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Day 1: Poverty as raw material 
22 March 2013  
18:45 p.m. 

 
 

Neo-Neanderthals and Space Like Cave Ships, how to find tools to renegotiate our relationship with 
the world around us, when any counter to our psychopathic form of capitalism seems blocked and 
when current language seems too poor to start the discussion for possible alternative realities?  Jerszy 
Seymour muses on what it could be to go to the space like cave ship of the Neo-Neanderthal, a 
bubbling tabula rasa that considers the use of primitive elements, primordial acts, and barbaric 
abstraction as a way to create every-topian tools that construct launch pads to alternative sweeter 
horizons. 
 
Neo-Néandertalien ou un vaisseau-caverne dans l’espace… 
Comment trouver les outils pour renégocier nos relations avec le monde qui nous entoure, quand toute 
opposition à notre forme psychotique de capitalisme semble bloquée et quand le langage courant 
semble trop pauvre pour commencer une discussion autour d’autres réalités possibles ? 
Jerszy Seymour médite sur ce que pourrait être d’aller dans l’espace à bord du vaisseau-caverne du 
néo-Néandertalien en une sorte de tabula rasa bouillonnante qui considère l’usage d’éléments 
primitifs, d’actes primordiaux et une abstraction sauvage comme une façon de créer des outils 
« every-topian » qui permettent le lancement d’idées pour des horizons meilleurs… 
 

 
 
 

NEO-NEANDERTHALS AND SPACE LIKE CAVE SHIPS 
 

• Performance • 
 
 

JERSZY SEYMOUR / CAN 
 

Designer. Head of the Dirty Art Department, 
Sandberg Instituut (Amsterdam). Canada. He is 
famous for his commitment in utopian projects. In 
2007 “Living Systems” (Vitra Design Museum) is 
questioning the individual economy, in 2008 “The 
First Supper” (MAK, Vienne) proposes an amateur’s 
society. He has been exhibited in Germany, France 
and Luxembourg and he works (products or 
strategies) for industrials like Magis, Vitra, Alessi, 
Hermès, Moulinex, SFR, Swatch, Smeg, Evian and 
IDEE. 
www.jerszyseymour.com/ 
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From this fear of death comes a triad of contradictory emotions, the fear of death (from 
being eaten by a predator in the dark night?), the guilt of death (by killing those 
animals they felt most close to?) and the joy of death (by feeling in control of death 
because of killing those animals they felt most close to and the nourishment they got 
from it). 
 
UNFOUND 
 
 
Our understanding of democracy is based on a conception of the national state.  We 
do not have a framework of universal democracy transcending national borders—and 
we never had such a democracy in the past.  So we cannot say what a truly universal, 
egalitarian democracy would look like.  In addition, democracy is traditionally 
understood as the rule of a majority, and of course we can imagine democracy as not 
excluding any minority and operating by consensus—but still this consensus will 
necessarily include only “normal, reasonable” people.  It will never include “mad” 
people, children, and so forth.  It will also not include animals.  It will not include birds.  
But, as we know, St. Francis also gave sermons to animals and birds.  It will also not 
include stones—and we know from Freud that there is a drive in us that compels us to 
become stones.  It will also not include machines—even if many artists and theorists 
wanted to become machines’. 
 
Boris GROYS, Under the Gaze of Theory, © 2012 e-flux and the author 
 
 
Voluptaries of all ages, of every sex, it is only to you that I offer this work; nourish 
yourselves upon its principles: they favor your passions, and these passions, whereof 
coldly insipid moralists put you in fear, are naught but the means Nature employs to 
bring man to the ends she prescribes him: harken only to these delicious promptings, 
for no voice save that of passions can conduct you to happiness. 
 
Marquis de SADE [1740-1814], Justine, Philosophy in the Bedroom, & Other Writings, 
Grove Press / Atlantic Monthly Press, 1994 
 
 
Our nature today is not that ‘natural’ nature of our first ancestors, we do not fear the 
dark night in the same way, and few of us have killed.  Our nature is of another kind, it 
is built by us, an artificial real and unreal environment, our new god is what we have 
created around us, our god is of both physical and mental objects, selected by us as 
individuals and the society that surrounds us.  The contradictory fear, guilt and joy of 
death replaced perhaps by a more symbolic fear, guilt and joy of death, allows us to 
create new dirty art forms, perhaps something more to do with science fiction, the 
world being gay, transsexual or dressing up in ape outfits. 
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The dirty art, a never ending flow between symbolic, imaginary and the real.  Where 
the mode of passage between states has more relevance than the states themselves. 
 
UNFOUND 
 
 
Understanding is a defining characteristic of humanity, but humanity’s understanding 
of itself and of the world presents itself with a significant lacuna (hole).  In principle no 
one perceives this lacuna; yet the world is disappointing on this matter: the world is a 
trap for man, man himself is a trap for man.  The difficulty in conceiving this lacuna 
demonstrates the extent to which it is disturbing.  At the very heart of existence, we 
find a chaos, a gaping void perhaps, which conceals a chaotic delirium.  We find art, 
and we find poetry, and we find a multitude of religions.  Yet no one knows what art is.  
Or poetry for that matter.  No one, in the end, knows what religion is. 
 
UNFOUND 
 
 
I don’t speak, I float in the air wrapped in a sheet.  I’m not a real person, I’m a ghost 
trapped in a beat.  I translate when my voice is read through a sismograph, and a 
noise is bred, picked up and transmitted through Royce’s head. 
 
EMINƎM - Bad Meets Evil, lyrics, 2011, writers: Ryan Montgomery, Marshall Mathers, 
Mark Bass, Jeff Bass, producers: Dwayne Chin-Quee, Eminem & JG, album Lighters 
 
 
Before the beginning there was the chaotic psychotic universe of blind drives, a self 
enclosed vicious cycle, self-content in itself and unconscious.  The beginning then, is a 
break in this cycle, that is the primordial act of decision, something that differentiates 
from past to present, the passage from the closed rotary motion to open progress, 
from drive to desire, from a heavenly hellish unconsciousness to an earthly 
consciousness. 
 
Slavoj ZIZEK, The indivisible Remainder and related matters, Verso, coll. Radical 
Thinkers, 2007 
  
 
Bear like 
 
Bear like 
 
Bear like bear like 
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Bear like 
 
Bear like 
 
UNFOUND 
 
 
Among hunting people, as among the Siberians, man feels the most intimately linked 
to animals.  Between the human species and the animal species, domination would 
have been unfathomable: they were essentially indistinguishable from one another. – 
The hunter sees the animal at very minimum his equal.  He sees it hunts, like him, for 
nourishment…  Like man, the beast possesses one or several souls and one 
language… the bear could speak if he wanted, but prefers not to, this silence is seen 
as proof of the bears superiority over man…  Wild animals are like man, only more 
godlike – say the Navajo. 
 
UNFOUND 
 
 
Name me, if you can, a better feeling than the one you get when you’re half a bottle of 
Chivas in the bag with a gram of coke up your nose and a teenage lovely pulling off 
her tube top in the next seat over while you’re going a hundred miles an hour down a 
suburban side street.  You’d have to watch the entire Mexican air force crash-land in a 
liquid petroleum gas storage facility to match this kind of thrill.  If you ever have much 
more fun than that, you’ll die of pure sensory overload, I’m here to tell you.  
 
P. J. O’ROURKE, Republican Party Reptile: The Confessions, Adventures, Essays, 
and (Other) Outrages of P. J. O’Rourke [1987], Atlantic Monthly Press, 1995 
 
 
You take some chocolate… and you take two pieces of bread… and you put the candy 
in the middle and you make a sandwich of it.  And that would be cake. 
 
Harcourt BRACE JOVANOVICH, The Philosophy of Andy Warhol (from A to B & Back 
Again) [1975], Ch.12, Mariner Book, 1972 
 
 
I’m Loppy the Lamb from the heart of the shire  
My texture’s too coarse for your fashion attire  
So soon I’ll be bound for the abattoirs slab  
Slaughtered and frozen for doner kebab  
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Ian DURY, The Bus Driver’s Prayer & Other Stories, album, 1991-1992, lyrics with 
Mick Gallagher 
 
 
I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical 
naked, dragging themselves through the negro streets at dawn looking for an angry fix, 
angelheaded hipsters burning for the ancient heavenly connection to the starry 
dynamo in the machinery of night, who poverty and tatters and hollow-eyed and high 
sat up smoking in the supernatural darkness of cold-water flats floating across the tops 
of cities contemplating jazz  
 
Allen GINSBERG, “Howl” [1955], Parts I & II in Howl and Others Poems, City Lights 
Books, 1956 
 
 
Strangelove: Well, that would not be necessary, Mr. President.  It could easily be 
accomplished with a computer.  And a computer could be set and programmed to 
accept factors from youth, health, sexual fertility, intelligence, and a cross-section of 
necessary skills.  Of course, it would be absolutely vital that our top government and 
military men be included to foster and impart the required principles of leadership and 
tradition. 
Naturally, they would breed prodigiously, eh?  There would be much time, and little to 
do.  Ha, ha.  But ah, with the proper breeding techniques and a ratio of say, ten 
females to each male, I would guess that they could then work their way back to the 
present Gross National Product within say, twenty years. 
 
Dr. Strangelove or: How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the Bomb, screenplay 
by Peter George, Stanley Kubrick & Terry Southern, 1964 
 
 
First thing first man you’re fucking with the worst 
I’ll be sticking pins in your head like a fucking nurse 
I’ll attack any nigga who slack in his mack 
Come fully packed with a fat rugged stack 
Shame on you when you stepped through to 
The Ol’ Dirty Bastard straight from the Brooklyn Zoo 
And I’ll be damned if I let any man 
Come to my center, you enter the winter 
Straight up and down, that shit is packed: jam 
You can’t slam, don’t let me get fool on him, man 
The Ol’ Dirty Bastard is dirty and stinking 
Ason Unique rolling with the night of the creeps 
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WUTANG CLAN, “Protect Ya Neck”, in Enter the Wu-Tang (36 Chambers), 1992-
1993, written by RZA, Method Man, Inspectah Deck, Raekwon, U-God, Ol’ Dirty 
Bastard, Ghostface Killah, GZA  
 
 
fumms bo wo taa zaa uu, 
pogiff, 
kwii ee 
ooooooooooooooooooooooo, 
dll rrrr beeeee bo, 
dll rrrr beeeee bo fumms bo, 
rrrrr beeeee bo fumms bo wo, 
beeeee bo fumms bo wo 
taa, 
bo fumms bo wo taa 
zaa, 
fumms bo wo taa 
zaa Uu. 
 
UNFOUND 
 
 
I stopped reading as I was momentarily distracted by the garish cover of the Iberian 
trade magazine featuring Mariah Carey with skin like a pale grape ready to burst.  I 
went back to my reading until I felt sleep taking over and closed my book and put away 
my glasses.  But as I was about to enter the land of Nod a voice stated in my ear, with 
the authority of a distant lover, everything is preliminary.  
 
Patti SMITH, coffee break, 2010, http://www.pattismith.net/coffeebreak.html  
 
 
The domination of society by “intangible as well as tangible things” — attains its 
ultimate fulfillment in the spectacle, where the real world is replaced by a selection of 
images which are projected above it, yet which at the same time succeed in making 
themselves regarded as the epitome of reality. 
 
Guy DEBORD, The society of the spectacle [1967]  
Pdf to download: https://archive.org/details/TheSocietyOfTheSpectacle 
 
 
I, too, wondered whether I could not sell something and succeed in life.  For some time 
I had been no good at anything.  I am forty years old…  Finally the idea of inventing 
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something insincere finally crossed my mind and I set to work straightaway.  
 
Marcel BROODTHAERS, press release of 1964  
 
 
America, FUCK YEAH! 
Coming again, to save the mother fucking day yeah,  
McDonalds, FUCK YEAH! 
Wal-Mart, FUCK YEAH! 
The Gap, FUCK YEAH! 
Baseball, FUCK YEAH! 
NFL, FUCK YEAH! 
Rock and roll, FUCK YEAH! 
The Internet, FUCK YEAH! 
Slavery, FUCK YEAH! 
 
FUCK YEAH! 
 
Starbucks, FUCK YEAH! 
Disney world, FUCK YEAH! 
Porno, FUCK YEAH! 
Valium, FUCK YEAH! 
Reeboks, FUCK YEAH! 
Fake Tits, FUCK YEAH! 
Sushi, FUCK YEAH! 
Taco Bell, FUCK YEAH! 
Rodeos, FUCK YEAH!  
 
“America Fuck Yeah”, song & lyrics from Team America: World Police, film, 2004, 
written by Trey Parker, Matt Stone, and Pam Brady and directed by Parker  
 
 
Born sinner, the opposite of a winner 
 
Notorious B.I.G., “Juicy”, lyrics, from Ready to Die, album produced by Trackmasters 
and Puff Daddy, 1994 
 
 
Jitterbug  
Jitterbug  
Jitterbug  
Jitterbug  
You put the boom-boom into my heart 
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You send my soul sky high when your lovin’ starts 
Jitterbug into my brain 
Goes a bang-bang-bang ‘til my feet do the same 
If something’s bugging you  
 
WHAM!,  “Wake Me Up Before You Go Go”, lyrics, writer: George Michael, 1984-1985 
 
 
All fixed, fast-frozen relations, with their train of ancient and venerable prejudices and 
opinions, are swept away, all new-formed ones become antiquated before they can 
ossify.  All that is solid melts into air, all that is holy is profaned, and man is at last 
compelled to face with sober senses his real conditions of life, and his relations with 
his kind.  
 
Karl MARX & Friedrich ENGELS, Manifesto of the Communist Party, 1848, Ch.1  
Full text: http://www.marxists.org/archive/marx/works/1848/communist-
manifesto/index.htm  
 
 
I HEARTILY ACCEPT the motto, — “That government is best which governs least”; 
and I should like to see it acted up to more rapidly and systematically.  Carried out, it 
finally amounts to this, which also I believe, — “That government is best which 
governs not at all”; and when men are prepared for it, that will be the kind of 
government which they will have.  
 
Henry David THOREAU, On the Duty of Civil Disobedience, 1849, Part 1  
Pdf available on: http://www.ibiblio.org/ebooks/Thoreau/Civil%20Disobedience.pdf 
 
 
JUST BECAUSE THE A.O.A. talks about “Paleolithism” all the time, don’t get the idea 
we intend to bomb ourselves back to the Stone Age.  
We have no interest in going “back to the land” if the deal includes the boring life of a 
shit-kicking peasant—nor do we want “tribalism” if it comes with taboos, fetishes & 
malnutrition.  We have no quarrel with the concept of culture—including technology; for 
us the problem begins with civilization.  
What we like about Paleolithic life has been summed up by the Peoples-Without-
Authority School of anthropology: the elegant laziness of hunter/gatherer society, the 
2-hour workday, the obsession with art, dance, poetry & amorousness, the 
“democratization of shamanism,” the cultivation of perception—in short, culture.  
What we dislike about civilization can be deduced from the following progression: the 
“Agricultural Revolution”; the emergence of caste; the City & its cult of hieratic control 
(“Babylon”); slavery; dogma; imperialism (“Rome”).  The suppression of sexuality in 
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“work” under the aegis of “authority.”  “The Empire never ended.”  
 
Hakim BEY, T.A.Z.: The Temporary Autonomous Zone, Ontological Anarchy, Poetic 
Terrorism, 1991, COMMUNIQUE #7 Psychic Paleolithism & High Technology: A 
Position Paper, p.43. On books.google.fr/books?isbn=1570271518 
 
 
Ja, Ja, Ja, Ja, Ja,  
Nee, Nee, Nee, Nee, Nee, 
 
Ja, Ja, Ja, Ja, Ja, Ja, Ja, Ja 
Nee, Nee, Nee, Nee, Nee, Nee, Nee, Nee, 
 
Joseph BEUYS, Audiosculptural Artwork, 1968 
On http://www.musiqueapproximative.net/post/joseph-beuys-1968-ja-ja-ja-ja-ja-ja-nee-
nee-nee-nee-nee 
 
 
We used to fuss when the landlord dissed us 
No heat, wonder why Christmas missed us 
Birthdays was the worst days 
Now we sip champagne when we thirst-ay 
Uh, damn right I like the life I live 
‘Cause I went from negative to positive 
 
Notorious B.I.G, “Juicy”, lyrics, from Ready to Die, album, produced by Trackmasters 
and Puff Daddy, 1994 
 
 
“Rwzfs! Why have you set fire to Granny?”  Father began to scold, but, turning toward 
my brother, he saw that Rwzfs was also enveloped in flames.  And so was my father, 
and my mother, too, and I — we were all burning in the fire.  Or rather: we weren’t 
burning, we were immersed in it as in a dazzling forest; the flames shot high over the 
whole surface of the planet, a fiery air in which we could run and float and fly, and we 
were gripped by a kind of new joy.  
The Sun’s radiations were burning the envelopes of the planets, made of helium and 
hydrogen: in the sky, where our uncles and aunts were, fiery globes spun, dragging 
after them long beards of gold and turquoise, as a comet drags its tail.  
The darkness came back.  By now we were sure that everything that could possibly 
happen had happened, and “yes, this is the end,” Grandmother said, “mind what us 
old folks say…” Instead, the Earth had merely made one of its turns.  It was night.  
Everything was just beginning. 
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Italo CALVINO, “At Daybreak” in Cosmicomics [1965]. See the Complete 
Cosmicomics, Penguin, 2009  
 
 
When sabotaging railroad tracks with explosive, use plastique if available, since this is 
the easiest substance to use when trying to sever objects of irregular shapes.  The 
most common way of cutting train tracks is by placing a charge of high explosives on 
either side of the “I“ beam track, so as to have the forces of the two explosions act 
upon each other, thus causing the middle object maximum destruction. 
 
Instructional phile, Topic: How To Properly Use Explosives, Author: Compilation phrom 
several sources, Compiler: Nocturnal Phoenix. Tamping 
http://www.textfiles.com/anarchy/INCENDIARIES/explode.nph 
 
 
Observation of the basis for being noticed, things about an artist that can make people 
cry.  And that’s the point: to once achieve this! Install criteria. […] To see the things 
one sees in the street in another way.  And!  Very important!  It can’t be didactic.  
That’s the special trick about it: it must not try to mediate anything “ÿo-ho”.  To achieve 
this you must make your own life the basis!  And you have to get yourself there for 
once.  There is no relation to the market in that any longer. 
 
UNFOUND 
 
 
The universe throws off 
its muddy clothes 
 
HÖ CHÍ MINH, “The Wheel of Law” [1942-1943], Prison Diary, Foreign Languages 
Publishing House, 1967  
 
 
If I wish to ride a motorcycle without a helmet, it is my absolute right to do so. 
 
William POWELL, The Anarchist Cookbook, 1971.  
Pdf on: 
http://cdn.preterhuman.net/texts/terrorism_and_pyrotechnics/explosives/MISC/Anarchi
st Cookbook - William Powell.pdf  
 
 
Human existence is possible only with an animal existence as its basis  
 
UNFOUND 
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they trap rats and bats and dogs 
and cats and birds, and eat them. 
A raspberry will eat anything 
 
Kurt VONNEGUT, Slapstick or Lonesome No More! [1976], Dial Press Trade 
Paperback, 1999 or on books.google.fr/books?isbn=1407053574 
 
 
Re-creations 
…The poem demands the demise of the poet who writes it and the birth of the poet 
who reads it. 
 
Octavio PAZ, Alternating Current [1974], Arcade Publishing, 1991 
 
 
This had to do with the Republic of China’s closing its embassy in Washington. 
The miniaturization of human beings in China  
had progressed so far that point, 
that their embassy was only six centimeters tall. 
His farewell was polite and friendly. 
He said his country was severing relations simply because there was no longer 
anything going on in the United States which was of the interest to the Chinese since 
Eminem’s third album. 
He dematerialised and returned to China 
 
Kurt VONNEGUT, Slapstick or Lonesome No More! [1976], Dial Press Trade 
Paperback, 1999 or on books.google.fr/books?isbn=1407053574 
 
 
The concept for this project was conceived not far from Vienna, in the year 1928 by 
three young designers: Brandolini, Morrison and Stanitzek during a serious evening of 
Schnaps drinking.  Since the birth of this concept and the adoption of their new 
philosophies the designers have not aged a day, which is proof that their theory of 
avoiding hard work has rewarded them with eternal youthfulness. 
 
UNFOUND 
 
 
The new world constructor seeing a pair of bicycle hand-bars decides to use them as 
they are and save himself the trouble and expense of bending the tube.  He seeks to 
avoid the craftsman’s meaningless, labored hours of tedious polishing and by 
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minimalizing production costs to sell his work in quantity and at a healthy profit. 
 
Jasper MORRISON, “The Poet Will Not Polish”, 1984 
 
 
By way of walking among the areas of the uncertain (due to a certain mistrust), by way 
of conversing with metaphor and utopia (to understand something more) and by 
keeping out of the way (certainly due to an innate calmness), we now find we have 
gained some experiences; we have become good explorers.  Maybe we can navigate 
wide dangerous rivers, and advance into jungles where no one has set foot.  There is 
absolutely no need for concern. 
 
UNFOUND 


