
1. Quality of the relationship

On the long hikes, in the
inns, in the evenings at the
accommodation there was
constant talk. Thousands of
speeches were connected with
each other, with one and the
other, and with a third. The
people were open, friendly ...
and I noticed it because I nor-
mally don't feel so open. 

Calm the spirit, carefree,
the smile came to the surface
and remained constantly in
the face. I was happy every
time someone talked to me,
have a conversation with me.
Each respected the other, his way, his habits, his unique nature.

The fact of being nude was a minor matter, it helped however: It made us live in a
state of grace, in a special nature of feelings, so that we automatically were living well
together. For ten days, they were extraordinary interpersonal relationships, as if

everyone had always
been friends, as if they
were friends since ever,
and each appreciated the
other as nothing but
good and friendly. We
were on vacation, we
were all in a good mood,
but I brought home the
belief that more positive
relationships with people
are possible.

Naturally, we were not
ashamed of ourselves, of
our body, and the fact
that the word nudity lost
all its raison d'être and
no longer denoted a

state of emergency, that it was no longer classified and embarrassing, helped us on a
material level to have no more fears, uncertainties and caution... and tendency to hide.
When you feel completely visible in your body, you feel completely transparent in your
mind.



2. The natural location
and the organisation

Thuringia is located in
the former GDR. As a stu-
dent, I only travelled once
from Hof to Berlin: This
country had a touch of dis-
tance and mystery, almost
like Albania. 

At the station Friedrich-
straße, I saw the "infa-
mous" Vopos for the first
time. I could not visit the
museums, because tally
clerks at a checkpoint dis-
covered, that my identity
card had expired. At the beginning of the '80s, I bought some books by Erwin Strittmat-
ter (Ole Bienkopp, Der Wundertäter, Tinko, Der Laden) from the GDR. 

The GDR completely retained its mystery, inaccessibility and ignorance. And now I
could go wherever I wanted.

The accommodation was exactly in the style of the '70s: spartan and familiar, without
the "luxury" of commercial tourism.

The natural environment was a constant discovery and a miracle, as if one would
browse an old book in a library, which was finally open to the public. With the feeling of
extreme care in the fields and meadows and a genuine and original naturalness in the
"wild" parts of the forest, which apparently had no end.

The word Thuringian
Forest played in my head
like an attempt to remember
a song, a fairy tale of the
Brothers Grimm or a novel
from the 19th century (Jean
Paul). In these woods, we
were there, a group of
friends, in the nude and ea-
sygoing, to hike far and wide
under the shady dome of
high beech woods, along the
hills, from whose ridge the
eye reached for miles to the
horizon; with the colours of
the summer, that impressed



the eyes, the light, that, as silent energy, made everything present and more real, that
fell on our golden skin and infiltrated into the bodies to spread well-being and smile.

I couldn't even feel the tiredness, never a bleb on my feet, always a light breeze,
which wiped the sweat off my skin. As soon as you looked around, you saw someone,
who was planning to do something, enjoy a break, make jokes, invent something, show

or tell someone something
beautiful, swim happily and
blissfully, and others who
were beginning to take all
kinds of food out of their
backpacks.

3. Message from the trees

For several months, du-
ring my walks with friends in
Italy and even more during
my early morning walks
through the surrounding
meadows and fields, I took

pictures of myself, which I later looked at on my monitor. And once I saw myself, tiny
and small [I must have a song by Reinhard Mey in my ears], coming out of a forest of
tall, slender oaks and poplars. 

This moment stretched in my head and
I couldn't look away. There was a commu-
nication, something I understood, some-
thing that connected me with the trees,
the trunks, the foliage – an almost pro-
tective and maternal presence: The trees
were the framework of my being without
time and place; absolutised in my essence
and consciousness. With a perceptive cla-
rity, that turned into mood, a proportiona-
lity, a balance, an accuracy and perfection,
and the necessity, that only an abstract
and mystical vocabulary could attempt to
transform it into concepts and words.

The life of the trees and mine were the
same, we were one. Something united us,
a subtle and profound resemblance united
us, a magnetic force opened my mind to
understanding, to perceiving sensation, to
exploring a parallel world, that impressed



me in my senses. "Subjects", of which I never knew, I had.

I saw a remote lime tree, big and full of leaves, and there I saw myself and even
heard the beep of the camera counting the 10 seconds of the self-timer. Small and nude
under the majesty and splendour of a large tree, that gave me a natural size, a "new-
human" size, different and newer than before.

I saw a symbiosis, a guiding thread, an umbilical cord, in which an exchange of new
things passed by. And these things also fed me. I became more sensitive, more alive, fil-
led myself, sated myself, then made myself wishlessly happy – no thoughts – no striving,
a strong vibration, a soft roar, a power in a state of rest, just like the trees, which are
beautiful and strong, without proving it at any time. For those, who can see it, there is
something real and obvious.

And these trees were thousands, millions, one by one, plains, valleys, and slopes
along the paths to the water of the dam. And this mood gradually became the backbone
of my daily life. A living, vegetative and life-supporting force, which overwhelmed, con-
quered my thoughts. A force that has be-
come an ordinary daily modus vivendi. I
feel, that it is me, I perceive myself as a
person – no less, than a tree, stream, or
bear.

Vittorio

Translation: Rainer


