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How William Blake Saved Documenta
“For futurologists all times are the present” (Darius Mikšys)

One of my friends told me that she had a dream last night in which she went to the opening of documenta and
somehow managed to break the most precious paintings and sculptures and everything else. She didn’t know
how she did it. Me neither—she looks so tiny. All the pieces fell down in such a terrible way that no one could
reconstruct them ever after. In the dream, she nearly burst into tears at the thought that, somehow, she managed
to destroy all the best pieces by the best artists in the whole world (she nearly said the best world). Naturally, she
was scared in her dream. Not for herself, of course (or so she told me), but because she felt that her actions were
not unlike those of the Nazis—she had destroyed priceless pieces of art. And in this way she had added new value
to the phrase “Mission Accomplished”, which was also the title of Bush’s scandalous speech on the deck of USS
Abraham Lincoln.
As the ﬁrst documenta was organised as a direct and obvious comment on the infamous Nazi propaganda
exhibition Degenerate Art (Entartete Kunst) held in 1937, my friend thought that she had destroyed all
documenta’s efforts. Although we could have had the obvious discussion about the differences between her
actions and those of the Nazis, I asked her instead which documenta it was that she had dreamt of? When it
actually took place every ﬁve years, she never went to documenta.
“So what happened next in you dream?” I asked her to ﬁnish her nightmare out of pure curiosity.
“I went to the past,” she said, “to change the present.”
“And the future,” she added.
To go to the past you have to go to the future ﬁrst (but who wants to go to the future, again?), as time
machines exist in the future only. Unless, you use inter-personal mythology or ﬁction as the time machine. For
example, Victor Vasarely, who, beside everything else, also participated in documenta 1, was always saying that he
was born in 1705 instead of 1906. This slight difference of 201 years might look tiny and trivial if you take it as a
joke. But what would his mom say about this?
In the same bizarre way that she had smashed all the works of art, my friend went to the future and then, using
the time machine of course, to the past. There she realised she went too far as she appeared on Orson Welles
1938 radio adaptation of H.G. Wells’ classic novel The War of the Worlds, in the episode where Welles played
recordings of Herbert Morrison’s radio reports of the 1937 Hindenburg disaster. But in all this, all she could
remember was the text of a radio advertisment, which she said she could repeat by heart. She did so and here is
what she heard:
I would like to invite you to participate in the speculative-imaginary
project that will take the form of a special supplement of A Prior magazine
(Brussels). What I would like to ask from you is very simple—please send me a
brief proposal for the documenta exhibition in Kassel. Together with 19 other
proposals, your idea will comprise an individual publication of 32 pages,
black and white, 5000 copies, to be distributed for free at Art Brussels and
documenta 12. It is scheduled to be released in mid-April of this year.
The deadline for your proposal is very close—it has to be received by March
15, yet there is a certain advantage to having this shortage of days to
think. The time span that your proposal should address is rather indeﬁnite.
Any documenta—whether it is the ﬁrst one in 1955 or the last one in 2002 or
the 19th one in 2042 [...]—is at your disposal. In classic Sci-Fi tradition,
wherein time-travelling manipulations of the past may change the future (like
the narratology of La Jetée or Terminator), travelling in the future may also
affect the past. Please feel free to navigate past or future extensively while
changing the course of events that have passed and those to come.
Moreover we do not have to stick to the linear notion of time. We can multiply
documenta in parallel dimensions of time and alter it irreversibly (the
content of this project is not going to be in any way negotiated or authorised

by documenta authorities.) Please do not forget to acknowledge (or construct)
the position in time, which your proposal is coming from. For instance, you
can shoot your idea from the nineteenth century straight to the ʼ50s or come
from the future to Okwui Enwezorʼs hands via today. To make things easier
(and to save your time), together with Dexter Sinister who will design
the publication, we have devised a special template for your proposal. It
indicates both the temporal or historic position of the addressee as well as
the sender. It is attached as a pdf ﬁle to my message. Please ﬁll it in and
send it back to us. We will be very happy to receive it (on time.) Thanks a
lot. If you have any questions, do not hesitate to contact me.
Very much looking forward to hearing from you soon...
easy,
rai
P.S. Although we all know that documenta is an exhibition of art, I assume
your proposal does not have to include only art work(s)—it could develop as a
curatorial, strategic, political or administrative idea. However, given that
art is rapidly converging with other human spheres and services, I would not
like you to specify whether yours is an artistic or para-artistic project.
Enjoy your trip!

Suddenly, after this, she realised that it was now her time to talk: “Hello to all the fans of Sci-Fi, this is me!”
she introduced herself to the invisible and mute audience. And suddenly, the past perfect tense of real and
ﬁctitious reality and history shifted to the past, present and future-past tenses in non-obligatory order.
The presenter was William Blake and the audience call was by Laurence Weiner.
Was this a case of all times being present tense and active wherever the radio was switched on? If yes, what
happened when the listeners switched it on or off (she was sure many of them did so as the show was more than
weird)? If phones could teleport you in Matrix, then why can’t radios or magazines or exhibitions do it?
Then she thought about listeners and became one of them. She chose not to think about anything as she
was afraid to think about something unpleasant and to become it. Instead, she thought about pleasures and
she became something pleasant. Then she thought that she ﬁnally had a power. And she realised that the time
machine, as a possibility to legitimize history and the present by re-enactments, impersonations and timetravelling, could help her to shift the power relations we have. Also it could help to re-position not only ﬁctional
or historical ﬁgures and events of the past, but also to add more ﬁgures to the game. To the present. To reality.
Then she went back to the ﬁrst scene of her dream. No art pieces fell down this time. My friend couldn’t wait
for her next dream now. She said she missed William Blake a lot.
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Victor_Vasarely. Last accessed April 2, 2007

Report
“It was a dark and stormy night, I was standing on the
deck, the ship was sinking. The captain said to me,
‘Tell me a story my son,’ and so I began. ‘It was a dark
and stormy night, I was standing on the deck, the ship
was sinking. The captain said to me, “Tell me a story
my son,” and so I began.’ ”
“I’m not interested in time travel per se,”
says Douglas. “I’m interested in entanglement,
simultaneity. A type of travel.”
“Einstein spent the rest of his life ﬁghting this
‘spooky action at a distance,’” warns the Professor. “As
soon as you measure one, the other changes. How do
they know what is happening to each other? There’s
nothing that shows the two are connected.”
“Quantum entanglement is when you have
two particles locked in a polar relationship, which
means their electrons have opposite spins,” says
Constantinos, “but you cannot know a priori the spin
of both until you measure one. As soon as you measure
one you instantly know the state of the other.”
“According to a certain probability, it is here
and there at the same time,” says the Professor. “You
cannot predict where the entangled particle goes.”
“Can we say the same of traveling?” asks Douglas.
“You could never calculate or choose where or
when to end up, past or future. The result would be
completely random. Some physicists believe you
might evolve in a different universe entirely.” ª
The ship will hold together at just under light
speed because of its heavy atomic composition. It
was built in orbit or it wouldn’t exit our gravitational
situation. Since travel in the quantum realm from one
position hasn’t been possible, the only answer was
gravitational time dilation. So traveling in a straight
line slightly under light speed, we exit this solar
system and don’t turn around for what in our inertial
frame of reference will seem like a week or two. We
don’t know if we’ll return 1000 or 10,000 years
from now. It was challenging enough calculating a
return to this galaxy and solar system. But if we didn’t
team up with the Japanese to do this now, mainland
space-time labs would do it ﬁrst, or NASA. We know
with this method there’s no going backwards, only
forwards. Another option was to stay put for a while
just outside the event horizon of a black hole, but that
got complicated, so instead we just go straight out and
then turn right around. But to answer your question
ﬁnally, no, I’m not troubled about not returning to
the present. ∏

“Nobody knows what spin this particle has, not
even the particle itself,” says the Professor.
“You make it sound as though the particles are
self-aware,” says Douglas.
“No, no, saying ‘the particle doesn’t even know’
makes it easy for students. Saying ‘the particle doesn’t
even know’ means it is not known to anyone,” says the
Professor.
“Let’s take two particles, entangled. Calling one
‘A’ and one ‘B’ causes problems because that implies
one comes before the other. So take particle Jonathan.
You measure Jonathan. Its twin Jane’s spin instantly
becomes clear,” begins the Professor. ø
“One is not a copy of the other?”
“No. But they’re fundamentally the same. The
problem is how the information produced by the
measurement of Jonathan here reached Jane there.
Regardless of distance, one changes instantly to the
state of the other.”
“So the speed would have to be ∞ high?” says
Douglas.
“Yes, ∞ high,” says the Professor.
“So there’s no reason to speak or think in terms of
distance traveled?”
“Yes, there is not.”
“And teleportation from particle to particle?” asks
Douglas. “If there is a faster-than-light speed, does
that mean that Jane is always already there? To teleport
does it mean I have to exist over there already?”
“You need the two entangled particles to make a
teleportation, but you are teleporting only a property,”
Constantinos laughs. “It only works with very small
objects. Carbon atoms.”
I thought that he had put some magic onto me. I
was very afraid of him. I realized that if I closed this
eye, he was here and if I closed this eye, he was there.
The fact is, he was both places at the same time. It was
me. I’m the one who did this. π
“For time travel, you almost need no theory of
general relativity,” says the Professor. “We know
that the Andromeda galaxy is about 2.5 million light
years away. This means when you look at it through a
telescope we are seeing right now what happened 2.5
million years ago. Remember that,” says the Professor.
“The time travel I’m interested in is not related to
visiting a past or future Earth,” says Douglas. º
“So you transmit the property but not the matter?”
Douglas wonders. ª
“That’s just saying that we learn about the
spin, the state of the electron, rather than an actual
characteristic,” says Constantinos. “‘So ‘condition’

might be a better word than ‘property.’”
“But ‘learn about’ and ‘transmit’ are not the same
thing,” says Douglas.
“Particle Jonathan is not copied to Jane,” says
Constantinos. “Jonathan ceases to display a condition.
The condition you decide to teleport is destroyed in
one system and just appears in the other. That’s how
entanglement enables teleportation.”
“The instruments register this?”
“Yes. But you cannot say the phenomenon existed
prior to conducting the experiment.”
“But that’s not to say that entanglement doesn’t
occur in nature?” Ω
“Any number of thought experiments will show
two or more quantum systems entangled at inﬁnite
distances. But this teleportation of properties must be
done in a total vacuum,” responds Constantinos.
“What’s your interest in this?” asks Douglas.
“What about the effect you have on another time
when you go there?” wonders Constantinos. “If I go to
the future and even if no one sees me at all, even if all I
do is observe, I still affect the future because, returning
to the past, I have learned something.” ∫
∏ Anonymous, Transcript from National
Space and Time Administration pre-ﬂight
brieﬁng, Taiwan (2047)
ø

documenta 12, an unprecedented success,
creates a collective nostalgia in the
hearts and minds of those attending
documenta 401.4, 2007 years in the
future. That nostalgia, properties of
electrophysiological activity in the
brain, are teleported back to attendees
of documenta 12, increasing their
appreciation for the present.” - D. Ross
(2007)

π

Unknown

º

“The most important effect, in the
eyes of the average individual, was that
light took a long time to pass through
a sheet of slow glass. A new piece was
always jet black because nothing had
yet come through, but one could stand
the glass beside, say, a woodland lake
until the scene emerged, perhaps a year
later. If the glass was then removed and
installed in a dismal city ﬂat, the ﬂat
would—for that year—appear to overlook
the woodland lake. During the year it
wouldnʼt be merely a very realistic but
still picture—the water would ripple in
sunlight, silent animals would come to
drink, birds would cross the sky, night
would follow day, season would follow
season. Until one day, a year later, the
beauty held in the subatomic pipelines
would be exhausted and the familiar gray
cityscape would reappear.” – B. Shaw,
“Light of Other Days” (1966)

Ω

∫

“With the death of that one caveman,
a billion others yet unborn are throttled
in the womb. Perhaps Rome never rises
on its seven hills. Perhaps Europe is
forever a dark forest, and only Asia
waxes healthy and teeming. Step on a
mouse and you crush the Pyramids. Step on
a mouse and you leave your print, like
a Grand Canyon, across Eternity. Queen
Elizabeth might never be born, Washington
might not cross the Delaware, there might
never be a United States at all. So be
careful. Stay on the Path. Never step
off!” - R. Bradbury, “A Sound of Thunder”
(1952)

ª

“Letʼs say in the future weʼve solved
the problem of indeterminacy within a
certain range of probability, say months.

“Say you are standing in some
exhibition looking at a Boris Mikhailov
photograph, or say you are staring down
the barrel of a riﬂe. Youʼd have no idea
that one of those particles bouncing into
your eye has been entangled since the big
bang with others up to 13,000,000,000
light-years away, no idea at all.” friend A
Douglas = Douglas Ross, artist, New York
Constantinos = Constantinos Melachrinos,
MIT ʼ08, Course 8 (Physics), Cambridge, MA
The Professor = Walter H.G. Lewin,
Professor of Physics, MIT, Cambridge, MA
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Dear Mr. Malasauskas,
In response to your request for a proposal
by John Fare for Documenta, we forward
you a document which might be relevant
for your project. Unfortunately, it is not
dated so we are unclear as to its context
but perhaps it will be of use to you.
Sincerely,
Management
The John Fare Estate
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Modiﬁed and compressed version of “The Trouble With Bubbles” a 1953 science ﬁction short story by
Philip K. Dick.

DVD (Documenta 495) will be an exhibition curated via spiritualists. All invitations to then deceased artists
will be realised via mediums, seeking all authorisations to display all artworks, commissioning some for new
works, and re-contextualising projects.
Short-circuiting the galleries assertion over moral ownership, and the ‘estates’ acting as the voice of dead
artists. We would go a step further and ask in 4422 directly the artists via ofﬁcially asserted mediums (who
DO discuss with the deceased – as a profession! Unlike the gallery who are unofﬁcial and pseudo mediums,
impostors, heretics from the guild of mediums, ventriloquist through the tomb of the artist).
A pre-deﬁned list of artists & artworks (that is, write an exhibition) will be drawn, artworks that were realised,
artworks that were to be realised, artworks in collections (sending a letter of authorisation signed by the
spiritualists asking for this work to be part of the exhibition, following the wish of the artist); ultimately asking
directly the artists for their authorisation (or not, shall they not agree). Hopefully the then director/curator
would complement an existing list of deceased contributors, as there would be a substantial amount of other
deceased potential contributors. The exhibition will be the accumulation of these artworks following precisely
the artists wish, and their responses will be compiled as the catalogue of the exhibition.

Far exceeding a teenager’s angst against the establishment and the art system that regulate an artist diffusion
long after his death (both of his thoughts, and his ‘products’ – artwork), & more than a criticism of the
SHITstem, to quote Johnny Rotten period PIL – absorbed back into the shitstem, this exhibition would be a
beautiful exhibition per se, and offer a sub layer into what constitute an exhibition. Ultimately, it would offer
the deceased artist the opportunity to speak directly via asserted medium: the medium would literally be the
medium of the exhibition, enabling the medium of the artwork to become very much what it is – an artwork!
As an artwork is always, physically, a medium!
DVD (Documenta 495) is a group exhibition realised 2415 years after the present XII exhibition, taking place
in the year 4422. As the title implies, this format (and probably all formats) will be irrelevant then.
Mathieu Copeland
www.mathieucopeland.net

Nathan Hull left his surface car and crossed the pavement on foot, snifﬁng the chill morning air. Robot
work-trucks were starting to rumble past. A vanishing headline caught his eye momentarily. He passed on
away from the corner, hands in his pockets, looking for Farleyʼs house. Past the usual Documenta Store with
its conspicuous motto: “Own Your Own World!” Down a short grass lined walk and onto a sloping tiltfront porch. Up three imitation marble stairs. Then Hull ﬂicked his hand before the code beam and the door
melted away.
The house was still. Hull found the ascent tube to the second ﬂoor and peered up. No sound. Warm air blew
around him, tinged with faint smells –smells of food and people and familiar objects. Had they gone? No, it
was only the third day; theyʼd be around someplace, maybe up on the roof terrace.
He ascended onto the second ﬂoor and found it also vacant. But distant sounds drifted to his ears. A tinkle of
laughter, a manʼs voice.
He tried a door at random, steeling himself. Sometimes during the third and fourth days the Documenta Contest parties got a little rough. The door melted, but the room was empty. Couches, empty glasses, exhausted
stimulant tubes, articles of clothing strewn everywhereIn a future where mankind has attempted to reach other intelligent life forms through space exploration, and
found nothing. In light of this yearning to connect with other life forms, people can buy a plastic bubble
known as a Worldcraft, the tagline of which reads “Own Your Own World!” The owner of the Worldcraft is
able to create a whole universe, controlling all the variables inherent to its development. Within the universe,
life forms just like humans exist.

�

Nathan Hull, attends the Documenta contest to judge who has created the best Worldcraft universe.
Lora, the winner of the contest turned on the bubble. It glowed, winking into brilliance. The room full of
people became silent, gazing up at the winning entry, the world that had taken the prize over all the other
comers
The inhabitants of the city came into sharp view. They hurried about their business, endless thousands of
them. In cars and on foot. Across spidery spans between buildings.
Lora held the Worldcraft bubble up high, breathing rapidly. She gazed around the room, her eyes bright and
inﬂamed, glittering unhealthily. The murmuring rose, sweeping up in excitement
The bubble smashed, bursting into a thousand pieces. Metal and glass, plastic parts, gears, struts, tubes, the
vital machinery of the bubble, splattered in all directions.
Pandemonium broke loose. All around the room other owners were smashing their worlds, breaking them
and crushing them, stamping on them, grinding the delicate control mechanisms underfoot. Men and woman
in a frenzy of abandon, quivering in an orgy of Dionysian lust. Crushing and breaking their carefully constructed worlds, one after another.
The bubbles seemed like a good idea, at ﬁrst. We couldnʼt leave terra so we built our own worlds right here.
Subatomic worlds in controlled containers. We start life going on a subatomic world, feed it problems to
make it evolve, try to raise it higher and higher. Itʼs certainly a creative pastime. Not a merely pastime viewing like television. In fact, world building is the ultimate art form. It takes the place of all entertainments, all
the passive sports as well as music and painting.
But something went wrong; at the beginning it was creative. Everybody bought a Worldcraft bubble and
built his own world. Moulded life. Controlled it. Competed with other to see who could achieve the most
advanced world.
And it solved another problem, the problem of leisure. With robots to work for us and robants to serve us.
Too much leisure. Nothing to do. That and the disappointment of ﬁnding our planet the only habitable planet
in the system.
But why? Sadism? No, not exactly. More a sort of curiosity. Power. Why does a child break things? Power,
again. We must never forget something. These worlds are like toy boats in a bath tub. Theyʼre surrogates,
not the actual thing.

Mariana Castillo Deball
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Documenta 00 will take place in a black hole
Documenta 00 will take place in a dark room
Documenta 00 will not take place in Kassel
Documenta 00 will take place today and tomorrow
Documenta 00 will happen in different places at different times
Documenta 00 will not be boring
Documenta 00 will not be a spectacle
Documenta 00 will show artists not represented by galleries or curators
Documenta 00 will have an emphasis on generating new production and thought
Documenta 00 will have 1000 guests in 1000 days
Documenta 00 will not show artists based in New York, Paris, Berlin, London, Amsterdam, Los Angeles, Mexico City, Sao Paulo
Documenta 00 might take place in Castro Street in San Francisco circa 1977
Documenta 00 could take the form of various issues of Pablo Internacional Magazine
Documenta 00 might happen in an ipod, mobile phone, you tube, google or gayromeo
Documenta 00 will not show videos that last more than 5 minutes
Documenta 00 will not show artists documenting conflicts or doing clay pots
Documenta 00 will not be a laboratory
Documenta 00 should not be curated by an artist
Documenta 00 will not happen in Caracas or be a project in solidarity with the revolutionary process in contemporary Venezuela
Documenta 00 will not introduce Turkish immigrants to Bataille
Documenta 00 will not exoticize or patronize artists from non European or non north American locations
Documenta 00 will introduce new artistic disciplines, including guacamole curating and synchronized swiming disco
Documetna 00 visitors will have to wear a Parangole
Documenta 00 will not have an opening or a closing date
Documenta 00 wil not have a heavy catalogue
Documenta 00 will.
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Pablo Leon de la Barra
March 19, 1972
�������������������������������������������
��������

��������������������������������

��������������������������������

�
�������������������������������������������
��������

��������������������������������

�����������������������
����� ����������
������������ �
����������������������
������∞
∞�

������
�������������������
����������������� ������
������

�������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������������������������������

** DRAFT ** DO NOT CIRCULATE ** DRAFT **

Documenta 20
June–September 2047
Exhibition Preliminary Proposal
Prepared by the late-Sofía Hernández Chong Cuy
Last updated: March 15, 2038, New York

Towards the end of the twentieth century, different notions of “context” were inherently part of the experience and understanding of contemporary art.1 The role of the
artist, as well as of the curator and ultimately the art institution, included the
formal and discursive articulation of the artwork by openly presenting the intentionality of the artist, the histories of the place where he or she had produced a work,
and the meaning of its exhibition, sometimes these were part of the same move. Commonly referred to the site-speciﬁcity of the art, the meaning of the artwork existed
in this exchange and belief system. The meaning of the art and its experience (an
event itself) largely depended on the relevance of its context—-its relevance, as it
was articulated—-and on the so-called quality of relations that it engaged or generated with the public. A new type of public for contemporary art emerged: the cultural
tourist. Is the context of art something of the past? Can it be understood historically and ahistorically?
Documenta 20 “revisits” some of the thesis, artists, and projects presented in past
versions of Documenta, and engages contemporary artists to offer the public new experiences through a series of trips in search for the meaning of context. The form of
the exhibition is itinerant. The meeting point is displaced from the gallery space(s)
traditionally provided by the city of Kassel, Germany. Instead, the exhibition takes
place worldwide, with art projects developed and experienced in artist studios in
their own city or, with participating post-studio artists, at cafes or other meeting
points arranged in advance. International airports in host cities present Documenta
Terminals, new, functioning airline terminals especially commissioned to a group of
architects. Over 50 cities host airports with Documenta Terminals worldwide, with every continent participating. These terminals are considered the entry and departure
points of the exhibition.

�

The experience of the Documenta 20 exhibition can be tailored depending on the hours
or days, the route or the context that the visitor would like to experience. The entire exhibition can be “revisited” in 3 intensive days. Routes can be regional or
inter-continental, or a combination of both. In short, the public can create their
own route (commonly known as a travel package) on the Documenta 20 website or at any
Documenta Terminal. Thanks to major corporate sponsorships from Easy Jet and Jet Blue
Airlines, admission (travel) tickets are highly subsidized and departing times at most
airports are every hour, between 10am-10pm.
Flights to-and-fro contexts are in airplanes with interior design, culinary experiments, live performances, and multi-media presentations and games, including a selection of curated ﬁlm screenings, web-video public programs and conferences, commissioned to a group of artists, designers, chefs and scholars.

1

Context is deﬁ ned as the set of circumstances or facts that surround a particular event, situation,
etcetera. The origins of the word date to the fourteenth century, but records show that it has not been
used in speech or in print since ca. 2010.
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Now that China has ﬁnally collapsed after the nuclear attack by United Korea, India has reinforced its position as the
world’s leading democracy and knowledge society. The Indian art-and-thought market is renowned for its conceptual
and visual sophistication and for its exemplary integration in public social life.
It is allished ready a well-estabtradition for Documenta to graft itself onto existing structures and networks in the
world’s leading ﬁnancial and cultural centres. What could be more natural than to invite the itinerant event to Kolkata
four years from now?
The scope of the exhibition is well suited for the re-commissioned supra-modernist pavilions of the Maidan in the
very centre of Kolkata, where in the old days more than a million people used to gather for political manifestations
and religious festivals. The Circular Maglev Hub in the Chowringhee would be the physical point of entry for the
event, whereas the Asiatic Society Analysis Centre at Park Street would handle its informational dimensions.
While Documenta should keep its identity separate from leading institutions such as the KolMoCA and ArtBangla,
there are countless possibilities for fruitful in-depth interaction -- artistically and intellectually -- with the Kolkata
contemporary art and education scene. Not to mention the potential for collaboration with the buoyant corporate
sector in Bengal.

�

AK Curatorial Solutions Inc. hereby offers to assume full responsibility for the contents, logistics and publicising of
Documenta 20 in Kolkata 2047. We understand that the ﬁnancial terms must be settled in separate negotiations with
Documenta Inc.

Anders Kreuger

Shantiniketan, 28 March 2043
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This proposal was shelved after I died unexpectedly in 2021. Now I have again
reached an age where I am able to curate this exhibition and all of the other elements
are also in place to execute this idea.
The project is based on the works of the American theorist Donna Haraway and it was
conceived in 2015 after the passing of her companion, Cayenne Pepper. When that
dog died it was clear that grief could be assuaged by the simple process of cloning.
Later when Haraway was preparing for death it was equally clear that a fascinating
possibility was presenting itself to extend her work beyond the arbitrary conﬁnes of
the grave. To put it simply, I spliced some of the theorist’s dna with that of her favourite animal companion and created a beautiful, highly intelligent mongrel.
The exhibition proposal itself is simple. A virus was released in 2017 which affects
proteins on the surface of human brain cells called cannabinoid receptors. The proteins are most dense in regions of the brain involved with thinking and memory, attention and control of movement. The virus induces an extreme form of synasthesia in
which intimations of divinity are common. It can be spread through the exchange of
bodily ﬂuids – a basic kiss or the lick of an affectionate animal is enough to pass it on.
However, the effects of the virus remain dormant until activated by an encounter with
a ﬁsh toxin (from the Red Sea ﬂatﬁsh Pardachirus marmoratus).

�

The virus was deliberately released in the international art community where, or
course, kissing is one of the most prevalent habits and it’s now estimated that at least
85% of the total population of Europe has been infected. Numbers are hazier for
world-wide penetration...
The exhibition will consist of two rooms. In the ﬁrst there will be a genealogy of
early robotics. A collection of some of the key robotic arms has been secured for loan,
including the Unimate, Rancho, Tentacle and SCARA arms. Stanford’s ﬁrst mobile
robot ‘Shakey’ is also available for loan.
In the second room, Donna Cayenne IV will welcome visitors and encourage them
to eat a sugar lump dosed with the ﬁsh toxin. At that point the otherwise empty room
will be transformed for the the majority of the audience (although the synaesthesic
effect is extreme – walls will appear to melt in strawberry trumpet blasts for instance
– it persists for no more than 7 hours).
The catalogue for the exhibition will be a mutated tomato impregnated with historical
texts by Timothy Leary, Terence McKenna, Bamba Fausto and a newly commissioned
essay by Teresia Amba Oduyoye entitled ‘Dragons and Unicorns: the dog is in a
kennel and all is well’
francis mckee
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Crown Prince Becomes Frog @ Midnight
Oppose Us, & Rome Will Not Forgive You A 2d Time
ink on paper: series, 2007

Mind Crime Trial For (Sweetly) Silent Witnesses
For most of 2007-2010, Dhaka was in a state of breathless pulp novelese, in the gaudy prose of Humayun Ahmed (“White Himu, Black RAB”). With
a state-of-emergency and a military backed “caretaker” government since January 11, 2007 (gosh, “significant” numerology), every day brought fresh
arrests of thugs and looters from previous governments (rightist BNP+leftist AL). Lists, lists, lists…50 most corrupt people, another list of 50. The
people being arrested were the republic of fear, and we happily obliged. Who wanted to be a Tipu Sultan, arms crushed for writing against the
old governments? Be secretly relieved that the big guns had been uninterested in art and left us alone.
Brave new world. Hummer H2 seized (buggy that chokes half a Dhaka street), BMW’s impounded, lavish garden houses locked up. And always
chomok inside MP’s houses: guns, endangered deer, pet peacocks. Mysterious objects showed up on the streets (at noon) as terrified bigwigs
(those not yet arrested) dumped contraband. On the Aricha highway: abandoned shiny Benz. In Hosni Dalan pond: abandoned crocodile (very
James Bond).
But the big fish was out of reach: the Prime Minister’s son, “crown prince” and greedux Tareque Zia. The boy who owned ocean tankers, shopping
malls and real estate in Malaysia and Aussie gold coast. One night in March, we were gnawing at that perennial dinner topic and elusive wildebeest:
“future of this country”. At 11 a guest got an sms that Joint Forces were outside Sudha Sadan in Dhanmondi – five blocks from my house, and
home of AL leader Sheikh Hasina. We rushed to the TV and crowded around. Peeled oranges, snacks, conspiracy theories abandonded. Nothing
for about 5 minutes and then news started flooding in from news ticker, frantic sms, cell phone calls (doesn’t anyone use land lines any more?).
From the ringing, it was clear who were the three most “connected” people in the room (not me). Around midnight, the news was confirmed. The
Dhanmondi raid was eyewash to distract and make sure no army unit tried to mount a rebellion. In a series of lightning raids, a new list of “50
most corrupt” was put into effect. #3 on the list was the Prince. Tareque’s witching hour had come.

�

Through it all, and what happened after, we cheered—sometimes secretly, sometimes loudly. Ignoring, always blanking out, the inconvenient details.
That this was the work of a military backed “interim” government. That it was reversing fifteen years of supposed democracy-building. That the
Special Powers Act that we protested was now our savior. That, even with crazy corruption, AL and BNP had been legally elected (so we deserved
what we got?). That getting the two former PMs out of the country was part of the Pakistani “Musharraf model”. That we knew that the US, Canadian
and UK embassies gave a green light to the army. That we should be scared because if the US plays kingmaker, something goes horribly wrong.
That we were fed up and echoing the White Box group show: “Democracy Was Fun.”
But as the man said while falling from the building, “so far so good”.
Giasuddin Mamun was missing for three months before he was produced in court. What did we think was happening to him? We knew he was
turning state’s witness vs. Tareque, because he was the only one who knew were the bodies were buried. We knew he had gone to Malaysia to
help trace bank accounts. But how did it come about? Sweet nothings or waterboarding? Whispers of bright white rooms, floodlights, “innovative”
interrogation. It all stayed in rumor fairy dust. We are back to the smooth seduction of the Israeli “ticking bomb” hypothesis.
One Thursday a journalist rang me up: “I hear rumors that Tareque was beaten.” “Nonsense,” I said, “he looked fine in court.” I blanked it all
out and went to Wakil ur Rahman’s opening at Shilpangan gallery. Wakil returing from Berlin, pleased with such a big turnout. Why not, we had
nothing else to do. Business as usual, bring on the art market (too bad some of the big collectors went to jail!).
After years of watching politicians steal everything that wasn’t bolted down (and sometimes they brought screwdrivers), we wanted vacation from
principles. I had once argued with a Singapore delegation that Lee Kuan Yew’s model would never work-- democracy was the “asian value”. Now
it all seemed esoteric. We stayed dead quiet, because we wanted “bad guys” behind bars, and we had abruptly, jarringly, stopped giving a fuck
about elections and rights.
Most of all, because I was a coward. I betrayed you, and you betrayed me.

Naeem Mohaiemen [shobak.org]

2008
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Proposal for TEMPORARY DOCUMENTA in ___2320___:
��� ��� ����� ����� ��� ������ � ����
������ ��������� ���� �� � ��� �� ����������������������� �� �� ����� ����

� ���� � ������� � ������ ���� �

Paris / March 23rd, 2377 3:10pm
��������� ���������:
This time last year marked a technological break through, the occasion of the world’s first fully functioning time machine, a
device perhaps matching your own projection of the possibilities such a device can offer: allowing one to choose a specific time
and place to journey to, oscillating between past and future, futures and pasts. I have picked up your proposal from your future –
the year 2377 to be precise – where I’m currently residing for a few weeks or so. I wish I could be able to step back into the past
to receive your proposal slightly earlier, but with limited access to the time machine, and with my time running parallel with your
time, I must make hast, briefly outlining the reality of my intentions. Furthermore, the deficiency of time in regards to the
planning of exhibitions is still a condition pervading and impinging curatorial practice today, if not worse – your time-is-theenemy proposal is something I am completely accustomed to. In addition to the news of this technological revolution, you might
also be curious to know about the current state of affairs regarding exhibitions and institutions today, which are still as quietly
culturally repressed as they are in 2007; and I won’t even begin to detail how hegemonically bleak all forms of culture have
become. However, I shouldn’t impart with too much information regarding your future, or rather, my present, as by doing so
might unintentionally disrupt the linear time trajectory and events of your era. Remember the consequences of Martin McFly’s
precarious actions? At the age of 25 – 26 when this exhibition takes place – I will become the youngest curator responsible for a
Documenta. Despite the possibility of time travel in my reality, I haven’t decided to directly effect and intervene with any preexisting Documenta’s per se that the suggestions of your proposal place weight on. Rather, the plans of my development
constitute a new autonomous model known as the ��������� ���������, which as the title suggests it’s duration will be
provisional. As a secret only known to those directly involved, this exhibition has been agreed upon and made possible by the
commissioner; makers of the time machine and sponsors of ��������� ���������, SpaceTimeEnforcers; and various other
individuals that constitute the current-day board of Documenta. To satisfy regular sponsors, the next Documenta, marking the
60th anniversary, will be business as usual – an exhibition that was once a ground for serious investigation, which unfortunately
has disintegrated in stature only to be swallowed up by the entertainment industry and a society relentlessly nostalgic for reality
TV shows from your era. Counteracting these issues serves as a portion for the basis of the decision taken by the Documenta
board to concur that ��������� ��������� should not only be taken with all seriousness, but is an idea worthy of a budget any
other Documenta should warrant. The aim of ��������� ��������� takes the realties of the year 2377 into account – a reality
that you might think is somewhat absurd to you given that in my present your dream of time travel is no longer a dream but in
fact a reality. However, the exhibition will take a few steps back into the past, taking place in the year 2320 and will replaced
under the name �� ���� �������, to relinquish any pressures that come with building on the foundation’s laid by previous
Documenta’s. The aim of ��������� ��������� is essentially designed to serve as an opportunity for a number of well-know
current day artists, in the framework of a mega-exhibition, to achieve pieces that digress from what could be regarding as their
trademark style and/or to realise their unrealisable works – unrealisable due to a number of issues that govern art production
today, namely budgetary, political and social implications just like in your current day situation but to the power of 100. In
addition, they may wish to fulfil other artist’s unrealised projects past or present, or even go as far as stealing other artist’s ideas.
While some might develop works along the prescribed lines, others might choose to take as their starting point the idea of
erasure, which is something I will come to a bit latter. If they choose to participate, this will foster an opportunity for artists to
experiment, together with a high-powered budget, beyond their wildest dreams – particularly those that have begun to feel the
ever-strangling constraints, the hi-jacking of ideas, high expectations and over referential interpretations the 2377 artworld poses.
Each participating artist is already aware of the capabilities and slippages in histories, written or not yet written, which are
offered by time travelling machines. Yet, until now, this particular device has never previously been utilised to cohort a largescale group exhibition in deviation, let alone any form of making within the visual arts. As aforementioned, the entire framework
of the exhibition will be put into process only temporarily and is devised as a means to travel against the direction of the artworld
today: emancipating away from the current-day market, institutional structures and current day discourses shaped on a traditional
based time, which in lesser or more intensive degrees, always conditions the thought process behind their next steps. Important to
note is the issue of the anonymous central to the exhibition, as the names of each of the participating artists will remain
undisclosed. This may seem a little odd, but exhibitions that disguise names and authors of work have actually almost become the
norm today – a strategy opposing itself to that of the concerns bolstering the market. This process of concealment is further vital
in order to eschew negative consequential time-travel based issues, including the Martin McFly condition mentioned earlier.
After setting up the exhibition in the year 2320, enduring the inevitable backlash of being involved in such a large-scale group
exhibition as unknown entities, receiving critical analysis of this temporary exhibition on the basis of being unknown; myself,
together with my team, will step back into the past (as long as it takes) to erase all knowledge and material traces of ���������
��������� to then be catapulted back into our present time (2377) as if nothing occurred. This is to say that the artist
contributions will be erased and will no longer exist in the traditional sense (your traditional sense is not much different from
mine) – they will survive only for a short while, an adequate amount of time for the artists to receive a critical judgement and to
feel the wind of the consequences the individual positions they’ve occupied have bared. The experiences of this time travelling
exhibition will only live on in the memories of a selective group of people who were brave enough to take on this course of
action – knowing that the realisation of seemingly unrealisable goals, complete(?) autonomy and a long walk in the dark can be
as fulfilling as it can to scare individuals futures for better or for worse. I cannot, however, be held solely responsible for the
outcome of the latter just in the same way as with any another Documenta.
Best regards,

Peter Pan, Curator of ��������� ���������

Signed___P.Pan___in__2377__.
� ���� �
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Imagine the Documenta proposed on the previous page taking place again
in the year proposed for the Documenta on the next page. Use the space
below for notes during the time in between and return completed page
at half-time to where you are now.
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