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“Yngvild Aspeli’s work is magnificent. The atmosphere created by the lights, video and
music is magical. The voice of the actors brings out beautiful passages from Melville’s

text, the puppets bring the boat, the crew, the world of the depths to life. They are
splendid, disturbing, foolish and bearers of death like Ahab” — SNES

“A creation of great poetic power, melancholic, visually stunning”— UN FAUTEUIL POUR

LORCHESTRE

“A dark and powerful philosophical tale”— TOUTE LA CULTURE

https://www.plexuspolaire.com/
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“My grandfather was a sailor. He had a naked woman tattooed on his upperarm, and |
remember him as a smell of tar and tobacco. He came from an island on the west-coast

of Norway, a tiny harbor filled with foreign ships and languages, fishermen, sailors and
children waiting for fathers who never came home from the sea. A landscape of wind, vast
ocean and women standing looking out at the horizon. Weathered faces, sore hands and
churches with boats hanging from the ceiling in hope of protection. My ancestors were
buried in Portuguese soil, because the churchyard on this island didn't have enough earth to
bury their own dead.

I like how the sea somehow draws invisible lines between the different corners of the world,
how it creates points of connection. How, facing this force of nature, we are all the same. And
no-one captures the battle between man and nature like Herman Melville in Moby Dick. An
ancient white whale, a captain steering his ship into destruction and the inner storms of the

human heart.
Moby Dick is the tale of a whaling expedition, but also the story of an obsession or an
investigation into the unexplained mysteries of life. To quote Melville : “Itis the image of the

ungraspable phantom of life; and this is the key to it all”

So, with seven actors, fifty puppets, video-projections, a drowned orchestra and a whale-
sized whale, | have worked on a visual adaptation of this wonderful beast of a book”

Yngvild Aspeli



