
This Is Not Private
by Antonio Daniele

This “empathic interactive portrait” explores the possibilities of empathy as a meta-language 
through the most powerful physical interface which is our face. The face is a part of ourselves 
which is not visible to us without the use of a mirror or an external tool (photography, video, 
etc.). Dedicated entirely to the “other”, it becomes our window to the world and the world’s 
window to ourselves. My challenge with this work is inducing in the viewer a sort of "identity 
displacement", which reminds the phenomenon of the empathy. An algorithm tracks and 
calculates the empathic level between the actor and the viewer. The more the viewer 
empathises with the actor the more their faces merge into a new identity which is no more the 
actor nor the viewer but something new.

Computer Vision, face tracking and face recognition are technologies largely diffused 
nowadays. Mostly used for security reasons, the machine’s ability to recognise our identity has 
opened important questions regarding the limits of our privacy against general safety. When 
is collective safety more important than the individual private life and freedom?

Recently this ability has evolved into something more subtle, such as understanding what we 
feel from our facial gestures. Affective computing is that branch of AI which deals with the 
complex aspect of emotion recognition. At the moment, there is a massive focus on this 
subject for bio-politics and financial interests. Being able to access such an irrational layer of 
the human psyche raises issues of moral, economic and scientific nature.

“This Is Not Private” is an interactive installation that uses the very privacy-invasive language 
of biometric recognition, to explore a very private issue such as emotion quantification. 
Among the questions I am trying to answer with this work, a particular one is whether a 
social-controlling tool, such as emotion recognition, can rather be used to connect people and 
to improve the sense of belonging to a global community.

Antonio Daniele is an Italian visual and media artist based in London, UK. He holds an MA 
with merit in Computational Arts from Goldsmiths, University of London. His experience cuts 
across art and commercial. He has been working in the digital industry between Italy and the 
UK as director and motion graphic designer, for well-known brands such as Nike, Samsung, 
Nokia among the others. His personal works have been showed at film and art festivals around 
Europe. His focus as an artist is on the human being and the processes of cognition, behaviour 
and the perception of reality. He is interested in exploring the modes of existence of the self in 
relation to the “other” and to the collective.

“I firmly believe technology’s main aim is improving people’s quality of life. As an artist, I see 
technology as a powerful instrument to understand reality, and it is definitely a precious tool 
to explore those mechanisms of our nature which still are in the shadow such as cognitive or 
creative process, emotions, instinct, intuition, intelligence in a wide sense. These are in fact 
some of the subjects that catch my attention and on which my art practice revolves.”
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Andreas Louca

Πριν από ενάμιση χρόνο αποφάσισα να σταματήσω τις σπουδές μου. Άφησα κάποιον να με πείσει 
πως οι ιδέες μου είναι προσβλητικές απέναντι στις γυναίκες και πως οποιαδήποτε καλλιτεχνική μου 
δραστηριότητα υπάρχει μόνο μέσα στο κεφάλι μου. Αποφάσισα να σταματήσω, αντί να υπερασπιστώ 
τον εαυτό μου. Πέρασα ένα χρόνο, όπου δεν μπορούσα να γράψω για τίποτα, φοβόμουνα για το τι 
μπορεί να βγει μέσα από το κεφάλι μου, ένιωθα πως είμαι αυτό το τέρας που έπρεπε να σταματήσω. 
Ένιωθα σαν να έχω εγκεφαλικά βιαστεί.

A year and a half ago, I decided to quit my studies. I let someone to convince me that my writing is 
offensive against women and that my practise only exists on my head. Then, I decided to walk away, 
instead of speaking for myself. I let these misconceptions to haunt me, and I sort of found myself 
wanting to fulfil these misconceptions, since I couldn’t find a way to prove them wrong. I was mentally 
raped. I spent a year of my life, not been able to write about anything, being afraid of what comes out of 
my mind. I felt like I was this monster that I had to shut down, for every ones’ sake.

Hadeel Ayoub بويأ ليده

تبعوتسا نمل اهاعم تنكو تراهنا نمل اهاعم تنكو ربخلا اهلصو نمل اهاعم تنك ٬مويب مويو ةظحلب ةظحل فقومل ا اهاعم تشياعتا ٬تام اهوبأ يتبحاص  
ام يللا يشلا نم فوخلا ٬يلع زيزع صحش رسخأ ينإ نم فوخلا ٬فوخلا وه فقومل ا هد يف ينءاج ساسحإ ىوقأ .تركتفا نيدعبو تملقأتا نيدعبو  
ينإ تبعوتساو ينكلمتاو يل عجر فوخلا اهتقو .رودلا انيلع يجيح انلكو روباط وه :لاق ٬هبحاص ةافو ربخ هلصو نمل اباب ركتفأ .هيف مكحتأ ردقأ امو هفرعأ  

اههجاوأ مز الو ةقيقح تومل ا .هد يز فقومل ةدعتسم ينم .

My best friend’s father died. I was with her every step of the way. I was with
her when they told her he was gone, I was with her as she collapsed, I was with her as
the reality of his death registered, and later when she grieved and now when she re-
members. Going through that made me realise that I fear the day when I have to face
the reality of losing a loved one. I remember my dad’s comment when he found out
My best friend’s father died. I was with her every step of the way. I was with
about his friend’s death, he said: we’re all in a queue, no one knows when his turn will come. Although 
true, but I still couldn’t help but feel scared. It is not death in particular
her when they told her he was gone, I was with her as she collapsed, I was
that I fear but rather fearing the unknown. Death is a fact and I have to be ready for it.
with her as the reality of his death registered, and later when she grieved and now when she remembers. 
Going through that made me realise that I fear the day when I have to face the reality of losing a loved 
one. I remember my dad’s comment when he found out about his friend’s death, he said: we’re all in a 
queue, no one knows when his turn will come. Although true, but I still couldn’t help but feel scared. It is 
not death in particular that I fear but rather fearing the unknown. Death is a fact and I have to be ready 
for it.

Lily Dabdoub
Elegí una historia divertida y feliz, mi primera elección había sido sobre algo triste. Pero he decido 
mantener una especie de vibra de pensamiento positivo que estoy buscando en mi vida. Comencé mi 
relato explicando que había decido comenzar a usar una aplicación de “dating online” hace unos meses. 
Sin excusas, pero es que freaking London es muy complicado conocer gente, incluso ver a tus propios 
amigos. En fin, después de unas cuantas citas, divertidas pero no exitosas.... Aquí en la Universidad, 
tuvimos nuestro primer diálogo hace unas cuantas semanas. Ese día yo andaba buscando participantes 
y necesitaba una información que el me envió por correo; así en la forma moderna establecimos nuestro 
primer diálogo. Por la noche al volver a casa, viendo mi aplicación de “dating online” me encontré con él. 
Me pareció tiernísimo que otro “geek” como yo anduviera buscando conocer banda (gente) en Londres. 
Me decidí a escribirle e invitarlo a una fiesta que tenía de unos amigos mexicanos. Yo completamente 
inocente pensé que lo invitaba con todas las intenciones de presentarle chicas; sin saberlo nos 
terminamos presentando el uno al otro. Conversamos y fuimos encontrando sin fin de puntos afines, 
incluso las cosas más bobas como odiar las cosas más tradicionales de la gastronomía de nuestras 
respectivas culturas. Estoy muy contenta de haberlo conocido, y estamos contento de compartir estos 
momentos de felicidad. Creo que somos bastante valientes es aprovechar el tiempo que podemos 
compartir en el mismo espacio para disfrutar el presente.



I chose a funny and happy story, my first choice was going to be a sad one. But I’m trying to stick to 
somehow a positive thinking vibe. I started my story by explaining that I had taken a big decision of 
dating online through an app, just because freaking London is really hard to meet people. Anyhow, after 
a few fun but unsuccessful dates; here at uni, I had my first real dialogue with him. That day I passed by 
asking for people to participate on my research, and needed some information, he wrote to me letting 
me know this, dialogue stablished. At night when I came back home, scrolling down my app, found him 
on my dating app! I thought it was really cute another geeky like me looking to meet people. So I 
decided to write to him and invited him to a Mexican party I had, completely innocently thinking I was 
going to introduce him some gals.... In the end, we ended up introducing each other, of course we had 
huge amount of things in common. Even the silliest opposite contrasting dislikes of main gastronomic 
stuff from our cultures. I was really happy we met, we are really happy we have these moments. And 
being brave enough to take the remaining time on the same space to enjoy now.

Tom Bland is a writer and performer who lives in Hackney. He runs blueofnoonpoetry.tumblr.com and 
holds poetry and performance workshops. His email is blueofnoon@mail.com.
At eighteen, I sat down in a leather medical chair and had my nipples pierced. Clamps, needles, rings. 
The pain of the needle piercing through my flesh felt somewhat fantastic and in another situation, I 
would’ve found it intensely exciting but the rings going through hurt like hell, scratching against the 
fresh holes. I didn’t find that exciting. Fresh piercings rubbing against my t-shirt, my nipples constantly 
hard, that was pleasurable, I was turned-on for days, despite the puss and the grim reality of healing. The 
puss was a bit disgusting especially since I was still excited but dreaded seeing them ooze. Salt water. 
Twice a day. Looking in the mirror, turning the rings, I was in heaven again.

Sabina Hyoju Ahn
저는 런던에 살고 있는 가난한 유학생 입니다. 한달에 410파운드 정도 하는 학교기숙사에서 살고 있습니다. 다른 런던 집값에 비하면 
엄청 싼편입니다. 이곳에 오기전 145 파운드 정도 하는 영어 시험을 3번을 봤고, 300파운드 정도 하는 비자 비용을 내고 오게 되었
습니다. 그리고 학비는 일년에 12000 파운드 정도 합니다. 런던에서 공부하기로 한것은 제 선택이고 불평할수 없다는 것을 잘 알지
만, 제 비자는 내년 1월에 끝나고, 비자가 끝나면 더이상 런던에 있을 수 없습니다. 런던은 물가가 너무 비싸고, 외국인 학생에게 요구
하는 비용이 너무 많습니다. 저는 오늘 두번재 마스터 프로그램을 포기 하겠다고 학교에 연락했습니다. 런던에서 많은 것을 배우고 좋
은 일도 나쁜 일도 많았지만, 살면 살수록 뭔가 허전하고 화도 나고 우울해 지는 것 같습니다.

I’m living in London at student residence hall. I’m paying 410 pounds per month which is cheap 
compared to others. Before I came here, I had to pay 145 pounds to take English test for three times, and 
I paid over 300 pounds for the visa and I paid over 12,000 pounds for my tuition. Yeah, I choose to study 
in London, so I can’t complain about this. But my visa will be expired next January, and I just informed 
that I have to give up my another master study at my college. I’m feeling I’m broken, and empty. It was 
my choice, but I don’t know why I feel anger and why I’m depressed.

Lior

החליט לשבת לפני כעשר שנים, כשהייתי חייל, נסעתי הביתה באוטובוס לילה מהצפון למרכז הארץ. באמצע הדרך עלה  
היתה הנסיעה הראשונה שלו לאוטובוס ילד ערבי בן 7 או 8. הוא היה לגמרי לבדו ולהפתעתי, מכל המקומות באוטובוס הוא  
האינטראקציות שהיו לי עם זרים- דווקא זו דווקא לידי. לאורך כל הנסיעה הוא נשען עלי בשביל להסתכל מהחלון כאילו זו  

נחקקה אצלי הכי חזק. איני יודע למה. באוטובוס, הוא שאל אותי איך להגיע לבני-ברק והסברתי לו. מכל

About ten years ago, when I was a solider, I was on my way home on a night bus traveling from up north. 
At some point an Arab kid got on board the bus all on his own. he must have been no more than 8 years 
old. To my surprise, he decided to sit next to me. he leaned on my lap the entire time, looking out the 
window as if it was his first time on a bus. he asked me how to get to Bene-Brak (an orthodox jewish city 
in central Israel) and I did my best to explain. Of all my interactions with strangers, this one stuck with 
me the most. I’m still not sure why.

Davide Cavagnino 
Uno dei miei primi amici gay si chiamava Stefano, amico di amici, un bellissimo ragazzo che conobbi 
circa 20 anni fa. Io ero appena ventenne allora, ancora totalmente nuovo nello scenario gay e Stefano, 3 



anni più grande di me, mi aprì le porte di questo incredibile mondo; mi presentò il mio primo gruppo di 
amici gay e mi fece conoscere i miei primi club. Dopo circa 3 anni si trasferì in un’altra città per nuove 
opportunità di lavoro, era un makeup artist molto apprezzato. Riuscimmo a rimanere in contatto via 
cellulare (non c’era ancora Facebook allora!) per i primi 6 mesi, poi, lentamente perdemmo i contatti: 
nuovi amici, una nuova vita. Circa tre anni fa, ero in giro con degli amici dentro un famoso centro 
commerciale della mia città; mi stavo aggirando nel settore profumeria e passai davanti ad una 
bellissima ragazza che stava lavorando come testimonial di una famosa marca di trucchi. Una volta 
superata, provai la netta sensazione di conoscerla, mi girai e mi accorsi che lei mi stava sorridendo. Non 
ci potevo credere: lei era il mio vecchio amico, ora Stefania, una bellissima ragazza! Non riesco a 
descrivere l’immensa gioia che provai nel rivederla; decisamente un grande cambiamento, ma quei 
bellissimi occhi erano rimasti sempre gli stessi. Le corsi incontro, ci abbracciammo e decidemmo di 
cenare insieme quella sera dopo il suo lavoro. È incredibile ritrovare qualcuno del passato che credevi 
perduto e rendersi conto che nulla è cambiato, nonostante gli anni e la vita trascorsa.

One of my first gay friends was called Stefano, friend of friends, a handsome guy whom I met almost 20 
years ago. I was in my early 20s, new in the gay scene and Stefano who was three years older than me 
introduced me to this world; my first group of gay friends and my first clubs. After about three years he 
moved away for a new job opportunity, he was a makeup artist. We managed to stay in touch via phone 
and emails (there was no Facebook then!) for the first 6 months, then slowly we stopped; new friends, 
new life.
Three years ago, I was browsing with some friends of mine in a very famous shopping centre in my town; 
I was walking through the perfume section and I passed in front of a beautiful girl who was the 
testimonial of a famous makeup brand. Once passed her, I had the feeling that I knew her, so I turned 
and saw that she was smiling at me. It was incredible: she was my old friend, now Stefania, beautiful! I 
can’t describe the massive joy that I felt in meeting her again; a big change, but those beautiful eyes had 
remained the same. I ran to her, we hugged and scheduled a dinner at the end of her day of work. It’s 
amazing to find someone important from your past and feel that nothing’s changed despite the many 
years that have gone by.

Bobby León
Lorsque on pense au sentiment de surprise, il s'agit souvent de quelque chose d'instantané et de 
gratifiant. J'aimerais raconter une histoire où ce sentiment couvre  un temps plus long. Fréquemment on 
voit sur la route des nids de poule, c'est une chose si banale qu'on ne la remarque même plus. L'autre 
jour j'étais en train de me promenener dans une petite rue londonienne, pas très loin de chez moi. 
Soudainement,  trois jeunes ont couru vers un petit nid de poule sur le bord de la rue et l'ont rapidement 
rempli avec de la terre, de l'herbe, des fleurs et un set de  pique-nique en miniature, en bois. Il y avait des 
minuscules chaises à bascule, un panier et des mini-bouteilles plus petites qu'un auriculaire. Ils ont pris 
une photo et ils sont partis. J'ai realisé avoir été témoin de quelque chose de complètement décale et 
hors de l'ordinaire et je me suis senti chanceux d'avoir été au bon endroit au bon moment pour assister à 
cette scène. Ce n'était pas le seul moment où j'ai ressenti la surprise, pendant les  jours suivants j'ai 
pensé à cet événement et ressenti à nouveau les emotions déclenchés lorsque j'y avais assisté. J'ai su les 
ressentir avec la même intensité. La surprise est un sentiment qui s'attarde et qui existe plus longtemps 
qu'on puisse le croire. 

When you think of the sentiment of surprise, it's often something that's instantaneous and gratifying. 
But id like to tell a story am that demonstrates the sentiment in a longer time frame. Oftentimes you will 
see potholes in the street, it's a common thing that gets overlooked. The other day I was walking down a 
small street in London, not really aware of my surroundings. Suddenly 3 guys ran to a small pot hole on 
the side of the street and rapidly filled it with soil and grass, flowers and a miniature picnic set made out 
of wood. There were rocking chairs, a basket, tiny bottles, smaller than a pinky finger. They took a 
picture and left. In the moment I realised I witnessed something completely out of the ordinary, and felt 
lucky to have been at the right time and right place to see the event unfold. However it's not only in the 
moment that I felt surprise, for many days after I thought of the event and felt again the emotions 
triggered by the event. It's something I've been able to recreate with the same intensity. Surprise is a 
sentiment that lingers and exists longer than we think.


