AURORA’S PORTICO
WALKS THROUGH
THEACTS

By Vera Bithlmann and Andrea Collinari, January 2026

The AMPHORA does not lead the way; she remains. As the Acts
unfold around her, she quietly tests what can be held without being
possessed, what can endure without becoming fixed, and what may
continue without seeking completion. Following her path, the
Portico appears as a practice of placeness: cool, generous, and always
open enough for relation to persist.
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WALKS THROUGH THE ACTS

Where the Figures Walk (Indicative Sentences of the Acts)

Each walk follows a single figure as it passes through the Acts,
revealing how the same architectonic world appears from a distinct
temperament of relation. Rather than explaining the Portico, these
itineraries trace changing orientations, allowing the constellation to
reorganize itself with every passage. Together, the walks compose a
mobile atlas of perspectives, where no figure occupies the centre, yet
each discloses a different continuity running through the whole.

Prelude — The Vessel That Is Not Filled
Here, holding occurs without accumulation, and boundaries remain

open enough for relation to persist.

ACT I — Before Arrival: The Time It Takes to Become Young
Here, time works without arriving, and orientation emerges through

inclination rather than position.

ACT Il — What Helps Without Completing
Here, assistance sustains exposure, and bodies remain capable by not

being finished.

ACT III — Passing Without Entering
Here, relation persists by passage alone, and nothing comes to rest as

interior or exterior.
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ACT IV — Lines Drawn So That Thought May Follow

Here, form guides without compelling, and lines remain available

without claiming authority.

ACT V — The Measure That Instructs Without Speaking
Here, endurance instructs silently, and form remains exposed to

noise without hardening.

ACT VI — Lines That Cross Without Meeting
Here, orientations intersect without convergence, and placeness

appears as tension without synthesis.

Coda — Placeness Remains

Here, nothing is concluded, and orientation continues without

ground.
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Amphora

The Amphora Walks

Prelude

Here, she stands without filling, holding adjacency without invitation.

ACT1

Here, she lets time lean against her rim without becoming present.

ACT II
Here, she receives assistance without absorbing it, remaining cool to

completion.

ACT 11

Here, she borders passage without becoming an entrance.

ACT IV

Here, she reflects lines without endorsing their direction.

ACTV

Here, she endures measure as weight, not as rule.

ACT VI

Here, she holds crossings open without letting them gather.

Coda

Here, she remains, smooth and unclaimed.
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Prelude
The Amphora Introduces Herself

The Amphora does not wave. She stands. She is tall, smooth, cool to
the touch, and very clean inside. So clean that nothing sticks unless it
truly belongs to the act of holding. “I am not empty,” she says calmly. “I
am not full either. Please stop checking.” She explains this every
morning. The Amphora is generous. She allows things to be near her,
lean on her, rest against her rim. But she never hugs back. Hugging
would confuse matters. She shines just enough to reflect you—but
never enough to flatter. “This,” she says, tapping her side, “is

placeness.” And then she allows the story to continue.

ACT1
The Amphora Before Arrival

Time comes running toward the Amphora, eager to jump in. The
Amphora does not move. Time slows down, embarrassed. “You may
circulate,” the Amphora says, “but you may not arrive.” She holds time
the way she holds everything else: without promise, without warmth,
without cruelty. Just enough. The aurora drifts past, glowing and
undecided. The Amphora lets her be reflected faintly on her surface
—but never captured. “Youngness,” the Amphora notes, “is not a
beginning. It is a sensitivity.” She is merciless here. Anyone trying to
start something gets gently repelled, like water sliding off polished

clay. No arrival. Only orientation.

5/8



ACTII
The Amphora and the Body

Bodies approach the Amphora hoping to be completed. She does not
laugh. She does not scold. She simply does not comply. “You were
never meant to be finished,” she says, coolly. Instead, she accommodates
assistance. A crutch may lean against her. A pause may rest at her
rim. Fatigue may be acknowledged, but never rewarded with closure.
The Amphora is generous with support—but not with illusions.
Desire peers inside her, hoping for an object. She reflects it back,

shiny and smooth. “No,” she says. “Continue.” And desire does.

ACT I
The Amphora at the Portico

The Amphora stands near the portico, but not in it. Inside and
outside glance at her nervously. She keeps them distinct without
effort. Nothing enters her here. Passing figures brush close, hoping to
settle. They slide along her surface instead, guided but unsheltered.
Conversation happens beside her—never inside her. She enforces
silence not by forbidding speech, but by refusing to store
conclusions. Anything that tries to stay becomes uncomfortable.

“This is not unkindness,” she explains. “This is durability.”
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ACT IV
The Amphora and the Lines

Someone draws a line and asks the Amphora to guarantee it. She
does not. She allows the line to lean against her curve, which subtly
bends it. “Follow if you wish,” she says. “But do not confuse following
with owning.” The Amphora loves lines that can be redrawn. She is
hostile to lines that insist. Her surface is slick. Rules slide off. Paths
remain possible. She accommodates articulation but rejects

command. This is where her coldness feels sharp—and necessary.

ACTV
The Amphora and Measure

The Amphora stands beside sculpture. They understand each other.
Neither explains. Neither apologizes. Forms endure near her because
they can withstand pressure—not because they are chosen. Noise
tries to climb inside. She does not ban it. She simply does not absorb
it. The Amphora is merciless toward dogma. It cannot cling to her
glaze. But she is equally merciless toward chaos that wants to dissolve
everything. “Remain,” she says to form. “Do not dominate,” she says
to noise. Both obey—not because she commands, but because she

does not yield.
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ACT VI
The Amphora at the Crossing

Parallels pass her endlessly. Meridians cut by with weight and
consequence. They cross near her body—but never inside it. She
holds their tension without reconciling them. “This,” she says quietly,
“is a place.” Not a point. Not a center. A condition. Arts, sciences,
thoughts—all navigate by her presence without ever occupying her.

She is global without overview. Local without location.

CODA
Why the Amphora Remains

The Amphora does not follow Aurora. She does not wander. She
remains because remaining is her action. She is generous enough to
allow relation. Accommodating enough to hold without owning. And
merciless enough to refuse grounding, arrival, possession, and
comfort. Her surface stays cool. Her interior stays clean. Placeness

remains because she does.

And if one day your thought slides, doesn’t settle, doesn’t stick—but
somehow keeps going—You may have brushed against the Amphora.

She did not notice.
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