I reach it, that then everything is per-
fect. Recently, I was in Paris. In Paris there, with the last painting 
of Cezanne, or with The Jewish Bride from Rembrandt that is in 
the Rijks museum in Amsterdam, the Netherlands. That is such a 
beautiful painting. It is as if the world is suddenly perfectly alright. 
This gives me a wonderful state of Being. Suddenly, I know I am 
there. Suddenly, I feel that everything makes sense. And one day, 
this will all pass away, all these wonderful things: the paintings 
by Rembrandt, Rogier van der Weyden, Titian and Breugel. Then 
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I am pleased, that they are there and that they filled our hearts 
with joy and that we have recognized it like that, in such a way, in 
the sense of Being. Or the mystics, who say it is the ideal state to 
ascent into God. Various formulations, the same experience.

KDJ: Is this perceiving, sensing of your Being, something that is created by 
thoughts, is it something intellectual, or really a feeling with your senses?

HN: That is given to us by nature. Nature wants us to feel our 
existence, to feel Being.

SG: What exactly is nature?

HN: I cannot define it, others have already done that. Anyway, I 
think of a philosophy whereby one makes oneself understand-
able without logical gimmicks. There are many philosophical 
schools that say, “yes, they have not expressed this or that cor-
rectly, that is wrong.” With hands and feet one can however, also 
make oneself understandable. With great pleasure I make use of 
a philosophy that is not identified by logic and superiority, but 
one in which you try to understand each other, that is a great 
thing. A philosophy that searches for the conformity, rather than 
one that constantly disagrees and corrects.

KDJ: Does nature have a will?

HN: It is like this, in philosophy there is Schopenhauer, who 
speaks of the will. Buddha has turned that around and says: 
“The will to be alive like that, is rather bad, it is a negative thing 
and must be overcome in order to live properly.” Nietzsche says: 
“The will is everything, the will to power.” The will is of course 
always one of these things that require a definition. And if you 
go around it too long, you will not be able to continue at all. 
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That is the will? Can she be grasped? Can you point her out so 
abstractly at all? Are we not simply pulled into it, when we smell 
roasted pork, smell flowers or a woman? That is like with the will, 
you are being dragged into it, are you not? Both are somehow 
there. But I believe that nature, which we have not defined now, 
that nature has such a power that she draws us within, in the 
best possible way and most vividly. The birds sing, they want 
to feel fine, comfortable. Everybody wants to have a pleasure 
experience. Tragedy comes by itself anyway. Look, if I like to 
eat well, then I have to make an effort. If we live now, then we 
must always make an effort in life. And then maybe later, we are 
shown what is the highest, what is larger and perhaps there is 
something even bigger, that we just do not know yet.

KDJ: Are you looking for the biggest?

HN: I would like to experience the best things there are in life. But if 
I will succeed in that, I do not know. But I have already had so many 
wonderful experiences.

KDJ: What is the most beautiful experience for you?

HN: That what we have said about the perfect. But there is some-
thing else, with the Asians, Zen Buddhism. Because the distinction 
between imminence and transcendence is often annulled there. 
That is a distinction which I do not like, that all is beyond or on 
this side. That our life is a preparation for the hereafter. In Persian 
Buddhism you will be born again and again, until you no longer 
wish to live. It is a salvation, when you are no longer driven by 
life. If you are released just now, then you will not be born again, 
you will go into Nirvana. The Zen Buddhists go so far as to say: 
“Even in this life, while being alive, here and now, you can enter 
into to Nirvana.” This is the enlightenment: suddenly they under-
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stand the world. However, not intellectually, nor scientifically, but 
the awareness of any possible centers. They feel, they understand 
how everything goes, and that is all correct, and this is called the 
enlightenment experience. I would say that these experiences not 
only occur among Asians. They occur in our world too, that we feel 
the world so similar and so strong that she feels mystical. That we 
enter into it, without a concept of God. That can be built into it 
later, can it not? The point is that our experiences exist and that 
they are as sensual as anything else. There is nothing that is being 
excluded. It is not a drawing-board experience.

SG: You have now worked for such a long time with Being and ex-
periencing, can you remember when you thought for the first time, 
“I can feel it”?

HN: In nature there are many experiences that happen half un-
consciously. I think I have had that, such a moment. Maybe I was 
18 or 17 years old, that I went for a walk in the field or in nature 
and I saw a sunset. I then suddenly felt a lot more as with a nor-
mal everyday walk. And then also later: in the arts, in painting 
and music, and even in my own art.

SG: Can you remember which moments that were? When did you write 
down your first thoughts about your art or your first Aktionen?

HN: In Prinzendorf, I have had this very strong enlightenment expe-
rience. Previously, I still was an admirer of Schopenhauer and that 
meant that I still had a world-denying position to art. The oppo-
site. Then I suddenly felt quite strongly the nature in Prinzendorf. 
Everything was in bloom, the birds were singing, everything was 
a celebration of life. I did not have the philosophical vocabulary 
to grasp what I experienced and felt at that time. That feeling has 
actually repeated itself then, again and again.
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KDJ: How do you experience your here and now at the moment?

HN: Well, the two of you have to imagine it like this: if we are the 
same when it comes to our senses, we can say that we are standing 
in front of a display and there are wonderful things, wonderful pies, 
wonderful sausages, fruit, and then in the next display there are 
wonderful books and records and so on. We are standing in front of 
it, the three of us together, and talk about it without biting into it.

KDJ: Without biting into it?

HN: yes, I would call it like that now, that what the three of us are 
experiencing right now.

KDJ: But your eyes began to shine when you said that.

HN: yes, maybe.

SG: Would you like to bite into it?

HN: yes, but you cannot always just bite into it. you cannot always 
so easily bite into something, either sexuality or in food. All has to 
be when the time is right.

KDJ: When is this time?

HN: Would you like to have a normal response? With a tautology? 
It is time, when it is time; if the opportunity is there. There are 
also these breakers. The crushers will bite into something, want to 
force it and in that context that is not always so funny, not always 
so nice. But there is always time. One always fights for it. Then 
there are suddenly birds in the garden and all what they really 
only want is joy. Everybody wants to have joy: birds, dogs, ev-
erybody. We humans have often disadvantaged having pleasure, 
although we still want to experience it.
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KDJ: What was it like for you to see us naked just before? Was that 
also such a joy?

HN: It was really pleasant, because—I do not want to make you a 
compliment now—since you are both very beautiful women. I do 
not often say that. There I see you naked, very beautiful, and I will 
now make you a compliment, that should come into our book, 
you are both amazing, both of you are actually equally beautiful, 
and both of you are equally well usable.

SG: How can you for yourself categorize how ‘useful’ someone is? Has 
that got something to do with feeling or physique?

HN: With the language of form. I work a lot with soft substances, 
such as liquids and it is also about odors and taste values. For me 
also color is the object; fish and meat and a flower and the naked 
body. Within the meaning of this form-language, I paint or I am a 
sculptor in which I take you, your shape, already preformed.

SG: You have said that blood is poured in our mouth as well as slime. 
Why blood or slime? Why did you choose these substances?

HN: Look at the history of art: the matter of the spiritual, Christ, all 
these matters and everything. Always if blood is present in art, it is ex-
citing. In painting, if there is blood, there is always something tragic.

SG: Tragic and erotic at the same time. For us, it is also a strangely 
erotic and unusual situation with you. We noted that our sensibility 
increases and that it is all very exciting. How is that for you?

HN: Similar.

KDJ: For example, even during the preparation of the Aktion I want to 
experience as intensely as possible what you say, and in the process I 
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feel my whole body. I feel my skin the whole time. Everything feels close 
and I am very sensitive. Is this something that also you always have?

HN: I have it too, but not always, but there are many moments where 
I also feel myself completely. Especially in view of other people who 
I like, who I desire, that is a normal thing in human existence.

[Nitsch and Karlyn look each other straight in the eyes for some time.]

KDJ: With pleasure, you look people in the eyes, you see them naked?

HN: I like to look into the eyes. That is why I do not like sun-
glasses. I do not want to be in a conservative role, but it is also 
with the contact that people have to each other these days. 
Previously, a letter took three weeks time to arrive. When you 
write: “I love you”, three weeks had already passed. Today we can 
get an immediate response. And if you question me like that, in 
terms of my art and you being naked, there is only bad erotic 
art and good erotic art. What pornography is has always been 
determined by the State or the respective religion, and that is 
an absolute nonsense.

KDJ: What does erotic mean to you?

HN: A wonderful thing. It is the experience that it now sounds a 
bit sweet but, I think the most extreme state of Being is love and 
what love is in general: from sexuality to the altruistic sense of be-
ing alone. The highest form of being is love, and of course erotic is 
very much included there.

KDJ: Do you love everything you see, when it comes down to a con-
scious experience?

HN: Actually, yes. I find it difficult today, when I see the economy 
like it is. Now, I do not play so much around in the economical 
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crisis, but actually I also love that. Being is revealed in its lowest 
form until its most extreme form. Similar, is that I would actually 
like to love everything.

KDJ: You have talked about the affirmation of life. Is this affirmation 
also an attempt to love everything?

HN: Somehow, yes.

KDJ: Is this affirmation then also about breaking boundaries, your 
own boundaries?

HN: We have this great saying of Nietzsche’s Beyond Good And Evil. 
This really means: if you are proven right, a new morality must be 
built. We always have to be and we are all always in transition.

SG: You speak about morality. What is your morality? After what reso-
lutions are you trying to live or to be a good person?

HN: In no case I want to be obstructed, and on the other hand there 
must be the struggle of the people in the world and of the animals 
as well, in competition, in the sense of struggle and of Being. yes, it 
is there, but it should be so that the Good happens righteously. It 
should not be so that one group murders another group.

SG: That means you believe in social justice.

HN: A social justice and a fairness, but then just for the bigger 
things, the bigger picture, the smaller bad things can stay.

KDJ: Do you not also try to help other people and increase their con-
sciousness in order to make them more aware about their lives?

HN: I would say that is the task of art. That we let others par-
ticipate so that they can experience intensely. That is what great 
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artists do. I do feel that Beethoven has given something to the 
people. He has shown them a way. Or with Rembrandt, incred-
ible things happened there.

KDJ: You often speak of these master painters. Is there for you such a 
thing as a hierarchy there?

HN: When I was about 21 years old, I thought that there is indeed 
such a strict value measurement. What speaks within yourself, if 
something is of good quality, whether you can measure that ex-
actly? This is a pointless battle that is emotional. To tell a girlfriend: 
“This Rembrandt is so much better than the other.” you can try to 
prove it, but that is a private matter, that is subjective.

KDJ: People call you Nitsch and you have told us about it yesterday, 
that this name has a meaning for you because you have achieved 
something with it. Can you measure achievement?

HN: I like that, what I have achieved, to not have achieved that 
only for myself, that I did not only reach it for me. It is only beauti-
ful when I have achieved it for all others as well. I am not ashamed 
for what I have done.

SG: Are you proud of what you have achieved with and in your life? 
Or satisfied?

HN: I could not be satisfied. One should never be satisfied.

KDJ: Would you yourself like to hang on the cross in one of your Aktionen?

HN: No! I do not do any sports and on the cross it is so uncomfortable.

SG: On Sunday you will create your 130th Aktion. You have created 
many, but I do imagine it is very different every time.
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HN: yes, it is different every time. There are certain basic elements, 
but it is always different.

SG: How do you feel about it, are you still able to be excited, or agi-
tated, in a positive or negative sense?

HN: It used to be so that I did not have time at all to get excited. 
Because I used to have so much work, and it is really true that 
earlier on, I had only just finished the preparations seconds be-
fore the audience came. I still have planned a great work that I 
would like to realize once, it will be a very beautiful realization. 
This is the 6-Tage-Spiel [6-Days-Play]. I have it in my mind, this 
great work. I have developed a lot, especially musically. My music 
has undergone changes and I would like to try everything out 
again. Here, on Sunday, it is more of a small work. If perhaps it 
does not work out quite well this Sunday, it is perhaps because I 
am saving the strength for this big planned performance, the six 
days, in three years, when I am 75.

SG: Why would your work perhaps not completely succeed here? What 
are your quality standards?

HN: It is only a possibility. It does not have to be like that, but I can re-
member Aktionen that were less good and also many that were better.

SG: What was better there, or is it a pure emotional judgment?

HN: Art and the quality of art should not be rationalized over 
and over again. Look, it is also like this: you sit in the Opera and 
they are just playing Rossini and you are so much inside of it 
that you think that it is the most beautiful music there is. Then 
they are playing Beethoven and you are in it so much that you 
think this is the most beautiful music in the world. Then you hear 
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Johann Strauss and that, some compositions, is also the most 
beautiful music in the world. you only feel that you have to be 
in it. In some way, there must be the possibility that you com-
pletely go up in the matter and that you at the same time should 
not think of too many other things.

SG: You just said that you have previously had no time to be excited. 
How is that today? Now almost everything is being prepared for you, 
this must be a very different kind of experience.

HN: It may be quieter, and I might have some more time to enjoy, 
but the main points are still to come in the next few days. It is 
my wish that the actors perform my theater very precisely. I also 
write a score so that it can be realized completely. Because in the 
future, I would like to give my theater out of hand so that it can 
still be played after my death. I have a son, he is physiotherapist, 
and he is absolutely knowledgeable about my theater.

KDJ: Is this one of your dreams, that your theater can still be real-
ized after your death? Does that have anything to do with what you 
told us about repetition?

HN: yes, if you will, yes.

SG: Your 6-Tage-Spiel that is perhaps your final last play?

HN: yes, but I even have already thought about a theater that would 
last for three weeks. That would go even more deeply, that would 
go in even further into life. However, at the moment my wife is still 
not supporting that, because there is so much to organize then.

SG: 6 days, 3 weeks, how do you come to these specific numbers of days?

HN: I had been thinking about a working day, six working days 
and then it was Sunday, it has to do with the ritualization of life, 

79

DAy 2   18 MAy 2010   HERMANN NITSCH DAy 2   18 MAy 2010   HERMANN NITSCH



and that you should extend it into an entire lifetime. That would 
actually be my goal.

KDJ: Your Aktionen are called a theater play, the actual acting should 
happen in a specific way, how does that relate with the genuineness 
experiencing life?

HN: I have not propagated a theater where everyone can do what 
he wants. There are structures and there are real events staged 
and realized, but it is similar to following the rules of a football 
match. If one attacks the other, he gets a yellow card. My theater 
is the same, life is the same.

SG: If the world would be entirely free, if there were no limits and no 
constrictions, would your Orgien Mysterien Theater look different?

HN: Do you think that the world would look different if there 
were no gravity?

SG: Would you have liked that?

HN: Unfortunately, I do have to deal with many things that are, that 
are present as existing reality.

KDJ: Nitsch, why are you telling your models exactly what will happen 
to them during the Aktion?

HN: So that we have an agreement. By that, I can tell the other 
people: in about 10 minutes there will be warm water. It is an an-
nouncement, so that they are doing nothing wrong. By showing 
the rules of the play beforehand, the play is possible.

KDJ: But Sarah and I are passive actors, we are just hanging on our 
crosses or lying somewhere, why should we know what will happen? 
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Why do the active actors not simply do in the Aktion what they need 
to do, without informing us?

HN: Next time perhaps I should have to do it like that with you two.

SG: I believe it also is erotic for Karlyn, to simply be taken, to be on the 
cross and then everybody can do with her what they want.

HN: Would you really want that?

KDJ: Yes, in this specific case, your Aktion, I would really like that. Not 
knowing what will happen, I find it very exciting.

HN: I cannot say anything about or against that. 

KDJ: Why not?

HN: I am not Moses, he had gotten these stone tablets: the Ten 
Commandments, I am…

[Nitsch’s assistant interrupts and tells him there are 30 pants, 
ready for the actors.]

HN: Can you please bring these pants over here, so that my mind is 
brought to other thoughts.

KDJ: But Nitsch, hopefully you will create it so, that the whole situation 
becomes exciting to me.

HN: yes, yes.

KDJ: Except that you like that yourself as well, what do you think?

HN: Well, I think I may have actually chosen the right profession.

SG: Would you like to make use of it?
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HN: you ask these psychoanalytic questions and now you are 
asking someone who is actually very well familiar with people’s 
conscious and unconscious desires. If you may or may not do it, 
and then still does it… you do not have to ask me. But, I do not 
want to hurt you, that, I do not want. Nonetheless there are sev-
eral sado-masochistic elements present in my theater, but there 
it turns into tragic. There it will actually turn into destroying and 
after that I will take care that there will be reconstruction and 
that we really do not hurt you.

KDJ: If this experience, being part of your Aktion, is so erotic for me 
and life in general is erotic for you, does that mean that we are then 
having sex with each other.

HN: In this play we do not have physical sex. There have been 
pieces, where it was planned. After what I have spoken about Pan-
sexuality, the actual physical act is not really necessary and it is 
therefore not built-in. In every sequence which is designed in the 
play however, Pan-sexuality or Pan-eroticism does play a big role.

SG: Has there ever been sexual intercourse in one of your Aktionen?

HN: yes, but that is not easy. People are all excited then, but they 
are not so far that they are able to integrate properly.

KDJ: Would you like to include elements as Otto Mühl does? That it 
goes in that direction?

HN: That has repelled me so much. I did not approve of what hap-
pened at Otto Mühl’s, for example, that one may not be in love. 
Being in love is something wonderful. People in his group were 
not allowed to sleep together again the next day; otherwise they 
could have fallen in love with each other.
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SG: Sexuality as it was practiced in the Otto Mühl project, have you 
experienced that in some degree yourself as well?

HN: I have not experienced that and I was not interested in it either.

SG: To me, a lesser morally restricted handling of sexuality is some-
thing very nice. I had beautiful sexual experiences with many different 
people, women and men. It has something exquisite, this more free 
human exchange of tenderness.

HN: Absolutely, but there I am too conventional. I am often in 
love and happy in love, I find it something very beautiful, and I 
like it when it incorporates in all areas. It is something wonderful 
when there is attraction from both sides; it builds up and then 
comes to sex. I would not have necessarily needed to have that, 
but I am not at all against it.

SG: Although I am sexually relatively open minded, it was remark-
able to me, that because of simply undressing myself here in broad 
daylight and with all these people around, I have gotten even more 
aware of my body and therefore became even more sexually free. 
Do you think that that might also be the case for you? That if you 
perhaps would be even more aware of your body that you would 
also be able to discover more sexually?

HN: I have already said, that partly because of my upbringing, I do 
not have this positive relationship with my body as I would like it 
and how it would be healthy and correct. I would like to expand 
that: Because of my mother and my grandparents who were still 
alive at that time, I am brought up very conservatively. Although, 
as a sensibly minded man I was naturally aware of my body, but 
why should I show of with something that does not exist? So, this 
absolute physical freedom is lacking me, but I do not think I have 
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therefore lived less intense. And with regard to freedom, I want to 
stay very tolerant and therefore I keep accepting everything.

SG: You propagate freedom of thoughts, to live life intense and you 
have done so much to explain that and yet there are still angry let-
ters about your Aktionen.

HN: Upstairs, I have books with letters from people who scolded 
me, there are already three such books now. I cannot say that I am 
brought up very freely, but that has nonetheless made me to a 
revolutionary in this respect. Because I have seen that everything is 
insignificant: all the inhibitions, the moral boundaries.

KDJ: Do you have any inhibitions yourself which you want to dissolve 
at this moment?

HN: The effective area and the opportunities to live intensely are 
so varied, that I do not want to look again into a box of which I do 
not have the keys. But I am quite open, and I would propagate the 
things that you are telling me with regard to your own life style. So, 
I think our meetings are extraordinary.

KDJ: Sarah and I are also excited that we are allowed to discover 
who you are.

HN: I do not have to hide behind my art. My art is so much life. I 
think that all phases of life reach into it. And I get to know people 
who are younger and more attractive than I am and talk with them 
about how they see the world. And perhaps also about how I my-
self see my work. I am looking forward to tomorrow.
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Day 3   19 May 2010    Karlyn De Jongh

I woke up early again and did exercises in bed. I had a strange 
feeling this day, like the quiet moment before the storm: tonight 
the film crew would arrive. I had to do my maximum best, in 
order not to regret what I had done at a later stage in my life. 
Tomorrow would be the real start. Until now, Sarah and I could 
still make mistakes, but with the cameras running there was 
no escape possible, and the editing would be done by some-
body else. That thought scared me a little, at least I was very 
conscious about the situation. We would now be depending on 
other people, in a way that I did not feel comfortable with. But 
they would not start before tomorrow. Today was still to hap-
pen, and today we did not have anything in particular to do at 
the museum. We walked over there and it was similar to the last 
days: we stopped at our café, hectic on the streets and again it 
felt nice walking with Sarah. I was proud walking with her. We 
were being watched and we were being wanted.

When we arrived at the museum, Nitsch was not there yet. It was 
much later when we kissed him good morning. We took a seat at 
his favorite spot in the museum for another interview. Of course 
I enjoyed to be with Nitsch and to speak with him, but today I 
enjoyed mostly the contact between Sarah and me: we were a 
team. Questions came, but at times, especially at the beginning, 
the conversation felt chaotic. Nitsch would have a television in-
terview a little later and that interviewer interrupted us several 
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times to discuss practical details with Nitsch. Maybe the posi-
tion was also a little unsuccessful, since we were so close to the 
entrance door people were walking in and out. It was busy. I had 
not slept enough the night before, so maybe I was simply too 
tired to concentrate. 

I had been even more honest about myself and more open to 
Nitsch, also about my sexual desires. We spoke about them dur-
ing the interview and Nitsch seemed to appreciate that we ex-
pressed our anxieties about the Aktion. Being there with Nitsch 
felt warm and I had the feeling we were getting closer to each 
other. When Nitsch was asked to go outside for the film inter-
view, I watched him through the window. He looked serious, 
the way he was speaking there seemed to be in a distant atmo-
sphere, nothing like his behavior with us.

After our interview, there was nothing much that we could do at 
the museum. To stay around just in case, Sarah and I took a tour 
through the museum and watched photographs of previous Ak-
tionen. Taking a closer look, we found out that often there were 
no private parts to be seen on these pictures. I was a little relieved 
and felt more relaxed about my own body. After our tour, we were 
still not needed in the museum; we had nothing to do there, so we 
went to the old city center, had lunch and went for a walk. 

Around 5 o’clock, we were home again. We were both quite tired 
and decided to close our eyes for a moment. Sarah and I lay in 
bed together. When I saw she was sleeping, I closed my eyes for a 
few minutes as well. The Dutch artist came with strawberries and 
then the telephone rang, Sarah picked up. We were needed in the 
museum, and apparently it was urgent. 
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Afraid that we would be missing something and that Nitsch 
needed us, we rushed to the museum. Even though we did 
our best, it still took half an hour to get there. When we final-
ly reached the museum we saw Nitsch sitting on his chair. He 
asked where we had been and what we had had for lunch. Af-
ter we told him, we spoke about possible future projects. Then 
Nitsch’s wife arrived, who invited us for drinks upstairs on the 
roof terrace: gin and tonic. Before we went upstairs, we made 
a date with Nitsch for the following morning. We were going to 
the fish market with Nitsch, to buy material for the Aktion. We 
had to be at the Museum at 10 o’clock, not one minute later. I 
was happy to have this chance to go with Nitsch and buy the 
seafood and fish for his artwork.

On the roof terrace there was another heurigen bench where ev-
erybody had taken a seat. Other actors were there now as well, 
including our flat-mate and his girlfriend. Nitsch came a little 
later and took position next to his wife. Apparently, we were just 
supposed to have a drink together. I was quiet most of the time, 
drinking my gin and tonic and toasting with Nitsch, who was 
drinking wine from the vineyard of the museum’s owner. I think 
we toasted at least 10 times. In this way we could have contact, 
maybe not physically or intellectually, but in this way there was 
at least some connection. 

Although I enjoyed being there, I wanted to go home, I was cold, 
hungry and tired. I did not feel as if I could add something to the 
evening, and we still had another important meeting for which 
we had to be fresh and lively. Nitsch wanted to go with his wife 
for dinner and we went to the restaurant close to our apartment 
on our own, here we had had eaten the night before as well. 
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After dinner, just when we arrived back home, one of the film-
makers contacted me to say that they had arrived in Naples and 
wanted to meet us, now. It was already 10 o’clock. We went back 
to the restaurant which we just had left. There, while I fought 
against sleep, Sarah and I waited for them. An hour later they ar-
rived and we spoke about how we were going to do the filming. 
We spoke for a long time, but I must have been too tired to rec-
ollect any of the details. I think it was 2 o’clock when we finally 
were back home and could go to bed. 
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Day 3   19 May 2010            Sarah golD

I was sleeping on top of the roof of a six floor building, in an 
unsophisticated construction which resembled a glasshouse. It 
had a fantastic large terrace. Every day I was awakened by the 
rising sun, which was around five o’clock. It was still cold then; 
I was shivering and I remembered that I had dreamed, advis-
ing friends that when they booked their holiday they had to 
make sure to take an extra blanket. Although I am normally not 
a morning sex person, being in Naples I was, I needed it. I got up, 
took a shower and I walked as usual with Karlyn over the streets, 
to the coffee bar where I drank the coffee but skipped the sweet 
bread, and on to the museum.

Slowly I begun to get more anxious about the whole thing, the 
two cameramen from Austria would come to Naples that night. 
One of the cameramen, who would film the Aktion as a documen-
tary, had filmed all Nitsch’s events for many years. We had met 
him in Vienna, a friendly soft man who liked our project and who 
was willing to give his film material to us, in exchange for artwork 
of the project initiator, the Dutch artist. He had also told a friend 
of his about us, and that friend also really liked our Art Projects 
and had contacted us some weeks ago. While we were in Mura-
no, Venice, Karlyn and I had a screening with him via Skype and 
he liked us. He decided to come to Naples to film Karlyn and me 
during the event, in order to see if he could produce a pilot for 
a series about us. Except for a very short television appearance, 
this was the first time for Karlyn and me that we would be on film 
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and this made me nervous, because now I would be documented, 
forever visible with all my mistakes and faults. I would try to do my 
best, but the difference and difficulties between thinking and try-
ing and actually doing, and since I am not a machine, I could not 
just pull a switch. I knew that some behavior of myself that I do 
not like, I can only correct slowly, it would need time, time which 
I did not have. With this on my mind we arrived at the museum, 
where Karlyn and I sat outside arm in arm, holding each other 
while looking over Naples and awaiting the day. 

Nitsch came and joined us and we started another interview with 
him until one o’clock in the afternoon. It was such a good feeling 
that it became better and better every day, and although I had 
not prepared any questions beforehand, I had the feeling we that 
got more and more into the human Nitsch. I tried to feel this man, 
trying to find out about his life, his thoughts, about who he is. 
How did he feel seeing us naked? Did he like it? Would he like to 
have sex with us, with me and Karlyn? I also spoke about my own 
life, about experiencing sexual encounters with men and women; 
about sharing tenderness. I could see in his eyes, at least I believe 
I could see that he, in a positive way, envied me. He said some-
thing like: “you have seen a lot more than I have seen”.

After our conversation with Nitsch, Karlyn and I went to Piazza 
Dante again, where Dante was still standing. I was trying to as-
sess my feelings, my emotions. We walked through town and we 
passed a sushi shop. Karlyn and I were hungry, so we went inside. 
I remembered being in Tokyo and eating sushi there, so many dif-
ferent lives and so many different realities.

As we were walking through town I tried to focus on the next 
couple of days. Karlyn and I went into some shops to see if we can 
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find some clothes, on television we should wear a variety. We had 
no success but also no energy; we were just tired. So Karlyn and 
I decided that we would go home to take a little rest. The Dutch 
artist would go to the museum for us, to check if everything was 
okay and if we were needed, or not. We went home and I was try-
ing to get closer to Karlyn, to connect even better with her. We 
were lying on my bed, talking. I had a good feeling with her and 
I felt, that since Monday, we were physically and mentally really 
getting closer and closer. I tried to understand her, I was trying 
to develop together. I offered Karlyn a massage which, she gladly 
accepted. She has such a petit upper body, long and thin; it felt 
unfamiliar because, normally I only massage my partner. This was 
such a different feeling, so slender and slim; very beautiful to see, 
very erotic. I felt comfortable with her; I fell asleep, Karlyn holding 
my hand. After some minutes, the Dutch artist came home; he 
had bought strawberries for us. Shortly afterwards, I received a 
telephone call, telling us to come to the museum, “Nitsch needs 
the two of you.” I felt a little disturbed and stressed; I never feel 
good when I wake up after falling asleep during the day. I think it 
takes a little time before my brain is fully functioning again.

When we arrived at the museum, nothing special was happening; 
I think I started to understand Nitsch a little more; he just likes to 
have people around him, having this social touch, enjoying each 
other’s company. We got invited by his wife to have a gin and tonic 
on the roof terrace of the museum, where we had a short talk with 
Nitsch. The view was spectacular; Naples, Vesuvius, sunset. Some 
of the so-called active actors had also arrived the day before; some 
of them were staying in our apartment. Amongst them there was a 
man from England of whom we had heard rumors of that he liked 
sex with dead people and loved to drink blood. 
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We stayed a while, but then Karlyn, the Dutch artist and I, went 
for dinner to the osteria where we had been the night before. Late 
evening, just when we returned home, the Austrian filmmakers 
called us: they had arrived and were hungry. We told them to come 
to the osteria we had just left; we walked back and had a very long 
conversation with them. Now, tomorrow, it would all become seri-
ous. This Wednesday May 19, was the last day of waiting, tomorrow 
the official rehearsals for the Aktion would start. 

I had felt pretty confident and stable, but that night in bed, I was 
lying awake, thinking about how to be in front of the camera, 
thinking about how Karlyn and I could present ourselves and our 
Art Project. Just before sunrise I fell asleep.
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Hermann Nitsch: There is a type of question that often appear in 
my interviews and which are quasi attracted by my work. If the 
questions are reasonable then it is ok and then I always like to an-
swer them, so far with the two of you, everything is okay.

Sarah Gold: We are obviously very young, inexperienced and unknow-
ing, but we try to explore your work and you as a person.

HN: There are, of course, still issues where you can ask more questions.

[Other people come inside and welcome Nitsch in Italian]

Karlyn De Jongh: Your Italian seems to be very good.

HN: I can speak it a little, but my wife, she speaks Italian perfectly. 
In the beginning I spoke it a lot better, but then my wife came to 
Naples with me and after that she has always spoken on my behalf.

SG: We were not quite sure if you now live upstairs in the museum?

HN: Upstairs in the museum is the apartment, and behind that is my 
own room. Then there is another room, a second bathroom and there 
is the space where you have been listening to music with me yester-
day. That was made available to us by the Italian museum’s owner. 
That is our apartment in Naples. The apartment has a wonderful view.

SG: I think when you see such a famous historical mountain such as 
the Vesuvius through your room window, you will probably be very 
aware of history and place.
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HN: yes, but also the culture, the architectural culture, takes place 
here in many layers: the huts which they once built up the hill, 
and then the palaces and churches, that is so wonderful. It is 
comparable with precious plants and weeds, everything is na-
ture. It is a remarkable city. Goethe said: “See Naples and die.” 
That is so terrible while traveling around in Italy; everywhere you 
have a plaque of what Goethe said.

KDJ: Have you been to Pompeii often?

HN: Once. There you see these wonderful frescoes. They are so fan-
tastic. With this wonderful red. One time I was there.

KDJ: We were there a few weeks ago and it was very interesting to get 
an impression of how life was at that time.

HN: yes, comparisons between how life was then, and how we live 
nowadays. But let’s go inside now. Tables are already prepared 
there; objects will be placed on almost all of them this Sunday. 

SG: What kind of objects?

HN: Fish, fruits, tomatoes, grapes, peaches. Several different fish: 
Seafood, squids, octopus, and all these objects are thrown on 
top of you and squeezed and bruised. you will then be lying on 
the table, partly covered, partly not covered, and then it will 
start. First of all, these objects are thrown on top of you. Blood in 
your mouth, and that blood will run slowly, and time and again 
an animal or a big fish will be consecrated: on your body Sarah, 
and also on that of you Karlyn. And then the pig will be conse-
crated, and this will then increase and go up, it will take from 12 
to approximately 5 o’clock in the afternoon. It starts in the mu-
seum and then it will continue outside, and there will be a grand 
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finale. And I was thinking, if you have the courage, then I will 
put both of you on the floor while you are lying on the crosses, 
with your heads together, the pig on Sarah, and the biggest fish 
on top of you Karlyn and then all the stuff will be thrown at you. 
And the active actors will then remove the guts from the ani-
mals. If you dare to do that.

SG: We dare to do that.

KDJ: Yes, Sarah and I have said to ourselves that it will be the day in 
which we are willing to do anything, the day of your Aktion.

HN: you will be watched after and when that is all done, there is a 
break and then you can wash yourself and then you will get dressed 
with the shirts, the Malhemden, and after that you will be carried to 
the vineyard on top of the hill, just beneath the monastery, in a pro-
cession that will last about one hour. you will be placed down and 
then there will be poured blood and slime in your mouths once 
more. Every time when it is not visually beautiful, you will be wiped 
clean with water. And then there is again a small break and an or-
chestra marches along, humpumpum humpumpum.

SG: Is that then music that is composed by you again?

HN: No, this time it is not by me. It is going to be original Sicilian 
music. Then you will be carried up to where the people are sitting 
and eating and then you will have your peace.

KDJ: How does this work with you, the creation of your Aktion? How 
is the preparation? How do you get to the idea that with us you would 
like to do something with fish?

HN: Look, there are so many beautiful Dutch still-lives. On these 
there are fish and dead animals, consecrated animals, and so 
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on… We should have to actually also ask these painters, how do 
you do it? Do you begin with the apples or with the meat? I start 
with something that catches my eye. Of course, the intestines 
are still on the table as well, and the brains, many things out of 
which I can choose. For you, and for Naples, I wanted to use fish 
and seafood, it fits to you.

KDJ: Four months ago, we made an art project with the American art-
ist Lawrence Weiner, and he said that he starts each day with certain 
questions. And the questions with which he starts are about the mak-
ing of his art. Are these the questions with which also you wake up? 
What questions are on your mind?

HN: I am glad if anything is clear in my mind, and I do not really 
like to ask questions. I much rather be here than that I am asking 
questions. My condition, my existence, that I am here and that I can 
make the world my own is more important to me than to ask ques-
tions. As I said yesterday: that the conversation itself is superior to 
the content of the conversation. This does not mean that we can-
not talk about a good substance.

SG: We will try to do our best; to be sincere and to experience as much 
as possible from you, and not only to enjoy the moment.

HN: Sincere. Most people do not even know this word. Well, it is of 
course fine. I have no desire to be infallible. I am full of errors. I just 
try to follow the call in life.

KDJ: Nitsch, you said you do not ask yourself too many questions. But 
how do you then develop your thoughts? For me personally, I need to 
debate and question things in order to develop myself.

HN: I will say one thing: I do not like debates with fights, like you 
see on television, where a giant debate arises, where everyone 
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says something different and each of them wants to convince 
the others and believes that he is the better one. That is like a 
tournament in the Middle Ages, where one always wanted to 
get the other out of the saddle. I have many conversations in 
which people say corresponding things, where they agree on 
something and confirm and know each other. I would like to tell 
you that through life, through the function of life; questions, to a 
certain degree are answered by themselves and acting and feel-
ing then even becomes a permanent questioning. The salvation 
would then be a fulfilled state of happiness.

KDJ: Is there such a salvation? Does this state of happiness exist? 

HN: Currently, yes. I have already mentioned that several times. 
I believe in momentary, deep experiences of happiness, in indi-
vidual inspirations, that you can experience yourself totally in 
the happiness of Being. But not always: it goes away again and it 
comes back. It is a happiness that is promised by the old religions, 
but I do not believe those and I cannot understand them either, 
and they do not speak at all about the creativeness of nature.

SG: If you are in such a state of happiness, how long can it flourish?

HN: It can be like a flash, like a few seconds. It can be a day or 
in a weakened form, it remains a week, and then a new state of 
happiness builds up again. I speak also of questions that have to 
be in the work. To my students, I have repeatedly said: “The work 
is the most important. It leads to everything.” If one just sits in 
a café and does not do anything, one is just waiting for the bril-
liant idea; then it goes no further. But perhaps the word ‘ques-
tion’ is not properly used here. The pursuit of life is a permanent 
question. Live differently. One could ask life: “Do you still love 
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me?” It is a beautiful question, but also an anxious question, like 
when you ask your partner: “Do you still love me?”

SG: We have already spoken about the fact that the word ‘love’ is often 
used in the wrong way. Its meaning is no longer as it should be.

HN: It has been abused to such an extent that we can no longer say 
it in the right way. I also believe that, as a matter of fact.

KDJ: Do you still have the power to ask that question? “Do you still love 
me?” It is a dangerous question because it can change your life com-
pletely if the answer is not as you expect it to be.

HN: Prepared for anxiety, ready for uncertainty, from that I am not 
free and maybe you are not either. Then you ask your partner when 
she is in a good mood: “Do you still love me?” “Of course”.

SG: It may also be vanity, that when one feels weak, in such moments, 
you ask such questions.

HN: yes, that is right. I would see it like that, too.

SG: To return to your Aktion, how do you feel before an Aktion and 
how do you feel afterwards? Do you see a pattern or are your feelings 
unpredictable?

HN: It is always nice when an Aktion succeeds well, when all par-
ticipants are somehow satisfied and have experienced something. 
Then of course there are Aktionen that do somehow not turn out 
that well. Each time, it is an adventure.

SG: Is the adventure also what you are looking for?

HN: That is also a matter of definition, how you see that. I mean, life 
is an adventure, a monstrous great adventure with an incredible 
number of dangers and moments of happiness.
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KDJ: What makes it adventurous for you? What makes it exciting for 
you? What do you want from life?

HN: I would say life is incredibly exciting. If it does not feel that 
exciting, then you are doing something wrong. Life must really 
always be this tremendous excitement.

KDJ: Do you need this excitement? Do you look for it?

HN: I am looking for this excitement, because I want to experience, 
most people are afraid of death and have a fear of life. Both of them, 
you should not fear.

KDJ: You are not afraid of death?

HN: yes, I am afraid of death, it would be a lie to say no. But we 
should live so intensely, that the thought of death is somehow 
replaced by the intensity of life.

SG: Do you think that when you die, that it is over then? Do you believe 
in something, such as heaven or reincarnation? What are your ideas?

HN: The idea of reincarnation of the Asians is a wonderful con-
cept, but it is also a mythical one. With this idea things are being 
explained over and over again. I believe in a kind of reincarnation 
that, when you die you are instantly returned in the other. It is 
kind of hard to explain, you cannot really explain this concept 
well, it is not a scientific fact. It can only be expressed in parables. 
I mentioned already yesterday that we all were Napoleon and 
we all were Wagner. I believe that we were everything and are 
everything and will be everything. The individual is somehow 
something that is very limited. I believe more in nature, in Being, 
than in myself as a subject. Because this nature will again pro-
duce other subjects in which I am inside.
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KDJ: The French-Polish artist, Roman Opalka, with whom we will 
create a new art project next month, often speaks of Heidegger’s 
Being-towards-death [Sein-zum-Tode], which is very important to 
him. How do you see that? Is the fear of death also something that 
makes us enjoy life better?

HN: It is like this: I always refer to the tragic. I would see that in the 
same way, but the fear of death is actually a fear of the uncertain, 
just like children are afraid before going to sleep and are happy if 
they again wake up in the morning. Thus, death is for us associated 
with an uncertainty and for that reason we are afraid of it. But when 
we create philosophies for ourselves which clarify and tell us that, 
“There is no death.” Philosophy stays just philosophy. I remember 
when my wife died in a car accident. That was so very terrible for 
me. There were times back then, where philosophy was not help-
ing me at all, no emotional help. I continued to believe in it, in this 
philosophy, but it could not help me. In the long run perhaps it did, 
but at that moment… In the experience of the death of my wife, 
philosophy meant nothing at all.

SG: The experience of death in reality often triggers emotions, while your 
own death stays imagination and can therefore easier be handled with 
intellectually. Philosophy should be and give an intellectual approach.

HN: Heidegger also speaks of preceding into death to a certain 
extent. Because death is our destination and we can only partially 
prevent it, but not forever. It is always a realization of life, he always 
speaks of a man whom he despises, and then he says that it is im-
portant that one detaches oneself from that man. I do believe that 
philosophy can also be very emotional. you can have moments 
of happiness in your experiences. Mysticism is for me one of the 
forgotten points of philosophy. I would not like to wash philoso-
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phy clean of emotions. The death of a fellow human is something 
which affects me very emotional and immediately.

KDJ: Roman Opalka has also said that in order to make his art, he has 
made certain sacrifices. He has no children, for example. Did you also 
make certain sacrifices for your art?

HN: Nietzsche has influenced me very much here, I am not espe-
cially a disciple of Nietzsche, but the idea of sacrifice is unknown 
to me. I do not wish to make any sacrifices and if so, than they 
would not be sacrifices. Perhaps, to do a reasonable deed of 
which I know that the act itself would not be for my own benefit, 
but because of which other people could survive. But a sacrifice, 
in the Christian concept that means, if god is angry and he then 
presents his son, who then reconciles him on the cross and with 
it redeems the entire human race. This is actually a mercantile 
thought. Most sacrifices are mercantile. God or forces of nature 
are what you want to alter positively with these sacrifices, and 
that is definitely not the case with me.

We should also continue something from yesterday. I believe that 
was this very deep and psychological issue, whether we want to do 
something that is forbidden. In this regard, we can talk about the 
essence of theater, because in theater and also in art, things are be-
ing done that are normally not allowed to happen.

SG: If these prohibitions would not exist, would your Orgien Mysterien 
Theater look differently?

HN: If there were no prohibitions, my whole Orgien Mysterien The-
ater would not be there. I would even go so far to say that, if there 
were no prohibitions, there would also be no world.

103

DAy 3   19 MAy 2010   HERMANN NITSCH DAy 3   19 MAy 2010   HERMANN NITSCH



SG: Why do you think that is?

HN: First of all, I am an anarchist… Everything what we see 
around us here, is a play of forces. Because there are prohibi-
tions, a concentration is being created, a compression. I think the 
world is so constructed that again and again there is a coming 
into being and then a destruction. The more intense the whole 
is happening, the better it is. Nietzsche has said that because of 
the denial of sexuality, all these love stories have become the 
central theme of tragedies. I believe that with my work I continue 
to fight against the restrictions in sexuality. And with that also 
against the restrictions of the actual execution of love, I have al-
ways fought against that. I must say however, that up to a certain 
extent, all life is being driven by prohibitions.

KDJ: Are there for you personally certain prohibitions in sexuality?

HN: I have got no prohibitions there, since these prohibitions are im-
posed from outside. I, for myself, do not see any prohibitions there.

SG: So, if all parties agree, then for you all is possible.

HN: I think it would not be so amusing when everything would 
be possible.

SG: Do you not think it could be an interesting experience?

HN: I would not want to… Why are you dressed? Why are the two 
of you not constantly pleasing each other while we are talking? 
I have often been told that I am a dreamer, a romancer. Now I 
am doing my theater, I live this world and I do not wish myself a 
better world. Together with my friends, I want to make the best 
of this world. When, as a young man, you start to think and get 
to know the world’s literature, music and art, then you first think: 
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why am I not permanently high? This is something you realize 
not until now: the old colleagues who have always drunk a lot, 
they die early and that is associated with suffering. It is also about 
body economics that one deals with lust in a responsible way. It is 
like with a bank account: you always have to put something in it 
first, before you can take anything out.

KDJ: Do you believe that you deal economically with your desires and 
with your life?

HN: To some extent, but I think that I give myself enough plea-
sure and satisfaction and that they in certain cases damage me 
but that they are useful as well.

105

DAy 3   19 MAy 2010   HERMANN NITSCH DAy 3   19 MAy 2010   HERMANN NITSCH



Day 4   20 May 2010   Karlyn De Jongh

Today we would go to the fish market somewhere outside of 
 Naples to buy several fish, octopuses and squids. I was very much 
looking forward to it, buying the materials for Nitsch’s Aktion. I got 
up early to be fresh for the film and to have plenty of time for two 
cappuccinos at our favorite café. When we arrived at the museum, 
there was hardly anyone there yet. Sarah and I waited outside 
on the terrace, together with Nitsch’s son. The son told us many 
things about the Aktion, about his experiences with other passive 
actors and what he assumed would happen to us. I thought about 
my fear for the blood and imagined the feel of the dead pig or fish 
on my body and the intense experience it would be. 

An hour later Nitsch came. He opened the entrance door and Sarah 
and I rushed ourselves over to kiss him good morning. He said he 
did not want our kisses: he had not brushed his teeth yet. “I am go-
ing to kiss you anyway,” I said and bended over. Nitsch covered his 
mouth, turned his head away and offered me his cheek. He smiled. 
Sarah then kissed him on his mouth. Nitsch walked over to the 
bench where we had been sitting and we waited there together 
with him for another hour before we would actually go to the fish 
market. Sitting on the bench, Nitsch and his son told us about the 
early days and the story about the son being held in prison when 
still a teenager, because of his father’s Aktion. They made it sound 
very funny and tragic at the same time.
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More actors arrived and joined us at the table. It seemed that also 
the other actors wanted Nitsch’s attention and therefore, it was not 
possible for Sarah and me to have a conversation with Nitsch like 
we had had the days before. Instead of being content with the situ-
ation, some of the other actors were complaining about their hous-
ing, that it was too cold and that there was no warm water and so 
on. Nitsch asked them questions: what is happening in your life? 
How was your trip? They had a negative answer to almost every-
thing. They were all active actors and I wondered what they would 
do to me when I would be bound to my cross on Sunday. 

The museum’s owner came over and Nitsch asked him when we 
would leave and what the plan was for the day. Apparently, there 
was a problem with the number of cars. Shortly after, Nitsch and 
the museum’s owner went to their little Smart car, which was 
parked close to the museum’s entrance. The Italian assistant ac-
companied Sarah and me to Piazza Dante, where we would meet 
the television crew with whom we would go to the fish market. 
On our way, we passed the Smart car and saw Nitsch sitting in it. 
It looked cute, this big body in this small car. We kissed him good-
bye and followed the assistant to the Piazza. 

After Nitsch’s arrival there, we followed the Smart with our car. 
Nobody else knew exactly where we were going. I always like 
going to markets and this time it was special, because we were 
going with Nitsch. I looked forward to seeing the fish and learn 
which ones Nitsch would select for the Aktion and why. There 
was a very nice atmosphere in our car, like a team of people that 
were now on their way together to new adventures. It was also 
very nice with Sarah. I held her, it felt cozy. 
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After some time we arrived at a parking lot of a large seafood 
company in a seemingly industrial area. This was nothing like 
I had expected. The museum’s owner went inside and we wait-
ed outside for a moment. Sarah and I sat in the boot of the car, 
Nitsch joined us in the middle. We spoke about birthdays, Nitsch 
and I were both born on August 29, but with a 42-year gap in be-
tween. The museum’s owner returned and told us the shop had 
closed for their lunch break. It was impossible to buy anything 
now, but we could come back after one hour. Luckily, there was 
a restaurant close by where we went to have lunch.

The others of the group went ahead, Sarah and I stayed behind 
with Nitsch. We walked slowly. Alone with Nitsch, we took the 
opportunity to ask him whether now we could consider us real 
friends with him. It was a beautiful moment. Friendship meant 
a lot to Nitsch and I felt honored. To be a friend of Nitsch, that 
meant something. Nitsch said that already since the previous 
day he had counted us as his friends. We sealed our friendship 
with a kiss and then continued to the restaurant, where Nitsch 
ordered us to sit next to him. 

At first, the conversation was about normal things, we spoke 
about food, but then after some time, it turned more seriously: 
sacrifice and killing were the topics now. I felt it went well, and 
that I could ask Nitsch almost anything at this point. My ques-
tions were okay and at the same time I could have a normal con-
versation, and we made jokes together. I was happy to have this 
sort of private moment with Nitsch. It was a challenge. Of course, 
there were at least ten others at the table, but nobody interfered. 
Rather, they were looking at us. The filmmaker, who was sitting 
opposite of me, seemed to take a close look at what I was doing 
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and how I was doing it. Even though they did not film, he was 
watching me constantly. Although I would probably not have 
considered him at any other moment, I looked at him in a sexual 
way. I felt my nipples being hard, I felt my wet pussy.

Nitsch spilled some cheese over his beard and shirt. It made 
me very happy, to clean his shirt and take the cheese out of his 
beard. It felt very beautiful to take care of him like that and I 
thought I was becoming warmer as a person myself. Nitsch 
seemed to like it too. When I asked him whether it was all right 
for me to take off the cheese, he immediately stretched his belly 
towards me and opened his arms as if he wanted to give me all 
the space I needed. 

At times, I did not have a question ready, but there was such a 
friendly atmosphere, that I was just sitting relaxed next to Nitsch, 
eating my pizza. I enjoyed the moment, being together with all 
these people. It was like being with a good friend, it was not al-
ways necessary to speak. After lunch, the seafood shop was open. 
Again the museum’s owner did the talking. We waited in the main 
hall with Nitsch. There was no fish to be seen: just a large hall 
with doors. After 20 minutes we heard that all the fish they had 
were frozen and without heads. In the meantime it was already 
2.30 pm and Nitsch wanted to be back at the museum around 4, 
because the musicians would come for a rehearsal. 

We stepped into the car and drove back. After approximately 10 
minutes, we passed another fish wholesaler, similar to the one we 
had just visited. We got out, waited again for some time, and then 
went back to the car. Apparently, also they only had fish without 
heads. Nitsch needed the whole fish, the total, including the intes-
tines. During the wait the documentary maker recorded a conver-
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sation between Sarah, Nitsch and me. It was different now, with the 
camera running, and it did not go so well, especially in comparison 
to the moments in the restaurant. I felt too tall in comparison to 
Nitsch, and I was not being natural, not being myself.

We had been busy for almost 6 hours now, waiting at the mu-
seum and buying fish in Naples without result. We were back at 
the museum around 4 o’clock. The new plan was to go to another 
fish market on Saturday. At the museum, Nitsch said he wanted 
to do more rehearsals with us. I do not recall what rehearsals he 
wanted to do, but Sarah and I were necessary for them and so we 
waited outside in the sun until Nitsch had finished doing some-
thing else. The waiting was, however, also an opportunity to get 
to know the other actors in the Aktion. We spoke with several 
people and heard many stories and experiences. It was interest-
ing to hear. For example, I learned about the Aktion in the Burg-
theater in Vienna, where apparently they had opened the intes-
tines of a large bull and spread the shit of that bull all over the 
place, it must have smelled horrendously.

Around 5.30 pm, instead of rehearsals, there was a birthday cel-
ebration of one of Nitsch’s family members. Everybody went up-
stairs for a glass of champagne on the roof terrace. There were 
around 30 people and Nitsch was sitting on one of the benches, 
in a group of people, but nobody seemed to pay attention to 
him. Sarah and I went over to talk to him, which he seemed to 
enjoy, and we toasted many, many times. 

Nitsch invited everybody to the birthday dinner; it was at Leon 
d’Oro, at Piazza Dante. I was a little tired of the day, even though 
we did not do much, but we walked to Dante, together with the 
television crew. In the restaurant, we picked a small corner in the 
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back. We thought in that way we would have a quiet moment 
for ourselves to discuss the happenings of the day and our plans 
for tomorrow. The restaurant was still almost empty, the others 
were outside smoking or simply not there yet. Nitsch came to 
join us at our end of the long table. I was happy he did. In addi-
tion, it appeared that sitting next to Nitsch during dinner time, 
is a lucky position, since you are being served first. I was very 
hungry and the dishes were brought in immediately. I believe 
we did not say much to each other, we were all eating, but the 
atmosphere was very warm and positive. We drank white wine 
and toasted on every possible opportunity we got, then Nitsch 
left to speak with some other people. After several more dishes 
we walked home. It was dark and there was hardly anyone in the 
streets. We walked up the hill, it was a liberating feeling. I was 
glad the day was almost over. 
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Day 4   20 May 2010           Sarah golD

Where we were sleeping, on top of the roof, there is this amazing 
view. We were housed on a hill, on the top floor of a large 19th cen-
tury building, overlooking this dirty, busy, loud and interesting 
city, Naples. On this morning I took a moment to myself and tried 
to reflect on my situation and the world surrounding me. I could 
see the people working, fighting to survive; all the suffering and 
all the beautiful stories. Life.

Like we had done all week, Karlyn and I walked to the coffee bar 
where we had become regular customers already; they knew, that 
we would start with a cappuccino and that I would order a double 
espresso afterwards. We had to be at the museum at 10 o’clock; 
ready to go and buy fish with Nitsch. When we arrived, we sat out-
side on the terrace and spoke with Nitsch about seemingly insig-
nificant things. It was an interesting feeling that to me, he felt so 
close already; how uncomplicated and at ease I felt with him. For 
some reason the other people, who had known Nitsch for many 
years, seemed to feel uncomfortable with us around; as if we were 
unwelcome strangers entering their world, and taking their Nitsch 
away from them. But it was often Nitsch who would come to us. 
In the morning when he saw us, he got a big smile and he liked to 
get his kiss on his mouth from me and Karlyn. I think he liked our 
warmth and optimism. To me it felt that there was a connection 
between one human and the other. 

Finally, it seemed that we were ready to go. Nitsch and the owner of 
the museum, his Italian patron, went and took the Smart car, which 
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was able to drive down the small and narrow alleyways. Karlyn and 
I had to go to Piazza Dante where the film crew was already wait-
ing for us. Now we had to go and buy fish, which turned out to be 
a four hour undertaking. There were three cars, the Italian assistant 
of Nitsch driving in front in a blacked out four-wheel drive, then 
the owner of the museum with Nitsch in the white Smart car and 
then us, together with the Austrian filmmakers in an Audi. Finally 
we arrived at the fish wholesaler who was on lunch break at that 
moment, and we were told to come back in one hour. Because we 
had to wait anyway, we went for lunch next door and I will never 
forget that Nitsch, Karlyn and I walked together to the restaurant. 

It was a memorable short walk, Nitsch told us, that we gave him 
a lot of joy. He liked spending this week with us, our curiosity and 
our interest. He told us that he would have liked to be bi-sexual, 
but that he had never tried it. He asked us if we were lesbians, and 
I explained him that Karlyn and I are both bisexual and I told him 
some of my history. How I had started to find out in the last years, 
how much I enjoy other women. And that from the first moment I 
tried it, I could not imagine living without the touch of a woman. 
I really enjoyed this moment of intimacy with Nitsch and I asked 
him, if we would be allowed to call ourselves ein Freund von Nitsch 
[a friend of Nitsch]. He was seemingly moved by this, he agreed 
with a big “yes” and we sealed our friendship with a kiss. It was a 
beautiful moment, I will never forget. 

Very slowly we walked on to the restaurant. Although I was hap-
py with the new friendship, at the same time, I did feel sorry for 
Nitsch. People very close to Nitsch had told us that in the last 
couple of years he had put on a lot of weight. Can you see that 
as a soft slow gradual suicide? Did he not really want to live any-
more, being tired of all the fighting going on in his life? Reading 
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about his life, how it was, how there must have been many dif-
ficulties, with his art that he had been doing, getting bad press, 
even being thrown in jail. Fighting and drinking a lot, now, nearly 
72 years old, he had become this man. Nitsch was still optimistic, 
because that is his nature, but I got the feeling that he was broken 
by life and he seemed to me also lonely. In the moments we did 
not share with him, he would be often sitting alone.

We arrived after all the others in the pizzeria, Nitsch, Karlyn and I 
sat next to each other, and we ended up having a conversation, the 
two Austrian filmmakers were filming us. We spoke about all kinds 
of things: about the nature of man and why Nitsch does not eat the 
crust of his pizza. Slowly I felt that I began to understand more of 
this man, more of his work and his ideas; not only being, but living 
and feeling an intensified life. Dasein, Lebensextase, but also enjoying 
taking a walk, seeing an insect crawl over a flower, sharing moments 
with people you like, people you do want to share your life with, be-
ing together enjoying each other’s company.

After one hour we went back to the wholesaler. It was a strange situ-
ation; Nitsch, Karlyn and I were standing in the big industrial build-
ing which had many shutter doors on both sides. Nobody knew 
what was going on. The young Austrian assistant of Nitsch, his long 
term Italian assistant, the owner of the museum, all talking to peo-
ple from the company. It was a strange atmosphere; also I think that 
the two cameras were not helping to ease the tension. In the end 
it turned out, or that is what they told us, that the fish were already 
gutted and beheaded. This meant that the fish could not be used in 
an Aktion from Nitsch, since these were key elements to have.

We drove off and stopped at another fish wholesaler, there we were 
also not allowed to film. It all seemed very secretive. We might have 
been too many people, the tension felt high. What exactly was going 
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on was difficult to judge, because I do not speak Italian, I could only 
try to interpret the gestures and tone of the voices. Finally only Nitsch 
was allowed to look for himself, but also here the fish were no good. 

We drove back to Naples where we parked the car and had a cold cof-
fee at our favorite coffee shop on Piazza Dante; afterwards, we went 
to the museum where everybody was waiting around. Musicians had 
come to rehearse the music which would be played during the Aktion; 
Nitsch sitting on a chair in front of them. I remember well how the boy 
with the gong reminded me of a Caravaggio painting. How amazing, 
after hundreds of years you can still see the same features. It quite 
moved me, he was so beautiful and young, so pure, I felt old.

After the rehearsal we were invited to the rooftop again to toast on 
somebody’s birthday and we had a short conversation with Nitsch. 
Everybody got invited to have dinner in a restaurant in town and also 
the two cameramen came with us. There had been many discussions 
about the copyrights on the material, but luckily this issue was solved. 
Films could be made and material could be used for our project.

When we arrived at the restaurant on Piazza Dante, most people 
were standing outside. We decided to sit down at the end of one 
of the rows of tables, where nobody was sitting yet. We did not 
want to cause any trouble or standing on somebody’s toes, but 
Nitsch saw us, walked over and joined us. The Dutch artist spoke 
to him and Nitsch was so moved by his words, I saw that this ma-
ture man had to cry. I was also touched deep inside and so hurt 
at the same time that this man, Nitsch, who had given a lot and 
cared so much for his friends and the people accompanying him, 
seemed to be alone, at least in this moment of time.

At a certain point Nitsch got up and said he had to walk around 
and talk to other people in order to not upset anybody. A little later 
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we saw him sitting at the end of the other row of tables, on the 
other side of the restaurant. He had fallen asleep in his chair. After 
all courses, which they eat many of in Naples, some of which we 
had skipped, we left and went home.

I felt that we had not done anything today. Driving around Naples, 
waiting, trying to buy fish; all this waiting, this is not what I am used 
to do with my lifetime. But this was not just waiting, for Nitsch it 
is being accompanied by friends, sharing life, that is what he is 
about. I also like to share lifetime, tenderness, with other humans 
very much, but as Nitsch told me, this he has not seen as sexually 
explicit as I have seen it, and he probably never will experience that 
anymore. I am quite sure that Nitsch would have liked to be more 
sexually free. To me, his whole work is sexual, the Aktion, the being 
naked, the blood, the organic materials he uses, the meat. All this 
is rough and purely natural, animalistic sex, but for some reason 
he has not been able to go further. There must have been several 
reasons, one of them being probably that he wanted to distance 
himself from Otto Mühl, another Viennese Actionist who had been 
in prison because he had sex with minors. 

These were my thoughts while walking home, it was still cold. Nitsch 
had told us, that we would start rehearsing the next day. I began to 
feel pretty tired already, because it were long days, and I woke up 
every morning very early, and going to bed late. So many different 
emotions. I could not place them, but I was trying to keep calm and 
focus on the day of the Aktion. The day of truth was coming up soon.
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Day 4   20 May 2010   herMann nITSCh

KDJ: During the first rehearsal for the Aktion, when I hung for the first 
time on the cross, I experienced it as a liberation. For me, there was no 
suffering present. How do you see that?

HN: We have been educated by the cross for approximately 2000 
years. The cross is of course still very taboo, the idea of blasphe-
my is present. you have already been brought up quite different-
ly, and therefore I can well imagine that it gives you a freedom, 
similar to the liberation it actually was for me. Although I did not 
intend blasphemy; for me, the whole Aktion has a very erotic 
character, with all the slime and intestines. That has something 
incredibly erotic for me.

SG: Why is the slime and blood so erotic for you?

HN: When I was 20 years old, I already tried to experience sensu-
ality to the fullest. Not only that which is sweet, like with a cake, 
or with a beautiful woman. I wanted to experience the sensu-
ality until and even into the tragic, until the killing experience 
of the predator. Psychoanalysis has helped a lot, I think. In the 
old days, sensuality was much more repressed. My work should 
remove this repression. I have often said: with my work, I never 
want to provoke. With my work, I would like to show intensity. 
I am the opinion that: love and sexual love and the feeling of 
pleasure, are the only forms of mysticism of secular people. This 
means, that normal people are in the position to feel ecstatic, 
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even mystical. Freud has seen a reduction of our awareness dur-
ing sexual intercourse. I would like to see that differently. There 
are various categories of awareness, we can make a division be-
tween a quantitative and qualitative consciousness. The qualita-
tive consciousness is the awareness of the quality of your state 
of Being. Now, when you are having an orgasm, then it is not the 
case that by that our consciousness is reduced, it is just that our 
qualitative awareness prevails over the quantitative one. I would 
almost say: Thank God that a normal human being can experi-
ence the physiology of a very intense state of Being. There it is 
really about the quality of enjoyment and the quality of the ex-
perience of Being. And in my opinion, sexual pleasure belongs 
to the most important ones in this matter.

SG: Nitsch, what does your own sex life look like at the moment?

HN: At the moment it is just, how shall I say? The more relaxing 
the whole concept of love, of erotic and also the altruistic areas 
of love, the better it is. Everything is present in my consciousness 
and fortunately, the qualitative emotion of lust or of an orgasm 
is currently given.

KDJ: Nitsch, it seems that when we talk about sexuality, that is not so 
easy for you and you do not like to speak about it in a direct way. Nev-
ertheless, you have often said that sexuality is very important for you.

HN: I think, that is only because I have a different idea of it all, as 
what one generally has.

KDJ: What is then more precisely your idea?

HN: That is simply the Pan-erotic, that sexuality is included in 
everything. I have been brought up differently than you have. 
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For me, sexuality is something incredibly beautiful, something 
incredibly important and what more important can I say about it 
than; that she is always present to me. But I can also not just lay 
down there in a permanent orgasm. For me it is also an orgasm, 
when I go for a walk in the evening. Then the moon rises, the 
stars as well and then I feel completely present. That also has a 
lot to do with orgasm and this is something I would very much 
like to experience with other people together.

SG: Karlyn and I experience many things together, and are both bisexual.

HN: That is really great. I have already said that I have always 
wanted to be like that.

KDJ: Have you tried it, with a man?

HN: yes, as a boy, but it was not really a question of trying it out, it 
was more touching and wrestling in sport. But they were beautiful 
boys, and then at some point it no longer interested me.

SG: Do you think that this is because of your culture? Did you perhaps 
consciously or unconsciously block them, these men?

HN: No, my interests have simply shifted back then, but I do not 
think it was because of pressure from outside.

KDJ: I quite early on I thought I am bisexual but, that then shifted to 
the background for some years, later it became more present again 
and stayed.

HN: yes, not with me. I would have very much liked that, basically 
it would have been liberating. But it would not primarily attract 
me in an erotic sense.
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KDJ: Is for you a male body more beautiful than a female body?

HN: Well, that I could not say, of course there is a strongly pres-
ent erotic aesthetic. For me, this is only there with the female 
body. In case of the other it is simply, as I would call this notion 
now, sublimated aesthetics.

SG: Nitsch, we actually wanted to ask you something. For us it is really 
a fantastic experience with you. We actually wanted to ask you wheth-
er Karlyn and I are allowed to call ourselves true friends of Nitsch.

HN: yes. yes, you are allowed. Straight away. Already since yesterday.

KDJ: That is wonderful. Thank you very much.

SG: We will seal it.

HN: yes.

[We kiss each other and go into the restaurant.]

KDJ: Nitsch, how are you doing?

HN: All right. That is a question which I do not really like so much, 
“How are you doing?”, because you cannot always tell the truth. It 
depends on the moment. As in “What is your favorite food?” What 
do I love to eat? Pork roast and it has to have a crust, with sauer-
kraut and gravy with grease drops and dumplings.

KDJ: Do you cook yourself as well?

HN: No. I am a talented eater.

KDJ: How often do you eat your favorite food?

HN: Almost never. It stays a dream.
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KDJ: What is the future for your Orgien Mysterien Theater?

HN: I will try to realize it more often, to improve it more and 
more. And what I can already tell you now, music will play a much 
greater role in the future.

KDJ: What is most important to you in art? Is for you the making itself, the 
planning of the Aktion, or the moment of the Aktion, the most exciting?

HN: Most of the times it is like this: firstly, the Aktion itself is most 
important, for me that is comparable to an orgasm. But actually, 
if an Aktion has been realized, then it continues right away. Im-
mediately I think again about how I can further expand it all and 
how I can improve it. With regard to the preparation: I always 
speak of a celebration of life, whether dependent or indepen-
dent of my theater or not. A colleague once told me: “Nice, this 
celebration of life, but where is the preparation for this celebra-
tion of life?” Then I replied to her that the preparations for this 
celebration are also a celebration of life.

KDJ: What does this celebration look like for you?

HN: This question is difficult to answer, because you have to take 
subjectivity and a subjective way of feeling into consideration. 
I do not believe in objectivity. I would be glad if one could say: 
“I have lived intensely, respectively; it is possible for me to live 
intensely.” I experience it as a celebration. When I look around, 
there are so many beautiful festive expressions of nature and in 
art as well. I see it primarily as a celebration.

KDJ: Celebration is not always solely something positive; could it be 
something negative too, such as, the celebration of death?
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HN: Look, if you have a cosmic world view, then you know that 
death is only a transitional stage and that everything permanently 
returns. I would like it when at my death, that means at my grave, 
that the last phrase of Beethoven’s Seventh is being played. Be-
cause that is the eternal recurrence; the permanent openness of life.

KDJ: What does this recurrence mean to you? What does it look like?

HN: Life unravels and new life is being created. The return of every-
thing, but I am very capable to speak about my subjective return. I 
have also told you about Nietzsche. In his craziness he said: “I was 
already everyone, Alexander the Great, Shakespeare, Richard Wag-
ner, Napoleon, etc.” And I believe that it is like that. We were all al-
ready there. And that will happen again and again, but not so good 
that it is exactly the same, that it is cloned. Something new arises. 
And then, what is very much worth to consider is the concept of 
the subject in philosophy. A critical review would be necessary. We 
have also talked about the fact that the I can be intensified into the 
self and always experiences the self in it, and then you are actually 
secured in the whole and you should not be afraid of death.

KDJ: Which philosophers are most important to you? You have already 
spoken about Schopenhauer and Nietzsche.

HN: I am obviously not engaged with the whole history of philoso-
phy, but I very much appreciate the pre-Socratic works, such as Par-
menides. Actually, everything is fascinating. I also appreciate Plato 
really very much, but it is a bit out of my way.

KDJ: Is it for you then not still important, because the texts differ from 
your thoughts. Is it not important to read Plato, because of the differ-
ence between his and your thoughts? 
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HN: In that sense, yes. For example, Schopenhauer thinks close 
to the opposite of what I think. Very important to me is the phe-
nomenology, the way it is by Heidegger, and of course you can-
not go around Wittgenstein. He is very important. I have always 
been interested in philosophy, to hear about everything they 
have to say, without attaching myself to one of them. Without 
saying: “he is right” and “he is not.”

KDJ: How was it for you, to write your own book about Being, Das Sein?

HN: I must say that Being has always fascinated me. I have al-
ways seen it in such a way, that my theater should show a way to 
Being. It is also the case, that Being is not a matter for only some. 
Being is incredibly important in the entire world philosophy. 
And also what I do, my philosophy of Being, should give a direc-
tion for life. Being is for me the great notion, that everything ac-
tually encompasses what is, what ever was, what is present now 
and what will be. Being is for me the creation of oneself as such. 
Everything that happens and what is, is included in this term.

KDJ: Nitsch, your son has told us this morning that he believes that every 
person has a certain desire to kill. Do you have something like that too?

HN: I would say that it is an unconscious desire. It is the wish of 
the predator in us. Through psychoanalysis and through my kind 
of art, we have to expose this desire to kill and make ourselves 
aware of it. It is just like that in nature, and especially by the pred-
ator it comes down to the idea that the hunter somehow kills. 
By a traffic accident, where people position themselves around 
it, it shows that we have a need for a procession, for an intense 
experience that is rooted in us. We want to quasi realize and ex-
perience that beyond good and evil. In theater that is possible. 

125

DAy 4   20 MAy 2010   HERMANN NITSCH DAy 4   20 MAy 2010   HERMANN NITSCH



Theater should somehow be macabre. Wanting to experience is 
a desire, and now it is about making that desire conscious and 
replace it with an experience that is even more intense than only 
the temporary experience of killing. That is where love manifests 
itself in life. Love is an experience which eliminates the experi-
ence of killing, which overcomes.

KDJ: In the past you have killed bulls in your Aktionen. Did you ever 
have the wish to kill a human being in your Aktion?

HN: I have not killed these bulls; the bulls that were killed would 
have been killed anyway. These were bulls that were bred for that. 
As a dramatist, I had them shot in my theater, they were slaugh-
tered and eaten. But what is important is that, I have not slaugh-
tered any animals just for my theater. This is very important to me. 
I have only shown how that is with slaughtering. I wanted to show 
the phenomenon of killing in my theater.

KDJ: That means that for you, killing should have a use, that it should 
not be done without an acceptable reason?

HN: It must make sense. Would it be non-functional, then I would 
reject it. But it is so that I believe in this desire to kill that is simply 
included in our Being. We have to get rid of it, we have to become 
aware of it, and release it.

KDJ: Did it work for you? Are you released from it?

HN: yes, but it is also so, that to a certain extent, I am not able to 
be realistic about myself, we will discuss it again when I’m hungry; 
this desire to kill. We are under influence, when we want to kill an-
other person; you just have to take a look at these terrible wars. 
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And when killing becomes art, should it then be legalized by the 
state? “Thou shall not kill.” My work, my Aktion, has of course a lot 
to do with death and the erotic of death.

SG: What does erotic of death mean to you?

HN: Well, there is a wonderful example: Tristan and Isolde. It 
is the greatest work of art there is. In particular, it is the music 
that has there even gone to its limits. It is also associated with 
 Schopenhauer. She has such a longing to live life through love 
and to quasi live love again and transcend it. Death does have 
an erotic attraction. An attraction that goes as far, that suddenly 
an erotic ascendance into the whole takes place. This experience 
of death is already an unconscious desire for the freedom to die. 
This must not be misunderstood, it is an abstraction.

SG: Does that have anything to do with power?

HN: There is an Austrian poet who speaks about the unstoppable 
extreme desire for victory and power. Everything is latently present 
inside of us and art has the chance because in this field it is posi-
tioned beyond good and evil. I believe that the analytical nature 
of my art can achieve many things, and can turn many things into 
something aesthetic and also can make them conscious.

KDJ: How are aesthetics and ethics connected to each other for you?

HN: Strictly speaking, there should be absolutely no difference. 
It is all one and the same. Ethics also tempts us to slide off into 
something cruel, that we act in the area of the cruel. In reference 
to that, there is also the beauty of destruction, and I think that 
aesthetics shows us everything; it shows us both construction 
and destruction. In the history of art there is always the theme of 
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construction and destruction. Aesthetics is tragic. The destruc-
tion in art can be very beautiful.

KDJ: Yesterday or the day before, you said that you want to build some-
thing up, that you want to achieve something. What is the opposite of 
that? Is there also something that you have destroyed?

HN: I have not destroyed anything. If, like in my opinion, con-
struction and destruction are the same, and that creating means 
both constructing and destroying, then I have reached the posi-
tion of creating. When I will become sick and the bacteria are 
celebrating, making a feast in my intestines, then they are hav-
ing a ball, while I am actually dying. Much is happening at the 
same time then: Construction and Destruction.
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Day 5   21 May 2010   Karlyn De Jongh

No interview with Nitsch was planned, rather it was the first offi-
cial day of rehearsals and the documentary- and filmmaker would 
really start filming today. Waiting for my turn to take a shower, I 
had a short talk with our flat mate. I got the feeling he did not like 
me, and when I closed the door behind me that morning, I remem-
bered the story I had heard the day before about the Aktion in the 
Burgtheater in Vienna. Thinking about how he allegedly had cov-
ered an actor with real shit, a feeling of fear and desire overcame 
me. I imagined how he, in two days from now, would take his op-
portunity and just spread the shit all over me. I had always said that 
this sex with shit, I would never do, but this time, trying to have 
no moral restrictions, it was a challenge and I thought it was the 
excellent opportunity to test my ability to handle smells. If the Ak-
tion was about experiencing life, experiencing your senses to the 
fullest, this was for me the ultimate test and I wanted it. I wanted 
somebody to go crazy just to do that to me. What would it be like, 
when you are blindfolded hanging on your cross? What would it 
feel like? I had never tried it, but looked forward to trying it now, I 
wanted to be taken, be used like that. Just this one time, for Nitsch’s 
Aktion, I wanted to get everything I had never imagined to want. 

I walked through the streets of Naples with Sarah and the Dutch 
artist, still thinking of this and felt amazing. After our regular 
coffee and croissant, we went to the museum. There were even 
more actors around now. Sarah and I went inside to quickly say 
hello to Nitsch, who was talking to a father and son. The father 

131



and son wanted to go sightseeing today instead of participat-
ing in the rehearsals. Nitsch’s response was adorable. It was after 
overhearing that conversation that Sarah and I took the oppor-
tunity to make it extra clear to Nitsch that we were prepared to 
do anything he wished. I think we went outside afterwards and 
waited until it was time for the rehearsals. At least I am sure that 
at 10.45 am we were lying naked on our tables in the main mu-
seum space. We both had our own table, which were placed par-
allel to each other with a distance of about 60 cm in between. On 
my right hand side there was one other table that would later be 
used for placing fruits and fish. On these tables we would spend 
most of that morning, until it was time for lunch.

The cameramen were filming now. I was aroused by their presence, 
I felt being watched. The table was hard, and after some time, I 
felt all the pressure points from my body on the table. I imagined 
how it would be being blindfolded and I focused on what I was 
hearing, feeling, smelling. There were not so many smells around, 
or maybe I am just not so sensitive after all. There was nothing in 
particular that caught my attention, I mainly heard people talk-
ing. I could not hear them word for word, it was more this noise 
that was constantly there, with higher and lower tones depending 
on who was talking. It was almost like music. Whenever someone 
walked by or when a door was opened, I could feel the draft on my 
skin. It was cold, but at the same time very pleasant. Lying on my 
table, I closed my legs tight together. It gives me extra pleasure to 
squeeze the muscles of my lower body like that and at the same 
time it was functional, as I did not want everybody to see how hot 
I was. My condition felt a little silly: this was nothing yet, this was 
just the rehearsal. The actual Aktion was still to come, and already 
I was so aroused, I was breathing heavily. Someone had told me 
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Nitsch wants his models to breath slowly and intensely, bringing 
the rib cage up as far as possible, which would allow him to see 
all the ribs, to resemble images of Jesus on the cross. To me, it be-
came a very pleasant way of breathing; at that moment I could not 
do it in any other way. Totally cold but aroused, it was as if all my 
blood was flowing somewhere in the direction of my clitoris. My 
whole body was shaking, trembling.

Things were happening in the space. The blindfolds would come 
the next day. Now, I could still see everything that was going on. 
It was strange to lie naked on a table. It was as if I was a dish, like 
a big piece of meat for a dinner party. It reminded me of scenes 
in American movies, when the turkey is served for Thanksgiving. 
Everyone else in the space, except for Sarah, was fully dressed. 
They were working, running around to make preparations for 
the Aktion or standing and waiting until it was their turn to per-
form. People not really seemed to pay attention; they seemed 
busy with whatever they were doing. Not that they would have 
to pay attention to us, but it added to the situation and the feel-
ing it gave me. It was the same feeling as I had, lying on the cross 
a few days ago, as if I was not part of it, completely isolated on 
my island. Nobody was allowed to touch me, and nobody came 
over to talk. Sarah and I sometimes spoke with each other, I felt 
close to her, as if we were lying in the same bed together.

At a certain point, Sarah and I were asked to lie on one table 
together. Sarah came and laid next to me. Nitsch did not say 
anything about what we were supposed to do, he kept it open. 
It would become the scene where Sarah and I would have sex 
together. Nitsch had not mentioned any of this. In the previous 
times where he had explained us steps of the Aktion, there was 
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never mention of a scene that would be even a little bit close 
to this. But I liked it. For now we were just cuddling. It was very 
nice to be with her there on that table. She was also very warm 
and it was good to feel her soft skin. Only a few days ago I had 
hoped that Nitsch would place us together and not somewhere 
in a distant corner, and now it became clear that we were about 
to become the central actors in the Aktion. We were the center-
piece, that was what Sarah and I were going to be.

Around 1.30 pm we were asked to get dressed. The Dutch artist 
and the film crew were sitting on the terrace. Sarah and I joined 
them there. It was nice to heat up slowly in the sun. I was already 
so cold again, with blue lips and goose bumps. Before we got off 
the table, we were told that there would be more rehearsals in 
the afternoon. The word ‘fear’ is too strong, but I was conscious 
and alert about the possibility that we would have to practice 
drinking blood. Actually, I hoped we would practice it: it was the 
only thing I was still unsure of. Sarah and I had spoken often 
about it and agreed that during the Aktion we would have to 
keep our face as neutral and straight as possible, no tense mus-
cles, not showing any emotion, just neutral. But some emotions I 
cannot control. I did not want that to happen while drinking the 
blood. I was worried about it; I thought it must be very strange, 
only the idea of tasting it nearly made me faint and I did not 
want to spoil it for the others. Practicing it would be great, but 
I considered it would be best having some food in my stomach. 
Already I was a bit light in my head. There was a group of actors 
that were going for lunch in a nearby café, and we joined them. 
During lunch we sat at one table with the filmmaker. He filmed 
us, while we told about the Aktion, and everything that had hap-
pened so far. I also must have hung on my cross before going 
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to lunch, but I do not remember when it was exactly. What I do 
remember is that I told the filmmaker, after he switched of his 
camera, that I had been so aroused and that I had wanted to 
have sex. Not with anyone in particular, I simply wanted it. 

When we arrived back at the museum, Nitsch was working with 
his musicians. Standing against the staircase in the main space 
with Sarah and the filmmaker, I listened to the music and watched 
them play. It was a chaotic atmosphere. Nitsch was directing his 
musicians. It seemed to take a long time and Sarah and I decided 
to go outside to wait for the next round of rehearsals. After a while, 
the Dutch artist advised us to visit Nitsch who was playing his key-
boards and seemed to be enjoying himself. We disturbed him for 
a short moment. I do not remember what, but we said something 
and Nitsch laughed. He had this twinkle in his eyes. I wondered 
what he was thinking, he had this naughty look, as if he had some-
thing planned for us. Sarah and I went outside again, and after 
Nitsch was done with his music, there were new rehearsals for us. 
We continued from the point where we had ended before lunch. 
Sarah and I had to get undressed again. 

When we were naked, we took position at our tables again. From 
the food I had gotten some energy to keep me warm, but it was still 
cold in the museum. I imagined what it would be like in two days, 
what the smell would be like, how it would feel with the sun on my 
skin in the vineyard, how it would be to be completely depending 
on other people, to be carried on my cross, to be hanging on my 
cross. I was fully aware of the documentary maker, who was filming 
me from the balcony of the first floor. I was aware of his presence 
constantly. I felt him filming my naked body. I wanted him to see 
me, to touch me, to touch me through his camera.
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After a short break Nitsch’s son told us we would start from the 
beginning. This time it was more serious, with more hanging on 
the cross. It felt good to be bound again, to feel my custom-made 
cross under my body. But I was less happy when they placed me 
against the wall. They placed me so straight, that I felt my weight 
on the wrong side of the balance. I tried to explain my unlucky 
position, but there was a language difficulty and this time I did 
not have my hand and feet to clarify. I was screwed. It was hard to 
keep standing straight. At a certain point, I was afraid to fall over 
with my cross, flat on my face, but I thought it was better to get 
used to the situation. When they would place me like that during 
the Aktion, I somehow had to deal with it. This was a good test. As 
a distraction, I tried focusing on my position within the theater 
setting. Aware of my future perspective as a blindfolded person 
who is supposed to be looked at, now I could still see what was 
going on. Bound to my cross, I could not assist in anything that 
was going on. Instead I watched. I took in all the information I 
could get. I looked at Nitsch, the other actors, how they behaved 
and I tried to follow what they said. The atmosphere seemed al-
most aggressive. Although I could not move, I felt active in the 
sense that there were a lot of things happening around me.

After some time the standing became uncomfortable, standing on 
this little wooden bar, my weight was solely on my heels. The bind-
ing of my arms was so loosely done, that my arms did not carry any 
weight. I was heavy, and we had skipped all the ‘breaks’, the mo-
ments we would lie on the table or would be positioned outside to 
get washed. At some point they carried me outside, to test carrying 
the weight of my body and cross. There was supposed to be a pro-
cession as part of the Aktion. It meant that they would have to carry 
me from the museum to the top of the hill, to the Vineyard. It was 
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a long walk. They would pass our apartment building and already 
that was half an hour on foot, and that is without the extra weight. 

It was around 5.30pm. It had started raining heavily. There was 
a dinner on the top floor of the museum, but I wanted to go 
home and have a break. There would be two more important 
days and I had not had much sleep during the nights before. 
Plus, the next day we would have to be at Piazza Dante at six 
o’clock in the morning. But Nitsch had asked us and so we stayed 
for dinner. It was very nice to be sitting there in that room, sur-
rounded by Nitsch’s work. The room was actually an exhibition 
space and between two parallel dividing walls, benches were 
placed. On these dividing walls were two very large, early anat-
omy drawings that covered almost the entire wall. The two long 
tables were positioned between them. On the other walls were 
compilations of photographs from previous Aktionen. It gave a 
special atmosphere to the dinner. Nitsch had asked us to join 
him at his table. Food was brought in and placed on a separate 
table that functioned as the buffet. It was delicious. Exactly what 
I needed: strawberries, melon, mozzarella, tomatoes, nut bread 
and a small piece of spinach quiche. I had the feeling we were 
all tired and hungry, I knew I was. We drank white wine from the 
vineyard of the museum’s owner again and toasted with Nitsch. 
There was a very nice and friendly atmosphere. Some people 
from Istanbul joined us and also one of the filmmakers. When 
Nitsch was falling asleep, dozing away, it seemed all right to 
leave. We made appointments with his Austrian assistant and 
with the documentary maker for the next morning and left. 

At home, we watched photographs the Dutch artist had taken 
from us, to make us feel more at ease about lying there naked. 
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We looked okay. The photos were sharp, but not too detailed. 
When Sarah and the Dutch artist went to bed, I listened to some 
music. I wanted to relax a little bit before going to sleep and take 
a moment to realize everything that was happening. There was 
a CD from Il Turco in Italia, of which I had seen a performance in 
London a few weeks prior. I enjoyed listening to it a lot. When 
the music finished, around 1 am, I masturbated thinking of the 
documentary maker licking me while I was lying in the grass 
of the vineyard after the Aktion. I imagined the feel of the cold 
grass tickling my skin. Then I fucked his brains out. When I was 
done with him, some female actors came to lick the cum out of 
me. They used me, held me firmly down, while one came sitting 
on my face and another fucked me. After my orgasm, I set my 
alarm at 5:15am and fell asleep.
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Day 5   21 May 2010                 Sarah golD

Although I was still totally tired that morning, that did not stop 
me from being sexually aroused; I came strong on top of my 
partner and when Karlyn and I walked hand in hand again to 
the coffee bar, I was still feeling horny; pleased to know that his 
sperm still was inside my pussy. 

Today would be rehearsals all day long and the last of the so 
called ‘active actors’ would arrive. At the museum Nitsch was 
giving instructions while holding papers in his hand; his ‘Parti-
tur’, the script for the 130th Aktion of his Orgien Mysterien Theater. 
As he went along, he was always writing things down in it. 

I had seen a shopping list lying on one of the tables saying: 50 kilo 
strawberries, 20 kilo grapes, 50 kilo tomatoes, and at the bottom of 
the list it said: 300 liter blood. That impressed me. I had been trying 
to train my brain, in case I would encounter any unpleasant smell 
or taste when being on the cross, to think positive. 

By 10.45 Karlyn and I were both lying naked on the tables we 
would be lying on during the Aktion. Shortly after 12 o‘clock 
Nitsch united Karlyn and me by bringing me together with her 
on her table and he told us: “Do whatever you like to do”. Be-
cause I did not want this unusual situation to turn awkward, I 
took  Karlyn in my arms, said something to ease the moment and 
started to kiss her very softly, she kissed right back and it felt 
very natural and sensual, kissing her, caressing her body with 
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my hands and lips. I felt honored that she touched me, so nice, 
so tender. But, it all felt as a moment of restricted passion, the 
boundaries being stronger than the will to really proceed fur-
ther. This was the first time I got so close to Karlyn in public, and 
it moved me that Karlyn dared to touch me. I had hoped and ex-
pected this for in the future, but I had not thought it would come 
in this way, it being at a rehearsal for the 130th Aktion of Hermann 
Nitsch, in catholic Naples. But it felt very good, it gave hope for 
the future, knowing that I liked the way Karlyn uses her tongue, 
the way her body feels, the way she moves. Then, we got dressed 
again, I helped Karlyn getting dressed and she helped me. 

We got some vouchers given by the organizers to have lunch. To-
gether with many other people who were involved in the Aktion 
we went to a small osteria near Piazza Dante. In the restaurant we 
gave a short interview into the camera of the Austrian who was 
staying close to us all the time. Many different courses came, the 
main being a dish which seemed to be a favorite one in Naples, 
a mixture of different varieties of pasta, potatoes and to give it 
flavor, some meat cut up in little cubes; it was not my favorite. 
But it did not matter, I was not here for the food; and anyway, to 
use the words of Lawrence Weiner, I am not a food snob. 

When we returned to the museum, Nitsch was playing on the syn-
thesizer, it seemed to be set to sound like an organ. Karlyn and I put 
on our Malhemd and after waiting sometime outside on the ter-
race, we went to Nitsch. I felt like an adolescent angel in this white 
thick cotton dress which we had put on over our clothes. Kneel-
ing down beside Nitsch, I asked him if it would be possible to do 
a ‘looking back’ interview for our film on Monday after the Aktion. 
Our Austrian filmmaker would have liked to do it immediately, after 
the Aktion, because of the ‘reality’ feeling which he was looking for. 
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But after the Aktion at night, it would not be a good moment to 
reflect; we would be too tired and also it would not be convenient 
for Nitsch. Therefore we decided to ask him if it would be possible 
to do it on Monday, which was no problem for him. 

Going to Nitsch whilst he was playing, had needed the Dutch art-
ist’s encouragement for Karlyn and me. Nitsch seemed to be play-
ing so concentrated, not ready to be disturbed. I know that I should 
not make assumptions, because mine are often far from right. It 
was such a nice moment, to see that he enjoyed that we came to 
him. He kept playing on the synthesizer when talking to us, at a 
certain moment he asked his assistant to give him a block of wood, 
which he put on the black colored keys and, pushing the block 
down, he created an overpowering sound experience. I really felt 
that he liked the attention we gave him. Even when I assumed he 
would have no time for us, I was always proven wrong. 

The rehearsals started again. We got undressed and had to begin 
where we had stopped; Karlyn and I together on one table. This 
time being too aware of our surrounding we had no sexual inter-
action, we were just holding each other; but I was feeling at ease 
and comfortable, it felt very good with her. At one point Karlyn 
had to go to her cross and was put straight up against one of the 
walls; I was happy that it was not me. Because your arms were 
not really tied to the bars of the cross, you were standing with all 
your weight on the little wooden strip, which is not wide, just the 
back part of your heels carrying your weight. 

After some time, it seemed an eternity to me, I was brought to 
my cross. Now I was lying on the floor, arms bound to the cross, 
naked, seemingly helpless and vulnerable. A young Italian man 
who was one of the carpenters walked passed and this must have 
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been for him a very unusual setting; a girl lying naked on the 
cross. He looked at me and I looked straight back at him: “Come 
on: just take me.” This thought surprised me, since I see myself in 
general not as a passive ‘wanting to be taken girl’ but more as an 
active one. The Italian did not come and use me, maybe I scared 
him by looking straight at him, or maybe he did not like the way 
I looked, but I will never forget this moment. Me ‘helpless’, being 
tied down, lying on the floor, naked, wanted to be taken. 

The rehearsals continued. I looked around to see what was hap-
pening; Nitsch’s son, being the executor of Nitsch’s wishes dur-
ing the Aktion, told the active actors what the next step would 
be. I did not want to know what would be done with us, in order 
to be surprised. I wanted to stay open-minded, so I could expe-
rience the Aktion uninhibited and could describe it as truthful 
as possible and uncorrupted by previous thoughts. Therefore I 
often looked to the ceiling, thinking about my life and my life in 
comparison with that of other people. 

When I got lifted into the air, lying naked on the cross and being 
carried outside, the sky arose in front of me and it looked mag-
nificent. It was so impressive, being on that cross, naked, carried, 
and the sky looking so dramatic, this sheer awareness. Today it 
had become quite warm and when I was put back down on the 
floor again, it was scary for me to feel that I had become dizzy, 
not being helped by the fact that I was not lying flat but with my 
head tilting downwards.

I closed my eyes, because during the Aktion I would be blindfold-
ed and unable to correct my ‘balance organ’ through any visual 
input. I think one of the reasons of being blindfolded during an 
Aktion from Nitsch, must be to sharpen your other senses; sup-
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posedly vision or better ‘visual impact’ is for most people their 
strongest sense? Have we not lost the sharpness of our senses 
by the way we have been living; gotten degenerated by sitting 
behind a desk all day, not having to hunt or being hunted? It felt 
good to consciously focus on my senses.

I was lifted from the floor of the terrace and was put up straight 
against a wall; I tried to keep my eyes closed, but I had to open 
them, I got so disorientated, I thought I would faint, falling off 
my cross; technically this was not possible, since my arms were 
tied to it with rope. But, and that started to worry me, as far as I 
knew nobody ever fainted during an Aktion, and I was not plan-
ning to be the first to do so.

Then, I was carried back into the museum, I believe onto my ta-
ble; the brass band which would be playing during the Aktion 
was rehearsing in the background. I was so dizzy and had got-
ten very worried at this point; because I could not control this 
dizziness. I felt like I could ruin the Aktion. Nitsch’s son checked 
how we were doing. I told him how I felt and he took my hand, 
pressing a fingernail into the inside of my little finger, very hard, 
and the dizziness or at least the worst of it, was gone at once. 
For a moment I felt relieved, but straight away the worries came 
back; I still could ruin the Aktion and put shame upon myself, the 
Dutch artist, Karlyn and Nitsch. But the son told me that during 
the Aktion, I would have someone watching me all the time and 
that he would constantly check how we were feeling. I decided 
that I would not worry about being dizzy anymore. 

That night we all had food inside the museum, again we sat at the 
end of the table, not to offend or disturb anybody, and again Nitsch 
saw us and joined us. It felt that he liked our company and I liked 
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his. He seemed to be content; we talked a while and shortly after, 
when Nitsch left to speak to some other people, we went home. 

I wanted to see the photos the Dutch artist had taken of us to-
day; he had mainly done so to take away my worries about how I 
looked. They were not as bad as I had thought and anyway, now 
it was too late to worry. This Friday, May 21 was the first day of 
serious rehearsals, which meant that if you are a ‘passive actor’ 
like Karlyn and I, you are lying around on tables or being on a 
cross in a horizontal or vertical position. Not very exciting, but 
since an Aktion is a kind of theater, it is necessary to rehearse, 
because there are so many people involved. 
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Day 6   22 May 2010   Karlyn De Jongh

I woke up around 5 am that morning. We were going to the fish 
market and had to be at Piazza Dante at 6 o’clock. Nitsch had 
told me that in the finale, I would get a big fish on top of me. To-
day we would be buying the fish that would end up on my belly. 
Only a small group of people would go, only Nitsch with his two 
assistants, the museum’s owner with one assistant, the docu-
mentary maker, myself and Sarah. Nitsch’s assistant knocked on 
the door and shortly after, Sarah and I were walking together 
with him down to the Piazza.

The air was really fresh outside. It was still a little dark but we 
could see the Vesuvius and the sun, which had just risen. The 
sky had beautiful colors and it smelled really nice, the air had 
nothing of the exhaust fumes from the previous times we 
walked through Naples. There were hardly any mopeds, and 
we could walk on the streets without having the feeling of 
being run over at any moment. In comparison to other days, 
there was no sound at all. At exactly 6 o’clock we arrived at the 
Piazza, and at the same time the car with Nitsch and the mu-
seum’s owner came driving around the corner. It looked cute 
again, this small Smart car with the two men inside. But these 
two men looked awfully awake, especially Nitsch. I had often 
seen him dozing off in quiet moments, but now—at 6 o’clock in 
the morning—he seemed very awake while my eyes were still 
only half open. I needed a coffee. Nitsch stayed in his car and 
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reaching through the window, we kissed him good morning. It 
was so great, this new day. It was as if we were waking up with 
Nitsch and it felt warm and cozy. A few minutes later everyone 
was there and we headed off. 

There was a good atmosphere in the car and I enjoyed the ride. 
I sat on Sarah’s lap, curled up, it was very nice. It all looked very 
beautiful that morning and it was so quiet. It was a very nice 
route along the sea, with a beautiful lane of pine trees and little 
fishing boats in the water; it was very idyllic, a classic Mediterra-
nean view. I heard the others mention that we were on the slow 
road to the harbor, but I liked it and enjoyed every moment of 
it. It reminded me of the time we drove with Nitsch to his mu-
seum in Austria, where Nitsch would give us a tour. Nitsch had 
shown us the scenic route through the valley, which was at least 
double the length, but it was a beautiful ride. After parking the 
car, Sarah and I went over to Nitsch and helped him out of it. 
He showed us a newspaper and pointed to the full page article 
about the upcoming Aktion. Nitsch smiled and had this teasing, 
boyish look in his eyes again; the article mentioned the plans he 
had with Sarah and me. 

Together with Nitsch we walked over the parking lot to the 
fish wholesaler, it looked similar to the ones we had visited 
on Thursday. I hoped that now we would be more successful. 
We waited for 15 minutes while the museum’s owner spoke to 
one of the people from the store, again not the right fish, so 
we went to another more classic type of fish market, close by. 
Fortunately on our way over, we stopped at a coffee bar, I was 
very happy. I had been longing for that since I got up. The coffee 
was excellent and even the cherry and custard filled croissant I 
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had with it, tasted fantastic. When all had finished their coffee, 
we continued our walk and reached the fish market. There were 
about 30 salesmen, who all tried their best to sell their seafood 
and fish. Sarah and I followed Nitsch, while the documentary 
maker filmed our every step. 

All salesmen focused on Nitsch, who was slowly passing the 
market stands with us on his side. Nitsch seemed to enjoy the 
situation. He walked around and pointed to certain fish he want-
ed to have. The museum’s owner came with the money right af-
ter. Nitsch explained us every time why he chose each particular 
fish, and I took every opportunity to touch them, to get an im-
pression of what their skin felt like. I looked forward to feel the 
fish on my body. They were so slimy, so slippery, it felt fantastic. 
Especially the octopuses were nice. They were still alive when 
we bought them and Nitsch explained that they would unfor-
tunately die a slow death; they should be dead right before the 
start of the Aktion, tomorrow at noon. Alive, they looked so very 
beautiful, the textures, the colors. 

We were the only customers at that moment, but still there 
was a chaotic atmosphere at the market. Nitsch was discussing 
his shopping list with his assistant: 15 octopuses, 30 squids, 20 
of these, several of that, and some of those. He picked out the 
ones he wanted to have and always took a few extra, just in case. 
Suddenly, I saw a wonderful large swordfish lying in one of the 
stands. Together with Nitsch and Sarah, I admired it. It was still 
whole and seemed to fulfill all Nitsch’s requirements. It really was 
a beautiful fish and I imagined it lying on my belly. Even without 
the sword and tail, it was my size. I imagined the weight of the 
fish on my body and how the fish then would be lying between 
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my legs. I would have liked to rub my pussy against it, but instead 
Nitsch chose a much smaller fish, like tuna, one without a sword. 

Everything we bought was brought to a white van while we 
headed off to the fruit market that ran parallel to the fishmarket. 
I love fruit and seeing the stands filled with all these different 
types of fruits and vegetables was beautiful. It was a rich feel-
ing; there were mountains of strawberries and melons, as well 
as some types of fruit I had not seen before. The colors were just 
stunning, nice reds, oranges, greens and yellows, and it smelled 
extremely fresh and sweet. Nitsch bought strawberries and then 
we walked over to a small café. He sat down at the only table in 
the space, Sarah took the other chair and pulled me on her lap. 
The others stayed at the counter. We all quickly drank a coffee 
and at 10.30 am we took the motorway back. 

Sitting in the car, Nitsch’s Italian assistant showed us the news-
paper with the article in it about the Aktion. The headline said 
something about Sapphic love, it meant Sarah and me lying to-
gether on our table, touching each other. We did not know what 
exactly Nitsch had in mind, but I really liked the idea of having 
sex with Sarah on that table. 

When we arrived at the museum, there were already many peo-
ple. We had to start straight away. It was a lot warmer today and 
for the first time that week, I was actually quite warm. Sarah and 
I had to get on our crosses, with our clothes on this time, and 
some actors carried me to the wall outside that was prepared 
for the final part of the event tomorrow. It was quite heavy to 
be there, on that cross this time. I felt the little wooden plateau 
pressing in my heels and the sun was burning. I got light in my 
head and felt drops of sweat dripping down my legs, it was very, 
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very warm. Many people were outside, observing the scene. 
Most of them were looking in our direction, some were chatting, 
others were filming or taking photographs. Even though it was 
quite tough, it still felt good. I imagined what it would be like, 
to be standing there and looking me straight in the eyes while I 
was hanging there, on that cross. 

It took a long time before we were finally taken off the wall and 
were carried inside the museum again. There we had to undress 
immediately. It already became normal, to be naked in a room 
full of people. Sarah and I climbed on our tables. Nitsch’s son 
came to tell us that, during the Aktion, nobody was allowed to 
touch us, only him and Nitsch, and that we did not have to be 
afraid. I would not have mind being touched at all, on the con-
trary: I wanted to be touched! What a fantastic experience that 
would be, when you are hanging on your cross, blindfolded, and 
then somebody would just come over and make you come with 
his fingers. But it was not so, and then I remembered a man, 
who had been taking photos of Sarah and me non-stop while 
we were lying naked on our tables the day before and I thought, 
not being touched was probably better.

It felt good to be naked again, my table was like an island, it was 
my place. An attractive woman came to blindfold me, she had 
very soft hands and her movements were very careful and caring. 
It was interesting to be blindfolded like that. Having my eyes cov-
ered made me more aware of my other senses. I sensed people 
passing by my table. Everybody seemed to be rushing around 
to take care of the last things. I was still able to see something; 
there was a little gap between the blindfold and my cheek. Be-
sides that, the blindfold was just a small line of cloth and so it was 
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still possible to have your eyes open. There was a bright white 
light shining through the blindfold. It felt like cheating, looking 
through that gap. I did not want that, I wanted the full experi-
ence and having my eyes open made my other senses weaker. 
So, I kept them closed, at least most of the time. 

A few minutes later, Nitsch’s son came over to me and touched 
my body. “Now you will get the blood,” he said. Sarah and I had 
just seen the blood being brought into the museum, we knew 
the blood was there and so the option that they would actu-
ally serve it to me seemed very real. He asked me to open my 
mouth, which I did and I remember longing for the taste and 
at the same time feeling “oh fuck; now it is really happening.” 
Nitsch’s son took my forehead and slightly moved it first to the 
left and then slowly to the right and then back to the center. 
Then he let go of me. That was it. There was no blood. When I 
come to think of it, it seems quite logical that they would not 
really give me any blood at that moment, they had to keep the 
tables clean, but at that moment my longing was so strong, that 
I had skipped all logic. When he moved my head, the son told 
me that now the blood would be flowing over my cheek on the 
table. Hearing this, my mouth and cheeks felt more sensitive 
and it felt as if something was missing. I desired the blood to be 
in my mouth, pushing it slowly out and let it flow over my lips 
down to the side, but: there was no blood.

Trembling again from the cold, I felt the bruises where my skin 
touched the table. It was hurting quite a bit and lying there 
became uncomfortable. The pain, however, was also pleasure. 
I had to lie on the table and was not allowed to move. I liked be-
ing controlled in that way. My lips were getting blue again and 
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my body was shaking. The blood was getting out of my limbs. 
Although I could not see them, my fingers were getting white, 
at least it was the same feeling that I have in winter times when 
they slowly start to die. I was so unbelievably cold. Then some-
body came and put a warm hand on me. I wanted that person 
to just come lie on top of me, to keep me warm. But of course 
she did not. She came to collect me: apparently it was time to be 
bound to my cross. The cross was positioned on the short end of 
my table, in the center of the museum space. At first, I kept my 
eyes closed, but then I noticed that that person was not really 
leading me. I was a little disoriented and dizzy and just in case, I 
looked through the small opening along my cheek down to the 
floor. They tied me up again. It felt so good. 

They lifted me up and carried me to the left side of the space, to 
place me against the wall for the next act in the theater. There 
I stood for some time, experiencing the moment. Sometimes 
people passed by, but I did not smell any perfume or sweat. Most 
people were also quiet, the only thing that was particularly loud 
was the whistle that introduced a new situation in the play, and 
Nitsch’s son was loud, raising his voice so that everybody would 
be able to hear him. He explained the steps, what the actors were 
supposed to do and how they were supposed to do it. There was 
distance between me and them, as if I was not part of what was 
going on. I had my eyes closed and it felt as if I was dead already: 
everything just continued, but now without me. I felt as if people 
were not looking at me, I did not feel being watched at all. 

After some time I was carried off the wall and placed on the floor 
in front of it. They did not carry me back to the center of the 
space, they let me lie there. My fingers were losing blood, it was 
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as if my hands were already dying. My lips were blue, I knew they 
were. Lying there on the floor, it felt as if they had dug a hole and 
placed me in it. It became very quiet around me and I was not 
sure what was going on. They were doing something else and I 
did not know what it was. There was no explanation by Nitsch’s 
son, nothing. All of a sudden, from very close by, I heard the 
documentary maker say, “Is she all right?” I did not feel part of 
this world, blindfolded, ‘observing’ everything from a distance. 
I was not sure whether he was talking about me. The voice was 
close by, but it could have been about anyone. Then I heard the 
Dutch artist say, “Oh, that is Karlyn, the only thing you can do is 
stroke and cuddle.” A hand came, touching my hand, my arms. 
It was really nice and warm. It felt as if life was coming back to 
me. It was a weird feeling though, to hear people speak about 
you as if you are not there anymore. Their conversation was not 
directed to me: they were not asking me, but talking amongst 
each other, about me. Then the whistle blew and they picked me 
up and brought me back to my table.

Lying naked on my table in that main museum space had always 
been arousing to me. Especially while still being blindfolded, my 
skin was extra sensitive and it was as if my total body was longing 
to be touched. Not knowing what exactly was going to happen, 
was erotic to me. I started breathing heavily, more and more, 
nearly reaching an orgasm right there on the table. I imagined 
what it would be like, during the Aktion, when it was ‘for real’. 

I was in this mode of nearly reaching an orgasm, when there was 
the sound of the whistle again, this time it meant that now there 
was a break. Immediately someone came, helped me into a sit-
ting position and started to unroll the blindfold from my face. 
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After she was done, I held my eyes closed for a second. When 
I opened my eyes, a film camera was pointed in my face, and 
the red light was on. “How do you feel?” was the question. I had 
forgotten about this filmmaker, but here he was. The camera 
rolling. I searched for words, suddenly having to speak German. 
Expressing my sexual excitement in that language in front of 
the camera, was not so easy. Aware of the red button, I looked 
straight in his camera and told him how I felt in the best way I 
could and as honest as possible. The filmmaker was smiling be-
hind his camera. I felt so great, so excited, I could not say much, 
but I guess my facial expression was clear enough. 

After lunch, there was the second round of rehearsals. We start-
ed with the part where Sarah and I would be lying on our ta-
ble together. After we were both blindfolded again, Sarah and 
I took position and lay next to each other. Nitsch’s son came 
and pushed us closer, having one hand on my back and one on 
 Sarah’s. “you can get closer; you can move a little.” I held Sarah 
tight. She was nice and warm and I felt her soft skin again. It was 
beautiful to be lying there with her and I stroke her back. We 
did not say much to each other I guess, maybe just whispering 
words. We were just being sweet to each other; at least I expe-
rienced it as a very warm and loving but also short moment: it 
appeared to be the only moment that I would be lying down for 
the rest of the afternoon. The next few hours there were only me 
and Sarah hanging on the cross. 

After having been on my cross for a while, standing became very 
uncomfortable and it took ages before there would be a short 
break. It was painful, but still I enjoyed the situation. However, 
with the pain in my heels, most of the erotic was gone. My skin 
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museum the next morning at 8 o’clock, whether you had some-
thing to do or not. When Nitsch finished his speech, the Dutch 
artist, Sarah and I went for dinner with the filmmaker and the 
Dutch lady who buys and distributes the books we make about 
our Art Projects. It was a very nice talk and dinner, but around 
10 o’clock we went home. Tomorrow was the big day. We spoke 
a bit more when we were at home, about everything that had 
happened but, we went to bed quite early: we had to be fresh 
for the next day, the day of the Aktion. After my orgasm, I lay on 
my back with my hands behind my head, thinking about what 
was going to happen the following day. Many thoughts crossed 
my mind. I was too exhausted to think in a straight line, but it 
was just pleasant. I was ready for tomorrow.
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was stiff from the cold and I felt the hairs on my body stand-
ing straight. Feeling was not so pleasant now. To stay positive, 
I tried focusing on my other senses instead. Since there were 
still no particular smells, at least not that I can recall, I mainly 
listened to what was going on around me: the whistle, Nitsch’s 
son announcing the next situation, Nitsch and his son discuss-
ing the sequence for the Aktion, the footsteps of the actors mov-
ing around, voices when people were talking to each other. It 
was interesting to follow, especially since I was just on my cross 
against the wall and they were doing something somewhere 
else. I could only guess what was going on. I wondered where 
Sarah was and how she was doing. 

After some time, Sarah and I were carried outside. It was good 
to heat up. Finally, it was time for the last part and Sarah and I 
were positioned on the floor, head to head, in the center of the 
museum terrace. When all steps in the Aktion were taken, we 
practiced the procession. Several people were carrying me a few 
hundred meters naked on the cross through the alley, which was 
leading away from the museum. I was happy to be lying down 
again for a moment, being carried. Again I felt distanced from 
the people around me. I smelled various flowers and plants and 
being in this narrow street, it sounded differently. The footsteps 
were echoed and I could hear them intensely. The sun did not 
reach there, but although I was in the shade, luckily it was still 
warm. Then they brought Sarah and me back into the museum, 
we were finished for the day. We had practiced the entire Aktion 
twice and it was enough. 

Sarah and I put on our Malhemden again and went outside 
where Nitsch was speaking to all the actors. He told us that he 
would very much appreciate it when everybody would be at the 
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Day 6   22 May 2010                Sarah golD

At 5.15 in the morning I woke up by the alarm of my phone. 
 Unfortunately not even time for sex; we had to be at Piazza 
Dante at six o’clock to go to the fish market together with Nitsch. 
Although I was exhausted and my eyes did not seem to open 
anymore, I felt honored that we had been invited to come along 
and was looking forward to going there. Walking down to Piazza 
Dante early on this a Saturday morning, Naples did not feel like 
Naples. In the couple of days that I had been here, I had never 
seen it so quiet: no cars, no honking horns and no people. It was 
a tranquil and at the same time, an unusual experience. 

We arrived at the piazza and just one minute later we saw Nitsch 
and his patron, the owner of the museum, driving towards us in 
the little white Smart. Nitsch was smiling and seemed happy. We 
walked up to him and greeted him in our daily manner, with a kiss 
on the mouth. We were picked up by a driver with a big car with 
blacked out windows. Accompanied by the young assistant, the 
Italian assistant, and the Austrian documentary filmmaker, we fol-
lowed the Smart car. We stopped at a news stand; the papers were 
already writing about our ‘female love’. The owner of the museum 
seemed content; he had a big grin on his face when he showed us 
the papers. But was this really good news? In Italy religion is tak-
en seriously and to me it felt that religion in Naples is even more 
present. Walking in the streets, you see many shrines for all kinds 
of saints. Every one being decorated differently, some with neon 
lights others with paper flowers, the diversity being endless; an 
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they were kept in. When we were finished at the fish section of the 
market, we walked towards the street, half way we saw a fruit stand 
and bought some trays of strawberries. Because the owner of the 
museum was paying for all the fish and organizing the transporta-
tion of it to the museum, we stopped for a cup of coffee to give him 
some time to arrange it all. Karlyn was sitting on my lap and Nitsch 
shared his little sweetbread, feeding us. 

Before noon we were back on our table in the main room of the mu-
seum. I had been told to lift my left leg a little bit into an angle, a 
position of which Nitsch’s son had told me that they call the ‘Egon 
Schiele’ position. I am sure that these girls by Schiele, were not lying 
on a hard table; my ankle bone was not too pleased with this posi-
tion, but it was the only thing which was hurting today. I felt more 
and more at ease lying naked on the table. I had given up making 
a hollow back, which made me look a little more elegant, but had 
caused a terrible back pain the night before. Today, I would not have 
this self-inflicted problem again; the punishment being far too high 
for the gain. Because I was lying in a more relaxed way now, I could 
easier focus on the different sounds and scents. I could smell the 
flowers of the plants outside, a full-bodied, sweet and at the same 
time soft scent. We had these flowers in the garden of the house 
where I grew up, I used to smell them as a teenager when I was com-
ing home at early hours in the morning. It felt warm and welcome. 

We had lunch and Nitsch shared a piece of his pizza with us. We 
went outside on the terrace and I saw some plastic canisters 
filled with a dark liquid passing; was this the 300 liters of blood? 
It was. I looked at the end of the alleyway and saw a small jeep 
there. Something was happening so, Karlyn and I walked up to 
the car and saw the pig. It was not huge, but it filled the boot of 
the car. It was stiff, had a stamp on one thigh and was shaven; 
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interesting phenomenon. But now I was not too sure about the 
feelings people would have towards us, were we going not con-
form their religion; two women having sex together and hanging 
naked on the cross. Could we be in trouble? 

I think we drove for about 45 minutes and stopped at a fish whole-
saler somewhere in a harbor. Although I could not follow the con-
versation it felt to me that the tension was high. Finally we were 
told that they could not allow us on the premises because of ‘in-
surance reasons’. We left to drink a coffee in a little bar nearby and 
not long after that, we were picked up: they found a fish market 
where they expected to find what Nitsch needed. It was quite a big 
market for all kinds of things, and of which one section was desig-
nated for seafood. There were about 30 different merchants, who 
were just starting to display their products. Walking with Nitsch 
over the fish market was a touching experience for me. When 
I saw how much he enjoyed being able to choose the materials 
he would need for his art. He was like a painter walking through 
a paint shop. It seemed that he was indulging in the feeling of the 
richness of the differences of the given materials, enjoying the mo-
ment of selection. I noticed that he only chose certain kinds of fish 
and no shellfish at all and I asked him what the criteria were. “I like 
the moist and slimy ones”; to this I could relate, finding moist, soft 
and slimy very sensual and erotic qualities myself. But the reason 
why he does not use the fish that are flat bottom feeders, but only 
the ones with a ‘human like’ body, I did not understand; might it 
be for aesthetical reasons? Nitsch selected a variety of different 
fish, amongst which also two really big fish, which would be cut 
open on the spot during the finale. Also many boxes full of differ-
ent squid, calamari, were bought. Nitsch chose also at least a dozen 
of octopuses that were still alive, trying to sneak out of the tubs 
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Later on that day, the son of Nitsch told us, that his father had done 
something very special; Nitsch had adjusted his Partitur, making 
Karlyn and me the center piece of the Aktion. He said to me: “I do 
not know what you did to him, but he really likes you.” 

That evening we got invited to join Nitsch for a musical performance 
in a church where he had an exhibition together with works by Cara-
vaggio. It turned out that we could not enter because it was over-
crowded, so we went for dinner instead with the Austrian filmmaker 
and a Dutch woman who, until now, buys most of the books out of 
our Art Projects series, that Karlyn and I make. After dinner we took a 
taxi to our apartment, this was the first time since we arrived that we 
did not have walk uphill home, only having to climb the stairs of the 
six floor building in order to reach our apartment, to reach my bed. 

The Dutch book lady had brought with her a few samples, from the 
book Karlyn and I had just made with Lawrence Weiner. We had it 
printed in Germany while we where in Naples, and asked her to 
bring some by plane. That book was the first, out of our Art Project 
series. It looked fantastic. What a life I have, receiving the first book 
out of this series, while already making the second one; and how 
different this one will be. Tomorrow would be the big day. We would 
not just be part of the 130th Aktion, but we would also have an im-
portant role; Nitsch adjusting his Partitur, placing Karlyn and me on 
a table together, and using us in the grand finale. While I was lying 
in bed, I was very excited, I needed to come. Feeling my partner, the 
Dutch artist lying next to me, I got on top of him and let myself come 
several times whilst looking at him; such a good feeling. I sucked his 
sperm out with my pussy and fell asleep peacefully. 

163

DAy 6   22 MAy 2010   SARAH GOLD

it looked friendly, with a smile and cute happy ears. Once I had 
seen barrels with dead piglets alongside the road, but this was 
the first time I saw a grown dead pig from that nearby. This was 
the pig for the big finale and either Karlyn or I would get it on 
top; the active actors would put blood, intestines and all kinds of 
fruit and seafood inside and start rummaging. 

Back into position, on my table in the museum, the rehearsal 
started again. Today being blindfolded with gauze, only able 
to see very little when you looked straight down. We now re-
hearsed the ‘crucifixion’, two women led to my cross, I could tell 
it by their voices. With rope I was loosely tied onto my cross, I 
got lifted and was set up straight, leaning against a wall. To be 
crucified was not an easy job for me, after some minutes I felt 
my feet starting to have trouble, being only able to rest with the 
back of my heel on this little bar. To ease this, I put one foot in 
the length of the bar and let the other hang down to rest; swap-
ping position every once in a while. At a certain moment, Karlyn 
and I were placed together on a table, like the day before. But 
although I had really enjoyed our soft, first encounter, I did not 
want to proceed and shock Karlyn too much with more real life 
intimacy. Lying just next to her, I put my leg across hers and held 
her hands, feeling very comfortable in her presence. 

The rehearsal went on; it was very unusual for me to do nothing, be-
ing so inactive. Nitsch’s son was very kind, telling us about every little 
move they would do; I got a small bench which was made to fit over 
my upper body. When I asked what it was for, I was told that it was for 
my protection: “you will get the pig.” I would have preferred to really 
‘feel’ the pig, skin on skin; having its head between my legs, rubbing 
my pussy whilst being rummaged, feeling its body on mine, but they 
told me, for security reasons this was not possible. 
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Day 7   23 May 2010   Karlyn De Jongh   

Today would be the day, after 6 days of preparations, Sarah and I 
would become part of Nitsch’s 130th Aktion. I was in Naples, Italy, 
and woke up around 6am, from sheer enthusiasm. How I looked 
forward to this! Now it was really happening. I had this positive 
tension. Especially for this day, I had promised myself to have no 
moral restrictions, to just experience what happens, without cul-
tural boundaries, because that is what Nitsch is about. I stayed in 
bed for a while, thinking about what was going to happen. What 
a chance this was, to be part of Nitsch’s artwork. Not only would 
we be part, we would be the centerpiece, the finale. We had build 
up such a relationship with Nitsch that he changed his script and 
rearranged it around Sarah and me. How fantastic that was! And 
Sarah and I would be writing about our experiences, making a 
beautiful book. What an adventure it had already been, spend-
ing these previous six days with Nitsch, seeing so much of the 
preparations, being able to ask him any question. 

We had to be at the Fondazione Morra, the Museo Hermann 
Nitsch at 8 o’clock and I had plenty of time. We did not have 
to prepare anything: naked and without make-up was how we 
were supposed to present ourselves to Nitsch that morning. Off 
we went to the museum, it was around 7.15 am. It was quiet 
and beautiful, there was this fresh heat as in summer mornings. 
Sarah and I walked hand in hand as always. We passed large bill-
boards with announcements for the Aktion, for our crucifixion. 
It was early Sunday, but our favorite café was open. We stopped 
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of time you will be taken and you, very consciously, watch what 
is going on around you and put everything into question. What 
will they do? How will they use me? Nitsch had told us in great 
extent what was about to happen to us, but during the interviews 
he had also made a remark that during the Aktion he sometimes 
changes things, depending on the situation. I liked this idea of 
not knowing completely what was about to happen, it triggered 
me: everything was possible. I observed the other tables and the 
piles of strawberries and tomatoes that were lying on them. It was 
interesting to know that the objects could be used for my body. 
There were the beautiful, natural reds of the strawberries, cher-
ries, tomatoes and also the intestines of animals, and all with dif-
ferent shapes. Then someone came and blindfolded me.

Lying in my position on the table with my eyes covered, I was 
ready to start. Sarah and I did not say much to each other any-
more, maybe just a few words in between, but most of the time 
I was just lying in position. It was comfortable on my table and I 
entered my own world, feeling a little distant on my island. Maybe 
I was just tired from the previous days as I had not slept much. 
It had been long days with many impressions and now lying 
there on my table, I was very relaxed. The nervousness was gone. 
I closed my eyes behind my blindfold and suddenly felt myself 
dozing off. This was a bit too comfortable. Now when it was finally 
happening, I had to be awake. I opened my eyes again and looked 
through the gap between the blindfold and my cheek. Looking 
through that gap felt like cheating, but it was for the better. When 
the Aktion actually would start, I would close my eyes and really 
concentrate on my other senses. It was interesting to experience 
the difference, having your eyes closed or looking through that 
gap. Having the ability to see, I automatically neglected my oth-
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for two cappuccinos and a croissant and continued on our way 
to the museum. When we arrived, we did not have anything to 
do and so we took a seat in the sun on the museum terrace, 
chatting with the filmmaker, the Dutch artist and the book lady, 
watching the others set up the space and make it look beautiful. 
It was warm outside and I drank quite a bit of water. Some ac-
tive actors with experience had warned me for dehydration and 
advised me to drink a lot, because we would not get any water 
during the Aktion, just blood and slime. Although I longed for it, 
I was still nervous about the blood being poured into my mouth. 
It was 11 o’clock, the Aktion would start at 12, but we had to be 
ready before the visitors would arrive. 

I was sitting there, naked on my table, my island, and observed 
the other tables and the objects lying on them. They were all 
covered with white cloth. Some were set with the fish and other 
seafood we had bought on the market. They were placed side-by-
side, very straight. It was interesting to see that so much attention 
was being paid to how all the fish were positioned. Large lumps 
of intestines were brought in. It was very possible that at some 
point one of these lumps would end up upon my body. I tried 
smelling them, but it was too far away, there was only this very 
light scent, and it was so light that I could not describe it. The fish 
were more impressive in that sense, but also their smell was not 
so strong yet. After a few minutes, the cloths were drained with 
blood or water, depending on the object lying on it. Stuff came 
out of the intestines. I remembered the liver having a beautiful 
color, a very dark deep red. I imagined what it would feel like, firm 
and soft and how slippery it would be. 

Everything was seen by me from an erotic point of view. It was as if 
you are bound to the bed and you know that in a certain amount 
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Naked, on my table, having my eyes closed, I tried to get as 
many impressions as possible, to experience everything around 
me as intensely as I could. At a certain moment, I felt the hand 
of Nitsch’s son on my arm. It was nice and warm. Already from 
the beginning, I had been cold again and his hand came as a 
pleasant surprise. “Here is the blood,” he said. When I heard him 
say it, I thought, “Oh fuck!” I had feared this moment from the 
very beginning, and now I would be served my blood. I opened 
my mouth, slowly. My lips and tongue, the whole inside of my 
mouth and actually my entire body, I felt everything longing for 
this taste. I opened my mouth. The blood…, what a fantastic 
fluid! It was a little cold, but it was this thick, really nice tast-
ing, wonderful liquid. My mouth was anxious, as if the complete 
surface of the inside of my mouth was full of desire to get all the 
taste. My tongue reached inside this stream of blood that was 
flowing into my mouth. It was filling my cheeks and I let as much 
of this blood inside my mouth as possible, to taste it as intense 
as I could, everywhere in my mouth. This was such a fantastic 
experience. This was so erotic. This was so unlike anything I had 
ever tasted. This was wonderful. 

The blood kept coming. Nitsch’s son poured more and more 
blood in my mouth while he slowly shifted my head to the left. 
I wanted to take as much as possible and relaxed all the muscles 
in my face in order to stretch my skin and make more room in 
my mouth. It took several seconds before my mouth was filled 
to the top and was overflowing. I felt the blood running over my 
lips and the corner of my mouth. It run over my cheek and gone 
it was. Nitsch’s son asked me to now slowly press the blood out 
of my mouth. I listened to him, pressing it very slowly out. It was 
wonderful to feel the counter-pressure of the blood while I was 
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er senses and focused solely on what I was seeing. People were 
moving around, rushing to get everything ready in time, and up-
stairs on the balcony of the first floor I could see the documentary 
maker in position. I could not see whether he was actually film-
ing, but the thought of it was a pleasant one.

After some time, it became quieter in the space and I heard Nitsch’s 
voice. He spoke softly and I could not hear what he was saying, there 
were other sounds in the space, but I do not remember what they 
were, because I concentrated on Nitsch. The tone in his voice seemed 
a formal one and it could have been around 12 o’clock. I assumed he 
was making a speech as a preface to the start of the Aktion. As far 
as I could hear, he mentioned aspects of what he had been telling 
Sarah and me during our interviews. I wondered how many visitors 
there would be. I closed my eyes and took this sound of Nitsch as the 
actual beginning of the Aktion. 

There I was, lying on my table, being one of the passive actors 
in Hermann Nitsch’s 130th Aktion. All that was about to happen 
would only last a short moment. To my recollection, I had expe-
rienced so much while just being in the moment, that I forgot 
about the time that was passing. Sometimes I thought about the 
sequence of events following each other, and sometimes I won-
dered how long I had been hanging on the cross. I had however, 
been thinking more in the sense that it was remarkable that I did 
not experience the length of time, that it was as if my sense of 
duration was gone. Later I was told the event in the museum had 
taken about 4 hours, while I had just experienced the ‘now’. At a 
certain point, it just was over. I had experienced all the scenes in 
the sequence we had rehearsed in the days before, but besides 
the feel, smell, taste and sound of things, in the moment of the 
Aktion there did not seem to be anything else.
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down to my chest almost immediately. Only a part came into my 
mouth. I felt the blood running over my breasts. It was incredible. 
I had wanted to be touched and now, instead of being touched 
by people, I was being touched by the blood. It stuck to my skin. 
The blood was running down, down over my belly and my pussy. 
The cold blood was tickling my clitoris. 

There was a pool of blood growing under me now, and I was sit-
ting in it, this wet spot. The blood was getting warmer from my 
body temperature and when they put me back horizontally again, 
the blood was drying on my body. I felt its presence: the places 
where the blood was and those where it was not. My body was 
so sensitive and everything felt so good, I was getting more and 
more aroused. I imagined the power these actors now had over 
me and it felt fantastic. I wondered what it would be like to fuck 
in the blood, to be rolling on that table with another person, to 
be taken and that someone would lick the blood off my body. To 
be licked clean and get penetrated, taken with all these people 
watching, with the cameramen filming me. I wanted it. I wanted 
to have it. I wanted it here, in the Aktion. The desire for more blood 
was so strong that water came into my mouth. My lips were still 
open, ready to take in more.

Nitsch came. He told me that now something new would hap-
pen: “An octopus will be laid on your lower body.” I enjoyed 
his presence, hearing his voice. My lips, still sticky, swollen and 
curled up from the blood, were burning. The rest of my body 
was trembling. Some things were happening around me, I heard 
footsteps, rumbling and some other sounds. There was also the 
music. It was as if all the musicians were coming in my direction, 
positioning themselves in a half circle around the top end of 
my table, close to my ears. The moment the octopus fell on my 
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pushing it out and at the same time feeling the delicious taste of 
a thin layer still covering the inside of my mouth. There was some-
thing about this thick, sticky fluid, it was so erotic. The blood felt 
warmer now, which was even better and allowed for a fuller taste. 

The blood was sticking on my lips, I felt them full and swollen as 
if they were burning, as if my own blood was being aggressively 
pumped through them. I felt my body reacting: my nipples were 
getting hard, my pussy getting wet. It was as if my whole body was 
trying to come closer. Even now, when I am writing this, it is as if 
my tongue is again reaching for it, wanting to taste it. The blood 
came again. Nitsch’s son poured another amount of blood in my 
mouth and then pushed my head to the opposite side. Again my 
mouth was filled with blood and I felt my cheek started hanging 
from the weight. Slowly, I pushed the blood out. It was running 
over my lips. They were swollen, thicker than usual. Everything in 
my mouth was completely sensitive, my jaws, the blood sticking 
on my teeth. When he was finished, the blood on my cheeks dried 
quickly. It was sticky at first, but later I felt these two dry lines on my 
face. They were tightening my skin and it felt as if this dry skin kept 
my lips open. The blood on my lips stayed liquid for quite some 
time. I imagined how red they must be now. 

I heard some noise coming towards my direction. People lifted 
my arms, placing my hands on the wooden stick, in the right po-
sition. I was lifted up. It felt amazing. It was as if my legs were tied 
to the table. The rest of my body on the contrary, felt very light. 
I felt the openness of my chest, my breasts and the desire that 
came with it. I wanted to be observed, to be touched, to be tak-
en. More blood came. I still had the taste of blood in my mouth 
from the previous time, but now there was more. They poured it 
in. This time, there was so much at once, that it flew over my chin 
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the music. I felt very light, as if my weight was gone. It was as if all the 
energy was taken out of me and the blood in my body had disap-
peared somewhere. I was losing consciousness. I tried to control my 
breathing in order to stay ‘present’, although I was also tempted to 
just let it go. The musicians left now and the music became less loud. 
I was still on the verge of losing consciousness when Nitsch’s Italian 
assistant laid his hand on me and asked if I was all right. That got me 
completely out of my mode. It was for the better, I guess. It was as if I 
was back amongst the living again. Although I had not moved, it felt 
as if I was back on my table, back in the Aktion again. 

A person took my hand and carefully helped me off the table. I had 
to sit down for a moment first, to adjust to the vertical position. 
There were two people now and both were very friendly to me 
while assisting me to my cross. I was still trembling. I did not feel 
strong. Slowly, I positioned myself on my cross. Ropes were placed 
around my arms and I felt a knot was being made. I felt free. My 
arms were spread again, bound to my cross. It was a liberating feel-
ing. I took a deep breath and filled my lungs with air. It had a feeling 
of safety, to feel my cross against my back. I was being lifted up and 
I was brought in the sun, until I felt the warmth on my entire body. 
It felt really good to slowly heat up again. The blood that was stick-
ing on my skin, dried even harder. It felt nice to have this dry blood 
tightening my skin and my body feeling the direct heat of the sun. 
Then a soft sponge filled with warm water, touched me. I was be-
ing washed, still tied to my cross. I had the feeling I was parked 
outside for a moment, as if I was not part of the Aktion now, no lon-
ger ‘useful’. There were voices around, not this soft, sensitive way of 
speaking that was present inside the museum. I wondered what 
was going on inside now. At a certain moment, I heard people say 
something to Sarah, whether she wanted some water. Apparently 
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pussy, was the moment they started their fortissimo. The octo-
pus was cold, I was shocked, I moaned. I felt its long, slimy ten-
tacles running down, immediately reaching my pussy. With the 
overwhelming music and the tentacles of the octopus around 
my clitoris, I nearly came. It was just a little too cold to really 
reach an orgasm, but it was wonderful. 

Squids came, all my muscles were tightened, and my skin and 
my nipples were hard. They were such slippery, slimy animals, it 
felt fantastic. I wanted the tentacles to go inside my pussy. I won-
dered what it would be like to have the whole squid in my vagina, 
not just staying on my lower belly, but going deep inside. How 
good would that feel? More blood came, it was mainly poured 
over the octopus and squid now and I felt the stream of blood 
bouncing against them, making more pressure on my lower belly. 
The blood felt like a fountain with quite some force, as if the oc-
topus was spitting it out. It was like a big power and it was on 
exactly the right spot, the place where I normally push to force 
myself into an orgasm. Drops were splashed everywhere on my 
body and the pool of blood I was lying in was growing. The drops 
of blood splattered around. The smell of it was great. It was light, 
but it was there. I was completely in the moment, fully concen-
trated on what was happening right there on my belly. 

There was no more blood, they left the squids where they were and 
poured warm water over me in a similar way. My body relaxed for a 
short moment from this sudden heat and I nearly peed over the ta-
ble. The squid was still lying there like this hump of jelly and I wanted 
to grab it and rub my pussy against it, to feel its slimy soft texture 
even better. I was trembling on my table, breathing  heavily, while 
being inside this fortissimo music. It was very intense, so loud, that 
it overpowered all possible other sounds. It was as if I was one with 
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the moving around, the sound of meat being squeezed, of liquids 
being poured, splashes. The emotions seemed controlled, the 
screaming stopped and started whenever there was a whistle. 
They were shouting, “Blood! Blood!”, but it did not sound convinc-
ing, the pain or the desire was missing. At a certain moment, I was 
being served blood again. The taste was still nice, but they poured 
it more along my under lip. I felt the pressure of the blood and my 
under lip started hanging. The blood was running over my chin, 
my chest, along my nipples, down over my belly, to my pussy and 
over my legs. It was as if the cold blood was cooling off my warm 
body, relieving it a little from its desire to be touched. Another 
amount came. I took the blood in my mouth and slowly let it flow. 
It was fantastic. Feeling the blood run down my body. 

Some time later, I was taken off the wall and brought back to 
the center of the space. Two people unbound me. I was assisted 
back to my table. I had to sit down first and felt the cold pool of 
blood and water that was still lying there. It actually felt quite 
good, this cold liquid. It felt as if I had already peed, but I wanted 
to let it go when I positioned myself horizontally again. I now 
felt Sarah’s warm body. It felt comfortable and it was nice to be 
there with her and experience it together now. I told her I had 
to pee. She replied that she had already done it. I liked the idea 
of just letting it go, but I felt restricted: we were about to have 
sex for the first time together in public and to start by peeing 
now, seemed too much. We started kissing. We took it slow. 
While kissing, I touched her nipples. I felt how soft she was and 
started licking her breasts. They had the taste of blood still on 
them. I felt her nipples hard in my mouth and twirled my tongue 
around them. We were mainly kissing a lot and I had my hand on 
Sarah’s pussy while still kissing her nipples. Rolling in this pool of 
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she was lying on my right hand side. They asked me too, but I still 
had this taste of blood in my mouth and was not sure whether I 
wanted to wash that away. Everything in my mouth was thick; all 
had this layer of blood over it. I did take the water and it felt great, 
this stickiness and then the water, the blood became liquid again 
in my mouth and this time I swallowed it. It felt clean and fresh. It 
had been something I did not want, I had been so tense about the 
blood, but in reality it was absolutely erotic. It has been one of the 
most erotic things I have ever tasted in my life.

A little later, I was being brought back into the museum and 
placed against the wall. There was the sound of the whistle, 
which had been there each time there was a change of scene. 
This time it was the start of the rummaging. I was hanging on 
my cross, next to the pig. There was only a very light smell of 
meat. I wondered how close the pig was to me. There was some-
thing going on somewhere else and I noticed I had no clue of 
where that was. My feeling for orientation was not well any-
more. Sometimes I felt drops of blood splashing on my body. 
Feeling these drops made me feel even more distant to what 
was actually happening. And with the ropes around my wrists 
loosening, it was less erotic for me. I felt the small bar under my 
heels. Now I did not feel so light anymore. I felt the weight of 
my body. However, all pain had disappeared. The previous days, 
during the rehearsals, it had been painful to be on my cross, but 
being in the Aktion I no longer felt it. 

Hanging on my cross, there were more scents around. I smelled 
flowers, and I smelled strawberries, which made me hungry. I 
wanted to eat them, to bite in them and feel their juices. Still, it was 
mainly the sound that was present. The rummaging was going on 
quite close to me. Actors, I heard their emotions, the screaming, 
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felt as if they were on fire. The blood was everywhere and for a 
moment I felt like a predator, ready to take her prey. In this short 
moment, I saw a dark line of people. There were many and many 
were looking in my direction. It felt as if I had them in my power. 
I felt calm, serene. I imagined what my light colored eyes would 
look like in this face that was covered with blood. I was not ready 
to return to reality and closed my eyes to get back in the Aktion. 
Someone took my head and put a new blindfold around it. 

They bound me back to my cross, I believe I even asked them 
to tighten the rope stronger, and placed me on the wall. It was 
similar to the previous time. More blood was poured in my 
mouth. This time it had clutters inside. Before, when Nitsch had 
explained that the blood was half cow and half pig blood, he said 
there was something being put inside in order to keep it from 
cluttering. The clutters felt a little strange and the pouring was 
less soft as the previous times. It felt as if it was being done faster 
this time, abrupt, as if in a hurry. I still had to pee. I wanted to let 
it go, have this warm rain running down my legs. I tried several 
tricks, but it did not work. I gave up.

After some time I was taken off the wall and carried outside 
again for another short break. After two people delicately 
washed me, the ropes were released from my wrists. I felt close 
to the persons doing it, although I really did not know who they 
were. The filmmaker made himself known to me, by asking a 
question. I guess he wanted to know whether I was all right. My 
face was washed, but my lips were still sticking together from 
the blood, they were still swollen. It felt awkward to speak and 
hear myself talk; I do not remember what I told him. This time, I 
did not have to keep lying in the same position; I could stretch 
my body a bit. It felt really good. The sun felt amazing again, so 
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blood, pressing my pussy against her thigh, it aroused me. It felt 
good to be with her: strong, firm, warm, erotic. 

All of a sudden somebody touched us. There was the voice of 
Nitsch’s son. I could not hear what he said, but I stopped kissing 
Sarah to ask her in a whispering voice whether she had under-
stood what he had said. She was not sure either. For a second, I 
feared that we had done something wrong. Nobody had told us 
what we were supposed to do while lying on the table together. 
We decided to slow down and just continued kissing each other. 
We kissed and cuddled. 

Nitsch’s son returned, saying that we could be a bit more active. 
This I heard clearly. I went down with my hand and put two fin-
gers into Sarah’s pussy. Slowly I started fucking her like that. I heard 
her moan and I heard cameras flashing. Still with my fingers inside 
Sarah, I started fucking her a little harder. There was a sponge on 
my back, as if a person was washing it. The presence of this other 
person and the soft feel of the sponge were wonderful. I felt being 
watched and I liked it. Sarah then put her fingers inside of me and 
it felt really incredible. I felt myself sliding over the table backwards, 
with Sarah’s fingers in my pussy. I was screaming, reaching for air 
and felt a weight pushing me closer to Sarah. It was a nice soft push, 
as if someone was pushing me with his belly. Unfortunately, I was 
too cold again to be able to reach an orgasm. I would have liked it. 
We stopped, we were probably asked to, I do not remember. 

I was brought to my cross and sitting there, my blindfold was tak-
en off my head. It had gotten loose and had to be renewed. Now 
the blindfold was gone I felt empty, incomplete, as if something 
was missing. It felt as if my face was covered with blood. I opened 
my eyes for a second and looked straight in a camera. My eyes 
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the shifting pressure, I got the feeling it was a long, thin knife. 
Nitsch had already told me the day before, that the fish would 
be cut open on top of me. Now I was quite happy with my mat. 
Apparently, it was difficult to cut the fish open, because I felt 
them trying to push the knife inside. Nitsch’s son was doing 
it, he had such a power on the knife, I was quite afraid that he 
would loose control and slide it right through my heart. To put 
myself at ease, I opened my eyes and peeked under my blind-
fold. I saw the knife. It was long and thin. I saw the belly of the 
fish, the knife on it, the long thin blade and a pair of hands press-
ing it down. It did not make me feel more at ease, not at all. But 
after some time, finally, the fish was cut open. 

Now it really started. The sound of the whistle. The music in for-
tissimo. They started rummaging. I felt pressure on me, the mat 
was pressing into my body. Besides the varying pressure, I did 
not feel much of what was going on, on top of me. It was more 
the hard objects hitting my throat and face, as well as the squids 
and intestines between my legs, that I felt. The fish did not have 
a strong smell. It was more a combination of smells: fish, blood, 
strawberries. There were several people around me. I could 
not feel them, but I heard them rummaging, shouting, “Blood! 
Blood!” Blood was being poured over me, my face was covered 
in blood, and my nose was filled with it from all the splashing. 
The music was very intense. It was overwhelming and the mu-
sicians seemed to be standing very close to me. It made me 
breathe intensely again. The music covered most other sounds, 
but I could still hear the splashing of blood and squeezing of 
slimy objects. I was being used now. It was what I had been hop-
ing for. There was no erotic feeling for me at that moment. It 
was more as if I was sucked into the sound. The music became 
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light and warm. My muscles were loosening up. I had not real-
ized they were so tense. I spread my legs and felt the warm sun-
light on my body. Now it returned, this strong sense of excite-
ment. I imagined how the filmmaker was filming me, the idea 
of his presence and that of the camera made me wet. I wanted 
him to desire me. I wanted him to come closer, to touch me, to 
see every part of my body through his camera. 

I heard other voices around, but I do not recall what happened 
next. Someone bound me to my cross again, but I believe they 
did not move me yet. It was only after some time that they lifted 
me up and placed me on the wall outside. I heard the whistle 
several times again and there was the smell of the white flow-
ers. I was given more blood and I heard the active actors during 
the rummaging. When the whistle sounded again, I knew it was 
time for the finale. Now it was my turn to get all the intestines 
on me, the moment I would get the large fish, my fish, placed on 
top of me. They lifted me up and carried me a little distance from 
where I was. Then I heard footsteps coming my way, and voices. 
They were carrying Sarah closer and placed her next to me. I felt 
the cool shadows over my body. Sarah and I were now head to 
head. It was time for the finale.

I got a sort of mat on me. I felt its weight and pressure on my 
body. It was relatively heavy. It felt like a prison, as if I was taken 
and locked up behind bars. I would have much rather preferred 
to feel the fish directly on my skin. It was as if the actors had 
taken control over me and deprived me from my pleasure. Then 
the fish was placed on top of me, its tale touched my face for a 
moment. Immediately, it was moved away. Now I did not feel it 
anymore, only its weight. There were voices mentioning some-
thing about a knife. From the sounds around, the movements, 
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that were watching us, while rubbing myself with soap. The two 
cameramen were filming, the Dutch artist was taking photos and 
I heard many other cameras clicking. I looked straight into the 
lens. Now I was able to see again, this felt very erotic. I did not 
smell, nor hear, taste, feel anything. I just watched. 

Sarah was done and I think she took me with her. After putting 
on my bathrobe, I became warmer and slowly felt more ‘present’ 
again. The filmmaker put his camera in our faces and started ask-
ing questions. Sarah did most of the talking. When we were done, 
we were told that there would be food and drinks up on the roof 
terrace. The Dutch artist took my hand and we walked the winding 
stairs together. There were many steps and somewhere halfway I 
became incredible dizzy. I had to take a break. I nearly fainted. I felt 
my blood flowing out of my head and tears were running down 
my face. The Dutch artist held me tight, squeezing my body just in 
time. We reached the roof terrace. Sarah was there together with 
the film crew and the book lady. I sat in the sun, drinking water and 
eating bread. I was doing a little better. There was a warm atmo-
sphere in the group, we were all together.

It was time for the procession and Sarah and I still had to put on 
our Malhemden. We went downstairs, put them on and I care-
fully walked outside to take position on my cross. My cross was 
the last one in the row and had been lying in the shade. There 
was a pool of blood on my cross, the surface was still wet. I sat 
down on it first, so that someone could blindfold me. I felt my 
back and hips pressing in the blood, leaving a mark on my Mal-
hemd. My Malhemd covered most of my body and I felt the cot-
ton fabric on my skin. There had been many voices around, but 
after some time they were getting weaker, becoming sounds in 
the distance. I was lifted up and carried through the museum 
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stronger and stronger. Then there was the sound of the whistle. 
The rummaging stopped. I heard Nitsch say something. Another 
whistle and the rummaging started again. The music seemed 
louder now, the weight moved heavily on my body and the ac-
tive actors were shouting again, “Blood! Blood!” It was the grand 
finale. It really felt like being used, they were using my body, all 
of me was being used. After all the erotic of the previous mo-
ments, I had lost most of it now. Instead I felt serene, numb. The 
last whistle and the Aktion was over.

There I was, covered in blood. Used. The fish and all the other 
animals and things were taken off of me, and after that the ropes 
around my wrists. They helped me into a sitting position and I 
heard Nitsch’s Italian assistant say, “Karlyn, it’s me, it’s okay.” It felt 
strange and empty for the Aktion to be over. Someone took off 
my blindfold. Being able to see again was very unusual. Nitsch’s 
Austrian assistant helped me get up and together with a young 
woman he accompanied me inside. 

The floor inside the museum was slippery. It looked like a battle-
field where an explosion had just taken place. There was blood 
everywhere, with dark red pieces mixed into it. Fruits and toma-
toes were lying everywhere. I saw it all and was trying to adjust 
to my new situation; I was not really present yet. I was mainly 
looking and did not hear much. There was so much to see. They 
led me through the office space, outside to where showers had 
been installed. There were many people there. Some were taking 
a shower, others were observing them or making photographs 
or filming. Sarah was already there and I joined her under the 
shower. The water was cold, but felt pleasant. I washed away the 
blood and it took quite a long time before most of it was gone, 
off my body, out of my hair. I looked into the group of people 
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ing over the bay and spoke about what had happened. When it 
was getting dark, we went down again to the celebration. There 
was a really nice atmosphere. I changed into my regular clothes 
and went looking for something to eat. During the celebrations 
of that evening, I thought about the experiences of the past few 
days. How interesting it had been and how special it was with 
Nitsch. I thought about my fantasies and how erotic the event 
had been for me. Now the event was over and I was still not re-
ally in this world, still trying to realize what all had happened, 
but I considered it was time to live some of the fantasies I had 
had during the last week. So, I asked a man I knew and went with 
him, I needed sex, and I needed to come back to reality. What an 
event this had been. What a life.
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alley. I heard my carriers speak and now other voices were be-
coming stronger again. Sometimes, I heard the musicians play 
in the distance. There were many sounds: the mopeds, footsteps 
on the stones, people talking, the music, but they mainly ap-
peared from far away. The exhaust fumes, the footsteps of my 
carriers, the bouncing of my cross from their irregular steps and 
their voices, were the main things I experienced during the pro-
cession. People were talking to me, giving me their visual im-
pressions of the procession. The route was similar to the one we 
had been taking the last few days when walking back from the 
museum to our apartment. 

When I was carried passed our house, into the vineyard, the 
sounds were softened and the scents changed: the earth, plants 
and trees, flowers, fruits. At a certain moment I was placed on the 
floor, unbound and released from my blindfold. When I looked up, 
Nitsch was sitting on a chair and there were many people around. 
Sarah and I went to Nitsch and spoke about the Aktion. Nitsch was 
drinking the wine from the vineyard and we got a glass as well. 
We toasted many times. There was a beautiful view over Naples. 
I needed to be alone for a moment and take the last bit of sun-
shine. I watched over the bay and was looking over to the Vesuvi-
us again. The view of the Vesuvius had been magnificent all other 
days of our visit in Naples, and I had enjoyed it immensely, and 
now, after having been blindfolded, it was even more intense. 

Sarah and I, as well as everybody else were invited to the big 
garden party which started immediately after the procession. 
There were many long tables with many people and a lot of 
food. I absorbed it all, but I still felt quite numb, I had lost my 
conscious awareness. After Sarah and I thanked Nitsch, I took a 
walk up the hill with the Dutch artist. We sat in the grass, look-
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Day 7   23 May 2010              Sarah golD 

Today was the day I had so long been waiting for. In a few hours 
Karlyn and I would participate in the Aktion of Hermann Nitsch 
in Naples, in Italy. Having learned about the Viennese Action-
ists as a child, being familiar with the photographs from the six-
ties and seventies, I felt privileged and grateful that I could par-
ticipate. Karlyn and I would document the Aktion, describe our 
experiences, our thoughts and feelings as honest and sincere 
as possible, therewith creating our own Personal Structures Art 
Project #02 Hermann Nitsch: Under My Skin. The awareness about 
this all had a positive impact on me, I had kept repeating these 
thoughts in my head.

I woke up before the alarm and felt very horny. I did what I need-
ed to do. Now I was ready for the day. We arrived around eight 
o’clock at the Museo Nitsch. The ‘active actors’ were already pre-
paring the tables and placing them in a certain order, inside and 
outside of the museum. I was standing on the terrace which has 
this marvelous view over Naples. What a melting-pot of activi-
ties, of life, overseen by the Vesuvius. I had a feeling which best 
could be described as stage fright. I was keeping close to  Karlyn 
and holding on to a bottle of water; we had been advised to 
drink a lot, since the Aktion would take the whole day.

Walking through the museum, awaiting the moment, I saw a pile of 
bathrobes lying in the office. Karlyn and I got undressed and put on 
the robes, so it would be easier for us to get naked when needed. 
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All of a sudden the orchestra, 10 Italian musicians with mostly 
brass instruments, started to play. “Was it 12 o‘clock already?” 
That would mean that I had been lying on the table for more 
than an hour already. I had started to feel the pressure in my 
bladder slowly building up; I had drunk a lot of water. Usually, 
the need to pee can be sexually stimulating to me, especially 
whilst sitting in the car, being the passenger, but now it was not 
the moment, to make myself come. I was a so called ‘passive ac-
tor’, here just to witness, to experience.

The second the music started and the sounds hit my ears, my 
body reacted with goose bumps, and shivers were going through 
my whole body. This was feeling very good. Just lying there, not 
having to feel bad for doing nothing. I tried to focus; my hearing 
and feeling were totally occupied by the music and the soft cool 
breeze which was stroking my body. I tried to memorize all I was 
feeling, in order to be able to write it down later. The music was 
definitely a very special element for me, grabbing me, blocking 
out all other sounds which were around us. I do not know what 
exactly was happening, not being able to see, but that was all 
right; I was alive, living life, experiencing life to the maximum 
possible at this very moment. Doing nobody harm, hopefully 
even doing good through this Art Project. Describing as honest 
as possible what I felt, by feeling my sheer existence and trying 
to share this feeling, trying to share my awareness with others. 
Me, trying to live according to my thoughts and ideas, to be a 
good human; kind, to give freedom, to be supportive and flexi-
ble, and to try to be without any culturally imposed moral restric-
tions; trying to experience as much as possible, each and every 
day; today, tomorrow, the rest of my life. 

187

DAy 7   23 MAy 2010   SARAH GOLD

Immediately I felt more comfortable, more like a ‘real’ model. We 
went back into the main space of the museum where Nitsch was 
sitting and we had a short talk with him. All week he had given us 
his time, I felt spoilt. He was always in such a good mood, and com-
municated as far as I could tell, as truthfully as possible: A grown-
up man who had lived a full life. Today would be his 130th Aktion, 
for me the first and most likely the last one. We asked whether it 
would be okay, in case we needed to pee during the Aktion, to just 
let it go. If the moment was suitable, we got told, it was fine. I was 
happy to hear that, although I should have known that it would be 
all right to do so; Nitsch’s Orgien Mysterien Theater was there to help 
us to learn to let go of all your boundaries, to free yourself from 
your social restrictions, to live life to the maximum. 

While still feeling anxious, I also felt at ease in my bathrobe, 
beautiful and special; alive, a small part of it all. I was happy that 
during the week, I had gotten more and more comfortable get-
ting undressed, being naked in front of many people, which had 
been the most difficult part for me until now. At 10.45 we were 
told to get undressed and to lie down on our table. This seemed 
very early, the Aktion would start at noon, but since the Aktion 
is like a theater play with set guidelines, I followed the instruc-
tions and took off my comfort shield. Standing next to my table 
a woman blindfolded me by rolling standard gauze around my 
head. Now, I could hardly see anything anymore; only by look-
ing down I could get a glimpse. I was assisted getting onto my 
table and several soft feeling hands helped me to lie down into 
the Egon Schiele position Nitsch wanted me. The ‘come and 
fuck me’ pose, in which Schiele often depicted his models, was 
named after him by Nitsch and was now part of a very different 
kind of artistic expression. 
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the taste of blood still in my mouth, I was trying to think what it 
reminded me of; it tasted like the smell of raw meat, and there 
was this saltiness to it. I cannot remember how often exactly I 
was given blood whilst lying on my table, but it must have been 
several times. I felt at peace. This sensation was every time so 
strong, I could have laid there forever while being fed with blood. 

The music was still playing, filling the space and me. Now, with 
also the sensation of taste and smell, all of my senses, except 
sight, were triggered to the maximum. I was told to hold on to 
a wooden bar, two people were pulling me up until I was sitting 
in a 90° degree angle, my arms stretched far above me, holding 
onto the bar. I knew from the rehearsals that in this position I 
would be given blood again and I was looking very much for-
ward to it. I opened up my mouth slightly and the blood got 
poured in; immediately leaving my mouth, running down my 
neck, over my breasts, straight into my pussy. This felt so excit-
ing; I imagined sitting on my partner while blood was being 
poured over us and surrounded by beautiful horny women; feel-
ing their slippery bodies against ours and me demanding my 
partner to fuck the girls whilst I was kissing and touching their 
sliding bodies. I seldom have sexual fantasies; I normally live 
them in reality. If it is being in a gangbang or fucking girls sense-
less with a strap-on, I try it all, but getting aroused by blood, 
that, I had never even thought about. Whilst thinking all off this, 
I was so aroused, I did not care anymore, I had let go of all my 
shame, I needed to pee and I did. It felt wonderful, the aware-
ness that two hundred people were watching, photos and films 
where made, and I just let it shamelessly run.

Blood kept coming and in between the blood, I was given some-
thing which was called slime. During the last week, I had seen the 

DAy 7   23 MAy 2010   SARAH GOLD

188

I live according to three important aspects, in order to have an 
interesting and fulfilled life. The first being: having an interest-
ing professional life; I live my work, my work is my life. Of course 
I sometimes have to do also things which are less my favorites, 
but that keeps me flexible. Secondly: to travel; to see different 
countries, different landscapes, experience the differences in cul-
tures, all this making me a richer, a more knowledgeable person. 
Understanding that things develop differently from region to 
region. Like realizing that different cultures have adapted differ-
ent moral restrictions. Third: I like to experience other humans, to 
encounter people on a very personal level by which I mean also 
sexually. Through communication and sex, you get a thorough 
understanding for the other person. 

Thinking about my life, I tried to focus on the Aktion again, which 
was not difficult since often a whistle would get you back into 
the moment of Being. Nitsch and also his son, who was assisting 
during the Aktion, had to notify the actors with a whistle when a 
new scene would be coming up, it reminded me of the lifeguards 
in Miami Beach. Lying on my table, my ankle bone was hurting, 
but knowing today would be the last time, I felt fine with it. “Now, 
you will be given the blood”, Nitsch’s son told me. Finally I would 
find out how this would be. I had been a little nervous about the 
blood; its taste and the smell. “Open up your mouth”; I obeyed. 
For the sensation I was about to feel, I could not have been pre-
pared for. I never had even thought about this possibility at all. 
The feeling of getting blood poured into my mouth was more 
than surprising, the cool substance felt fantastic. This creamy 
liquid, filling the cavity of my mouth, running down along the 
side of my face onto my neck, this felt highly erotic. Immediately 
I wanted more, but I could not ask for it, I had to wait. Having 
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for me. I could not see all the blood, but I could totally focus 
on the feeling; the touch, the tentacles caressing my pussy, the 
blood sticking onto my body. The way it felt, the way it tasted, 
at that moment, I really would have loved to have sex, rolling 
around in the blood, in total ecstasy. 

The music still surrounded me, covering me like a big blanket, 
the blood slowly started to dry, it felt like a second skin. Often I 
could hear a whistle from Nitsch or from his son, directing the 
next move. I had no clue what was happening and I was very 
fine with it. Lying on my table, just being in the Now, experienc-
ing. I had felt very comfortable, but now I got cold after lying 
still for so long. I started to shiver, I tried to control it, but I could 
not, my body was not listening to my mind. Fortunately, two 
women brought me to my cross, which was lying on the floor in 
the museum. I lay down on it and I was bound with rope to my 
cross. Straight away I got carried outside onto the terrace. The 
sensation of feeling the heat of the sun was incredible; I felt like 
a lizard having to heat up in order to function, I started to stop 
shaking immediately. I remember being washed, feeling a big 
sponge on my skin; it felt hard, although I know the sponges 
they were using were very soft. I had become very sensitive.

I knew everybody was watching Karlyn and me. What an interest-
ing phenomenon in our society, our social rules normally do not 
allow us to look so shamelessly at two naked women, but now, in 
this situation it was allowed, because that is what Nitsch is about: 
losing your shame, losing your boundaries, experiencing life, live 
your life today. I liked these thoughts and it felt very good know-
ing that these people were standing around me, watching me. 
I had always pushed myself to try to overcome my boundaries, 
and as long as it would not leave any permanent physical or 
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boxes with tapestry glue, recognizing the particular shape of the 
box. Knowing this substance very well, I was aware of the sensual 
feeling it used to have for me and normally I would have liked it, but 
after being so impressed by the sensation of the blood, the slime felt 
not special at all. After the slime, I got given warm water and was 
ordered to rinse my mouth. Fortunately, I did get blood again.

I had lost total sense of time, I really was experiencing just being 
in the Now, an act of life, my life. I could hear the wife of Nitsch 
asking Karlyn if she was okay. How long had I been lying on the 
table? Nitsch’s son came again and told me: “Now, you will be 
given the octopuses on to your crotch.” Shortly before the Aktion, 
they had told us about their plan. Maybe Nitsch had decided 
upon this just the night before, adding it into the ‘Partitur’, the 
script for the Aktion. It sounded like an interesting idea to me: 
the soft and slimy feeling, the substance of the octopuses and 
also the squids, their tentacles. Nitsch had selected them for Kar-
lyn and me and now they would be united with us. The thought 
felt sensual and sexual. Being already very aroused by the blood, 
now it would be even topped, by getting the octopuses. The 
second they touched my body, it felt as if they were still alive, 
cool, touching my lips with their tentacles, sliding down, feeling 
my pussy, as if they were long fingers, trying to make me come. 
Maybe because I was blindfolded, my other senses much more 
sharpened, this was so sensual. I had the blood still in my mouth, 
and I decided to swallow it, this making me even more aroused. 
Now blood got poured onto all what was on my body. I felt the 
blood splashing into my face. The octopuses got stirred, the sen-
sation of their bodyweight, feeling their tentacles again search-
ing for my pussy, this all nearly made me come; it just stopped 
too early. This was one incredible sensual and sexual experience 
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that all mixed with blood and water? At a certain moment I was 
taken away from the wall and laid softly down on the floor with 
my cross. I got untied and two women led me to a table where I 
was joined with Karlyn. Nitsch’s son was there, talking very nice-
ly, making us feel at ease with the situation, saying something 
like: “Now you are with your girlfriend, enjoy yourselves.” We had 
kissed a little during the rehearsals, but now there was a lot of 
public and now was not the moment to have any boundaries, 
now I should follow my natural instinct, which is, to take Karlyn. 

With my hands and legs I could feel Karlyn next to me; I felt the 
blood, her slippery body, warm and cool at the same time. I was 
aroused; we were holding and really feeling each other. Touch-
ing each other’s body with our second skin, the blood, sliding. 
We started to kiss, tender but strong and passionate. Now I could 
feel Karlyn very good, her tongue was playing with mine, what 
a nice texture and shape. It felt very stimulating and sexy. I do 
not know for how long it went on. While we were caressing each 
other intensely, I got cleaned with sponges and warm water, for-
tunately that took not too much away from the slipperiness of 
the blood. We were sliding so much on the table that I could feel 
an arm or a belly making sure that I did not fall off. I went down 
with my hand, touching Karlyn’s pussy and circling the area of 
her clitoris. I could hear Karlyn moan. Should I fuck her also with 
my fingers? Karlyn responded to my action and also slid down 
with her hands and she softly started to fuck me with the top 
of her fingers. Now I knew I could fuck her too. I could hear a 
camera making photos at such a high-speed, trying to capture 
every moment of Karlyn and me having sex. Who would it be? At 
a certain moment there was a lot of commotion, something was 
being shouted. Did we do something wrong; did we go too far? 
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mental damage to pursue and experience it, whatever it is. I re-
ally felt alive, and that is the essence of Nitsch’s work; whatever 
you do, whenever and wherever you are, experience your life 
with all its aspects to the maximum and most important, enjoy it. 

Sitting on my cross which was still lying on the floor, I had warmed 
up. I assumed that Karlyn was next to me, and I asked if she was 
alright, which she was. I could hear my partner, the Dutch art-
ist, checking if we both were okay. I still had no comprehension 
of time passing; I was just being in the moment. I got bound to 
my cross again, with big tough pieces of rope, lifted up and car-
ried back into the museum. Carefully I was put up against a wall. 
 Karlyn should be next to me and the pig probably between us, but 
I was not sure about how exactly I was positioned, I had also lost 
my sense of orientation. The music was still playing. I was given 
blood again, I felt like a junkie, relieved. I felt the cool thick blood 
running over my chest again, over my belly and between my legs, 
into my pussy. This could have gone on forever, I felt so good, the 
blood coming and coming. I had to pee again and mixed it with 
the blood running down my body in between my legs. While re-
ceiving the blood, I got cleaned very softly and caring. This time, 
the sponges felt like unusual strange objects, caressing my body. 
Blood was again running down and it became a second skin, cov-
ering me all over. I was wondering how Karlyn was, would she 
also find this feeling, the blood, so unbelievably erotic?

I must have been on the cross for quite a long time because my 
feet were having trouble to stand on the small supporting bar. 
Again a whistle, I heard things flying through the air, moaning 
and other sounds of excitement. That must be from what they 
had been talking about, the so called rummaging; the pig be-
ing rummaged with intestines, octopuses, grapes, tomatoes and 
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you cannot imagine how relieved I was when my cross was lifted 
from the wall and taken away, being put onto the floor some-
where, still outside, on the terrace. Was this the end, was this the 
grand finale? The whistle was being blown again, things were 
happening. This was the finale for sure. Additionally to being 
blindfolded, I had my eyes closed for most of the time but, now 
I could not withstand the urge to have a quick look and by the 
little I could see from under my blindfold, I saw the pig coming 
towards me. The little stiff tail coming closer and closer to my 
face. Being told that the rummaging is extremely wild, I was not 
too keen on having his tail too close to my face. Now the pig was 
on top of me, his large head between my legs. The weight of the 
pig was spreading my legs, I had to give way and I liked it, I sur-
rendered to the pig. It felt erotic and finally I would find out what 
this rummaging is all about. I could hear many people around 
me; they seemed to put all kinds of things inside the pig. I knew 
that that must be intestines, livers and kidneys, but also octo-
puses, squids, fishes, strawberries, tomatoes, grapes and other 
natural materials. The whistle was blown and I could feel many 
people going wild; like a feeding frenzy of piranhas. Objects 
were flying, hitting my face, sliding down my neck, this felt good. 
I could go nowhere. Give it up, let all your worries go, feel life, and 
experience death on top of you. Unite. Blood was being poured 
all over, splashing on my face and I had to stop myself from lick-
ing it off my lips. As a passive actor you were supposed to be as 
neutral as possible, not laughing, not speaking, just Being, and 
being used. It felt very intense and I felt safe. At a certain mo-
ment I realized what the things were that were hitting my face, 
they must be mainly the tomatoes and that big thick soft slimy 
thing, which was running down my neck, was probably a squid, 
or was it a liver or a kidney? What an interesting feeling it was all 
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Taken out of our rush, we stopped; now we were lying in each 
other’s arms, covered in blood, surrounded by spectators and 
musicians. I felt tranquil and exited at the same time; still enjoy-
ing the moments I had with Karlyn. The blood on our skin, sliding 
and slipping, feeling each other, I wanted to have real sex, no 
uncertainties or hesitations, touching and caressing, being pen-
etrated by all kinds of objects, blood being poured all over us. 
Karlyn got taken away; I was left alone on the table. 

Although so much was going on, I was in my own world, but be-
ing at the same time part of the whole happening. The son of 
Nitsch checked how I was doing and then I was brought to my 
cross again. I lied down and was bound on to the cross with the 
rope. I got lifted up and carried to the terrace again, but now the 
sensation of feeling the sun was a lot less. It is fascinating to feel 
the blood when it dries; it is like a second skin and at the same 
time it shrinks making your skin feel wrinkly. I felt beautiful and 
free of worries, no fear, just very much alive. I got cleaned and 
this time the sponge did not feel hard anymore. 

They lifted me up and put me carefully against the wall. The 
musicians seemed nearby, making my body shiver. I was given 
blood and of course, it felt very good again feeling this natural 
erotic sensual material, but my body was slowly giving up on 
me. My legs were starting to shake. I had been on the cross for 
a long time today and it seemed that I had reached the maxi-
mum. Because I was shaking so much, two active actors, wom-
en, rubbed my feet in order to stop the shaking. I could feel by 
the way they touched me that they really cared. Unfortunately, 
in daily life, it is very unusual to get this kind of attention from 
total strangers which you cannot even see and perhaps because 
of that, I will never forget their caring touch.
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Karlyn who had lost orientation. I remember being on top of the 
museum in my morning robe and people coming up to me to 
congratulate me. It was very nice of them, but at the same time 
strange; for most of the day I had been only lying around.

It must have been from all the sensations, the music, the blood, 
not being able to see, trying to capture all the thoughts and mo-
ments in full awareness in order to write them down later. I was 
worn out. After break of maybe half an hour, we had to put on 
our Malhemd, a kind of big ‘over through’ dress, which Nitsch has 
used in his Aktionen for many years while the idea apparently 
was taken from the painter Gustav Klimt, who painted in it. I got 
my eyes covered again with the blindfold and had to lie down 
on my cross; I felt it was still a little wet from the blood. I got tied 
on to the cross again and now Karlyn and I would be carried 2 
kilometers in a procession to the vineyard, uphill, over the same 
street we had been walking on so often. I got lifted up, I felt very 
bad that people had to carry me. I remember that the tune of The 
Godfather was played by the brass band. It felt odd being carried 
lying on a cross over the streets of Naples; blood stains every-
where. It took a long time until we were in the vineyard, there 
we stopped half way up. I took off my blindfold, now I could see 
that all the visitors and participants of the event had gathered. 
Food and drinks were prepared. I could see over Naples, what an 
amazing view that was, with the Vesuvius on the background. 

Karlyn and I went over to Nitsch and asked him how the Aktion 
would proceed. He told us that he had wanted to finish off the 
Aktion in the vineyard, but that for the first time in his life, the 
blood had run out. Apparently all the blood had been used; all 
the 300 liters. The procession had to continue for another 500 
meters. I was lying on my cross for the last time, and although 
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together, although I had lost my orientation about time and how 
I was lying, I was consciously aware that I was very much alive, 
lying in Naples, being right now part of the Aktion of Hermann 
Nitsch, while again blood was being poured over me. What an 
incredible experience this all was, being used, by the actors, by 
the audience and being taken by the music, by life. 

I heard a whistle, was it over now? Swiftly my pig got taken away 
from me and I got untied, the blindfold taken off my eyes. It felt 
unusual after so many hours having been blindfolded, now be-
ing able to see again. It felt like facing the world again, it had 
felt so safe not being able to see, knowing people were look-
ing after you and nothing bad could happen, you did not have 
to worry. your visual input being stopped, no eye contact, just 
hearing the music, feeling the air touching your skin, the blood, 
the octopuses and the squid, the warm water, the sponge clean-
ing your body, taking your second skin off, the fruits and organs 
hitting you, the blood splashing in your face, the smell, now that 
all was over. I was back in normal life again. Karlyn and I were 
taken to a shower which had been installed at the back of the 
museum. The water was cold, but it did not matter, I remember 
the blood gushing out of my hair, the water being red for ages. 
We showered for a long time, trying to get ourselves clean, al-
though the blood had been feeling so good, it was nice to get 
back to ‘reality’. All what was left were the memories and new 
gained experiences. My feeling of solely Being was replaced by 
the awareness of the factual time-space experience. I remem-
ber that after the shower, the Austrian filmmaker came with his 
camera and asked us how it had been. I cannot remember at all 
what I said, but I hope I was able to express my feelings at that 
moment. While I walked upstairs, the Dutch artist took care for 
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I had the blindfold on, I remember that I could fully enjoy the 
view of the sky, thinking what a wonderful, unusual and exiting 
life I have. After a steep hill, we arrived on top of the vineyard; I 
got placed on the floor and untied. I could see that in a cluster, 
many tables and benches were prepared for a big dinner. Now 
we would get to eat the animals which had been on my body; 
I especially waited for the pig to come, I wanted to taste him. 
Karlyn and I thanked Nitsch for the wonderful experience. I told 
him how erotic the blood had felt and I was delighted to hear 
that not only Karlyn and I had gained new experiences, but that 
for Nitsch it had been the first time that two women had sex 
during his Aktion. I was very pleased hearing this, now I felt I 
had not only taken but also given something to Nitsch. After the 
food I walked down together with the book lady and my partner 
the Dutch artist, accompanied by many glowworms. I felt very 
happy that the week was over; I was already curious what new 
experiences would be awaiting me. To finish the day, I needed 
to feel my partner and after short but intense sex, I fell asleep 
feeling his sperm inside my pussy.
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