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Myth is a series of stories that are repeated and each time 

reinterpreted. It’s not a story that is written down. It is a living 
entity, like the characters that reside in them, gods among humans, 

combinations of animals, plants that walk, creatures that never 
existed, a common imaginary, a source of images, a scattered 

narrative. A myth attains a condition of immortality like an old 
village witch who has outlived everyone in the area. 
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Werner Herzog’s Aguirre: The Wrath of God was based 
around the little-known character of Lope de Aguirre.  He was 
nicknamed “el loco,” or, “the madman” for his erratic behavior.  In 
1561 Aguirre sent a letter to Philip II, King of Spain, insulting him 
and declaring his open rebellion against the Spanish Crown: 

 

 
 

“In the year 1559 the marquis of Canete entrusted the 
expedition of the river of the Amazons to Pedro de Ursua, 
Navarrese, or rather, a Frenchman. He delayed the building of 
the boats until the year 1560 in the province of the Motilones, in 
Peru. The Indians are called Motilones because they wear their 
head shaved. These boats were made in the wet country, and 
upon launching most of them came to pieces. We made rafts, 
left the horses and supplies, and took off down the river at great 
risk to our persons. We then encountered the most powerful 
rivers of Peru, and it seemed to us to be a fresh water sea. We 
traveled 300 leagues from the point of launching. 

This bad governor was so perverse and vicious and 
miserable that we could not tolerate it, and it was impossible to 
put up with his evil ways. Since I have a stake in the matter, 
excellent King and lord, I will say only that we killed him; 



certainly a very serious thing. We then raised a young 
gentleman of Seville named Don Fernando de Guzman to be 
our king, and we made an oath to him as such, as your royal 
person will see from the signatures of all those who were in this, 
who remain in the island of Margarita, in these Indies. They 
appointed me their field commander, and because I did not 
consent to their insults and evil deeds they tried to kill me, and 
I killed the new king, the captain of his guard, the lieutenant-
general, his majordomo, his chaplain, a woman in league 
against me, a knight of Rhodes, an admiral, two ensigns, and 
six other of his allies. It was my intention to carry this war 
through and die in it, for the cruelties your ministers practice on 
us, and I again appointed captains and a sergeant major. They 
tried to kill me, and I hung them all.” – Lope de Aguirre, 1560.1 

 
The story of Lope de Aguirre was transformed by Herzog 

into a search for El Dorado in which Aguirre’s mental state 
degenerates as he floats down the Amazon river on a wooden raft. 
Aguirre serves as a type – he is immediately recognizable as a lower 
noble, a conquistador looking for wealth and power. He rebels 
against any authority against him, but eventually his madness 
overcomes him and the remaining crew.  
 El Dorado was originally the name of a Muisca King 
meaning “the golden one.” It was said that he would cover himself 
in gold flake before diving into lake Guatavita. The legend also 
came to be associated with a city somewhere in the Amazon rich in 
gold and jewels called Manoa on the northern shores of Lake 
Parime. In Herzog’s adaptation, El Dorado is a myth created by 
the native populations to distract settlers. The Spanish crown 
eventually used this myth to rid themselves of settlers who got out 
of hand, they were sent on a death mission down uncharted parts 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1 Lope de Aguirre, Tom Holloway (trans.) “Letter from to King Phillip of Spain” 
in A. Arellano Moreno (org.) Documentos para la Historia economica de 
Venezuela, Universidad Central, Caracas. 1961. 
http://legacy.fordham.edu/halsall/mod/1561aguirre.asp (Accessed 25.08.2015) 



of the dense jungle. The name of El Dorado came to mean any 
place that produced gold and became Anglicized to “Eldorado” by 
British settlers. European colonists searched for this city and it 
cost them countless lives. Stories of failure to find it only 
encouraged more ambitious expeditions. Juan Martinez claimed to 
have visited El Dorado on his deathbed.2 He described being 
blindfolded by natives and brought to a city full of gold. This 
inspired people to go searching for the wealthy city as an account 
was told of its sure existence.  

Lake Parime and the great city of Manoa were taken as fact 
and published in maps showing the geography of South America. 
Numerous published maps from 1596 to 1787 included the large 
lake situated in modern day Guyana and the city of Manoa on its 
Northern shores.3 

According to the Muisca,  the world was created out of a 
primeval “pulp,” the first material in the world. Different deities 
controlled the elements. When Mnya (gold) combined with Chimi 
(pulp), it became Chimini, a creative force that brought life into the 
earth. In events similar to Genesis and Apocalypse, the Muisca 
believed that a great flood had been brought forth after human 
transgression of divine laws. This flood nearly destroyed the 
human race but was stopped and humans were taught agriculture, 
arts, and religion. They lived knowing that one day the earth 
would crumble and all would be lost at the behest of their deities.  
 I have thought about this for a very long time and the only 
kind of Gold that was ever present in El Dorado could only be a 
large collection of Golden Apples.  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2 Sir Walter Ralegh records the confession of Juant Martinez in Discoverie, 
included in Candace Slater, Entangled Edens: Visions of the Amazon, 
University of California Press, Berkeley, 2002. (p.36-37) 
3 Eliane Dotson, “Lake Parime and the Golden City” Washington Map Society, 
http://www.washmapsociety.org/000/0/9/8/22890/userfiles/file/Lake_Parime.p
df (Accessed 25.08.2015) 



The Amazons are a group of female warriors led by a 
queen who often battled against the Greeks. They are said to have 
lived on the Don River which flows past Voronezh and down to 
the Black Sea. The Greeks called this river “Tanais” but the 
Amazons called it “The Amazon.” From here they sailed on a 
mission to the island of Leuke, now known as “Snake Island” on 
the Danube Delta. Thetis had carried the bodies of Achilles and 
Patroclus to be buried at this island on which many shrines can still 
be seen. The ghost of Achilles terrified the horses of the Amazons 
and made them trample their owners, forcing the Amazons to 
retreat.  
 Today, the Amazons can be found in wider territories. 
They gather together as servants of nature. They perform daily 
tasks of tending, clearing, and safeguarding parks. In Bucharest 
they congregate around the Parcul Kiseleff in the mornings, 
defending the park against possible deviants. Taking great care to 
trim the hedges, pick up any litter, and water regularly, they are 
energized in the mornings with a sense of purpose.4  
 
 The golden apple reappears in many mythologies and is a 
staple of Neolithic mother-goddess cult and Amazonian rituals. 
These rituals involved the matriarch choosing a yearly king who 
would be sacrificed at the end of the solar year.5 She presented him 
with an apple and his sacrifice would signal his admittance into the 
heavens. The matriarch priestess ruled the common social area of 
tribes and men were put to work outside of the village, hunting to 
provide food for their ruler and her nymphs.  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
4 Field data taken from morning jogs around the park at approximately 7:30AM. 
Note that they do not tend the park on Sundays.  
5 Robert Graves, “Introduction,” The Greek Myths, 1955 revised 1960. 
http://www.24grammata.com/wp-content/uploads/2011/12/Robert-Graves-The-
Greek-Myths-24grammata.com_.pdf Accessed 24.08.2015 



 The chosen yearly king would marry the priestess and reign 
with her. He oversaw the buddings in spring, the flowerings and 
the harvest of the crops in summer. Finally the earth would give 
out and by the time of winter, ceased to bear. At this time, the 
young king was gathered and brought forth. The nymphs of the 
high priestess circled around him wearing the masks of sows. The 
sow-women fell upon him, ate his flesh, and collected his blood. 
His blood would be used at the end of the ceremony to fructify 
next year’s crop.  
  

This tradition was no longer followed by the time of the 
Greeks, but it was used in Myths and remained a symbol. It is a 
common theme in folklore and legends, as well as Norse 
mythology. Iðunn with apples, nectar of gods, granters of eternal 
youth. Where are the golden apples if not in one place only? 
Floating down the Amazon River towards the shores of the Black 
Sea, one thousand Fjords of the imagination. 

Myth eliminates distance. A conflation of place and time 
recorded in the infinitely expanding generation of content, that in 
reality, has always been infinitely expanding and contracting with 
the burning of scrolls, the passing of time, and the sacking of cities. 
Thousands of Golden Apples have been lost to flames. An image 
remains signaling an interpretation.  
 

Atalanta was a skilled huntress known for her hunt of the 
Calydonian boar.  A prophecy had been foretold that her 
marriage would be her downfall. When Atalanta’s father began to 
seek for marriage prospects, she was reluctant. She was disturbed 
at the way men admired her body as she ran through the forest, so 
she agreed with her father that a suitor would have to beat her in a 
footrace in order to win her hand, if he lost, he would be slain. 
Atalanta could run extremely fast and so, all her suitors died.  



Hippomenes had also been part of the effort to hunt the 
Calydonian boar. Seeing that no man could beat Atalanta in a race, 
he prayed to Aphrodite for help in defeating her. Aphrodite 
provided him with three golden apples; these golden apples were 
to be thrown during the race to distract Atalanta. Hippomenes 
had to put his greatest effort into the run and use all three golden 
apples in order to narrowly win the race, but he managed to win 
Atalanta’s hand.  
 

The Garden of Hesperides is an orchard in the 
Western end of the world owned by Hera. The orchard grew 
golden apples that would grant immortality to whoever ate them. 
Hera placed a hundred-headed dragon in the garden to keep 
anyone from stealing these sacred fruits. In the 11th Labour of 
Hercules he is told to steal the golden apples from the garden. 
Regardless of his strength, Hercules knows the task is impossible. 
Instead of battling the dragon he makes an exchange with Atlas 
saying he will take on the task of holding up the sky if Atlas steals 
the golden apples. Atlas picks up the apples and returns to 
Hercules, dropping the apples at his feet. Before Atlas can leave, 
Hercules asks him to hold the sky for a moment while he repairs 
his lion skin. Hercules then runs away with the apples, betraying 
Atlas, and leaving him stuck under the weight of the sky once 
more.  
 
 In the well-known Judgment of  Paris the goddess Eris 
of discord throws a golden apple into the celebration of the 
marriage between Peleus and Thetis. The apple is directed “to the 
fairest” and Athena, Aphrodite, and Hera all claim the apple. The 
Trojan war ensues.  
 

Three goddesses claim the golden apple. The significance 
of the three goddesses brings us back to Neolithic and pre-Greek 



Europe in which the mother goddess cults worship the fertility 
goddess. The earth and the solar year have three stages, the 
budding, the harvest, and winter. The fertility goddess had three 
names for each stage; these can roughly be represented as Athena, 
Aphrodite, and Hera who represent the three ages of life.  

 
There are three golden apples, one for each of us.  
 
There are always three princesses, as in one legend where 

Fat-Frumos falls in love with the youngest daughter of the King. 
The three girls bring melons to their father. The oldest daughter’s 
melon is over-ripe, the middle daughter’s is ripe, and the youngest 
is just about to be ripe.  

Like the three goddesses who contest for the golden apple, 
the three mother-goddesses who represent the three stages of life.  
 

 
 

Medea is a witch of barbarian origin and granddaughter of 
the sun god Helios. She falls in love with the hero Jason. Medea 
promises to help him retrieve the Golden Fleece in exchange for 



his promise to marry her.6 He breaks this promise when he arrives 
in Corinth and is offered to wed the princess Glauce, daughter of 
Creon.  Medea has already borne two sons of Jason. She avenges 
his betrayal by scheming to kill Glauce and Creon by offering a 
poisoned gown as a wedding gift. 
 After Creon and Glauce die of Medea’s gift, she kills her 
two children in fear that the Corinthian people will kill them for 
her crimes. Euripide’s play was shocking to a Greek audience 
because he changed the mythological narrative to include 
matricide for the first time.  
 
Pier Paolo Pasolini  is a highly controversial figure for his 
political and ethical beliefs and for his known homosexuality that 
caused him to be expelled from his hometown of Casarsa and 
move to Rome. He is an ardent communist but the party ousted 
him and does not identify with his writings. He has produced 
several volumes of poetry and acclaimed films as well as significant 
texts on the student protests of 68’. Pasolini’s murder on the beach 
of Ostia in 1975 is well known but to this day, remains a mystery. A 
false confession by Giuseppe Pelosi framed the incident as a near-
accident but he retracted the confession 29 years later and evidence 
suspects a mafia revenge killing for his communist sympathies and 
specifically for his film Salo: 120 Days of Soddom released in the 
year of his death. There is a mythic figure of Pasolini and the 
various reinterpretations in his death. 

Pasolini’s interpretation of Medea features Maria Callas as 
protagonist. Her barbarian lands are filmed in the Göreme early 
Christian Churches in the Cappadocia region of Turkey, the 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
6 Her handing over of the golden fleece is significant of the switch from fertility 
cults to Greek religion. When the king refuses to exchange the seat of power for 
the fleece, Jason says the fleece means nothing outside of its native land. It is an 
object of devotion which, out of context, becomes a myth rather than a cult 
object. 



soundtrack is based on North African music, and the costumes on 
the Romanian Călușari dancers. 

Călușari  were male-only members of a secret order who 
practiced the group dance căluș. The group’s patron was the 
“queen of the fairies” known as Irodiada or Arada, similar to the 
Greek Diana. For this reason it was believed that they could heal 
victims of fairies for several weeks each year from Easter to 
Pentecost. They traveled around to different villages performing 
their magic dance. Eliade described the dance as a mythico-ritual 
scenario that was unrelated to Christianity.  

 
In one of the opening scenes of Medea a young boy is 

sacrificed in a fertility ritual. His blood is then handed out to the 
villagers and sprinkled over crops. He wears a special headdress to 
mark his significance. Medea then gives up her privileged position 
in her native land to help Jason acquire the golden fleece. 

Jason’s sons present Glauce with Medea’s gift. They were 
sent to offer her apologies and offer this gift as a gesture of good 
will. Jason stands next to them smiling at his young bride. A 
wedding dress embroidered and decorated in dark colours. Glauce 
smiles at him and a handmaiden takes the dress. One of the 
handmaidens warns of possible malign intentions. Regardless, 
Glauce accepts the dress and walks towards her chambers. The 
handmaidens follow her in a pack. There she puts on the gown, the 
women admire the craft, design, and material. 

Glauce sees herself reflected in a brass jug and screams, she 
suddenly runs off uncontrollably into the open yard. Creon sees her 
fleeing and runs after her. Attempting to reach his daughter, the 
dress catches fire, flames wrap themselves around young Glauce’s 
body and in his attempt at rescue, Creon is eaten up by the flames 
as well. 
 



 
 

Jason’s sons present Glauce with Medea’s gift. They were 
sent to offer her apologies and offer this gift as a gesture of good 
will. Jason stands next to them smiling at his young bride. A 
wedding dress embroidered and decorated in dark colours. Glauce 
smiles at him and a handmaiden takes the dress. She accepts the 
dress and walks towards her chambers. The hand maidens follow 
her in a pack. There she puts on the gown, the women admire the 
craft, design, and material. 

Glauce sees herself reflected in a brass jug and screams, she 
suddenly runs off uncontrollably into the open yard. Creon sees her 
fleeing and runs after her. Attempting to reach his daughter, he 
runs with her to the edge of the city and in his attempt at rescue, 
Creon and Glauce fall together from the edge of a cliff to their 
deaths below.  

The scene repeats itself. In a moment of hesitation, I 
looked up and asked if this hadn’t played already.  
“Did it skip? Didn’t we already watch this?” 
Medea holds her three sons away from Jason. 



A woman looks straight out at the horizon. Her face is calm. She 
opens her mouth wide, and she opens her eyes wide in terror. She 
lets out – a scream of astonishment. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Introduction 
 

Images flashed past, waters overflew in numerous 
directions, and as if we had experienced the fall of Babel, we were 
dispersed throughout the world. Memory was erased in the most 
violent of ways. The total proliferation of images short-circuited 
our memory systems and we lost balance on the delicate mental 
workings between neuron and transmitter. Only our iPhones 
survived. An accidental backup appeared on one of our phones – 
images from a past life in Paris, even old messages from friends 
who were now dispersed through other portions of the globe.  
 

Time had accelerated to such a degree that it collapsed. 
There was no time any longer but rather the simultaneous 
happening of everything at once. Populations were displaced, mass 
migrations to capitals and the eventual fleeing back out to 
peripheries. For years artists had been drawn to urban centres, 
now they escaped into the country where images could have space 
to breathe, where time could be found for production. But the 
structure of time itself changed during the calamity – it became 
strange. We met many people on the way to this place, they might 
be thousands of lives away by now. On my travels I saw faces that I 
recognized, but I did not remember where from. I met three of 
them in a city called Bucharest.  

 
 
 
 
 
FOR PART ONE PLEASE ACCESS: 
http://www.oddweb.org/residencies/waters-overflowing/visual-
diary/ 
 



… Mount Rarau and the fall  from the heavens 
 

Two huge pillars of granite stood out from the mountains. 
They towered over us and over the world. From here we could see 
all. The poet Ovid pointed over the landscape and told us as he 
pointed in two opposite directions: 

“That is where you came from, and that is where you will go” 
 
A thunderous clap resounded over the Carpathian 

mountains. We looked below and saw the cities crumbling. 
Buildings collapsed. Roofs caved into themselves and objects 
began to fall to the ground. The sound of bricks hitting concrete 
melded with the furious barking of caged dogs. The ground 
became invisible from the dust and falling rubble. All that emerged 
into the sun were those two never-ending granite peaks and the 
determination of Ovid who had not stopped pointing.  

From this point, everything disappeared. The mountain fell 
from beneath us as we escaped down the TransRarau. We would 
take an eternity to fall from those high gates close to the holy sun 
into the darkest abysses of deep earthen mines.  White waters 
streamed down the mountain and pushed us with them as we 
attempted a doomed escape.   

I cannot explain to you how many centuries we spent 
spinning in mid air. Rocks tumbled with us down to eternity. 
During this fall there was no control over speed or direction, only 
fate could have her say. As we tumbled down, we barely noticed 
that darkness fell. It took 500 years for the sun to fully set, but once 
it did we reached the ground.  

It was not any ground whatsoever. We found ourselves in 
the pits of a salt mine hundreds of meters below the earth’s 
surface… 

 
 



The journey from the bottom of the salt  mine 
 
 After the crumbling we made a fall in a dark place. The air 
was moist and full of salt. Tears of the gods encrusted themselves 
all over the walls; the tears hung there, the salt stuck to the black 
rocks and the moisture escaped into the dense air. The deep cave 
had been carved out by visitors before. Rectangular hallways 
extended deep into the darkness with no end in sight. We followed 
these corridors down steep steps into underground caverns the 
size of airport terminals. Enormous halls built for giants. Objects 
that laid scattered on the floor had been crusted with the falling 
tears and crystalized in shiny translucent salt crystals. Everything 
became mummified and stuck to the walls or floor. We felt the 
tears falling on us, and frightened that we too would become 
covered in large crystals, shook the water off of us running from 
place to place.  
 In one room was a small salt ocean, it was denser than the 
Dead Sea, we not only floated on it but were shot out of the waters 
by the solution itself. Splashing and coughing on the shores of this 
salted ocean, we too began to cry and push the salt sand around us. 
The crystals glittered like constellations of despair.  
 We walked past the tearful moaning ocean deeper into the 
gaping crevices, led by the glittering light of the salt. Beyond the 
ocean was a room with wooden floors, a ballroom made for 
dancing with salt chandeliers emitting a kaleidoscopic disco light. 
In here we forgot our tears and danced furiously to the music of the 
tears dropping on the floor. It was a syncopated beat that turned 
us into chaotic machines. Drip, drip drip drop, drip, pause, drip.  
 We were woken from this trance by a large flushing sound 
and an emanation of a light from one of the corridors leading to the 
dance floor. From there, a Polish giant emerged and carried on 
walking past us to an unknown crusty destination. We followed 
the light from the corridor and found a pair of toilets with electrical 



lights. There was no water dripping on there but the seats were 
still wet from the humid vaporous air. We hid in one of the stalls 
despairing at our lost condition. We opened the door once more to 
exit and were blinded by an intensive light. We emerged into 
another world. 
 The bathroom had transported us to a mountainous and 
rural area. It was a bright and clear day such that the light left us 
momentarily sightless after our time in the cave. After adjusting, 
we looked around us and checked our phones to try to make a call 
to friends and relatives letting them know that we were alive and 
well. No signal. A town with no phone signal at the end of the 
world. We wandered around and saw nobody. The town seemed 
deserted. There were traditional houses all around but no shops or 
businesses in sight. Hay stacks perched on the front yards of small 
houses in a traditional handmade style looking like small straw 
huts with sticks poking out from the center of the coned roofs.  
 A bit down the road we found two large cages with dogs 
trapped inside of them. On seeing our arrival the dogs began 
furiously barking and tearing at the sides of the cages. They snarled 
and their spit formed arcs through the air landing on our salty 
bodies and washing away the crystals that had formed around our 
eyes. Salt lay around us in piles mixed with the foaming dog spit.  
 We continued walking through the town. There were no 
paved roads, only dirt and gravel marked the paths we walked by. 
Some of these paths turned into winding dirt trails that seemed to 
go into the mountains beyond. Finally, in the distance, we saw two 
figures walking away from us. We began to run in order to catch 
up with them. We were so excited to reach them that we paid no 
attention to their appearance or demeanor.  
 “Help us, help us!” we cried out, and the two men looked 
back in surprise. Both were 8 feet tall, of a large muscular build 
with blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. The color was not the blue 
of the sky or the lake, but of pointed ice crystals that form of the 



hard mountain winds in the winter. They both looked back at us 
and we saw they were holding chainsaws above their shoulders. 
We were frightened but we approached them nevertheless. It was 
our only chance to know which direction to take out of this town. 
 They looked us closely up and down smiling. One had a 
tick in his eyebrows that kept popping up and down as he looked 
and spoke. “You must go North from here, almost to where you 
came from, almost back to Mount Rarau. From there, do not go 
up the mountain, but follow the river until you find the tail of the 
fish. From the tail is a newly paved road that will take you to 
Brasov.” 
 “Where are we?” 
 “You are in Glodu, we are the end of the earth, of course – 
down those mud paths and across those mountains lies Bilbor and 
Brasov to the South, but they are impassible, you cannot make it 
that way.” 
 We looked at the map and saw that it would take a month 
of walking, nights of sleeping under the stars.  We had no service 
to call a car or to look up busses. When we asked them about 
busses or trains to help us they laughed and told us to start 
walking. They departed into the forest with their chainsaws and 
their gait was so strong and rapid that we lost sight of them almost 
immediately.  
 After a week of walking North we found a great river, the 
one the men had spoken about. From there we formed a raft from 
found wood that lie along the riverbed, and we floated down the 
river towards the East. The river was rapid and within a few hours 
that would have taken several weeks by foot, we reached a great 
lake that had the form of the fish; we entered from the tail end, a 
triangular basin that fed into a larger body of water from a tall 
waterfall. We abandoned the rafts and swam to the edges of the 
lake, the rafts cracked as they hit the falls and fell into the rest of the 



lake in pieces that smashed against the rocks below with a 
thunderous clap of the breaking of hard wood.  
 Our iPhones had drowned in the river somewhere along 
the way but we couldn’t miss the newly paved road that started at 
the tail of the fish. Sitting by the side of the road we saw the signs 
to Brasov and rejoiced. We kissed the pavement and those signs 
that the cities lay near. No more impassible mountains, no more 
dirt paths crumbling beneath our boots, no more eating onion 
grass and red squirrels.  
 We looked backwards on the road and saw the tractors and 
diggers continuing to make the new road. This was a large project. 
This was a world where there was a plan – to bring the roads to 
Glodu, to bring Wi-Fi to Bilbor, to free the people from their labor 
in the Cacica salt mines into a more industrious occupation – the 
making of contemporary art and literature.  
 We sent a letter to the mayor of Glodu saying that if he 
would give us a large barn and some funding for a contemporary 
art project space, we were sure that the Wi-Fi would reach him 
70% faster than if he did not. Our letter was ignored. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Our emergence to f ind the world a crumbled place 
 

 
 

 
 



The world was always going to crumble anyway. Especially 
now, since the crumbling of things is designed in its very making. 
Planned obsolescence of housing estates. Every new beginning is 
an organization of the disordered elements around it, so at one 
point the disorder must have set in. This was simply the setting in 
of what had been all along, nothing is lost in disorder because 
nothing goes into the negative, we simply created the surplus on 
top of zero.  
 
Chaosmos 

In mythologies, the gods mix with people and everything 
happens at once, again and again. They don’t exist in time but 
rather in an omnipresence of recollection and temporally as the 
performative. Commonly, myths restore something to its natural 
order. This happens in Oedipus when fate happens regardless of 
efforts to deviate from the path set out by the oracle.  

The King Laius and Queen Jocasta of Thebes cast out 
their son from their gates, but the pity of a servant leaves him in the 
desert, away from civilization. He is found and brought to Corinth 
where he is raised by King Polybus and Queen Merope. He is told 
of his own fortune by an Oracle, but thinking that he is destined to 
murder the king of Corinth and marry his adoptive mother, he 
leaves the city and takes the road to Thebes. It is this deviation that 
allows Oedipus to kill his father on the road, it allows him to enter 
Thebes where he correctly answers the riddle of the Sphinx and 
marries his mother, to commit incest and father four children 
which are also his brothers and sisters. His blindness to his own 
fault at the curse which befalls the city turns into his literal 
blindness when he recognizes the truth that Tireseus warns of. 
The oracle saw the future the way it would play out, saw the 
abandonment of the child and the curse that would be set upon the 
people of Thebes. 



It is this submission to the fates that runs in many of the 
moral tales of mythologies. Similar to the submission to fate of 
many folktales of Romania normally assumed to be associated with 
a culture that has been subject to foreign invasions since Roman 
times. Yet it shares this submission to fate with Chivalric epics, 
and in the consistent secret royal lineage of abandoned babies who 
grow up in the huts of hermits only to once again, become kings.  
Whether fate calls a character to death or royalty, it is followed 
through of necessity as the condition of fate and destiny. 

 
Miorița is a Romanian pastoral ballad and an important 

piece of the national folklore. It tells the story of three shepherds, a 
Moldavia, a Transylvanian, and a Vrâncean, who meet while 
tending to their flocks. A plot to kill the Moldavian and steal his 
goods is planned by the other two. An enchantress ewe belonging 
to the Moldavian tells him of the plan. He resigns to his fate and 
tells the ewe that should anything happen to him, the rest of the 
flock should be told that he has married a princess at a wedding 
attended by all the elements and a falling star. He surrenders to his 
fate as it is meant to be and saves those around him from hearing 
the inevitable truth. 

”Lamb, my little ewe, 
If this omen’s true, 
If I’m doomed to death 
On this tract of heath, 
Tell the Vrancean 
And Transylvanian 
To let my bones lie 
Somewhere here close by, 
By the sheepfold here 
So my flocks are near, 
Back of my hut’s grounds 
So I’ll hear my hounds.”7 
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The Boys with the Stars on their Heads 
 
 Three sisters once lived in the lands of a great emperor. 
Each sister was more beautiful than the next known in their small 
portion of the empire for their astounding traits. One day they 
went out together to the forest to collect strawberries. The King’s 
hunting party happened to come across them on their rounds 
through the lands. They spotted the girls and admired their 
beauty. 
 The oldest sister called out to the others that if one of the 
men in the King’s party would take her as his wife she would bake 
him a loaf of bread that would keep him young and brave forever. 
The middle sister responded that she would sew a shirt that would 
protect her man against dragons and would keep him from getting 
wet or burned. The youngest sister, Laptița, announced that she 
would give to her man two twins with golden stars on their 
foreheads.  
 Two of the men claimed the older sisters and the emperor 
claimed the youngest. They took them away on their horses 
towards the empire’s castle. The weddings took place one after the 
other. Each took course after three days of feasting and 
celebrations. In this time Laptița learned of an evil stepmother 
who had wished the King to marry her daughter rather than the 
village beauty. But the stepmother failed to stop the wedding and 
it went ahead as planned. 
 The oldest sister baked her loaf of bread that she had 
promised, and the husband thanked her and was rewarded with 
youth and bravery. The middle sister sewed her shirt to protect her 
husband and he wore it through fire and was safeguarded. Only 
Laptița was left to fulfil her promise of bringing two twins into the 
world with golden stars on their heads. 
 The stepmother saw this as her opportunity to slight 
Laptița and make her fall out of favour with the King. When the 



boys were born she replaced the two babies with two puppies. 
When the King returned from his hunting he saw that Laptița had 
given birth to dogs and betrayed him. He had her put in the 
ground with only her head emerging from the earth.  
 The stepmother buried the two baby boys in the garden 
behind the castle and wed her daughter to the King. But, in the 
spot where she had buried the boys, two aspens sprouted. They 
grew a year’s growth each day and as they moved in the wind they 
creaked and spoke to each other of the stepmother’s crimes. The 
King admired the Aspens calling them the greatest trees he ever 
saw, but the stepmother could hear their voices and accusations 
which drove her to madness. When she ordered for them to be 
uprooted the King protested and asked that if they should be 
removed at least they should be used to make beds for the castle.  
 The trees were cut and beds installed in the castle. While 
the King slept soundly the stepmother heard the beds speaking of 
her crimes throughout the night. After three days she could not 
take it anymore and decided she would make identical copies of the 
beds and replace them so that the King would not know. These 
Aspen beds would be burned. As she burned the Aspen beds she 
did not see that two sparks flew up into the air and escaped. 
 These two sparks flew through the air and landed in a 
stream where they turned into two golden fish unlike anything that 
had been seen before, their scales shining in the clear waters. The 
two fish swam down to the great river that ran by the castle and 
there they were caught by fishermen. When the fishermen saw 
their golden scales they decided to bring these fish to the King. 
The fish protested “no please, collect the morning dew and lay it 
out for us to swim in.” The fishermen did what the fish asked for 
and placed the golden-scaled fish into the dew.  

When the dew dried the two boys emerged aged at 12 years 
with the golden stars on their foreheads. They clothed themselves 
and borrowed lambskin caps from the fishermen that covered their 



stars. They walked to the castle and entered the gates. They 
encountered guards at the door to the dining hall that barred their 
entrance. The two boys declared that they would enter and met the 
guards with resistance. 

Inside the castle the King sat dining with the stepmother 
and his wife. He heard the disruption outside and asked what was 
happening. A servant told him two boys were making a scandal. 
He asked for the two boys to be sent in. At that moment a cushion 
fell from under the empress. The two boys entered the dining room 
and began to sing the story of their lives. A second cushion fell 
from under the empress. At the last moment they pulled off their 
lambskin caps and revealed the golden stars on their foreheads. 
The remaining pillows tumbled to the floor from under the 
empress. 

The King recognised the sons that had been taken from 
him and at that moment order was restored. Laptița was taken out 
of the earth and returned to the castle as the wife of the King. The 
stepmother and her daughter were thrown out of the castle and the 
two boys reigned over the kingdom with their father. Everyone 
was reminded that whoever has a mind turned to wickedness is 
sure to end badly. 
 
Chichicastenango 
 A civilization once stood here - impressive in its wealth and 
knowledge. The Maya had discovered some of the most accurate 
measurements of physical phenomena in the world, plotting the 
stars, a solar calendar, and advanced medicine. The Quiche’ 
culture of Mesoamerica held strongly to many beliefs, myths, and 
rituals. Chichicastenango is so remote that it was hardly touched 
by the missionary efforts of Europe and the natural fortifications 
resisted efforts of Conquistadors. When the missionary efforts 
finally reached the town, they decided to build a great church for 



the people. They enslaved the locals and put them to work on the 
great church.  

In a short account by Alphonso Lingis, he tells of the ruins 
that made for a demolition of boundaries between Christianity and 
local beliefs and ritual. 8  An American priest attempted their 
conversion, but the town was abandoned and the local inhabitants 
kept their tradition. After living many years in Chichicastenango 
he returned to his hometown to give an update on his progress to 
the missionary effort. He found the center closed and his family 
dispersed. Chichicastenango, the local people and their unfamiliar 
rituals had become his only place and home. He returned to them 
distraught and ready to give in and live among their strange 
mixture of ritual and pagan religion. “Their Catholicism in 
disintegration, barely visible through the debris of Quiche myths 
and rituals of a civilization destroyed five centuries ago.” Two 
civilizations had crumbled, one into the other to create something 
new and old at once. 

 “He let them burn incense on the entrance steps, built 
over an ancient shrine. He himself took down altars which he 
was told were built over sacred stones. He ceased to demand 
they consecrate their unions in matrimony. He ceased to demand 
they come to tell him their sins in confessions. He let their 
officiants come with processions of flutes and drums into the 
sanctuary, the shamans to burn sacrifices in the center aisle. One 
day a delegation of shamans showed him an ancient copy of the 
Popoh Vul, the great myth of the Quiche’, which the world had 
believed lost irrevocable with Bishop de Landa in 1526 orders all 
copies of the Mayan sacred writing to be burnt. They let him 
come to their meetinghouse night after night to copy it. He 
learned the sacred script, and was spending more time studying 
it and pondering its meaning than reading his breviary. The 
Quiche’ brought their children for baptism; it was the only one of 
the seven sacraments that were still performed in the Santo 
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Tomas church. He must have opened his door to women who 
brought him chiche’ for the long cold nights, and received them 
in his bed – how many children called him padre?” 

 

 
 

Jason was brought up under the tutelage of the 
centaur Chiron. He witnessed the crossing over from the old gods 
to the new. He fell in love with Medea while he pitied her for her 
spiritual crisis, living in a land of a new religion oblivious to hers. 
The new centaur appeared to Jason at the gates of Corinth.  This 
moment was the first that Jason saw the new and old centaurs at 
the same time, he understood that both were figments of his 
imagination but only one would enter these gates. 
 
“His logic is so different to ours that [it][sic] is incomprehensible” 
 
 In Fellini’s Satyricon a woman tells a tale to Encolpius, the 
main character. He has recently been humiliated for his sexual 
incompetence and is searching for a cure to restore his libido. The 



woman speaks in a foreign accent and makes frequent mistakes in 
common grammar. She tells the story of Oenothea, a beautiful 
barbarian witch who captures the attention of an old sorcerer with 
her beauty. The sorcerer falls in love with her and makes his 
intentions clear.  
 

 
 
 In order to embarrass the old and ugly sorcerer, Oenothea 
bids him to come to her in the middle of the night, she would then 
lower a basket to the ground and he should climb in, she would lift 
him up to the window so he could enter her room. Once the 
sorcerer was in the basket she pulled it halfway up the tower and 
left him dangling just out of reach and too high for him to jump. In 
the morning the whole town saw him and laughed at his gullibility.  
 He cast a spell on Oenothea and the entire town; he 
removed fire from the furnaces and all the ovens. When the people 
came to him and asked him to restore the fires he answered that 
the fire was under Oenothea’s skirt. She was condemned to 
provide fire to the village out of her genitals for the rest of her life.  



 
  
 Fellini’s combination of world mythologies and rituals into 
Satyricon is an excess of references including Hindu gods and 
Japanese chants. Excess is tied to the original novel of Petronius 
and his intended satire of Roman society. Feasts of overabundance 
are not only excessive in amounts of food but also become a 
spectacle and performance in themselves. One diner comments to 
another that it is wonderful to wake up and go directly to dinner. 
 



 
 

 
 
  
 



Fellini’s Satyricon ends abruptly, mid-sentence. The camera takes 
us to a crumbling building on the walls of which are frescoes of the 
main characters. Encolpius who has set sail for foreign lands, 
Asceltus who was killed in the lands of Oenothea by her black 
magic, and Gitone, the beautiful boy, love toy of all, who was lost 
somewhere along the narrative. Myth is this crumbled object of 
which only fragments and repetitions remain. So warped are they 
by time, so distant from our understanding, that they become the 
mysteries they were meant to explain.  
 
 From 1936-1938 Georges Bataille worked on the Revue 
Acephale. It was a journal based around a very exclusive group of 
thinkers dedicated to the study of philosophy. The five issues that 
were published included writings on Nietzsche and Marcel 
Mauss. A secret society was formed around this group that 
upturned the social order, rituals were introduced to the group 
including secret meetings by a tree that had been hit by lightning, 
the celebration of the beheading of Louis XVI and there was even 
talk of a human sacrifice, but it was never recorded.  
 
“’Night is also a sun,’ and the absence of myth is also a myth: the 
coldest, the purest, the only true myth.”9 
 
 Bataille attempted to create a modern mythology set in 
1920’s Paris. He considered this a failed project and wrote “The 
Absence of Myth” in response. The very notion of being able to 
write a modern myth is flawed. Because myth is never written – it 
always already exists. Myth has no author – it is a found story that 
extends with each retelling. The future might create a myth of our 
realities, but we will no longer be comprehensible to them. We call 
them myths because it is too extraordinary to be true, even 
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Eurypides made interpretations of authorless myths and helped 
them survive into our times. 
 
Future mythologies will attempt to explain our strange customs 
and practices, our rituals, our objects, our strangeness, our 
incomprehensibility, our… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 


