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We march, we murmur, step by step. We have to.
www.duckmarch.org
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Duck March is an incursion.
It is a peaceful and nonpartisan march made by
pregnant women.
In every place Duck March creates a link with the
territory. At each geographical stage, people who
are part of it will give life to a unique event.
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The female body during pregnancy is a symbol,
ruling out the notion of the maternal body as sick,
delicate and needy. In no way should it be
considered as an incarnation of feminism or of any
political or religious ideology - it represents for us
the present, the past and the future. It is collective
responsibility. And any kind of violence, even the
smallest, can no longer be tolerated.
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Duck March is an art project which started in Italy
with the aim of keeping it alive in time and space. In
different cities in Europe and around the world, I will
put together pregnant women to form a peaceful
and non-partisan procession also through the aid of
choreographic movements.
This singular urban parade takes on its own
particular form in every place, in every season and
political context that it will cross, and each group of
people who will form it.
The idea is that this triumphal and renewing march,
this goose-stepping, can spread virally and perhaps
be autonomous and participatory.
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From each live performance I will realize a video, a
photo-documentation and some interviews. All
material will become part of the Duck March
archive. It will be presented to each of the following
hosting cities so to spread our message. I am
looking for a result that not only emphasizes cultural
differences but is also able to reset geographical
distances.
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At each stage and place I will:
• Find one or more allies, partners (associations,
collectives, festivals ...) to support me in knowing
the territory and to organize the march.
• Form the group for the performance by contacting
associations, public institutions, health districts
and their corresponding in different countries also
using the web.
• Realize a workshop with the aim of bringing out
elements for the performance that would fit on a
previously determined structure representing the
common denominator for all the geographies
stages.
• Have a live performance with the pregnant
women. This must be done in an urban context: a
busy road, with houses, cars, narrow streets.
• Produce a video and photographic
documentation, audio recordings, poetic texts
and interviews.
• Try to start collaborations with young artists on
the site: video makers, photographers, sound
designers and body painters for a truly stimulating
cultural exchange.
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The project is totally free and independent from any political or economic logic.
We talk about pregnancy to talk about and to women–and hopefully men, too.
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If I think of the freedom of expression and the level of prosperity that we enjoy compared to other countries, it
makes it even more clear how much our meeting, our voices, our march are extremely necessary. We have to.

The humus
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There are elements (items) that unite us as a species, that elements that bring us
closer between us and to other animals, among them the breath through us, the
beating of the heart, the crying. The giving birth.
It may seem obvious that I have just had a daughter. And that I want to talk about.
Obvious and boring.
The fact is that, constantly kidnapped by my ego, only in the particular state of
consciousness of the pregnancy I learned that I was not the only one. That in order to
exist the men there must exist cubs and their mothers. It is full. And they talk each
other, they are stronger and uncontrollable than ever, they have a relatively short length
of time to live experience with a clear mind and a help hormone that has no limits.
Of course I'm speaking about many cases of healthy women with physiological
pregnancies.
They undergo a fascinating mutation of their body, of the self-perception and
relationship with their own ego. They are very strong. They are a caste.
In addition, all pregnant women have some pregnant friends, they know someone
pregnant... their whole world, miraculously, became pregnant.
I can not say that this is a scientific phenomenon but it is certainly true and provable.
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One by one, women who appear to be bypassers gather in a square.
They take off their coats.
These women are clearly pregnant.
They begin to walk extremely slowly together, as if they are fighting the low of gravity.
They whisper muffled words as a mantra that are not easly understood.
Each whisper eventually becomes a soft voice.
They widen their eyes. This is a challenge.
With precise and calculated gestures, they hiss and scoul as mother tighers would.
They close their eyes, re-open them, and start walk away with sweet smiles.
Something happened.
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A true story
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For this work, I inevitably deal with a traditional story
that is daily renewed through the necessary step, a
metaphor for life and artistic creation, of
expectation-destruction-reconstruction.
The story of the ugly duckling.
The hidden, the false identity. The drama of one
among many.
The research of the flock, the assessment of own
psychic family, the research of the himself.
According to Jewish legend, we bring imprinted on
our upper lip the evidence that we forgotten the
soul prenatal choice: the small hollow under the
nose is the mark of the index that the angel pressed
on our lips to seal, it is everything that remains to
remind us the previous association of the soul with
the Daimon.
So it was for everyone, so for the Ugly Duckling, for
imprtant men who have made history, for the
children that mothers in this performance are
carrying, for me and also for psychopathic killers
Jeffrey Dahmer and Dennis Nielsen.
In fact the road is unpredictable.
The story of the Ugly Duckling also tells us how our
education is based on the fear of change, it
venerates the emotional and social security, and
hates a healthy uncertainty. By all tools aimed to
disregard the power of the mind, of the imagination
and of active research.
But we can not lose heart, it is obvious.
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Focus: the figure of the pregnant woman
Rule out the meaning of the maternal body as sick,
delicate and tender.
Let us consider that woman body the warrior,
health, miraculously one. The holy body.
The pregnant woman embodies all the women of
the world, the madonnas. It 's the face of Isis, Maria
Maddalena, Gaea, the Llorona, the mother duck of
ugly duckling, all the mothers of Plaza de Mayo,
Kali, the teacher of drawing, the bitch.
She is the present, the past and the future.
She is a collective responsibility.
In the middle ground between mother and son still
resides the animal nature of the human being,
probably both for the visceral quality of the cross,
both for the burden of instinct that brings.
Holy sleeping bestiality.
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We march, we murmur, step by step. We have to.
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The crew
I will fulfill the entire path and at specific times I will be joined by some collaborators: Claudia Busi, photographer,
Claudio Raggi, sound designer, Ilaria Castellani Perelli, video maker, Aurora Mango, obstetric, Clara and Miranda,
respectively my mother and daughter: my biological team.
In addition to the generous women allowing the production of every performance, each stage of the project offers
the opportunity to meet partners, supporters and local artists, so to really create a vibrant and creative ambient.
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The crowd
Duck March project was recently financed by a crowdfunding campaign on Vizibol.com.
21 backers allowed to reach the objective.
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www.duckmarch.org

.........................................................................................................................................................

!

CATERINA MORONI
Strada di S. Benedetto, 3 - 05100 - Terni (TR)
M: +39 3498490969
E: caterina.moroni@gmail.com
www.caterinamoroni.it
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