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Not for nothing do we speak of “naked” poverty. 
The worst, the most dreadful aspect of such 
exposure, which gained currency under the 
law of necessity but which nevertheless reveals 
only a thousandth part of what remains hidden, 
is not pity or the equally grim sense of his own 
impassivity that it evokes in the observer but the 
sheer shame of it. One cannot live in a German city 
where hunger obliges the poorest to exist on the 
pretense with which passers-by seek to cover a 
nakedness they find wounding.
Walter Benjamin
One-way Street, 1928
(Walter Benjamin, One-Way Street and Other Writings, Penguin Books, Modern Classics, 2008)

by X & Y

3rd Athens Biennale 2011 MONODROME found collage poster,  
part of the collection of the ex-employees of Olympic Airways’s 
cultural center POLKEOA, currently in the squated former Athens 

Airport. Photo by Margarita Myroyianni
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You get the picture because you’ve read your 
Kafka. One spring night of 2010 I went to bed as a 
human and woke up as a cockroach. It happened in 
Edinburgh but could have happened anywhere in 
the European Union really, given that my sole tie to 
the place had been a job contract following another 
job contract somewhere else. Whatever. It was aw-
ful. My case made headlines wherever I looked: the 
BBC, The Guardian, you name it – article upon ar-
ticle about how a lazy, parasitical people in the Euro-
pean South were trying to live off the hard-working 
people in the European North. Omg! Someone had 
cast Greeks as the eurozone’s Gregor Samsa: the 
euro family would pretend to care about Gregor 
who mysteriously had metamorphosed into ver-
min but would eventu-
ally drive him to sui-
cide. I felt like hiding in 
a crack in the floor but 
kept reading instead: a 
deluge of readers’ com-
ments about how the pa-
thetic southern beggars 
should be punished for 
trying to live “beyond 
their means”. 

It would go on for 
months; it’s still going 
on. In Vienna, a German 
curator I had never met before and with whom I was 
sharing a taxi ride to a conference spilled the beans: 
“There’s a lot of racism against Greeks right now in 
Germany, you know.” “Really?” “Yes, before [sic] a 
Greek was someone who served us fish in the sum-
mer, now a Greek is good for nothing.” An Eastern 
European scholar was also sharing the ride. I want-
ed to ask her and the taxi driver their views on this 
verdict but didn’t (they didn’t volunteer/intervene). 
I opted to turn red in the face and keep quiet, keep 
low, as it were, like any reflective cockroach would 
do. Inside me something was turning though. I’d 
rather be a good-for-nothing than serve you lot fish, 
the something screamed. Hadn’t all those 1970s Ital-
ian Marxists said that to refuse to work was the first 
step to empowerment? Hmm, one should be suspi-
cious: Italians are southerners too and they love 
chilling out in cafés so of course they came up with a 
version of communism that couldn’t be further from 
Stalinism and its labour camps. Terrible: I had clear-
ly transformed into an immigrant to the European 

North and all politico-cultural stereotypes sudden-
ly made sense. I could finally understand Eastern 
European philosopher Marina Griznic describing 
Eastern Europe as “a piece of shit” in the euro-social 
imagination. 

The Vienna ride was the end of my euro-naiveté, 
a state of being in which I had been born and raised. 
It was my world, having lasted for the best part of 
four decades. In that world I had moved around, 
without a second thought. Everyone did, for all sorts 
of reasons: for love, for gigs, for sun, for snow, for 
parties, for that special x course which happened to 
be offered by university z in country y. You moved 
easily because you knew you could get back at any 
point. You were the girl “with a thirst for knowl-

edge” who Jarvis Cocker 
wrote “Common People” 
for – how appropriate 
that he is now no longer 
sure that you ever existed. 
You got a job somewhere 
in that world because you 
could get a job elsewhere. 
It was not that important. 
You were a cosmopolitan 
euro-worker watching 
from a comfortable dis-
tance the getting-bigger 
waves of people who ac-

tually had to migrate to get jobs. So many of them 
had flocked to Greece in the late 1990s that it be-
came impossible for the younger cosmo-natives 
to think that one day – within fifteen years! – they 
might actually have to force-flock themselves really 
far away from Mykonos. To Australia, for instance. 
Greek restaurants, wherever in Europe you came 
across them, were an embarrassment to you: relics 
of post-war devastation, markers of exorcised eco-
nomic migration: all those unskilled, cheap-labour 
Greek peasants. Nothing to do with you, the Greek 
web designer/ business consultant/ academic/ art-
ist/ medical doctor. You went ahead and procreated 
with some other cosmo-euro worker you happened 
to meet in your travels, never having imagined that 
your Nordic ‘family’ would believe what the papers 
wrote about your southern ineptitude. 

Along with everyone else, I sleepwalked into the 
end of that world. Some time after the eruption of 
an Icelandic volcano (and Iceland’s economy – a hint 
that the South didn’t quite get), I realised that I had 

transformed from the accidental, over-educated, im-
material labourer with an airport accent and men-
tality into a good-for-nothing Greek, an underde-
veloped southerner, a paradigmatic PIIG-passport 
holder, a continental abomination. Athens-of-the-
North taxi drivers berated me, wanted to know what 
I was doing in Scotland, a question to which my de-
fensive answer was that I had accepted a job offer 
long “before”. Colleagues started asking politely how 
things were “at home”. At home? So, I was a guest. A 
guest worker. An economic exile. They were right, 
because I sure as hell started feeling that way. I was 
trapped outside the newly enclosed homeland, with 
no prospect of ever going back because the higher 
education sector where I could be employed was be-
ing demolished. Apparently, all sectors I could be 
employed in were being demolished. The IMF and 
the capitalists of Europe (including Greek ones, that 
is) had taken over my Heimat. 

What a TV series Heimat was! It sure beats the 
past, present and future production values of HBO, 
catering to the global masses. Heimat – if you haven’t 
watched it, this is the time – would open with its 
beautiful, melancholy score and then proceed to 
show how Germany ruined the twentieth century 
and the twentieth century ruined Germany. Then in 
the last season, the reunification season, when the 
twentieth century and Germany got their shit togeth-
er, your cosmopolitan adult life had already started 
(possibly in Berlin nightclubs) and you thought you 
knew the rest. For example, how Heimat was very 
much about Europe and how lucky you were to have 
been born in a land so inclined to learn from history. 
Yes, I am being funny. 

The most unforgettable thing about Heimat was 
how it made your screen turn from colour to black 
& white. This was an unfathomable mystery, which 
sent shivers down my spine at the prospect of liv-
ing such a life, switching between illumination and 
greyness for no good reason, or getting stuck in the 
grey. The world’s media tells you that these south-
erners are presently steeped in grey misery, over-
whelmed by pessimism, mobilised only by fear. Yet 
writing this text in Athens (of the South), Greece 
does not seem stuck in grey. On the contrary, its ri-
oting squares and streets, generating a captivating 
YouTube visual culture, are so colourful that they 
may be experiencing illumination. Unwanted il-
lumination, to be sure, as waking up to the real (by 
which I mean the Lacanian Real, the indescribable 

remainder after all veils of pseudo-consciousness 
have fallen) is no nation’s cup of tea. Nation is a word 
that I have rarely used in the past and mainly in a 
scoffing manner. Yet now that Greece has become a 
classed nation, a southern nation, I am reconsidering. 

Being a classed nation introduces other lines of 
division, even within so-called national space. The 
widespread feeling that the Greek middle classes 
are being, hmm, disarticulated may lead to flights 
of actually existing solidarity (not the kind you type 
with your fingers). Or it may not. It may instead lead 
to more ready-made economic migration. The glori-
fication of the migrant in contemporary left theory 
and contemporary art has been so extreme that only 
when the prospect involves you personally do you 
begin to see its bitter political truth. It’s called atom-
ised escape, ultimately in support of the system that 
sought to de-territorialise your labour. It’s called a 
better future for your children, assuming that a bet-
ter future includes high profile slave work elsewhere 
rather than the right to protest against slave work 
here. Escaping injustice is not the same as fighting 
injustice, escaping poverty is not the same as fighting 
poverty – and grasping this is the unwanted, poten-
tial illumination I am talking about. 

Cosmopolitanism is over – at least for this classed 
nation. Cosmopolitanism can survive as an aspira-
tion, something akin to the struggle for global citi-
zenship. In 2012 Greeks travel to find work, not to see 
how ordinary people live in Hackney. As the newly 
minted Gregor Samsa of the European ‘Union’, they 
find mostly closed doors. Anyone who had a job in 
the North before hell broke loose in the South is con-
sidered lucky. When I say to people that I want to 
return “home”, they think I’m mad. Inevitably, they 
ask “how?” Indeed, how can you return somewhere 
where you are deprived of the means to make a liv-
ing? This is the extent to which we are kept hostage 
to global capital’s regime of labour. How can you take 
the decision to bring your child to a land of no pros-
pects, a land that she will have to leave later anyway 
in search of a job? This is the extent to which we have 
identified the future with the rat race.

I haven’t figured things out yet. What I do know, 
however, is that anyone contemplating such a deci-
sion – of leaving one’s South or returning to it – will 
have to effectively answer this question: should the 
future be imagined as Carrie Bradshaw unable to 
walk in her taxi shoes or as a protester using her 
body to the max in her riot shoes? 

Riot Shoes: Ramblings  
on the Enclosure of a Heimat

by Angela Dimitrakaki

	

Illustration by Marios Perrakis
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Photos by Dimitris Massellos, 
Courtesy of Marina Fokidis
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When I was asked to write about ‘my’ South1, 
hubris got the best of me. What a challenge it would 
be to describe its intimate vastness in a thousand 
words; to explore the heady blend of tribalism and 
wild individualism, the power of the Mother, the 
unbreakable bonds of loyalty, that unique language 
of physical intimacy, the South’s particular brand 
of cosmopolitanism; what fun! It took me just few 
hours in front of a blank screen to accept defeat.  

So, I decided to write a bit more prosaically about 
the South’s greatest enemy:  its (modern) state. We 
are not talking about a watchman of a multi-voice 
civil society or a referee of clashing private interests. 
Bizarrely enough, most southern societies ended up 
with an all-encompassing state that aims to regu-
late and define every aspect of the lives of its citi-
zens, Hegel’s “universal consciousness” from which 
all power in society flows. The problem is that this 
Hegelian state sits very awkwardly with the famous-
ly individualistic southerners. The rest of this piece 
will argue that the ‘ethical idea’ behind this southern 
monstrosity is to perpetuate the very selfish interest 
of its own stakeholders. In fact, this Hegelian beach 
bum is not defining but devouring southern societ-
ies. 

Let us start with a well-known fact: the South 
is poor, possibly not by Bono’s definition but poor-
er than the North.  It was not always poor. In fact, 
the South’s ancient pedigree might be a principal 
cause of its relative poverty today. Maybe the South 
is carrying too much baggage from its past. It never 
concentrated on making things for others, only on 
trading them.  In its distant heyday, making things 
was less essential to material wealth creation; it was 
trading them that mattered. From the North African 
or Andalusian souk to the ancient roman forum, 
workshops were backroom accessories to the small 
trade shops that fronted them. 

Also, maybe as a remnant of its long-standing 
quest for beauty – sheer vanity in northern Protes-
tant eyes – the South loves to consume conspicuous-
ly. When things are going well, southerners do not 
invest nor do they save. The EU numbers are instruc-
tive on this point: it is domestic demand (along with 
EU public funds) that drives the southern regions’ 
GDP more than anything else. When things go bad, 
the South cannot adapt because, like the proverbial 
cricket, it has not saved for the coming winter. Its 
spending kept the northern ants going in good times. 

While in bad times the North has savings and adapts 
by switching markets for its products, the southern 
shops cannot transplant to China and Russia and 
there are few savings to support their owners. So the 
crickets turn to the ants for help. The deal is merci-
less: the South exports lovers of wealth and wisdom: 
myriad, invisible hard workers (always mistaken by 
the ants for crickets in disguise). It still has to import 
most of its goods — and a few brains, often victims 
of love.  

In the second half of the twentieth century, the 
South, with typical cricket logic, thought that it had 
found the remedy for its small-minded fickleness in 
the form of a big state.  Not that it ever came to love 
or trust it.  Taxation is there to be avoided and laws 
to be skirted. But the state became all-encompassing 
because it increasingly fulfilled three key functions 
that formed the essential elements of the twentieth 
century social contract in southern societies. First, 
in the southern sea of private consumption and 
sub-scale businesses the state is the only organisa-
tion that can (and does) invest. Second, the state is 
the sponge that absorbs the abundant excess labour 
of southern economies. Third, the state ensures that 
the few powerful political and quasi-oligarchic pri-
vate economic players are kept in check by powerful 
institutional labour interests not through the blind 
rule of law but by an agreed sharing of the spoils that 
trickle down to each side’s constituents — what we 
usually call crony capitalism.   

This social contract is at present stuttering but 
is still in force. Ambitious reformers ignore this at 
their peril.

State dominance has resulted in four afflictions 
that are sapping southern societies’ creativity and 
vigour. The first one is the vicious circle of the state’s 
permanent expansion. This expansion has resulted 
in an absurdly dense web of laws, regulations and 
state institutions. If these were to be fully enforced 
and operational, they would have completely choked 
both the economy and society. But they are not. In-
stead, they just manage to significantly slow econom-
ic activity and numb civil society. Their half-idle but 
ubiquitous presence reminds everyone why the state 
cannot be trusted nor believed, and affords armies of 
parasitic gate keepers with innumerable corruption 
opportunities. This legislative and institutional can-
cer results in ever-weakening trust between the state 
and the citizens. And because state institutions such 

as courts of law cannot be trusted to resolve private 
disputes, the end result is that the cancer permeates 
the whole societal body. 

The second affliction relates to the fact that the 
state is often the biggest southern investor. But given 
widespread tax evasion and the deficits that result 
from its own perpetual expansion, the state needs to 
borrow in order to invest. And borrow it has, to the 
hilt; hence all the current troubles in Greece, Italy, 
Spain and Portugal (not to mention Lebanon and 
Egypt). In contrast, in Ireland and Iceland (these 
northerners making deceptive cricket noises) the 
non-Hegelian state is not guilty of provoking the 
crisis, although it is guilty of being an ineffective 
watchman. It was private, not public, borrowing that 
brought these countries down. 

The third affliction is that, in response to the 
state’s dominance, the South’s economy is popu-
lated by a few dinosaurs and many economic Lilli-
putians. The few dinosaurs are either state owned 
or belong to a few oligarchic families with multiple 
interests — see the Koc and the Sabancis in Turkey.  
Their presence is often linked to less competition in 
the marketplace — and therefore much less wealth 
for the retail consumer/citizen. It is not by chance 
that Erdogan’s peaceful revolution resulted in the 
(partial, as of now) dismantlement of the state’s 
incestuous relationship with these interests. The 
remaining economic agents are tiny. Maybe it is 
the past again that is to blame — the lasting influ-
ence of the souks and workshops of antiquity. But 
there are other reasons: small businesses fly below 
the authorities’ radar, defending themselves from 
the rapacious state with pervasive tax evasion. 
Restrictive labour laws, resulting from the ‘social 
contract’, are another reason that keeps businesses 
small: businesses do not hire if they know that they 
cannot fire. The complexity and corruption linked 
to the state’s multiple gates to economic activity also 
keep businesses from growing — it is simply too dif-
ficult to get all the permissions in time. Whatever the 
causes, the net result of smaller size is much lower 
productivity for southern workers, compared to the 
outputs of their northern fellows. Low productivity 
is an important contributor to the insistent poverty 
gap with the North and to the South’s weakness in 
post-crisis adjustment.  And, just like in Swift’s tale, 
the Lilliputians (and the dinosaurs, for that matter) 
do not like big people walking among them. Foreign 
investment by northern multinationals, although 

much praised, is rarely welcome, always tied down 
by millions of little ropes attached by myriad civil 
servants.

The fourth state-related affliction is a lack — and 
fear –  of individual responsibility that permeates 
the political, personal and economic behaviour of 
most southerners. In politics, the abdication of re-
sponsibilities has resulted in a new version of trib-
alism, as ancient as the South itself. The names of 
Greek and Lebanese politicians have been the same 
for at least a couple of generations.  In art, the civil 
service mentality has devastated artistic creation by 
turning artists – those totemic risk takers – into cau-
tious producers of goods clamouring for higher un-
employment insurance and better pensions. In civil 
society, lack of responsibility has resulted in a fright-
ening deficit of civic spirit. Experimental psychology 
has established that where individual responsibility 
is diluted people care less about their fellow humans 
(and their environment). Last but not least, lack of 
responsibility has resulted in hydrocephalic, ineffi-
cient economic institutions, where all the decisions 
are taken at the top and where no one expects any-
thing from the people below.  All in all, the state is to 
blame to a great extent for the lamentable weakness 
of the South and the inability of its people to act col-
lectively for their own good. 

It’s been ages since I cut the umbilical cord with 
the southern mother. For a long time, it seemed that 
loyalty to language, family and friends back home 
was incidental and largely irrelevant to a citizen of 
the world like myself. This is of course nonsense and 
the present hard times have made this much more 
clear. My heart and mind are still at the mercy of 
salty, balmy, melancholic memories of “whitewashed 
walls erect on shades of blue”. So there is anger and a 
desire for a final showdown with the Hegelian beach 
bum. We need to banish his tyrannical regime for-
ever, far from the wine red sea. Our efforts and our 
conflicts should no more be about capturing or even 
reforming the big state. We should cut it off like the 
gangrene that it is, rediscover our inspiration in our 
trading roots and in private initiative and rebuild 
our institutions from the bottom up.

1	  While some of the issues raised in this piece 

might apply to the global South, the author’s main reference 

is the Mediterranean basin and the countries (or parts of 

countries) that are adjacent to it. Apologies for the Eurocen-

tric outlook.   

Hegel on the Beach 
or Why the South is its  

Own Worst Enemy
by Stilpon Nestor

In ‛Southern European’ politics the abdication of responsibilities has resulted in a 
new version of tribalism, as ancient as the South itself
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Untitled 
(donkey)

I always thought that this 
piece by Paola Pivi, with the 
donkey lost at sea on a small 
boat, is a perfect symbol 
of Mediterranean culture. 
I have decided to print it 
upside down because the 
Mediterranean is the South 
of Europe, but it is also 
the North of Africa. And 
because, after all, the coun-
tries on the Mediterranean 
haven’t been feeling so well 
lately.

Massimiliano Gioni 

Paola Pivi 
Untitled (Donkey), 2003 
inkjet print on PVC

1020 x 1230 cm
Photo by Hugo Glendinning 
Courtesy of Massimo De 

Carlo, Milan
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In the beginning there was the hoax. Our claims were orbit-
ing around a certain idea of performativity conducted through 
lies and deceit. Through faking something until it became real. 
Tess McGill was instrumental in this as, for us, she embodied to 
perfection such a performative gesture. “If you want to be taken 
serious you gotta have serious hair,” she tells Cynthia, her side-
kick, and this became a mantra of sorts during most of Kunsthalle 
Lissabon’s early existence. Cynthia, however, also had her share of 
knowledge when it came to hoaxing and faking something into ex-
istence and at a later stage, in a quasi oracle-like fashion, provided 
the insightful: “Sometimes I sing and dance around my house in 
my underwear. Doesn’t make me Madonna. Never will.” Bam! Re-
ality check... In the end, Tess was right and Cynthia wasn’t (Tess 
was, after all, the hero of the story and Cynthia nothing more than 
her amusing and flamboyant sidekick), the hoax stopped being 
a hoax and became reality, real life if you will. In a twist of faith 
similar to that of our Hollywood fictional companion, very insidi-
ously and without any of us noticing or being aware of the shift oc-
curring, Kunsthalle Lissabon slowly became a real institution, or 
at least one according to our very peculiar understanding of what 
a relevant institutional platform can currently be. 

The hoax, however, didn’t just disappear. Either it gradually 
transformed into something else, or it was gradually replaced by 
something else. It could also be that from the beginning it was 
already something else: we just misinterpreted it and gave it the 
wrong name. To this day, we haven’t figured out what happened, 
and I imagine we never will. It doesn’t seem that relevant. If the 
founding principle of Kunsthalle Lissabon was to hijack the main-
stream and infuse it with criticality, how could we have done it, 
without budget, staff or any of the prerequisites for proper institu-
tional activity? Through the only thing we could provide: hospital-

ity. Hospitality thus became, and still is, at the core of what Kun-
sthalle Lissabon is about and how we choose to enact (perform) 
the institutional. Our guests, whether they are artists, curators or 
invited writers, as well as the audience, our visitors, the people 
who see our shows, come to our lectures or read our books, are the 
reason we work. Not only are they the recipients of what we do, 
they are also, and maybe foremost, the source of the relevance, the 
meaningfulness and the creativity of our endeavour. The notion 
of radical hospitality has been put, in recent years, at the centre 
of the discussion about institutional practice. To us, hospitality is 
not only a condition for inhabiting the institutional, it is an ethical 
imperative, and being such there is no way around it. Whether it 
is an intellectual construct or an empirical fact, or maybe both, is 
irrelevant; hospitality presents itself as a very specific and socially 
imprinted way of doing things (cue southern hospitality and asso-
ciated stereotypes) and the radicalism of positioning it at the heart 
of the institution lies in signalling very explicitly that there is life 
beyond budgets and audience numbers (and debts and bailouts). 
There is being together, thinking together, working and acting to-
gether, refusing to feed and being fed by the market and its ever-
expanding demands and offers, and, of course, always having a 
great time!

The Hidden Law of a Probable 
Outcome: On the Development of  

a Southern Kunsthalle
João Mourão and Luís Silva

André Guedes
Pleasure Gardens, 2011

performance 
Photo by Bruno Lopes

Mariana Silva
A Composition for Two, at 
Two Distinct Moments, 2011
video projection, color,
double channel (front 

projection: Yvonne Rainer, 
Trio A, 1978, DVD, rented 
from Dideo Data Bank, 

Chicago), 9’30’’
Photo by Bruno Lopes
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Ahmet Öğüt, Stones to 
Throw, 2011

documentation photo 
of stone abandoned in 
Diyarbakir, Turkey
Photo by Askin Ercan

Pedro Barateiro, Today 
Our Eyes Are Closed, 

2010, film still from the 
16 mm black and white 

film, 10’30’’
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In the spring of 2005, I started exchanging emails with a group 
of artists I didn’t know. Sandra Dagher – who is now one of the 
artistic directors of the Beirut Art Center – was running a gallery 
called Espace SD at the time. I lived down the street, and used to 
stop in on my way to or from work at a newspaper nearby. Dagh-
er’s gallery was ostensibly commercial, but it also functioned as a 
de facto community centre and non-profit art space. The main ex-
hibition venue was booked months in advance and showed work 
that was almost always for sale, but there was one room called Le 
Laboratoire (The Laboratory) that was reserved for experimental 
work, which, in those days, had no chance of selling to anyone. 

Dagher had told me about an upcoming project for Le Labora-
toire by an anonymous collective that called itself Heartland. They 
had done two interventions in Beirut. One, called Al-Murashah 
(The Candidate), involved a black stencil of a man’s face on a sheet 
of white paper, which appeared on walls throughout the city dur-
ing a municipal election season crowded with layers upon layers 
of campaign posters. Another, called Sarraf (Exchange), involved 
stamping words related to Lebanese pop culture on banknotes of 
different denominations and then putting them into circulation. 

For Espace SD, Heartland had proposed to show documenta-
tion of those two projects in Le Laboratoire, and to make another 
intervention, called Propaganda, which would spill throughout 
the three-level gallery space. The group’s members had commu-
nicated with Dagher only through email, alerting her on occasion 
to a package or an envelope they had left for her somewhere in the 
gallery. It was all very cloak and dagger, and extremely interesting. 

The posters for Al-Murashah included a nondescript email ad-
dress — today@thisiscyberia.net — so I sent them a note to see if 
I could ask them a few questions. For a while we went back and 
forth about their work, and about anonymity and collectivity in a 
country beset by dismal identity politics and communitarian con-
flicts, in a city that functioned like a village, where everyone knew 
everyone else’s business and no private matter was left alone. 

Their responses were generous and to the point, warm without 
divulging anything beyond their thinking about the work, which 
they described, evocatively, as “a blank,” “a trace,” “an interroga-
tion” and “a missing piece”. 

If I do a deep search of my email inbox today, I find 70 mes-
sages with the search term “heartland”. Some are unrelated — a 
letter I wrote to an old friend asking her distractedly about a trip 
she took to some destination in the United States west of the East 
Coast; an email from an ex-boyfriend with ten words of reprimand 
for having left him, followed by 5,000 words of bitterness about 
the state of American politics. The rest are clustered around 2005 
and 2006. 

I ended up reviewing Heartland’s show at Espace SD for a 
newspaper, and I wrote a chapter of my master’s thesis on their 
work. When the curator Suzanne Cotter started visiting Beirut for 
research, I told her about the collective, and she invited Heartland 
to be part of the exhibition Out of Beirut. Their fourth project was 
a map of Lebanon that slipped stealthily, ingeniously, down a cen-
tral stairwell in Modern Art Oxford. Most of our later exchanges 
are about that, or me sending them huge files of text, which they 
acknowledged with kindness and thanks but no further comment. 
By then I had three different email addresses for Heartland. Our 
communications died out in June 2006 – a month before the war, 
when Israel bombed the country for 34 days, financed in some 
small part by my tax dollars – and it hasn’t resumed since. 

To this day I have no idea who Heartland is or was, where they 
are now, whether they are still together or making new work. Giv-
en that Beirut is small and the contemporary art scene even small-
er, the chances are good that I already know them – I just don’t 
know that it’s them. I could start asking around, making phone 
calls and sending emails. With enough digging, I could probably 
find out who they are. But what if I discover that I do know them, 
and I don’t think much of the rest of their work? What if Heart-
land includes someone I adore or, more complicated, someone I 

SOUTH: Learning to Live  
with the Missing Piece

by Kaelen Wilson-Goldie

‛Reading’ Beirut through the interventions of an elusive  
anonymous collective called Heartland

detest? Would it change my reading of their work? Even to know 
that they are rich or poor, francophone or anglophone, from this 
social background or that, from one sectarian community or an-
other? None of this should matter, but it might. 

So I won’t ask and I won’t dig. I’ve learned to live with them 
being a missing piece in my mind. I have too much respect for 
their anonymity and collectivity, so central to the Heartland proj-
ect, to wreck the precarious and ephemeral nature of their work. 
So much of the contemporary art that is challenging in Beirut is 
about the struggle to imagine and embody what the experience of 
citizenship, belonging and common cause could be in a democracy 
so deeply flawed and compromised that it has emptied the word of 
all meaning. So much of what we – that dangerous pronoun, used 
here to mean the loose assortment of people who are engaged in 
the art scene and have carved out greater space for it in the last 

few years – are trying to do is create a system that is better, more 
productive and more just than the one we are subjected to on a 
daily basis, a political and economic system that is thoroughly cor-
rupt and laughably indifferent to us. The art scene is effectively 
fighting for a territory between shopping and war, both of which 
can easily coexist in a place like Beirut. We so often fail to conduct 
ourselves according to that system we would like to create. But 
Heartland somehow did it by putting the work first, and remain-
ing unknown, a body of work based solely on ideas, strategies, 
materials and traces. 

This is not to say I don’t miss them or wonder what happened 
to them. They initiated me in the practice of reading the city – for 
the signs of its crises, for the desires of its residents. Heartland’s 
projects signalled an explosion of street art, graffiti and urban 
intervention that was provoked, in part, by the assassination of 
Lebanon’s former prime minister, Rafik Hariri, who was killed 
by a one-ton car bomb that shattered two windows in my apart-
ment, a good three kilometers away. The weeks and months and 
years that followed saw mass demonstrations and an outpouring 
of public art, some of it incredibly sophisticated, hopeful and criti-
cally self-aware. Some of those projects – stencils, stickers, post-
ers and seemingly random glyphs – still stop me on the street. It’s 
been a volatile few years. There’s been much to say. So who is this 
now, making these fabulous, intricate, black and white murals 
in my neighbourhood? Sometimes I wonder if Heartland is still 
there, somewhere in the mix. 

I thought of Heartland recently during a debate among friends, 
after a lecture by Franco ‘Bifo’ Berardi at the Home Workspace, 
Ashkal Alwan’s new home in the former industrial neighbour-
hood of Jisr al-Wati, next door to the Beirut Art Center. Berardi’s 
talk was primarily about the financial collapse in Europe. He ad-
mitted his knowledge was limited when it came to the uprisings 
lumped together as the Arab Spring. But the links were there. 
In many ways the lecture was nothing new, an amalgamation of 

Marx, Giorgio Agamben, Antonio Negri and Michael Hardt. But 
it resonated. We are all victims of a system we don’t like but we 
are also complicit in that system, too. Can we withdraw and disen-
tangle ourselves from it and build some kind of solidarity through 
pleasure, desire, empathy and compassion? Beirut is a distinctly 
dangerous place to talk about isolated islands and clustered com-
munities, but Berardi made a strong case for their potential, in the 
creation of a common space for poetic and intellectual production. 

The idea was that in that common space, a new system could 
be composed. Berardi noted that, historically, revolutionary 
movements have too often neglected money, and then he reeled off 
examples of groups who are now devising their own, alternative 
systems of exchange. What got us, my friends and I, was the ques-
tion: why does it have to be money? Couldn’t it be something else? 
Wouldn’t we end up replicating the same system, with the conse-

quence being the same exploitation and the same precariousness, 
all of us freelancers of one kind or another, disembodied entities 
on the other end of a phone call or an email, saying yes, flushing 
away our time out of the overwhelming fear that if we were ever to 
say no we couldn’t be sure we’d survive? 

Ashkal Alwan’s new space is primarily an art school, but it 
is also, like Espace SD in an earlier era, a community centre. It 
has begun restoring something that has been missing, to a cer-
tain extent, in Beirut’s art scene over the last few years, which 
is the time and space for unhurried discussion. As Berardi’s 
talk bounced around our heads in the days to follow, it seemed 
he had been prescient to address financial collapse in Europe 
and its tenuous connections to the Arab Spring in the context of 
Beirut. We are waiting. We have no focus for demonstrations, 
only the entire system, which depends on so much else besides. 
What will happen in Tunis and Cairo? Is Libya sorted out? Is 
Syria in a full-blown civil war? If Greece defaults on the debt 
and drops out of the eurozone, will the EU fall apart, will the 
Schengen regime end, and will we then be able to travel more 
easily to Alexandria through Greece, to Algiers through Italy, 
to Tangiers through Spain? Will the cities splayed out around 
the Mediterranean be restored to some kind of vexed and com-
plicated whole? Will we recognise each other across that impos-
sibly small sea, even if we remain unknown to each other? If 
there is a South, and a southern state of mind, then maybe that’s 
it. Draw a jagged line from Beirut to Athens, Cairo, Rome, Tu-
nis, Madrid, Rabat – will we find some kind of solidarity in our 
experiences of violence, frustration, underemployment, uneven 
development and governments that regard us with contempt? 
Will we one day form some anonymous collective, and will we 
find the concepts and the curiosity for something like Heartland 
all over again? 

Courtesy of Heartland Collective
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break out the zombie factory
by Cibelle

this text i write
i write it down sweating
dripping these words, the sweat drips down my back
in a stream of consciousness
birthing at the epicentre of rio de janeiro
with bits of glitter from past carnivals and future beaches of 

forests to come
purpurina é areia (glitter is sand)
areia é purpurina de sereia 
ja dizia a cantora mirim
a soltaçao de todo mundo (sand is the mermaid’s glitter, so she 

sang, the child singer, the world hangs loose)
big let go
nothing matters as much as you may think
this is an experience
enjoy
embrace
big let go
the power of colour
it activates, regenerates, it bursts vortices in your spine
breathe the air into your lungs up and down your column of 

light
bring in the colour
big let go
spirit rules over here, in the southern heart
emotion is way more important than all this rationality
who told you that the brain knows more than the heart?
break out the zombie factory
illusions of dancing around thoughts to find a point
run naked in the wind
naked of ideas of who you should be
naked dressed up in hot courage 
open arms, legs spread open like the hairy trees of rio de ja-

neiro
the trees where other plants live
eat up the world
eat yourself up
the heart is the point
the soul is the point
the flow is the point
real life is heat
the sun is inside your mouth
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All images courtesy of Cibelle
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South-o-rama
by Angelo Plessas

The Fantasy Plot Generator comprises a website  
(FantasyPlotGenerator.com), performances and a series of photographic novels. On 

the website visitors invent character names and automatically generate a story using a 
programming code. This code ‛borrows’ extracts from different philosophical dialogues 

about extreme concepts and social conditions and ‛remixes’ them in a random way. 
These stories are ‛animated’ by actors performing on a stage of borrowed furniture in 
costumes from the National Theatre of Greece. The stories then become part of an 
archive of photo novellas that are distributed through the website. The project aims 
to combine written and spoken concepts and connect people in different spaces, at 

different times   

AMALIA, materialized in a desert. Everything seemed 
mundane. It was the sixth time to apply critique to every-
thing. Being completely sober, whispered ‘I am the Medieval 
artist.’ In a blinding moment of misguided bravado, AMALIA 
hoped that AMALIA’s crucial experiment is to be perpetually 
visible. Under precise consideration AMALIA called OTTO, 
AMALIA’s favorite rape victim/persona ‘What do you do 
when you dont see anything?’, said OTTO. AMALIA spent 
OTTO for 11,000 days post-Athens riots, most of them were 
complicated memories of a transaesthetic experience. OTTO 
was an anti-modern. A neurotic lying on the analyst’s couch. 
OTTO was easygoing more or less... funny-smelling. AMA-

LIA invited OTTO trying to resolve the problem of political 
impasse. ‘Your obsession and your grand ideas’, said OTTO. 
 
OTTO brought here a complicated AMALIA. ‘I have hate’, 
said AMALIA. OTTO deliriously assured AMALIA that ven-
omous avatars panic before gaining independence, yet Pseu-
do-Dadaists usually indiscriminately shudder after trying 
to explain Lacanian concepts. OTTO could not get it. OTTO 
was worried by the inoculated Oedipus virus of AMALIA. ‘I 
have Nothing to Admit’, said AMALIA. Why was OTTO con-
spiring against AMALIA? While OTTO had deceived AMA-

LIA with the worker only nine years prior. It was a crucial 
hesitation... how could OTTO resist? The economy of desire. 
 
‘Undo’, said OTTO.

 
Gaily, OTTO said ‘Fantasy is the very screen that separates 
desire from drive.’ ‘You are an observatory of schizophrenic 
revolutions!’ ‘Wh-what the fuck? I don’t get anything..or I am 

in denial!’ In vain. A complicated look started to take shape 
AMALIA’s face ‘The world is shrinking and a feelling of incar-
ceration is already looming’ he thought. AMALIA turned his 
memory to notice a rectangle that seemed clearly out of place 
‘Honestly I am beginning to give up on television.’ ‘Time is 
mind. Time is pure thought.’A statement copied from ac-
tions fundamentalists. ‘It is my way to see people like this.’ 
AMALIA seemed nonchalant and a snobbish temperament 
before OTTO say a word, AMALIA aimlessly signified some-
thing very strange with the voice, looked at it, an attempt 
for teleportation. The secret was passing to the end of vista. 
 
‘I am drifting into the void’, said AMALIA. ‘We have never 
been modern’, said AMALIA. But then Zeus appeared flam-
boyantly with his congenial omen and recreated AMALIA’s 
experiment. Sensing puzzled, The Lord of Limbo detonated 
the venomous avatars on the cruel playground. Entered the 
trance of magic flying carpet and zipped away with the en-
thusiasm of 2,000 Texas fundamentalists jumping from a big 
bunch of androids. AMALIA tripped musically when saw this. 
AMALIA’s experiment was safe. It was a good thing, too, be-
cause in two fractions AMALIA’s favorite website, was going 
to come on (followed immediately by ‘When avatars encoun-
ter gun’). AMALIA was pleased. Everybody and everything, 
OTTO and a few ebolapulling Texas fundamentalists tele-
ported to the Communist Utopia. ‘Phychoanalysis is a formi-
dable enterprise’. The unbearable management of real-time.  
 
‘An object exists, if it is caught in the web’, said OTTO.

NOTE: Text is selected from the following 
books: Two Regimes of Madness, Gilles Deleuze,

Politics of the Very Worst, Paul Virilio,
Simulations, Jean Baudrillard 

The Plague of Fantasies, Slavoj Žižek 
We Have Never Been Modern, Bruno Latour 
The Conspiracy of Art, Jean Baudrillard 

Still from the photographic novel
(Actors Nikos Maramathas and Maria Tzani) 

Courtesy of the artist and Rebecca Camchi Gallery
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Javier Peres, Río, 2011
painting - oil on linen, 120 x 80 cm

River Phoenix was not only a film star, but also a man of 
conviction who rejected the solipsism of Hollywood for the more rounded 
ideals that resonate with a southern audience.

River Phoenix (1970-1993) received widespread acclaim for his roles 
in movies such as Stand By Me, Running on Empty and the unfor-
gettable My Own Private Idaho. But River was more than just your 
typical Hollywood actor.  He was a young man full of convictions who 
often stood up for his views on issues related to the humane treatment of 
animals and the preservation of the environment. He was the first vegan 
person I knew. Despite all of this, River’s life ended tragically young in 
the most classic of Hollywood ways when he collapsed on Sunset Boule-
vard after a drug overdose. Shortly after his death, Natalie Merchant 
wrote a song, aptly titled River:

“River”
Natalie Merchant

Young & strong Hollywood son
In the early morning light

This star fell down
On Sunset Boulevard 

Young & strong beautiful one
One that we embraced so close
Is gone
Was torn, torn away 

Let the youth of America mourn
Include him in their prayers
Let his image linger on
Repeat it everywhere 

With candles with flowers
He was one of ours
One of ours 

Why don’t you let him be? 
He’s gone

All the images courtesy of the artist

We know
Give his mother & father peace
Your vulture’s candour
Your casual slander
Will murder his memory
He’s gone
We know
And it’s nothing but a tragedy 

Lay to rest your soul and body
Lay beside your name
Lay to rest your rage
Your hunger and amazing grace 

With candles, with flowers
He was one of ours
One of ours 

I saw cameras expose, expose your life

I heard rumors explode, explode with lies
I saw children in tears
Cry and crowd around the sight
Of where you had collapsed that day
Where your last breath & word
Had been sighed
Where your heart had burst
Where you had died, where you had died, I saw where you died, 
where you had died 

I saw how they were lost in grieving
All half-believing you were gone
The loss and pain of it
Crime and the shame of it
You were gone
It was such a nightmare raving, 
“how could we save him
From himself?” 

River deep, mountain high
by Javier Peres

Javier Peres, Río (Teal), 2011
painting - oil on linen, 120 x 80 cm

Javier Peres, Río (Blue), 2011
painting - oil on linen, 120 x 80 cm
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What is the South? When I was 
asked to collaborate on SOUTH 
magazine, which takes an iron-
ic look at stereotypes about the 
South, I was in one of the many 
southern cities: Palermo (Sicily). 
The condition of the South is based 
on the pleasure of a warm climate 
and the difficulty of easily organ-
ising practical things. As Matisse 
said: working in the South of the 
world is dramatic, working from 
the South is an economy. I believe 
that in a moment of crisis ‘South’ 
can become a ‘model of attitude’. 

We must consider South to be not only a physical space but also 
a state of mind. This statement gives us the chance to think of the 
South as a destination to go back to as well as an ‘exotic place’. I 
would like to start my short journey by looking at these two mean-
ings of ‘South’.

In “Il Filocolo” Boccaccio describes Florio’s journey around 
the world looking for his beautiful Biancifiore. This impossible 
love “because of religion and different cultures” ends happily af-
ter many vicissitudes between North and South. They move to the 
North/East to generate wealth and stability and to the South/West 
looking for themselves, searching for the mythical place where the 
known world begins. In fact, maps up until the sixteenth century 
showed “paradise on earth” as being located in the south-west 
of Athens. This mysterious land persuaded people that a perfect 
society (even if hidden or vanished) existed, which could then 
be used as a starting point to built a new society. In this way we 
can interpret the words of Nick Bottom, one 
of Shakespeare’s characters in A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream. He says that there could be many 
“South”, but only one North.

This contradictory way of living – dream-
ing about another society in an exotic place – is 
embodied by the poet Arthur Rimbaud, who, 
disappointed by western society, wandered in 
Yemen, Djibouti, Ethiopia and Eritrea, before 
reaching Abyssinia, where he became an arms dealer. Some-
times we escape from a place to rebuild a model of something 
that we would like to change. Sometimes an exotic place is near-
er than we think, as Emily Dickinson stressed 
in her works when she defined her room, from 
which she never escaped, as her perfect south-
ern archipelago. 

These literary quotes are all examples of 

the South being defined as a place that allows one to look and live 
differently. This literary dimension inspired Gauguin to leave a 
self-righteous society and reach Haiti. However, it is an intellectu-
al attitude towards the South that the twentieth century rethinks 
and represents with many different nuances, thanks to the new 
technological advances such as cameras and smart phones that 
are popular and portable. 

From the eighties onwards our imagination has been marked 
by a new idea of the South thanks to  campaigns that spread gener-
ic images of poverty and makeshift documentary makers. These 
images testified that the South was a physical presence, but also 
flattened out post-colonialist problems, rather than solving them. 
The South was always the destination of escape. From the nineties 
onwards the arts tried to cover the distance between this utopian 
ideal (Chatwin) and the pragmatic and simplistic representations 
promoted by advertisements (Benetton, Greenpeace, WWF). Po-
litically-oriented art and the use of a documentary style (as exem-
plified by Documenta 3, curated by Okwui Enwezor) opened the 
doors to different and new political, social and anthropological 
way of thinking that were not shaped by western habits. Works by 
Alfredo Jaar, Steve McQueen, Carlos Garaicoa, Francis Alÿs and 
Armin Linke eschewed mass communication, while artists such 
as Hans Peter Feldmann, Roman Ondak and Johanna Billing fo-
cused their attention on making the images implode. On the other 
hand, Rikrit Tiravanija, Surasi Kusolwong and Cai Guo-Qiang 
preferred to express their alternative views of South and of the 
far away through a relational type of art, letting mankind see the 
world and its differences. Thus the South is everywhere.

But in a collective sense, what does South mean? 
After the fall of the Berlin Wall, the western model entered a 

period of crisis and the concept of national belong-
ing lost importance, creating the problem of a need 
to construct new, aggregated systems. The diffusion 
of new media, which allows people to be connected 
but detached, enabled the creation of an autono-

mous mental geography, divided 
from the physical one. This way 
of consuming knowledge has 
destroyed every boundary that 
limits information to what can 
be found in national newspa-
pers. Nineties ‘movements’ such 
as No Global (ironically a move-
ment of international and glo-
balised people) were created not 
to oppose a strong system but as 

a compensation for a generalised ar-

rangement of social ideas. Where are 
those young people? How did the so-
cial and political changes affect them?

After many years of discussion 
about the fake democratisation of in-
formation and the birth of a series 
of apolitical social network, such as 
Facebook, a real transformation has 
taken place: the Arab Spring. A Cairo 
blogger writes: “the South has something to teach to the world 
again.” The question is: why doesn’t this type of action happen in 
the North? Why do London’s clashes cause only destruction and 
plundering? Edward Saïd said that the most important weapon 
for the future of the South would be that the people from the North 
lacked imagination. At this time, the South, thanks to the easy use 
and transfer of information, can suggest a new way to affect reality 
and to reflect on the idea of society and cultural belonging. 

In 2002, during the famous Social Forum of Florence (one 
year after the tragedy of Genoa), two artists in Tuscany made two 
different works highlighting the necessity of building new com-
munities, even temporary ones, which are based on dialogue and 
meetings. This was their idea of a pragmatic revolution – and it 
was very similar to the one that is now starting in the South. The 
first work was Leggere Gramsci/
Reading Gramsci by Rainer Ga-
nahl, made for an exhibition at a 
not-for-profit space in Florence, 
Base/progetti per l’arte. The exhi-
bition comprised photos, a video, 
texts and books that were men-
tioned during a series of meeting 
with students of philosophy from 
all over the world. The work con-
sisted of Ganahl inviting people 
to help him improve his Italian by 
reading with him Gramsci’s texts 
concerning popular culture and 
immigration to the North. The result was 
to make the general public reconsider ap-
parently commonplace statements. 

The same year, a few months after 
the Social Forum, I curated an exhibi-
tion called So far so close/Così lontano così 
vicino for the Fondazione Baldi, Pelago, 
which is still directed by the interna-
tional art critic Pier Luigi Tazzi. On that 
occasion, Pavel Althamer created a per-
formance based on a family trip from 

Warsaw to Tuscany. For three day, Altham-
er’s Polish relatives became involved in the 
Pelago community, making the inhabitants 
think about the concepts of belonging, for-
eignness and South/North. The starting 
point of the performance, and the only thing 
that remains to testify that it happened, is a 
poster hung all over the town announcing 
the arrival of this family and inviting people 

to a party at ‘la casa del popolo’ for dancing and ‘foreign’ food. The 
poster is a family portrait taken during a picnic showing young 
people dancing, children playing and old folks taking a rest on a 
blanket. On the right, three people are carrying one little apple, 
while a black cat looks carefully up at them. This family portrait 
has all the iconographic codes of the Garden of Eden, showing the 
possible elements/secrets that will put its integrity in danger. In 
the twentieth century the South was the place where you could es-
cape from the North’s rules and secrets. Instead, as Boccaccio said, 
it is actually a place where there are no secrets because there are 
social conventions and not enough time. The main concept now 
is to recreate this impulse – not to escape, but to establish a new 
perception of community and reality. Thus in this modern, liquid 
society every place can embody the South. 

I am finishing writing this ar-
ticle while in Palermo. Everybody 
says the South is the perfect place 
to reflect, but that it is not so good 
for working in a practical way 
and getting results. But in reality, 
this is not necessarily the case. In 
January, in Palermo, a popular and 
apolitical movement raised public 
awareness of the planned private 
sale of some of Zisa’s sites after 
renovation. After this event, there 
was a week of meetings about the 
RISO issue. In fact, the RISO mu-

seum will temporarily close because it has won a European grant 
of €12 million. Then the ‘Movimento dei Forconi’ began because 
the island was stalled because of transportation issues, and Pal-
ermo’s mayor resigned. Who could imagine that after Berlusconi, 
in a time of global crisis, such movements would begin in Sicily? 
Everybody has remarked on this paradox, telling us that maybe 
we have now done enough and reached the end of the road. Let’s 
hope, instead, to be only at the beginning.

Everyone is south of something 
by Lorenzo Bruni

The South is not only a physical space but also a state of mind

‘Sicillia, Terra Di Contrasti’
Photos taken by Lorenzo Bruni

Arab Spring: images 
taken from the internet

Hans-Peter Feldmann, Untitled (Eiffel 
Tower) (1992), Courtesy of the artist 

and 303 Gallery, New York

Rainer Ganahl, Reading Antonio 
Gramsci (2002), Courtesy of 

the artist and BASE / progetti 
per l’arte, Firenze
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The uniqueness – and also the precariousness – of the relation be-
tween concepts and the things we presume they stand for in the process 
of research is derived precisely from the fact that these things are in a 
state or condition such that we simply cannot yet point to them. If we 
could point to them, they would already have lost their urgency and their 
essential epistemic value to us. Thus, epistemically interesting relations 
between concepts and objects cannot take the simple form of ostension; 
epistemic objects cannot (yet) be pointed to. They have no reference in 
the everyday sense of the word. If there is reference, it is always only sup-
positional; its precise meaning remains elusive.

A possible solution to this essential tension is that the epistemic ob-
ject is transformed into a technical object, that is, into a state in which 
the relation between concept and object is no longer problematic. This 
means that within the confines of the accepted standards, the object has 
become transparent with respect to the concept that refers to it.

Epistemic things are invested with meaning; they are not just 
“named.”

Hans-Jörg Rheinberger, “Epistemic Objects/Technical Ob-
jects”

Negotiating a city implies different levels of awareness and 
stress: the unconscious awareness needed for the constant calcu-
lations that one makes so as not to bump into people, cars, cyclists, 
etc. and the conscious awareness that is required for performing 
complex actions like orienting oneself or ‘finding the way’. In my 
case this is more stressful than usual — I have what could be called 
‘spatial dyslexia’ — meaning that I constantly get lost and cannot 
find my way from one place to another. This ‘condition’ is so severe 
that even though I have spent almost fifteen years in New York, I 
still get lost in Manhattan — which is a city laid out as an orderly 
grid and where, moreover, the streets and avenues are numbered 
sequentially. 

Not long ago I was given a GPS as a birthday present by a 
friend who had got tired of waiting for me to find my way to ap-
pointments. At first I was quite happy with the present, but after 

the novelty wore off, I quickly came to hate it. The ability to ori-
ent myself came at a heavy cost: the GPS started to determine my 
relationship to space in terms of speed and maximum efficiency, 
which are not the cardinal notions that I want to use to measure 
life. In essence, the GPS took away my opportunities to get lost, 
which is something that I then realised I enjoy. After this realisa-
tion the GPS didn’t seem worth it, so I quickly gave it up.

There is a valuable aspect to getting lost: the moment when the 
question “Where am I?” breaks into my assigned set of tasks and 
trajectories and momentarily impregnates my world. A disrup-
tion occurs and I have to establish myself in relationship to the ob-
jects that surround me: Where am I? Who am I? Who am I while 
I am here? 

What I noticed from this experience is that when I am map-
ping a trajectory from point A to point B, I choose non-stationary 
landmarks. The instructions that I give myself are “ok, make a left 
there where the three pigeons are resting on the tree branch, and 
then walk until you reach those five men gathered on the street 
corner. Then make a right at the yellow car that is idling on the 
red light.” 

These transitory landmarks effectively create a ‘one-way only’ 
map, a trajectory that cannot be retraced and therefore cannot be 
repeated. Like the breadcrumb map made by Hansel and Gretel, 
one-way maps disappear as fast as they are being written, and 
they convey an idea of the unmappable: ‘indirect’ or ‘errant’ trajec-
tories that develop according to their own logic and that cannot be 
captured as data, or as readable paths on a simulation of space, or 
on a Cartesian plane.

The maps that we use and make are a constant territorialisa-
tion of space, a definition of reality in terms of the known. They 
generate sets of ‘productive’ relationships — and I say this mean-
ing the worst possible connotation of the word ‘productive’. The 
problem is that once those ‘productive’ relationships become cat-
egorically defined as real, the tension and urgency to find another 
possibility for reality becomes slackened. The essence of maps is 

that they are devices that outline power relationships and a kind 
of obligatory language. They lay out a disciplinary grid, describing 
and accounting for all of the complex rules that could be involved 
in any given operation, and the use of the map then becomes in-
dexical to power structures. 

How much? How many? How fast?
There are maps that give us the content of things and accu-

mulate data: how many hamburgers have been eaten in Kentucky 
over the past year, how many people used their cell phones at mid-
night during New Year’s Eve, what is the median age of the average 
listener of 93.4 fm. Those are frightening maps that try to tell us 
what the world is made of and what kind of relationships exist, 
formally packaged to define things not in terms of their ontologi-
cal qualities but in terms of their use value, as if that was what 
constitutes the thing-ness of a thing. 

The world is presented to me as a set of ‘productive’ relation-
ships, so I am tricked and start believing that what things are is 
what things do.

An ideal map should only determine the perimeter of things, 
rather than the space within those things. Maps should tell us that 
certain things exist, and even that they have a given shape, but 
without telling us what these things are – a map should only act as 
a marker in space. 

Looking at the density of maps generated by data mining — 
not in terms of what is being mapped, but in terms of represen-
tation — it is evident that there is very little elbow-room when it 
comes to their propositions about space. I don’t quite know what 
these maps are of, but they feel very ‘productive’ — productive, in 
a capitalist sense, in the sense that they produce a predictable ‘en-
gagement’.

So if I have to think about a map, then what appears to me as 
truly urgent is to figure out how a social body can resist being re-
duced and inserted into this disciplinary grid, and to somehow 
redistribute the situation enough so that all the dispersed activi-
ties and engagements that take place in the space of tension of the 
everyday can continue happening without being classified and en-
tered into a system of checks and balances.

We produce maps because we want to know where everything 

Breadcrumb Trails
by Julieta Aranda

Like a marker in space, a map should tell us that certain things exist,  
not what these things are

is, because we think that we are lost, or because we think that we 
have lost something; we seek a connection to what we understand 
to be the immanent core of the world. But is this core actually 
available to us, or is it being determined precisely in terms of its 
absence? This ‘core’ is always alluded to by tradition, and while 
an alleged disconnection from tradition is commonly considered 
to result from a modern break, could it be that not only this break 
but also the very remoteness of tradition itself is one of moder-
nity’s primary myths?

Whether or not and in what sense this immanent core ex-
ists and can be mapped is one question. And whether, as a global 
metaphysical fact, absence or negativity is ontologically prior to 
positivity is a different question. This is a case of negative dialec-
tics, in which a positive is potentially thought of in terms of the rel-
evant negative(s). The difference is that usually negatives are not 
construed as ‘thing-like’, and in this case the effort is to give prior-
ity to the absence-of-the-object, itself construed as object-like.

The relevant thing here is that the connection to the essential 
qualities of the world has never been directly available to us. It 
has always been there, but it has always been something that we 
have to find without a fixed map, since the location of the essen-
tial qualities of the world is different for every person. There is no 
shortcut, no way to get there fast. We can find things quickly, but 
we cannot find the meaning of things all that quickly, and a world 
made of things without meaning is a world made of relationships 
of production that have no productive use. 

The meaning of things is never going to be located in a fixed 
place – you can know that a given thing exists, and you can know 
that this given thing has a meaning. But as to what the mean-
ing of the thing is, it is never revealed outright. The meaning has 
to be produced simultaneously in the object and in the subject, 
a single use map that binds the thing to its contextual ontologi-
cal qualities. The thing will never be the same thing twice; the 
map that leads you there cannot be used by anyone else because 
it charts a trajectory that describes the relationship between the 
thing and he who perceives it. The subject and object are fused 
in a moment.

Julieta 
All images courtesy of Julieta Aranda

Worldchronicle



89

a.antonopoulou.art 
www.aaart.gr 
T: +30 210 3214994 info@aaart.gr 
Mark Hadjipateras 
(May 12 - June 22) 
The Best of the Year group exhibition  
(June 27 - July 27, September 5 - end of September)

A.D. Alpha Delta Gallery 
www.adgallery.gr 
T: +30 210 3228785 ad@otenet.gr 
Daniel  
(May 2 - June 16) 
Nelly’s  
(June 20 - July 28) 
Steve Gianakos   
(September 12 - November 17)

Andreas Melas & Helena Papadopoulos 
melaspapadopoulos.com 
T: +30 210 3251881 gallery@melaspapadopoulos.
com 
Dirk Bell GRID(love)R with Frederic Detjens and 
Marcus Steinweg  
(March 15 - May 12) 
Kostas Sahpazis   
(May 23 - July 31) 
Liz Deschenes / Charlotte Posenenske  
(September 12 - November 10)

ATOPOS Contemporary Visual Culture 
www.atopos.gr 
T: +30 210 8838151, +30 210 5242004 info@atopos.
gr 
Boris Hoppek Full of Love 
(May - June)

Batagianni Gallery 
www.batagiannigallery.com 
T: +30 210 3618188 info@batagiannigallery.com 
Group exhibition (Vasilis Vasilakakis, Filippos 
Tsitsopoulos, Giorgos Harvalias, Panos 
Charalampous, George Hadjimichalis, among 
other participating artists)  
(April 26 - June 23) 
Lena Athanasopoulou 
(September)

Bernier / Eliades 
www.bernier-eliades.gr 
T: +30 210 3413936, +30 210 3413937 bernier@
bernier-eliades.gr 
Carroll Dunham 
(April 26 - May 24) 
Katerina Zacharopoulou 
(May 31 - July 5) 
Gilbert & George 
(October 4 - November 15) 
Dionisis Kavallieratos 
(November 22 - January 3)

cheapart 
www.cheapart.gr 
T: +30 210 3817517 info@cheapart.gr 
Nikos Artemis  
This Is Not a Love Song_Opera di Bestia  
(May 11 - June 2) 

Eleni Koroneou Gallery 
www.koroneougallery.com 
T: +30 210 3411748 info@koroneougallery.gr 
Group exhibition (Tom Burr, Manfred Pernice, 
Andreas Slominski, Cosima von Bonin, Cerith 
Wyn Evans, Kitty Kraus, Klara Liden, Nick Mauss, 
Sergej Jensen) 
(April 5 - May 26) 
Summer show (please contact the gallery for more 
information) 
(June - September)

Elika Gallery 
www.elikagallery.com 
T: +30 210 3618045 welcome@elikagallery.com 
Leonidas Giannakopoulos, Gregory Grozos (Double 
solo exhibition) 
(April 24 - June 2) 
Group exhibition (please contact the gallery for 
more information) 
(June 7 - July 14)

Fizz Gallery 
www.fizzgallery.gr 
T: +30 210 3607598 info@fizzgallery.gr 
Summer show (please contact the gallery for more 
information) 
(June - September)

Gagosian Gallery 
www.gagosian.com 
T: +30 210 3640215 athens@gagosian.com 
Dan Colen Blowin’ in the Wind 
(April 5 - May 25)

Ileana Tounta Contemporary Art Center 
www.art-tounta.gr 
T: +30 210 6439466 ileanatounta@art-tounta.gr 
Maro Michalakakos I Would Prefer Not To 
(March 29 - May 26) 
Summer group show (please contact the gallery for 
more information) 
(May 31 - September 22)

Kalfayan Galleries 
www.kalfayangalleries.com 
T: +30 210 7217679 info@kalfayangalleries.com 
Summer group show (please contact the gallery for 
more information) 
(June - September)

Kappatos Gallery 
www.kappatosgallery.com 
T: +30 210 3217931 gallery@kappatosgallery.com 
Lynda Benglis Part One: New Works on Paper  
(April 5 - May 31)

K-art Gallery 
www.k-art.gr 
T: +30 211 4013877 info@k-art.gr 
Narcissism group exhibition (Vanessa 
Anastasopoulou, Efi Asteri, Emmanouil Bitsakis, 
Dionisis Christofilogiannis, Martin Donef, Christos 
Kotsoulas [Capten], Dimitris Tataris, Eriphyli Veneri) 
(April 26 - June 9)

Loraini Alimantiri / Gazon Rouge 
www.gazonrouge.com 
T: +30 210 8837909 info@gazonrouge.com 
The Magic Circle 
(March 10 - May 12)

Medusa 
www.medusaartgallery.com 
T: +30 210 7244552 medusa7@otenet.gr 
Lina Bebi In Her Own Way  
(April 26 - June 2) 
Best 2011-2012 (Yannis Tzermias, Eleni Zouni, 
Maria Vlandi, Lina Bebi) 
(June 7 – October 30)

Qbox  
www.qbox.gr 
T: +30 211 1199991 info@qbox.gr 
Pavlos Nikolakopoulos Instant Repetition Pets 
(April 26 - June 30)

Rebecca Camhi 
www.rebeccacamhi.com 
T: +30 210 5233049 gallery@rebeccacamhi.com 
Angelo Plessas Community Center - The Angelo 
Foundation  
(June 12 - September 18)

TheArtFoundation TAF 
www.theartfoundation.gr 
T: +30 210 3238757 info@theartfoundation.gr 
Group exhibitions: 
Once Upon a Sponge  
(May 10 - June 16) 
Utopraxia, Ecophenomena 
(June 21 – September 2)

The Breeder  
www.thebreedersystem.com 
T: +30 210 3317527 gallery@thebreedersystem.
com 
Mindy Shapero  
(March 29 - June) 
Jennifer Rubell  
(June - September)

Vamiali’s 
www.vamiali.net 
T: +30 210 5228968 info@vamiali.net 
Happy Break #4, #5, #6 
(May - September)

XIPPAS Gallery 
www.xippas.com 
T: +30 210 3319333 athens@xippas.com 
(please contact the gallery for more information)

Zoumboulaki 
www.zoumboulakis.gr 
T: +30 210 3608278 galleries@zoumboulakis.gr 
Danae Stratou It’s Time to Open the Black Boxes! 
(April 19 - May 19) 
Marina Karella 
(May 24 - June 16) 
Kindergarden group exhibition 
(June 21 - June 20)

ATHENS GALLERIES aND INSTITUTIONS
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Inevitably, we’ve started this section with Yorgos V. Makris, 
the author of Proclamation No. 1, which advocates blowing up the 
Parthenon. On 18th of November 1944, just a month after the end 
of the German occupation of Greece, this Proclamation, signed by 
the UASA (Union of Aesthetic Saboteurs of Antiquities), became 
public. The chief of this ad hoc and artistically-driven organisation 
was the poet and writer Yorgos V. Makris. He was, at the time, an 
obscure personality known to the Athens ‘creative’ circle mainly 
through encounters and discussions at different homes and cafés 
in the centre of Athens, such as the Byzantium, a renowned meet-
ing place for intellectual misfits. Suggesting the destruction of one 
of Greece’s most important and treasured historic sites seemed 
like a completely non-patriotic, immoral and transgressive ges-
ture; however, it captured the interest of several marginal intel-
lectuals who most probably found in it a refuge from the tyranny 
of history and the absolutism of various ideologies. It was neither 
a manifest nor a set of guidelines for a violent act, but more of an 
artistic/performative text signalling a desire for the liberation of 
sacred archetypes that could easily be – and were – abused so as 
to serve conflicting purposes and propagandas. 

The Parthenon was the primary symbol for the reconstitution 
of Greece, suffering the effects of poverty and war, and a focus for 
national morale. It also symbolised the development of the tourism 
industry, while serving as a solid excuse for all the iniquities hap-
pening in its shadow. Makris and his team seemed to be against 
the void-like admiration and the emotionally sterile confrontation 
of an historic monument – while the political, social and aesthetic 
destruction of Athens could take place uninterrupted at its feet, 
but not seem to touch the Parthenon itself. This Proclamation was 
more of an urgent call for genuine action by the living, or even an 
accusation of society; it was not, in any sense, urging the actual 
destruction of the Parthenon. 

We came across Makris for the first time not through a literary 
encyclopedia but through a book dedicated to youth culture that 
chronicles rock’n’roll in Greece from 1945 to 1990 by Manolis Dal-
oukas. This book was published in 2006; since then, our research 
has led us to some of his friends, from whom we learned more sto-
ries and found out more about his scripts. We also came across 
rare writings about him. The late Leonidas Christakis, a key fig-
ure in the libertarian underground intellectual circle, wrote ex-
tensively about Makris, even if sometimes he manipulated events 
with his own projections of reality. It is strange to think that in a 
country like Greece, personalities like Yorgos V. Makris and many 
of his fellow artists, writers and poets never found their place in 
the official history. A peculiarly strong bond between politics and 
the intelligentsia left the people that did not identify clearly with a 
specific political ideology at the margins. Free spirits, anti-heroes, 
arts illusionists, independent beings and their acts were all seam-

lessly forgotten. 
In that spirit, it is interesting to add that the proclamation by 

Makris, suggesting the destruction of the Parthenon, followed the 
heavily heroic gesture of Apostolos Santas and Manolis Glezos who 
took down the Nazi flag from the Parthenon on 31st of May 1941, 
during the German occupation of Greece. This act gave courage to 
Greeks to fight against the conqueror and as a consequence the two 
partners went to prison where they were tortured. However, Glezos 
went on to become an emblem of resistance in Greece and later re-
deemed his suffering through a long career in politics, first as the 
deputy and then as the president of the communist party EDA and 
also the socialist party PASOK when it came to power.  Makris, in 
contrast, is discussed by relatively few people, but in the light of 
recent events, including destructive acts by angry youth and an-
archists, maybe his oeuvre, if it becomes more popular, will serve 
as a good example for liberal young minds that cannot cope with 
the system – and thereby avoid many spectacular-looking, cata-
strophic gestures. Radical, big gestures are usually looking for an 
audience. Destructive fires such as the recent ones in Greece, for 
example, needed to be televised so as to have any kind of impact. 
This does not lead to concrete and fruitful change and development. 
The missing part is an imaginative distance. What makes the record 
of Greek ‘revolutionary’ gestures weak is that it neglects the role of 
culture and imagination within the society. Adopting an imagina-
tive distance from an event can sometimes, perhaps, be more effec-
tive than any other gestural destruction, and thus artists of any kind 
can act as constructive agents of historical change.    

After all, Makris and his friends were – as stated in one of his 
poems – the forerunners of chaos.

“We are the crazy dreamers of the earth, with the fiery heart and 
the frantic eyes... we are the forerunners of chaos.”   

“He lived without home, without profession, without academ-
ic titles or rewards, without published record of his writings in a 
society submissive to the idea of property, power and illegitimate 
titles,” writes the poet E.H. Gonatas in the introductory note to the 
only book on the writings of George Makris, which was published 
long after his death, in 1986. During his life (1923-1968) Makris never 
tried to publish anything; he did though keep a large archive of dia-
ries and letters, as well as a collection of poems and texts of his own.  
Following the Socratic method, he loved conversation and interac-
tion. Many artists of the period considered him their mentor despite 
his young age.  On 31st of January 1968 he jumped off the roof terrace 
of his apartment building. An anecdotal story says that when the 
porter – who saw him going upstairs – asked him if he needed any-
thing he replied: “ No, no worries, I am coming down right away.” 
Makris was capable of holding on to his sardonic humor and his 
anti-heroic vibe until the very last moment of his life.  

tradition

We are grateful to Manolis Daloukas, Alexis Christakis and 
Panos Koutrouboussis for lending us Makris’s archives and for 
providing information and help. We would also like to thank all 

the contributors to this section.

 by Marina Fokidis

In our efforts to reinvestigate the  ‘South tradition’ on our own terms and to 
renegotiate the models we choose to follow, we have opened up a space here in 
which to present southern myths. Dark or popular, cult or mainstream, people or 
situations, texts or projects – these are all essential components of our tradition.

tradition

A Tribute To The  
“Parthenon Bomber”

Yorgos Vassiliou Makris artist, 
poet, writer (1923-1968)
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Yorgos V. Makris and the Idealisation of Ruins
The destruction of the Acropolis has been a rather fa-

miliar fiction for Athenians. The avant-garde poet Nicolas 
Calas in his 1933 poem “Acropolis” creates a very powerful 
image of the Acropolis lying in ruins amidst heaps of gar-
bage, empty film canisters, lost coins etc. Much later, the 
prose writer Christos Vakalopoulos in his 1988 story “24 
Hours for the Acropolis” describes the Acropolis “crum-
bling suddenly and leaving its last breath in a cloud of 
smoke”. One could list several other, lesser-known exam-
ples in Greek literature.1 Most recently, my 2011 book The 
Parthenon Bomber continues this lineage by telling the story 
of a present-day bomber of the Parthenon2. In my book the 
Parthenon is shattered and the building of a “new-Parthe-
non” is commissioned in its place.

The Parthenon Bomber, 2010  
(Greek and French editions)

But the familiarity of a destroyed Acropolis is not only 
a fictional eventuality. In some sense it has become a reality 
of everyday life. During the last couple of years, European 
and local media have been correlating the Acropolis with 
the current financial and social crisis, making the image of 
a ruined Parthenon a metaphor for a dystopic future.

                                                   

Focus, September 2011, The Economist,  
January 2011

TA NEA, October 2011

 
As Yannis Hamilakis so eloquently puts it: “For people 

living in the southern end of the Balkan peninsula, classi-
cal antiquity was never purely an abstract entity, a concept 
that scholars and western travelers would evoke in their 
writings and travelogues. For them, it always was a materi-
al and physical presence, a visible and touchable reality, in 
the shape of ruined buildings, scattered objects, shattered 
fragments of pottery and stone.”3 

It is this reality of ‘living monuments’ that brings us 
close to the idealisation of ruins. The architectural rem-
nants of the classical era are not valued as fragmentary 
remains of a past that once existed in a completed state of 
perfection. The present-day monument is perfect only as a 
ruin. In a ruinous state. It is this notion of ‘valuable ruins’ 
that defines the ideology of contemporary restoration ef-
forts. This ideology is not unfamiliar to Makris, and has 
not escaped his criticism.

In a lesser-known untitled passage contained in the an-
thology of Makris’s work (Writings, 1986) he writes:

The Ideal Shatters 
 by Christos Chrissopoulos

For those of us living at the foot of the Acropolis hill, or even further out, under the 
metaphoric shadow it casts all over Greece, the message of Yorgos V. Makris’s  

iconoclastic Proclamation No. 1 does not sound all that shiver-inducing

tradition

Sharing as we do the aesthetic and philosophical view of destruction 
and the mortality of the form of beings that are part of the context of 
life’s consummation;

Being determined to destroy the Parthenon with the ultimate aim of 
surrendering it to true eternity, i.e. the unconscious and latent 
potential of the automatic transmutation of matter which we misguidedly 
call a ‘loss’;

Detesting the temporal and historical entrenchment of the Acropolis as 
something unheard of and foreign to life;

Feeling that eternity in art is only really needed during its creation;

Understanding that while Phidias invested the work with a temporal and 
historical aspect, this is still insignificant in the context of eternity 
which, thanks to its powers of volition and its dynamism, knows no 
duration and one second is no different to three billion centuries since 
these are only meaningful to individuals and nobody cares about the 
number of these individuals;

Hating National Tourism and the nightmarish folklore literature around 
it;

Believing that we are committing an artistically superior act and 
convinced not only that all this false and laughable survival can’t 
be compared – even if it is found to be lacking – with a single minute 
of energetic action and pleasure but that it is actually artistically 
harmful in fostering amateur tourists and eunuchs.

WE DECIDE
To set as our aim the blowing up of ancient monuments and the promotion 
of propaganda against them.

Our first act of destruction shall be the blowing up of the Parthenon, 
which is literally suffocating us.

This proclamation only aims to provide some sense of our purpose. It is 
a missile that begins with a few targets to reach more, but only seeks 
to gain a few adherents.

Yorgos Vassiliou Makris
Chief Organiser, UASA (Union of Aesthetic Saboteurs of Antiquities) 
November 1944

Proclamation No. 1

tradition
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Great Square (Grosser Platz) in Albert Speer’s 
plan for Germania

Albert Speer and Hermann Goering inspecting the 
Germania model

Professor Frangiski Abatzopoulou has hypothesised 
that Makris’s Proclamation serves as a violent protest 
against the desecration of the “sacred hill” (as the Acropo-
lis is called in vernacular Greek) by the Nazi swastika dur-
ing the Nazi occupation of Athens. Such a claim is not that 
far-stretched if we consider the date of the Proclamation 
(November 1944, soon after the liberation of Athens) and 
the fact that Makris was detained in a prison camp as a 
POW during the Nazi occupation of Greece 5. 

Nevertheless, Makris is constructing a more funda-
mental critique of modernity. He criticises the aspiration of 
permanence and the folly of inevitability that are common 
to every modern political paradigm (including National 
Socialism and communism). In the Proclamation he says 
clearly that the Parthenon will be destroyed so that “it is 
delivered to essential eternity”. It is as if history is thus 
ended. This end is only conceivable if one regards history 
as a linear movement in time, leading to some distant tran-
scendental end. In this manner, Makris becomes the stron-
ger advocate of that which he seems to be destroying: an 
idea of history that is close to the ancient notion of cyclical 
rebirth. The Parthenon should be left to rot – or we are go-
ing to put a violent end to its existence. Here lies the funda-
mentally optimistic, truly humanitarian vision of Makris: 
only if the Parthenon is left to die will something new and 
equally grand have a chance of appearing in its place. 

Maybe we should listen to the deeper meaning of his 
message.
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 1 	 See: Vassilios Lambropoulos, 
“Unbuilding the Acropolis in Greek 
Literature” in Susan Stephens and 
Phiroze Vasunia, eds.: Classics and 
National Culture, (Oxford University 
Press, 2009)

2	 Christos Chrissopoulos, The Parthenon 
Bomber, (Kastaniotis, 2010)

3 	 Hamilakis, Y. 2009. Indigenous 
Hellenisms/indigenous modernities: 
Classical antiquity, materiality, and 
modern Greek society. In G. Boys-
Stones, B. Graziosi and Ph. Vasunia 
(eds), The Oxford Handbook of Hellenic 
Studies. (Oxford: OUP, pp. 19-31)

4	 Yorgos V. Makris, Writings, (Estia, 1986)

5 	 See Christos Chrissopoulos, The 
Parthenon Bomber, (Kastaniotis, 2010)

“[…] (The enviable ancient ruins that have 
always fascinated travelers so much 
were and always are close there… 
With enigmatic gleams of cold style
one feels the statues prowling the end
worrying about their eternity
while the columns tired from standing straight
desire to sleep and fall down in pieces
but then again, there are those restoration works) [..]”4

In this short piece Makris makes a very poignant cri-
tique of what is commonly referred to in Greece as “the 
marbles”. Makris points to the fact that ruins are treasured 
in their ruinous condition and archaeologists strive to pre-
serve them in that condition. The consequences are three-
fold:  1) ideas of rebuilding/recreating monuments in their 
actual historical form are rejected as sacrilegious; 2) any 
further destruction is painstakingly avoided; and 3) exist-
ing monuments are restored so that they become aestheti-
cally pleasing.

This last consequence means ancient ruins are restored 
according to aesthetic and political principles, eliminating 
any elements of ‘dissonance’. In the case of the Acropo-
lis, this means that the monuments are restored without 
consideration being given to traces of colour, remnants of 
other cultures (e.g. Islamic, Christian) and other uses (e.g. 
evidence of the Parthenon being used as a church, mosque, 
fortress etc.). In fact, the image of the original Parthenon 
would be considered repulsively kitsch according to con-
temporary tastes.

The original colours of the Parthenon

Images from the restoration 
of the Acropolis monuments

In nearly literal terms, our age is creating a ‘new Acrop-
olis’. An Acropolis of purely classical, white marbled ru-
ins.

One could even argue that the idealisation of ruins as 
reflected in contemporary restoration practices is not pro-
tecting the historical character of monuments but —  on 
the contrary — it is erasing any sense of historicity. The 
restored monument is an ahistorical artefact destined to 
remain unaffected by the passage of time.

 
Makris knew this, and he states in the Proclamation: 

“[…] Despising the temporal and historic consolidation of 
the Acropolis as something unprecedented and foreign 
to life. Feeling the necessary need of eternity in art, solely 
during the time of creation […]”. 

These ideas are not new though. They were exempli-
fied at the beginning of the twentieth century by Albert 
Speer’s “Ruin Value Theory” (Ruinenwerttheorie). Speer’s 
theory assumes that a building must be designed and con-
structed in such a way that, when it finally collapses, it 
becomes an aesthetically pleasing ruin which will survive 
for long periods without any need for maintenance. Speer’s 
ideal is traced back to Greek and Roman antiquity, the ar-
chitectural remains of which Hitler considered examples 
of high culture. The pinnacle was the Acropolis. Speer 
used it as an example in the four-year programme of 1937-
1941, including a photo of the Parthenon with the caption: 
“The stone monuments of antiquity demonstrate, in their 
current state, the superiority of natural building materi-
als.” According to the ideas of Speer, Germania (as Berlin 
would be renamed as a capital of the Third Reich), was to 
be constructed of stone, with the prediction that over the 
centuries its buildings would create an “archaeological 
park” showcasing the grandeur of Nazi culture.
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