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Cast:

 
 Chef 
 Artist 
 Bird 
 Wanderer

The participants stand in an industrial kitchen, gathered around a pot. 
 In the pot is a soup, which is the starting point for the conversation. 
 Their faces are reflected in the surfaces of the pot. 
 A Bird sits on a branch. 



Head Chef: (stirring the soup) 
 In the pot, we have the landscape, okay? 
 The landscape is a soup; 
 A complex system, where every ingredient plays a role in the overall expression; 
 The soil, the water, the plants, the animals. 
 Remove one element and it will have fatal consequences, 
 or at the very least, change the entire expression. 
 Harmony is key.

 

Artist: (turns head and observes) 
 Mmm… A landscape as a soup, YES, 
 the soup as a painting – colors, textures, movement. 
 The red-yellow shades of sunset 
 A SHOCK of something… blue? 
 Deep shadows on the edges. 
 Even though I’m not a painter, I’d say I know color and composition. 
 To stay with the soup: Bitterness, a bit of spice, TEMPERAMENT. 
 The most important thing for me as an artist is— (interrupted by Bird)

 

Bird: (interrupts the Artist) 
 A lot is about perspective – I see it all from above, 
 fields and rivers stretching like ribbons in the soup. 
 People see soup in bowls; 
 I see landscapes as soup bowls from the sky.

 

Artist: 
 Beautiful.

 

Head Chef: (throws towel over shoulder) 
 But if a landscape is a soup, then who decides the recipe? 
 People need bloody rules. 
 If everyone just throws in what they want, 
 well, I know what letters I’ll see in the soup: 
 C H A O S. 
 We need guidelines – 
 approved ingredients, safety standards.

 

Wanderer: (crosses arms) 
 I don’t believe much in rules. 
 I’ve seen paths paved, trees cut down because they didn’t fit the ‘design’. 
 A landscape isn’t just politics… it’s lived experience, goddamnit; 
 dirt under your feet.



 

Artist: (nods appreciatively)

 

Bird: 
 But without rules there’s destruction!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
 Overgrazing, pollution, invasive species… 
 If a soup has too much salt, it becomes inedible!!!!!!!!!!!

 

Head Chef: 
 A kitchen without cooperation is a disaster. 
 Those who eat the soup must also help make it.

 

Artist: 
 A collective process, yes.

 

Bird: 
 Nobody wants to eat cold soup!

 

Artist: (pauses) 
 I feel like making a piece depicting a giant spoon, many meters long. 
 Maybe out of wood, I don’t know. 
 But a piece that symbolizes… 
 THAT… 
 A spoon should be people-powered help… not a dictator.

 

Wanderer: 
 Who eats first, who gets more, 
 and who never even gets a taste? 
 These are the questions wandering brings forth.

 

Artist: (tastes the soup) 
 A good walk… in the mind? the soup?

 

Head Chef: (sips) 
 How does the soup taste?

 



Artist: (thoughtfully) 
 Something is missing. 
 (Steps back and observes the pot)

 

Bird: (jumps) 
 The soup is constantly becoming something else. 
 The trees grow, the lake expands, and 
 that’s why we shouldn’t just repeat a recipe.

 

Artist: 
 Hip hip. Old rules, old soup.

 

Wanderer: 
 We must pass on the landscape. 
 Like a recipe passed down through generations.

 

Bird: (raises voice) 
 !!!!!!!!! A soup needs to be stirred!

 

Head Chef: 
 Who stirs the pot? 
 Who decides what goes in, and who eats first? 
 Well, I do.

 

Artist: (laughs) 
 Ah, the politics of soup! 
 Haven’t we already established that access matters? 
 That if some can taste the soup and others can only look at it, then the so-called 
 “harmony” is lost.

 

Bird: (nods) 
 Yessir.

 

Wanderer: (raises their spoon solemnly) 
 If you walk too fast on a path, 
 You forget an important spice.

 



Bird: 
 Philosophy.

 

Head Chef: 
 A SOUP CAN ONLY CONTAIN A CERTAIN NUMBER OF INGREDIENTS BEFORE IT 
BECOMES PORRIDGE.

 

Bird: 
 Phi-lo-so-phy.

 

Head Chef: 
 Moderation is the key to the door of decisions, and behind that door is wisdom. 
 As a head chef for many years, I’ve seen many soups fail 
 “SO TO SPEAK”. 
 It’s a thousand percent my seniority speaking when I say this: 
 HARMONY IS key. 
 CHEF YES CHEF?

Artist: (nods, excitedly) 
 As an artist, I know a thing or two about art and its rules. 
 I mean: it takes one to know one 
 and I just want to say, especially to you, Head Chef, 
 You’ve got the power, just that – power! 
 YES CHEF NOW LET’S COOK.

Bird: (jumps) 
 The breath of the landscape is the wind 
 (smiles) 
 So maybe politics isn’t the spoon, but the ladle. 
 We must know when to serve, and when to step back. 
 IS THERE A PHILOSOPHER PRESENT?

 Wanderer: 
 Here! 
 Exactly. 
 Should we pause and see the beauty in what already is, before we change it? 
 That’s a fundamental question of existence. 
 Call me a philosopher, sure, call me philosopher, 
 I go around thinking about all this; 
 Philosopher/wanderer, what’s even the difference? 
 Artist/chef? The landscape of the mind is fascinating. 



 Bird/human? It’s really true what the bird sings: 
 PERSPECT-I-I-IVE. 
 Thoughts are landscape – isn’t that a kind of philosophy?

 

Bird: 
 That’s probably just a metaphor. 
 But let me gladly continue the image within the image: 
 A nature guide’s poetics; when to plant, 
 when to prune, 
 when to let nature march to the beat of its own drum?

 

Head Chef: 
 So now we let the soup simmer.

 The end.


