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[Reader sits behind or on a table, wears a ring on a finger, chews gum, a microphone with a long chord is at hand, a printer is positioned on the table, reader prints this page from a laptop also sitting at the table, reader is wearing a white T-shirt, a marker is on the table]

We travel to Italy together, to look for fabrics and tiles and glass and coastal lines. The catholic churches remind me of days spent alone waiting for life to happen. You said they reminded you of death and made you want to shop for expensive clothes and cars. So we did that and drove for hours on end along factories and social housing. 
[Take out gum and place on top of the printer, take off the ring and affix the ring to the gum]
I was born in 1963 and so were most of the buildings forming neighbourhoods throughout Europe - as a centralized institution – or as a wig that a country could take on and off for a while but which eventually would become one with the head - a head that at some point dislocated from the corpus populi.

I drew a picture of you. In my purse I kept books - a colonial account of ornaments - half a bible held together by chewing gum - a 15th century poem about the songs of birds on the British Isles. A rather short poem.

We then returned to New Jersey like two schoolgirls in much too European clothing.
4 Preface to the Third Edition (1885) 1 This work, written on the basis of a concrete analysis of the revolutionary events in France from 1848 to 1851, is one of the most important Marxist writings. In it Marx gives a further elaboration of all the basic tenets of historical materialism-the theory of the class struggle and proletarian revolution, the state and the dictatorship of the proletariat. Of extremely great importance is the conclusion which Marx arrived at on the question of the attitude of the proletariat to the bourgeois state. He says, ―All revolutions perfected this machine instead of smashing it.‖. Lenin described it as one of the most important propositions in the Marxist teaching on the state. In The Eighteenth Brumaire of Louis Bonaparte Marx continued his analysis of the question of the peasantry, as a potential ally of the working class in the imminent revolution, outlined the role of the political parties in the life of society and exposed for what they were the essential features of Bonapartism. 2 On December 2, 1851 a counter-revolutionary coup d‘état in France was carried out by Louis Bonaparte and his adherents. 3 Renaissance-a period in the cultural and ideological development of a number of countries in Western and Central Europe called forth by the emergence of capitalist relations, which covers the second half of the fifteenth and the sixteenth century. This period is usually associated with a rapid development in the arts and sciences and the revival of interest in the culture of classical Greece and Rome (hence the name of the period). For Engels‘s description of the Renaissance see his ―Introduction to Dialectics of Nature.‖ 4 The Second Republic existed in France from 1848 to 1852. For Marx‘s description of this period see The Class Struggles in France, 1848 to 1850 and The Eighteenth Brumaire of Louis Bonaparte.
I

Hegel remarks somewhere1 that all great world-historic facts and personages appear, so to speak, twice. He forgot to add: the first time as tragedy, the second time as farce. Caussidière for Danton, Louis Blanc for Robespierre, the Montagne of 1848 to 18512 for the Montagne of 1793 to 1795, the nephew for the uncle. And the same caricature occurs in the circumstances of the second edition of the Eighteenth Brumaire. Men make their own history, but they do not make it as they please; they do not make it under self-selected circumstances, but under circumstances existing already, given and transmitted from the past. The tradition of all dead generations weighs like a nightmare on the brains of the living. And just as they seem to be occupied with revolutionizing themselves and things, creating something that did not exist before, precisely in such epochs of revolutionary crisis they anxiously conjure up the spirits of the past to their service, borrowing from them names, battle slogans, and costumes in order to present this new scene in world history in time-honored disguise and borrowed language. Thus Luther put on the mask of the Apostle Paul, the Revolution of 1789-1814 draped itself alternately in the guise of the Roman Republic and the Roman Empire, and the Revoluti[image: image1]on of 1848 knew nothing better to do than to parody, now 1789, now the revolutionary tradition of 1793-95. In like manner, the beginner who has learned a new language always translates it back into his mother tongue, but he assimilates the spirit of the new language and expresses himself freely in it only when he moves in it without recalling the old and when he forgets his native tongue. When we think about this conjuring up of the dead of world history, a salient difference reveals itself. 

Camille Desmoulins, Danton, Robespierre, St. Just, Napoleon, the heroes as well as the parties and the masses of the old French Revolution, performed the task of their time – that of unchaining and establishing modern bourgeois society – in Roman costumes and with Roman phrases. The first one destroyed the feudal foundation and cut off the feudal heads that had grown on it. The other created inside France the only conditions under which free competition could be developed, parceled-out land properly used, and the unfettered productive power of the nation employed; and beyond the French borders it swept away feudal institutions everywhere, to provide, as far as necessary, bourgeois society in France with an appropriate up-to-date environment on the European continent. Once the new social formation was established, the antediluvian colossi disappeared and with them also the resurrected Romanism – the Brutuses, the Gracchi, the publicolas, the tribunes, the senators, and Caesar himself. Bourgeois society in its sober reality bred its own true interpreters and spokesmen in the Says, Cousins, Royer-Collards, Benjamin Constants, and Guizots; its real military leaders sat behind the office desk and the hogheaded Louis XVIII was its political chief. Entirely absorbed in the production of wealth and in peaceful competitive struggle, it no longer remembered that the ghosts of the Roman period had watched over its cradle. But unheroic though bourgeois society is, it nevertheless needed heroism, sacrifice, terror, civil war, and national wars to bring it into being. And in the austere classical traditions of the Roman Republic the bourgeois gladiators found the ideals and the art forms, the self-deceptions, that they needed to conceal from themselves the bourgeois-limited content of their struggles and to keep their passion on the high plane of great historic tragedy. Similarly, at another stage of development a century earlier, Cromwell and the English people had borrowed from the Old Testament the speech, emotions, and illusions for their bourgeois revolution. When the real goal had been achieved and the bourgeois transformation of English society had been accomplished, Locke supplanted Habakkuk.


[image: image20.jpg]! Marx never believed that “history repeats itself,” but in a famous quote he said:
“Hegel remarks somewhere that all great world-historic facts and personages appear, 5o to speak,
twice. He forgot to add: the first time as tragedy, the second (e as farce.” [Marx, 18th Brumaire of
Louis Bonapatre. Chapter 1]
‘This seems to come from Engels’ letter to Marx of 3 December 1851:
“it really seems as though old Hegel, i the guise of the World Spirit, were dirccting history
from the grave and, with the greatest conscientiousness, causing <vervthing to be rc-enacted
twice over, once as grand tragedy and the second time as roften (arce, Coussidiére for Danton,
L. Blanc for Robespierre, Barthélemy for Saint-Just, Flocon for Camot, and the moon-calf
together with the firs! available dozen debt-encumbered lieutenants for the lile corporal aad
his band of marshals. Thus the 18th Brumzire would alieady be upon us.”
— words quoted almo! verbatim by Marx in Eighteenth o7 Lovis Bonpartre.
‘Marx makes similar points in Critique of Hegel s Philosophy of Right, lntroduction.
Possible sources in Hegel are The Philosophy of Right, §347 and The Philosophy of History, §32-33
though anoter version of this work published as Introduciion o The Philosophy of History, published
in 1837, said:
“A coup d'état is sanctioned as it were in the opinion of the people if it is repeated. Thus,
Napoleon was defeated twice and twice the Bourbons were driven out. Throuzh repetition,
what at the beginning seemcd to be mezely accidental and possible, becomes real and
established.”
but this is hardly the point being made by Marx. See The Philosophy of History, where Hegel
contrasts Nature, where “there is nothing ncw under the Sun,” with History where tiere is always
Development.
* Montagne (the Mountain) — representatives in the Constituent and subsequently in the Legislative
Assembly of a bloc of democrats and peiy-bourgeois socialists g:ouved round the acwspaper La
Reéforme. They called themselves Moniagaards or the Mountain by analogy with the Montagnards in
the Convention of 1792-94.
3 Bedlar:. was an infamous lunatic asylvm in England.
“ The expression, “to sigh for the flesh-pots of Egypt” is taken from the biblical legend, according to
‘which during the exodus of the Israelites frum Egypt the faint-hearted among them wished that they
had died when they sat by the flesh-pots of Egypt, rather than undergo their present tials through the
desert.
* Latin, usually translated: “Rhodes is here, here is where you jumpl™
The well-knov:a but litle understood maxim originates from e traditional Latin translation of the
punchline from Acsop’s fable The Boasiiul Athlete which has been the subject of some
‘mistranslations.
In Greek, the maxim reads:





I was in the studio recording when all of a sudden I was struck by a distracting sensation in my throat like I wanted to kill myself or cut out the curtain of vagina shaped vocal chords from my throat and in there build a homeless shelter for all of my hopeless emotions. I rolled the microphone's chord around my neck and pulled tight. 
[Rundt om printeren]
In my mind I started drawing - floor plan, section, elevation,

[draw on t-shirt]
 I calculate entrepreneurial details of hardened concrete steel and glass surfaces doors and tubes and stairs. A grey bunker or a white cube for me to day in and day out curate my homelessness in. Install, deinstall, reinstall. I wanted to ask you to be my intern to keep track of my fed ex and my loan forms.

[Take off t-shirt fold and put under printer]
But then it struck me: architects are the real villains of history. And I decided to raise a tent - a softness to reproduce and relocate.
[Take out t-shirt and plant on top of printer] 
Thus the awakening of the dead in those revolutions served the purpose of glorifying the new struggles, not of parodying the old; of magnifying the given task in the imagination, not recoiling from its solution in reality; of finding once more the spirit of revolution, not making its ghost walk again. From 1848 to 1851, only the ghost of the old revolution circulated - from Marrast, the républicain en gants jaunes [Republican in yellow gloves], who disguised himself as old Bailly, down to the adventurer who hides his trivial and repulsive features behind the iron death mask of Napoleon. A whole nation, which thought it had acquired an accelerated power of motion by means of a revolution, suddenly finds itself set back into a defunct epoch, and to remove any doubt about the relapse, the old dates arise again – the old chronology, the old names, the old edicts, which had long since become a subject of antiquarian scholarship, and the old minions of the law who had seemed long dead. The nation feels like the mad Englishman in Bedlam3 who thinks he is living in the time of the old Pharaohs and daily bewails the hard labor he must perform in the Ethiopian gold mines, immured in this subterranean prison, a pale lamp fastened to his head, the overseer of the slaves behind him with a long whip, and at the exits a confused welter of barbarian war slaves who understand neither the forced laborers nor each other, since they speak no common language. ―And all this,‖ sighs the mad Englishman, ―is expected of me, a freeborn Briton, in order to make gold for the Pharaohs.‖ ―In order to pay the debts of the Bonaparte family,‖ sighs the French nation. The Englishman, so long as he was not in his right mind, could not get rid of his idée fixé of mining gold. The French, so long as they were engaged in revolution, could not get rid of the memory of Napoleon, as the election of December 10 [1848, when Louis Bonaparte was elected President of the French Republic by plebiscite.] was proved. They longed to return from the perils of revolution to the fleshpots of Egypt4 , and December 2, 1851 [The date of the coup d‘état by Louis Bonaparte], was the answer. Now they have not only a caricature of the old Napoleon, but the old Napoleon himself, caricatured as he would have to be in the middle of the nineteenth century. The social revolution of the nineteenth century cannot take its poetry from the past but only from the future. It cannot begin with itself before it has stripped away all superstition about the past. The former revolutions required recollections of past world history in order to smother their own content. The revolution of the nineteenth century must let the dead bury their dead in order to arrive at its own content. There the phrase went beyond the content – here the content goes beyond the phrase. The February Revolution was a surprise attack, a seizing of the old society unaware, and the people proclaimed this unexpected stroke a deed of world importance, ushering in a new epoch. On December 2 the February Revolution is conjured away as a cardsharp‘s trick, and what seems overthrown is no longer the monarchy but the liberal concessions that had been wrung from it through centuries of struggle. Instead of society having conquered a new content for itself, it seems that the state has only returned to its oldest form, to a shamelessly simple rule by the sword and the monk‘s cowl. This is the answer to the coup de main [unexpected stroke] of February, 1848, given by the coup de tête [rash act] of December, 1851. Easy come, easy go. Meantime, the interval did not pass unused. During 1848-51 French society, by an abbreviated revolutionary method, caught up with the studies and experiences which in a regular, so to speak, textbook course of development would have preceded the February Revolution, if the latter were to be more than a mere ruffling of the surface. Society seems now to have retreated to behind its starting point; in truth, it has first to create for itself the revolutionary point of departure – the situation, the relations, the conditions under which alone modern revolution becomes serious.
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I put on my new sunglasses and roll down the town car’s window. When I wear these glasses everything flattens, squares and repeats. 

I take a wrinkled copy a text I found online which I had my assistants and interns print out. My personal assistants.
The paper read:

«The modern man who tattoos himself is a criminal or a degenerate. There are prisons where eighty percent of the inmates bear tattoos. Those who are tattooed but are not imprisoned are latent criminals or degenerate aristocrats. If a tattooed person dies at liberty, it is only that he died a few years before he committed a murder. 

The urge to ornament one’s face, and everything within ones reach is the origin of fine art. It is the babble of painting. All art is erotic.»

I rewrite the whole mess like this:

[Tag halskæden af og placer et sted på printeren]

«All art is erotic for sure. That is the fire inside. The urge to ornament is not the origin of fine art, it is fine art and the urge to cut out the ornament is the urge to organize people around singular and efficient perspectives. 

The voice is not a prisoner. The voice is an ornamentation.

And speaking of the prison – is that not an ornament of capitalism? Partly privatized concrete containers – an economy of modernism itself.  

I burde sætte jer i min skammekrog og føle mine vægges ligegyldighed som en forælders værste straf, at ignorere sine børn. Jeg ignorerer jer for sjov, fordi jeg kan og fordi i ikke fortjener min analyse. Vi er hinandens børn og hinandens forældre. Men jeg er som en vampyr, et pigmentløst monster svømmende dybt i Marianergraven, der hvor lyset ikke når, der overlever jeg jer alle sammen.

Speaking of, så kommer her første historie i rækken af dårlige beslutningsperler Ingen logorrhea skal afholde mig fra at sige det som det er. Jeg har øvet mig længe på denne fortælling, fortalt den redigeret og ændret til skrevet den på mine indre vægge, ridset den i vinduer og gæsternes duggede øjne. Den står over alt i avisernes spalter, jeg er avisens kameltå.
Hic Rhodus, hic salta!

[Here is the rose, here dance!] 5
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