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ALL FUTURE SPRINGS
(Pièce sifflée en quatre actes avec prologue et épilogue)

INTRODUCTION AU PROJET ARTISTIQUE

Les langages sifflés sont des modes de communication, dérivés de leur langue locale, qui existent 
sous différentes formes dans des régions isolées du monde. 
ils ont pour la plupart du temps disparus (comme celle d’aas, dans les pyrénées) ou sont en voie 
d’extinction. Ces langages, variant dans leur tonalité ou leur structure, ont toutefois en commun 
d’être utilisés à des fins de survie: Les pirahas d’amazonie sifflent pour chasser discrètement 
en forêt; Les bergers de La gomera (iles Canaries), de l’ile d’eubée (grèce), de Kuskoÿ (turquie, 
appelé «village des oiseaux») sifflent de montagne à montagne, d’une cîme ou d’un versant à 
l’autre sur plusieurs kilomètres; Les agriculteurs d’Oaxaca (Mexique) discutent de leur travail 
ou d’une situation d’urgence en sifflant. Les langues sifflées servent aussi aux conversations 
amoureuses secrètes, comme chez les hmong qui utilisaient des jeunes feuilles de bananier pour 
siffler des poèmes et séduire les femmes à distance, dans les forêts denses des hauts plateaux du 
Viêtnam. il a été observé à la gomera que les oiseaux ont repris et imité les sifflements humains. 
Un processus cyclique, en quelque sorte. Le Silbo de l’île de la gomera dans les Canaries, interdit 
sous la dictature de Franco, est aussi devenu un outil de résistance politique pour les habitants de 
l’île.

Mon intérêt s’est porté sur l’aspect purement utilitaire et stratégique de ces langages-outils, dont 
le but est de couvrir une distance, de déployer un son sur un territoire précis et étendu, et d’établir 
ainsi un contact social, obtenir une réponse: chasser en silence, converser secrètement... Ce sont 
des systèmes de signes en voie de disparition, au sein de peuples souvent isolés, parfois chassés 
de leur terre, en exil ou bien opprimés. Ces systèmes et les conversations types qui en sont issues 
révèlent le mode de survie d’une communauté, ainsi que les caractéristiques de l’environnement 
climatique et géologique qui les entourent. 

Le projet consiste à assembler des phrases de différentes langues sifflées pour créer une 
composition en une forme de cut-up sonore transcriptible, révélant l’aspect poétique et politique de 
ces langues sifflées en une forme fictionnelle. 

DEVELOPPEMENT DE LA RECHERCHE

La première partie de ma recherche s’est concentrée sur une prise de contacts avec les quelques 
spécialistes en linguistique, sciences cognitives et langues sifflées à travers le monde. Certains 
m’ont gracieusement donné accès à leurs données. Mais il est rapidement apparu que ces rares 
archives ne me permettraient pas de rassembler assez de matériau sonore pour créer un travail 
à partir de ces données. L’aide à la recherche du Cnap m’a donc permis de réaliser en 2014 des 
enregistrements de langues sifflées dans plusieurs pays, au sein de plusieurs communautés. 

avec la bourse d’aide à la recherche du Cnap en 2014 je me suis concentrée sur quatre 
communautés de siffleurs et je suis partie les rencontrer en France (nîmes dans une famille hmong 
et pau dans un groupe de siffleurs en répétition hebdomadaire), dans le détroit de Bering en 
alaska, à la gomera dans les îles Canaries. J’ai pu grâce à ces voyages regrouper une quantité de 
matériaux sonores différents.



ENREGISTREMENTS

LeS SiFFLeUrS d’aaS - pau, Juin 2014

- J’ai été accueillie par le groupe des siffleurs d’aas dans les pyrénées, qui tentent de retrouver la 
pratique des bergers siffleurs béarnais en se réunissant chaque semaine pour des exercices de 
sifflements. La langue sifflée d’aas ayant disparue, ils sont aidés par les siffleurs de la gomera 
pour retrouver des sonorités et se servent de cahiers de leçons pratiques.

LeS SiFFLeUrS hMOng - nîmes, Juillet 2014

- J’ai été accueillie dans une famille de hmong verts faisant partie d’une communauté ayant 
émigré à nîmes dans les années 80. J’ai pu enregistrer l’ancien chef de la communauté, le seul 
connaissant encore la pratique de la langue sifflée avec des feuilles (de maïs, faute de feuilles 
de bananier), ainsi que la pratique du Khên, instrument de musique cérémoniel pouvant lui aussi 
transcrire en mélodie une histoire racontée (le mythe hmong des origines).

LeS SiFFLeUrS YUpiK - aLaSKa, Saint LaWrenCe iSLand, Juillet-août 2014

- J’ai passé quatre semaines en alaska et dans le détroit de Bering pour rencontrer les derniers 
siffleurs Yupiks Sibériens.
a anchorage, j’ai rencontré la directrice du anchorage Museum, le directeur du Smithsonian arctic 
Center, des natifs à l’alaska native heritage Center, pour préparer mon voyage dans le détroit 
de Bering. Saint Lawrence island est l’ancien pont entre la Sibérie russe et l’alaska, coeur de la 
communauté Yupik Sibérienne au milieu du détroit de Bering, d’où vient la langue sifflée Yupik. 
elle est la seule langue sifflée non traditionnelle: si les anciens sifflaient la première lettre d’un 
nom en morse pour appeler une personne, la génération des années 60 a prolongé cet usage en 
une langue sifflée servant à communiquer à distance, plus comme un jeu que comme une réelle 
coutume. aujourd’hui les jeunes générations ont oublié cette pratique (mais s’appellent par leurs 
prénoms en les sifflant), et peu d’adultes s’en rappellent. a nome, au nord de l’alaska, seule ville 
permettant d’accéder à Saint Lawrence, j’ai rencontré la Kawerak Organization, qui s’occupe de 
la conservation et valorisation du patrimoine des peuples indigènes et qui regroupe les conseils 
tribaux, ainsi que le nome Saint Lawrence group, qui se réunit toutes les semaines pour pratiquer 
la danse traditionnelle de Saint Lawrence. Leur musique apparaît dans la composition finale.

LeS SiFFLeUrS de La gOMera - iles Canaries, Septembre 2014

- J’ai enfin parcouru l’île de La gomera, dans les îles Canaries, où le Silbo (langue sifflée classée 
au patrimoine culturel immatériel de l’humanité de l’UneSCO) est conservé et pratiqué dans les 
montagnes, par des rares maîtres siffleurs tentant de transmettre leur savoir, galvaudé par le 
tourisme et les pseudo-siffleurs dans les restaurants. Sur l’île de la gomera, le Silbo est enseigné 
à l’école. au Colegio de San Sebastiàn de la gomera, j’ai rencontré Francisco Correa, coordinateur 
du Silbo sur l’île; dans les montagnes, les maîtres siffleurs eugenio darias, Lino rodriguez, Luis 
Morales et le professeur isidro Ortiz, qui a développé une méthode d’apprentissage du Silbo.

tous ces déplacements et rencontres m’ont permis de comprendre la pratique du sifflement et 
surtout le milieu culturel et les caractéristiques géographiques du lieu dans laquelle elle avait une 
nécessité de se développer; donc de saisir un paysage physique et mental sur lequel me baser 
pour la reconstruction d’un espace d’écoute.

J’ai aussi pu utiliser les archives sonores de
- Mark Sicoli, professeur chercheur linguiste, anthropologue à University of Virginia, pour langue 
sifflée Chinantec d’Oaxaca, Mexique
- dan everett, linguiste et anthropologue, pour la langue sifflée piraha d’amazonie.
- patrick Kersalé, ethnomusicologue, pour les trompes de guerre Lobi du Burkina Faso (aussi 
transcriptibles)



ALL FUTURE SPRINGS (PIècE EN qUATRE AcTES AvEc PRoLoGUE ET éPILoGUE)

installation sonore et vidéo, 5 haut-parleurs, 3 vidéoprojections synchronisées. 
29min35sec

La pièce sonore révèle un mélange géographique de territoires traversés par le moyen de 
communication à longue distance qu’est la langue sifflée. elle représente aussi l’évolution 
constante de ce savoir perdu et parfois retrouvé, confronté à la modernité et aux transformations 
sociales et politiques d’une région. 
All Future Springs est un assemblage de phrases des différentes langues sifflées accumulées lors 
de mes recherches.
Les mélodies instrumentales cérémonielles qui ouvrent et ferment la composition reproduisent les 
tonalités de la langue hmong et sont, tout comme la langue sifflée à la feuille, transcriptibles.

COMPOSITION DE LA PIECE SONORE

L’année 2015 a été consacrée à l’organisation de ces archives sonores diverses, et après longue 
réflexion, à leur traduction entre hmong, Français, anglais, togolais, Yupik, Chinantec et espagnol 
vers l’anglais, pour élaborer un texte en cut-up issu de ces divers enregistrements sifflés.
avec le matériau sonore récolté et traduit, j’ai procédé par assemblage/collage de ces différentes 
phrases, pour aboutir à un scénario théâtral  en quatre actes avec prologue et épilogue, (ci-
dessous) mettant en scène une conversation entre quatre personnages fictifs: le père, le Fils, la 
Magicienne et le Choeur. Le Choeur a été choisi pour mettre en scène tous les enregistrements 
liés à la description d’un paysage, du temps, de la météo, des actions en cours au moment des 
enregistrements. a la manière du Choeur grec, il commente les scènes. Les arrière-plans sonores 
sont en partie composés avec des enregistrements ambiants des lieux parcourus.

Ce scénario a ensuite servi de modèle pour procéder au montage des fichiers sonores.
La composition sonore a été finalisée avec l’aide d’un ingénieur son, avec une mise en espace au 
moyen de 5 haut-parleurs. 
Ce projet prend la forme d’une installation sonore spatiale et vidéo dans laquelle le visiteur se 
retrouve au coeur de la conversation. il a aussi été adapté en stéréo pour des diffusions radio, avec 
sa traduction disponible en ligne.
Sous forme d’installation, la narration sonore est portée par trois vidéoprojections qui permettent 
une immersion dans la forme dramaturgique du texte grâce aux vidéos et aux sous-titrages partiels. 
Les paysages aux couleurs changeantes, à la fois obstacles et diffuseurs de la parole, servent de 
marqueurs temporels pour chaque acte de la pièce, et lient les langages aux environnements dont 
ils dépendent. 

BILAN 

L’aide du Cnap m’a permis d’effectuer quatre voyages, deux à l’étranger et deux en France, pour 
aller à la rencontre de plusieurs communautés, découvrir les enjeux et l’histoire de ces langues 
sifflées et procéder à des enregistrements sonores et des prises de vue.
La confrontation au contexte social et politique dans lequel vivent ces communautés a été décisif 
quant au traitement du matériau et à la décision de procéder ou non à certains enregistrements, 
ainsi qu’à l’utilisation finale qui a en été faite.
Séjourner un mois en alaska, notamment dans une communauté Yupik, a ouvert de nombreuses 
questions et soulevé des problématiques de création, et de légitimité ou de conditions de 
l’obtention d’un matériau, ce qui a permis de positionner ma pratique plus précisément. Le travail 
qui a découlé de cette recherche révèle une partie de ces contextes sociaux et politiques, ainsi que 
les rapports de force entre anciens ou nouveaux occupants et occupés d’un territoire. par le biais 
de la fiction, j’ai tenté de rendre avec le plus de justesse possible le caractère résistant et politique 
de ces langages. 

https://vimeo.com/235804612
https://vimeo.com/235804612
https://vimeo.com/235804612
https://vimeo.com/235804612


EXPOSiTIONS ET DIFFUSIONS DE ALL FUTURE SPRINGS

2017 Movimenta biennale, nice, France, prix de la jeune création vidéo
2016 Cold-pressed, Low heat, Brno house of the arts, république tchèque
2016 Van eyck Open Studios, Maastricht, pays-Bas
2016 duuuradio, diffusion radio de All Future Springs
https://www.duuuradio.fr/episode/all-future-springs-de-st%C3%a9phanie-lagarde
2016 JaJaJa neeneenee radio (pays-Bas), diffusion radio de All Future Springs

https://www.duuuradio.fr/episode/all-future-springs-de-st%25C3%25A9phanie-lagarde


ALL FUTURE 
SPRINGS 
Four act play with a prologue and epilogue
(29’35”)

Characters

Father (Vitoriano)
Son (Mangtaquliq-Pagaayaq)
Sorceress (Efigenia-Estefania-Paallengetaq) 
Chorus

With (in order of appearance)

Song-Leng Vang, Hmong Khên and Hmong leaf  whistling from Laos
Kico Correa, San Sebastian de la Gomera, Canarias Islands
Suun Nunguk, Savoonga, Saint Lawrence Island, Alaska
Vitoriano Mesa Mesa, La Gomera, Canarias Islands
Chinantec whistlers of  Oaxaca, Mexico (recorded by Mark Sicoli)
Estefania Mendoza Barrera, Las Hayas, La Gomera, Canarias Islands
Pyrénées whistlers, Béarn, France: Bernard Miqueu, Théodore Peyrusqué
Odile Conderolle, Nary Ratsimahalo 
Eugenio Darias Darias, San Sebastian de la Gomera, Canarias Islands
Master Lino Rodriguez, Agulo, La Gomera, Canarias Islands
John and Arlene Waghiyi, Savoonga, Saint Lawrence Island, Alaska
Susie Silook (Paallengetaq), Gambell, Saint Lawrence Island, Alaska
Master Luis Morales, Vallehermoso, La Gomera, Canarias Islands
Juan Manuel Chinea, Valle Gran Rey, La Gomera, Canarias Islands
Children from el Colegio Ruiz de Padron, San Sebastian de la Gomera, Canarias Islands
Edwin Noongwook, Savoonga, Saint Lawrence Island, Alaska
George Noongwook (Mangtaquliq), Savoonga, Saint Lawrence Island, Alaska
Piraha whistler, Amazonian Forest (recorded by Dan Everett)
Lobi war trumps, Burkina Faso (recorded by Patrick Kersalé )
Saint Lawrence Island dance group, Nome, Alaska



Prologue

My beloved, I am mourning, everything is dark, at day and at night, in this present 
moment. It has been seven years, days and nights, since she became a woman, 
desiring. It has been seven years, days and nights, since I became a man, 
searching for love.
I even asked the Great Spirit if this young lady had somebody and if it was 
possible to have children with her.

The Great Spirit said that this young lady would only have descendents if she was 
going to heaven to join him and live by his side, and the man would be condemned 
to remain childless.
After asking the Great Spirit to live with her, the man refused to let her go. 
They loved each other in secret, in the ravines, in the mountains, hidden from the 
Great Spirit’s watch.

Facing the impossibility of having descendents together, the young lady decided  
to die, leaving the man lonely, in sadness and a dark solitude. 
The man cried until his tears became rivers and torrents.
He never found joy again.

Act 1

Tonight there is a party in the small valleys of Mount Teide. On the land of nobody, 
closer to your dreams.
Today there are ideal weather conditions with unlimited visibility, the slight 
south-southwest breeze, clear conditions. Today is a special day because of the 
eclipse of the moon; the moon became dark and seemed to have been extinguished. 
Most lunar eclipses have occurred during the night since time immemorial.
I come every year to the celebration of San Francisco. Let’s go. At ten after six.
Better at eight.
Where are you?
From the sea, I talk to you. Antonio Mendosa has died. He never saw spring.
What are you saying? I am coming.
Stand here. I am not lonely. Horizons are always with me. I am a man from the islands, 
who sunbathes and drinks distances, sat on the balconies of the sea.
Alright, alright.
At least I’m going to attempt to play basket ball. I’m going to go in the midst of those 
playing, I will try to shoot the ball in, and then I will shout and yell.
(teasing)
Here is my son that will be a great captain in the boat when he grows up.
Good morning, how are you? 
Good, good. I’m fine. I’m OK 
So lonely is the sea. Even the horizon string left.
(the hour, with mist, and the moment lost in a nostalgic space)

It is very windy today, but there are breaks in the clouds.
I don’t know yet if distance is tears. I saw your grandfather and his golden teeth.
Antonio Mendosa diiiiied.
You saw my grand father.
I’m so thankful, whatever he made in this world, he made it so beautiful and perfect.
I am coming.
Whistle to me when you go.
(She came here to look for whistlers.)
(This lady here came a long way to hear some whistling). I’m going to whistle when 
I go. How long am I going to whistle for you?
Whistling comes from my former pasts. And now I am a master of whistling which 
is spoken on this island.
Who are you?
When were you born?
Dona Efigenia-Estefania. I was born on the 13th november 1950.
This girl is called Stéphanie.
Paallengetaq.

The wind is blowing from the north. 
How come that in this world, in this present moment, there is a void in my heart, 
because I’m lonely? Is there, in these lands, a lady hearing my message? 
My heart is so empty that dying is not enough, but living is so hard, my ladies.

Son, come over here, I’m going to the mountains,
The wrinkled mountains ridden by the clouds.
Come here quick, bring the sheep to the mountain.
The sheep fell into the ravine.
They are pilgrims of freedoms.
They sought an islet for their exile.
What are you saying? Alright alright, I am coming. 
(Calling cormorants)
1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13.
The sheep fell into the ravine!
I don’t understand! How is it possible that everything evaporated?

Act 2

There are ice crystals affecting visibility; however, the clouds are thin.
(This house my parents built, little by little, between rage and hope.)
I don’t know how these four walls can contain so much tenderness.
Whose son are you, to have such beautiful words? Me, young Hmong lady,  
since all this time I have been lonely, nostalgic. My heart is empty, nobody knows 
our mutual solitude.
Lady Efigenia-Paallengetaq-Estefania. Mangtaquliq-Pagaayaq. What are they doing? 
What’s happening?
I am an authentic man. With or without gold, I always do what I want.  
(My phone number is 0628659783) 
I am a sorceress. 
(The sugar-free coffee of your shadow.) 
I speak with my heart.
Finally, I am meeting her! Wow.
Wow. Pretty lady.
Where are you from?
The cold islands of the sea and the native mountains, 
(Escaped from some ice floe). 
Between the rocks of farewells. Where are you from?
The marble moon of silence.
Rain, cold, fear, heat and stars.
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Where are you going in a little while? Are you going to the corn field? 
Let the two of us go to the jungle and find animals.
I’m going to get sugarcane tomorrow.
And a syllogism of rock crystal.
We harvest murre eggs in the spring time and we eat them, how very delicious!
They say that they are the sky and that we only see upside down nests.

I won’t come to the celebration of the Mercedes on Saturday.
When are you going again to Zapotitlan?
Tomorrow I’m going to Cuicatlan.
On the land of no one.
You will have a corollary of promises.

What are you going to eat when you arrive?
A marmite of loneliness.
Chorus – Wine. Chorizo.
Father – A tin of sardines.
I’m going to eat a nice taco when I arrive. With meat.
Very small.
Come to my house and have a glass of wine. 
(Sudden explosions drugged the heights)
Hear hear, is there anybody? Hear hear! To all the young Hmong ladies who are not 
far from here: is there, in these lands, a lady hearing my message ? I went on the top 
of the Big Rock and lit fireworks to ask God to make the Dictator go away. For twenty 
years he has made my soul and heart suffer. I am Vitoriano. I was born in Igualero. 
Vitoriano Mesa Mesa. I want to build a cathedral for the world.

Act 3

I don’t want to remain a land with no one, path of stars.
Mangtaquliq, an Island is an edge to be and not to be.
Would it be a landscape that is not a delusion?
The sharp agaves, the precipices, is this loneliness or paradise?
Yes, there is something! For sure!
A floating illusion.

Let the two of us go to the jungle and find animals.
(You wanna go fishing today?)
In the summer of 2010 my dad and I got three king salmons and that was a real 
blessing to us.
Back in 2010 John W. and I got a polar bear.
We dared, we dared, hololo, hololo! We dared, we dared, grab it, grab it, bring it to me!

The moon was out and bright, and there was another ice sheet out there, on my right 
side. I pushed the ice and it flowed slowly southwards. I watched it — it moved right 
to the middle piece of ice. I got onto the other piece of ice and I pushed. I thought, 
maybe this ice is the one I have to cross over there? I felt the ice move, it seemed like 
somebody was pulling the ice.
The water was choppy but I crossed over the other side. When I got on the other side, 
I didn’t look back. I walked again till I got to the edge of the ice. A voice told me to 
walk to the west again.
East, towards the east side of the island and further east from there. North East Cape. 
There were only clouds, and oil was floating in the little green leaves of sound.
We had no more than the day and the night, we were rolling the ball of absence.
Avalanches without purpose.
Today I am coming back.
Alright, alright, yes yes.

Act 4 – The Party

Hear hear, hear hear, young Hmong boy, young son of Hmong. From up there in our 
mountains, Siberian mountains show. Which day is the celebration of snow?
Well, well, I think the celebration of snow is on the 12th of October.
Alright. We are going to draw the new ice that has been broken, piled up and refrozen.
Because if it dies, this year spring won’t rise, the skylark won’t wed, dragons trees, 
rivers, irises and bonfires won’t celebrate it.

It is very cold. The ice pressure ridges have formed.
We are looking at the steep cliff of Erque.
We see a couple of ravens,
Herbs of silence blossomed in the almond trees of all future springs.
Everything goes very well here in Quesi Canyon. Like the other time.
It was a 19th of August, the day of my birth.
What are you doing? Where are you going?
I’m going to the lake, the last dens of woods,
Stay here.
Why?
Why?
I am still the King.

It is probable that the weather is going to be the same all day; however,  
tomorrow’s weather is unpredictable. They arrived at the House of the Night. 
Welcome to la Gomera!
Tonight at Lady Efigenia’s house, we will eat a dessert with palm honey.
Wow!
Wow! (Are the mosquitos not biting you?)
What time is it? I’m going to my house. I’m already getting cold. I’m going to leave.
Where are you going?
What are you going to do?
Tomorrow I have to wake up early.
Goodbye Stéphanie, take care. Goodbye all, we are going home.
Goodbye. Goodbye Don Pepito, goodbye Don Jose.
Paallengetaq, come here please.
Come on, let’s go down, walk with care along this muddy trail. Go down there. 
Walk well so you don’t fall.

Epilogue

It looks to me that the weather will get better later on this evening or by tomorrow.
From my house I can see the sea. Here there is no noise.
This is the first lunar eclipse to occur in the morning that I have seen!
Sail, Sail, Sail. Threading in the eyes all the horizons of the sea. Sail, Sail. 
Sampling all the waves of the sea. Sail.
The hand still in the sea, I hope. With her I am waiting for a shipment of stars.

The End
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Prologue

My beloved, I am mourning, everything is dark, at day and at night, in this present 
moment. It has been seven years, days and nights, since she became a woman, 
desiring. It has been seven years, days and nights, since I became a man, 
searching for love.
I even asked the Great Spirit if this young lady had somebody and if it was 
possible to have children with her.

The Great Spirit said that this young lady would only have descendents if she was 
going to heaven to join him and live by his side, and the man would be condemned 
to remain childless.
After asking the Great Spirit to live with her, the man refused to let her go. 
They loved each other in secret, in the ravines, in the mountains, hidden from the 
Great Spirit’s watch.

Facing the impossibility of having descendents together, the young lady decided  
to die, leaving the man lonely, in sadness and a dark solitude. 
The man cried until his tears became rivers and torrents.
He never found joy again.

Act 1

Tonight there is a party in the small valleys of Mount Teide. On the land of nobody, 
closer to your dreams.
Today there are ideal weather conditions with unlimited visibility, the slight 
south-southwest breeze, clear conditions. Today is a special day because of the 
eclipse of the moon; the moon became dark and seemed to have been extinguished. 
Most lunar eclipses have occurred during the night since time immemorial.
I come every year to the celebration of San Francisco. Let’s go. At ten after six.
Better at eight.
Where are you?
From the sea, I talk to you. Antonio Mendosa has died. He never saw spring.
What are you saying? I am coming.
Stand here. I am not lonely. Horizons are always with me. I am a man from the islands, 
who sunbathes and drinks distances, sat on the balconies of the sea.
Alright, alright.
At least I’m going to attempt to play basket ball. I’m going to go in the midst of those 
playing, I will try to shoot the ball in, and then I will shout and yell.
(teasing)
Here is my son that will be a great captain in the boat when he grows up.
Good morning, how are you? 
Good, good. I’m fine. I’m OK 
So lonely is the sea. Even the horizon string left.
(the hour, with mist, and the moment lost in a nostalgic space)

It is very windy today, but there are breaks in the clouds.
I don’t know yet if distance is tears. I saw your grandfather and his golden teeth.
Antonio Mendosa diiiiied.
You saw my grand father.
I’m so thankful, whatever he made in this world, he made it so beautiful and perfect.
I am coming.
Whistle to me when you go.
(She came here to look for whistlers.)
(This lady here came a long way to hear some whistling). I’m going to whistle when 
I go. How long am I going to whistle for you?
Whistling comes from my former pasts. And now I am a master of whistling which 
is spoken on this island.
Who are you?
When were you born?
Dona Efigenia-Estefania. I was born on the 13th november 1950.
This girl is called Stéphanie.
Paallengetaq.

The wind is blowing from the north. 
How come that in this world, in this present moment, there is a void in my heart, 
because I’m lonely? Is there, in these lands, a lady hearing my message? 
My heart is so empty that dying is not enough, but living is so hard, my ladies.

Son, come over here, I’m going to the mountains,
The wrinkled mountains ridden by the clouds.
Come here quick, bring the sheep to the mountain.
The sheep fell into the ravine.
They are pilgrims of freedoms.
They sought an islet for their exile.
What are you saying? Alright alright, I am coming. 
(Calling cormorants)
1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13.
The sheep fell into the ravine!
I don’t understand! How is it possible that everything evaporated?

Act 2

There are ice crystals affecting visibility; however, the clouds are thin.
(This house my parents built, little by little, between rage and hope.)
I don’t know how these four walls can contain so much tenderness.
Whose son are you, to have such beautiful words? Me, young Hmong lady,  
since all this time I have been lonely, nostalgic. My heart is empty, nobody knows 
our mutual solitude.
Lady Efigenia-Paallengetaq-Estefania. Mangtaquliq-Pagaayaq. What are they doing? 
What’s happening?
I am an authentic man. With or without gold, I always do what I want.  
(My phone number is 0628659783) 
I am a sorceress. 
(The sugar-free coffee of your shadow.) 
I speak with my heart.
Finally, I am meeting her! Wow.
Wow. Pretty lady.
Where are you from?
The cold islands of the sea and the native mountains, 
(Escaped from some ice floe). 
Between the rocks of farewells. Where are you from?
The marble moon of silence.
Rain, cold, fear, heat and stars.
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Where are you going in a little while? Are you going to the corn field? 
Let the two of us go to the jungle and find animals.
I’m going to get sugarcane tomorrow.
And a syllogism of rock crystal.
We harvest murre eggs in the spring time and we eat them, how very delicious!
They say that they are the sky and that we only see upside down nests.

I won’t come to the celebration of the Mercedes on Saturday.
When are you going again to Zapotitlan?
Tomorrow I’m going to Cuicatlan.
On the land of no one.
You will have a corollary of promises.

What are you going to eat when you arrive?
A marmite of loneliness.
Chorus – Wine. Chorizo.
Father – A tin of sardines.
I’m going to eat a nice taco when I arrive. With meat.
Very small.
Come to my house and have a glass of wine. 
(Sudden explosions drugged the heights)
Hear hear, is there anybody? Hear hear! To all the young Hmong ladies who are not 
far from here: is there, in these lands, a lady hearing my message ? I went on the top 
of the Big Rock and lit fireworks to ask God to make the Dictator go away. For twenty 
years he has made my soul and heart suffer. I am Vitoriano. I was born in Igualero. 
Vitoriano Mesa Mesa. I want to build a cathedral for the world.

Act 3

I don’t want to remain a land with no one, path of stars.
Mangtaquliq, an Island is an edge to be and not to be.
Would it be a landscape that is not a delusion?
The sharp agaves, the precipices, is this loneliness or paradise?
Yes, there is something! For sure!
A floating illusion.

Let the two of us go to the jungle and find animals.
(You wanna go fishing today?)
In the summer of 2010 my dad and I got three king salmons and that was a real 
blessing to us.
Back in 2010 John W. and I got a polar bear.
We dared, we dared, hololo, hololo! We dared, we dared, grab it, grab it, bring it to me!

The moon was out and bright, and there was another ice sheet out there, on my right 
side. I pushed the ice and it flowed slowly southwards. I watched it — it moved right 
to the middle piece of ice. I got onto the other piece of ice and I pushed. I thought, 
maybe this ice is the one I have to cross over there? I felt the ice move, it seemed like 
somebody was pulling the ice.
The water was choppy but I crossed over the other side. When I got on the other side, 
I didn’t look back. I walked again till I got to the edge of the ice. A voice told me to 
walk to the west again.
East, towards the east side of the island and further east from there. North East Cape. 
There were only clouds, and oil was floating in the little green leaves of sound.
We had no more than the day and the night, we were rolling the ball of absence.
Avalanches without purpose.
Today I am coming back.
Alright, alright, yes yes.

Act 4 – The Party

Hear hear, hear hear, young Hmong boy, young son of Hmong. From up there in our 
mountains, Siberian mountains show. Which day is the celebration of snow?
Well, well, I think the celebration of snow is on the 12th of October.
Alright. We are going to draw the new ice that has been broken, piled up and refrozen.
Because if it dies, this year spring won’t rise, the skylark won’t wed, dragons trees, 
rivers, irises and bonfires won’t celebrate it.

It is very cold. The ice pressure ridges have formed.
We are looking at the steep cliff of Erque.
We see a couple of ravens,
Herbs of silence blossomed in the almond trees of all future springs.
Everything goes very well here in Quesi Canyon. Like the other time.
It was a 19th of August, the day of my birth.
What are you doing? Where are you going?
I’m going to the lake, the last dens of woods,
Stay here.
Why?
Why?
I am still the King.

It is probable that the weather is going to be the same all day; however,  
tomorrow’s weather is unpredictable. They arrived at the House of the Night. 
Welcome to la Gomera!
Tonight at Lady Efigenia’s house, we will eat a dessert with palm honey.
Wow!
Wow! (Are the mosquitos not biting you?)
What time is it? I’m going to my house. I’m already getting cold. I’m going to leave.
Where are you going?
What are you going to do?
Tomorrow I have to wake up early.
Goodbye Stéphanie, take care. Goodbye all, we are going home.
Goodbye. Goodbye Don Pepito, goodbye Don Jose.
Paallengetaq, come here please.
Come on, let’s go down, walk with care along this muddy trail. Go down there. 
Walk well so you don’t fall.

Epilogue

It looks to me that the weather will get better later on this evening or by tomorrow.
From my house I can see the sea. Here there is no noise.
This is the first lunar eclipse to occur in the morning that I have seen!
Sail, Sail, Sail. Threading in the eyes all the horizons of the sea. Sail, Sail. 
Sampling all the waves of the sea. Sail.
The hand still in the sea, I hope. With her I am waiting for a shipment of stars.

The End
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Prologue

My beloved, I am mourning, everything is dark, at day and at night, in this present 
moment. It has been seven years, days and nights, since she became a woman, 
desiring. It has been seven years, days and nights, since I became a man, 
searching for love.
I even asked the Great Spirit if this young lady had somebody and if it was 
possible to have children with her.

The Great Spirit said that this young lady would only have descendents if she was 
going to heaven to join him and live by his side, and the man would be condemned 
to remain childless.
After asking the Great Spirit to live with her, the man refused to let her go. 
They loved each other in secret, in the ravines, in the mountains, hidden from the 
Great Spirit’s watch.

Facing the impossibility of having descendents together, the young lady decided  
to die, leaving the man lonely, in sadness and a dark solitude. 
The man cried until his tears became rivers and torrents.
He never found joy again.

Act 1

Tonight there is a party in the small valleys of Mount Teide. On the land of nobody, 
closer to your dreams.
Today there are ideal weather conditions with unlimited visibility, the slight 
south-southwest breeze, clear conditions. Today is a special day because of the 
eclipse of the moon; the moon became dark and seemed to have been extinguished. 
Most lunar eclipses have occurred during the night since time immemorial.
I come every year to the celebration of San Francisco. Let’s go. At ten after six.
Better at eight.
Where are you?
From the sea, I talk to you. Antonio Mendosa has died. He never saw spring.
What are you saying? I am coming.
Stand here. I am not lonely. Horizons are always with me. I am a man from the islands, 
who sunbathes and drinks distances, sat on the balconies of the sea.
Alright, alright.
At least I’m going to attempt to play basket ball. I’m going to go in the midst of those 
playing, I will try to shoot the ball in, and then I will shout and yell.
(teasing)
Here is my son that will be a great captain in the boat when he grows up.
Good morning, how are you? 
Good, good. I’m fine. I’m OK 
So lonely is the sea. Even the horizon string left.
(the hour, with mist, and the moment lost in a nostalgic space)

It is very windy today, but there are breaks in the clouds.
I don’t know yet if distance is tears. I saw your grandfather and his golden teeth.
Antonio Mendosa diiiiied.
You saw my grand father.
I’m so thankful, whatever he made in this world, he made it so beautiful and perfect.
I am coming.
Whistle to me when you go.
(She came here to look for whistlers.)
(This lady here came a long way to hear some whistling). I’m going to whistle when 
I go. How long am I going to whistle for you?
Whistling comes from my former pasts. And now I am a master of whistling which 
is spoken on this island.
Who are you?
When were you born?
Dona Efigenia-Estefania. I was born on the 13th november 1950.
This girl is called Stéphanie.
Paallengetaq.

The wind is blowing from the north. 
How come that in this world, in this present moment, there is a void in my heart, 
because I’m lonely? Is there, in these lands, a lady hearing my message? 
My heart is so empty that dying is not enough, but living is so hard, my ladies.

Son, come over here, I’m going to the mountains,
The wrinkled mountains ridden by the clouds.
Come here quick, bring the sheep to the mountain.
The sheep fell into the ravine.
They are pilgrims of freedoms.
They sought an islet for their exile.
What are you saying? Alright alright, I am coming. 
(Calling cormorants)
1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13.
The sheep fell into the ravine!
I don’t understand! How is it possible that everything evaporated?

Act 2

There are ice crystals affecting visibility; however, the clouds are thin.
(This house my parents built, little by little, between rage and hope.)
I don’t know how these four walls can contain so much tenderness.
Whose son are you, to have such beautiful words? Me, young Hmong lady,  
since all this time I have been lonely, nostalgic. My heart is empty, nobody knows 
our mutual solitude.
Lady Efigenia-Paallengetaq-Estefania. Mangtaquliq-Pagaayaq. What are they doing? 
What’s happening?
I am an authentic man. With or without gold, I always do what I want.  
(My phone number is 0628659783) 
I am a sorceress. 
(The sugar-free coffee of your shadow.) 
I speak with my heart.
Finally, I am meeting her! Wow.
Wow. Pretty lady.
Where are you from?
The cold islands of the sea and the native mountains, 
(Escaped from some ice floe). 
Between the rocks of farewells. Where are you from?
The marble moon of silence.
Rain, cold, fear, heat and stars.
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Where are you going in a little while? Are you going to the corn field? 
Let the two of us go to the jungle and find animals.
I’m going to get sugarcane tomorrow.
And a syllogism of rock crystal.
We harvest murre eggs in the spring time and we eat them, how very delicious!
They say that they are the sky and that we only see upside down nests.

I won’t come to the celebration of the Mercedes on Saturday.
When are you going again to Zapotitlan?
Tomorrow I’m going to Cuicatlan.
On the land of no one.
You will have a corollary of promises.

What are you going to eat when you arrive?
A marmite of loneliness.
Chorus – Wine. Chorizo.
Father – A tin of sardines.
I’m going to eat a nice taco when I arrive. With meat.
Very small.
Come to my house and have a glass of wine. 
(Sudden explosions drugged the heights)
Hear hear, is there anybody? Hear hear! To all the young Hmong ladies who are not 
far from here: is there, in these lands, a lady hearing my message ? I went on the top 
of the Big Rock and lit fireworks to ask God to make the Dictator go away. For twenty 
years he has made my soul and heart suffer. I am Vitoriano. I was born in Igualero. 
Vitoriano Mesa Mesa. I want to build a cathedral for the world.

Act 3

I don’t want to remain a land with no one, path of stars.
Mangtaquliq, an Island is an edge to be and not to be.
Would it be a landscape that is not a delusion?
The sharp agaves, the precipices, is this loneliness or paradise?
Yes, there is something! For sure!
A floating illusion.

Let the two of us go to the jungle and find animals.
(You wanna go fishing today?)
In the summer of 2010 my dad and I got three king salmons and that was a real 
blessing to us.
Back in 2010 John W. and I got a polar bear.
We dared, we dared, hololo, hololo! We dared, we dared, grab it, grab it, bring it to me!

The moon was out and bright, and there was another ice sheet out there, on my right 
side. I pushed the ice and it flowed slowly southwards. I watched it — it moved right 
to the middle piece of ice. I got onto the other piece of ice and I pushed. I thought, 
maybe this ice is the one I have to cross over there? I felt the ice move, it seemed like 
somebody was pulling the ice.
The water was choppy but I crossed over the other side. When I got on the other side, 
I didn’t look back. I walked again till I got to the edge of the ice. A voice told me to 
walk to the west again.
East, towards the east side of the island and further east from there. North East Cape. 
There were only clouds, and oil was floating in the little green leaves of sound.
We had no more than the day and the night, we were rolling the ball of absence.
Avalanches without purpose.
Today I am coming back.
Alright, alright, yes yes.

Act 4 – The Party

Hear hear, hear hear, young Hmong boy, young son of Hmong. From up there in our 
mountains, Siberian mountains show. Which day is the celebration of snow?
Well, well, I think the celebration of snow is on the 12th of October.
Alright. We are going to draw the new ice that has been broken, piled up and refrozen.
Because if it dies, this year spring won’t rise, the skylark won’t wed, dragons trees, 
rivers, irises and bonfires won’t celebrate it.

It is very cold. The ice pressure ridges have formed.
We are looking at the steep cliff of Erque.
We see a couple of ravens,
Herbs of silence blossomed in the almond trees of all future springs.
Everything goes very well here in Quesi Canyon. Like the other time.
It was a 19th of August, the day of my birth.
What are you doing? Where are you going?
I’m going to the lake, the last dens of woods,
Stay here.
Why?
Why?
I am still the King.

It is probable that the weather is going to be the same all day; however,  
tomorrow’s weather is unpredictable. They arrived at the House of the Night. 
Welcome to la Gomera!
Tonight at Lady Efigenia’s house, we will eat a dessert with palm honey.
Wow!
Wow! (Are the mosquitos not biting you?)
What time is it? I’m going to my house. I’m already getting cold. I’m going to leave.
Where are you going?
What are you going to do?
Tomorrow I have to wake up early.
Goodbye Stéphanie, take care. Goodbye all, we are going home.
Goodbye. Goodbye Don Pepito, goodbye Don Jose.
Paallengetaq, come here please.
Come on, let’s go down, walk with care along this muddy trail. Go down there. 
Walk well so you don’t fall.

Epilogue

It looks to me that the weather will get better later on this evening or by tomorrow.
From my house I can see the sea. Here there is no noise.
This is the first lunar eclipse to occur in the morning that I have seen!
Sail, Sail, Sail. Threading in the eyes all the horizons of the sea. Sail, Sail. 
Sampling all the waves of the sea. Sail.
The hand still in the sea, I hope. With her I am waiting for a shipment of stars.

The End
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La Gomera, Iles Canaries.

Saint Lawrence Island, Nome et Anchorage, Alaska, USA.



1.
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3.

1. Archive gracieusement donnée par Daniel Everett (Bentley University, USA). Siffleur Piraha, Amazonie. 
2. Pagaaayaq Nunguk, artiste Yupik Sibérien aux quelques réminiscences de la langue sifflée, Savoonga, Saint Lawrence 
Island, Alaska. Tient une sculpture en moelle de baleine représentant une femme qui siffle.
3. Chef de communauté Hmong, Nîmes, connaissant la langue sifflée avec feuille. En train de jouer du Khên, instrument 
cérémoniel retranscrivant les paroles d’un chant mythique.



Groupe de siffleurs de la vallée d’Aas, Pyrénées, France. Cette langue a aujourd’hui disparu, mais une association tente de 
la ranimer avec des répétitions et exercices hebdomadaires.



1. Séance d’enregistrement à la Gomera avec les maîtres siffleurs Lino Rodriguez et Eugenio Darias.
2. Séance d’enregistrement avec le siffleur et coordinateur du Silbo à la Gomera Francisco Correa.



1. Luis Morales, maître siffleur, La Gomera, Iles Canaries.
2. Cours de Silbo dans une classe de CP avec le maître siffleur et coordinateur de Silbo sur l’île Francisco Correa.
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Captures d’écran.



Captures d’écran.



installation à la Jan van eyck academie, Open studios, Maastricht, pays-Bas, Mars 2016.
Credits photo: Werner Mantz Lab 



installation dans l’exposition Cold-Pressed, Low-Heat, Brno house of the arts, république 
tchèque, Septembre 2016. 
Credits photo: daniela dostalkova


