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         ‘In rein GOLD, Jelinek reimagines the characters of Brünnhilde and Wotan from Wagner’s Ring cycle and transposes them into the context of modernity. She delivers an impassioned exposé of the discontents of capitalism. Her musical thought is interwoven with myth, politics, and Wagnerian motifs. Gitta Honegger’s excellent translation allows us to experience the intense flow of her characters’ streams of conciousness entangled in greed and alienation.’

         — Xiaolu Guo, author of A Lover’s Discourse

         ‘rein GOLD is a masterful, obsessional, hypnotic journey. Jelinek brings a sharp modernity and relevance to a series of inward wanderings. She is equal to a great myth and makes it new.’

         — A.L. Kennedy, author of The Little Snake

         ‘Living legend Elfriede Jelinek’s rein GOLD, rhapsodically written from the maw of forlorn gods, echoes like an incensed dialogue-eulogy designed to fill the space soon left behind the eventual implosion of the twenty-first century’s bottomless appetite for capital, for absent love. “For what?” rein GOLD’s Brünnhilde asks and asks, trying out answers like mad masks, in search of something lost out here among us that even the gods cannot quite name, yet found as if alive here for all to feel – as in the masterworks of Bernhard’s Correction and Lispector’s The Passion According to G.H. – by the inimitable, majestically incensed end-visions of master Jelinek.’

         — Blake Butler, author of Alice Knott

         ‘Jelinek’s work is brave, adventurous, witty, antagonistic and devastatingly right about the sorriness of human existence, and her contempt is expressed with surprising chirpiness: it’s a wild ride.’

         — Guardian4
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             Rein Gold

         

         B: Brünnhilde

         W: Wotan, the Wanderer

         
             

         

         B: I am trying to state the following more precisely, that’s a somewhat delicate area, it is difficult for me. So then. Papa had this fortress built for him and now he can’t repay the credit. A situation as in any other family. The remains of tools and machines have been cleared, the giants used those backhoe arms of theirs, which surely was not in keeping with their original daydreams. And what did they get for it? What was their accomplishment? What their payment? Sure, they figured that other wanderers will be up and about there, shameless wayfarers, uhm, waylayers of the law. The giants will be last when it comes to paying. Holding out their hands they will have been first. It won’t do them any good. Why should they return what someone else stole? What’s free for the taking, the beautiful woman, why should they not have her, why shouldn’t they make the most of what they’ve got? They’ve got more weight than others, they are worth their weight in pounds, they don’t need to gain more, either the woman as commodity form or the woman inside commodity forms. No, the apples stay here for now, without the gardener no added value will sprout from them, the exchange value, does anyone happen to know it? It must be gigantic, if only because there is nothing that they could compare themselves with or relate to. For those apples can’t be eaten. Gold. Whoever has it does not return it. Possession is theft. That is the short version. And that would be the end of it. The, what’s her face, Fricka, the wife, but that’s really all she is, lambasts Papa because of the credit. The mood in the fortress is unbearable. Arguments. Papa says: But you wanted the new house! Mama says: I asked you 8before, you said, you wanted it too. We have to live somewhere, don’t we? I must admit I was glad that you wouldn’t be out-of-house so much. Big mistake. We did not consider the sacrifices it would cost us. The property lured and who came? Thousands of strange creatures, all of them making claims. Anyone making claims becomes their slave in turn and already the first one in this chain was stealing, nonetheless, to steal from a thief is also theft. Papa. And did you return what you took from the thief? You must have signed hundreds of IOUs, Papa! Do you even know, at least approximately, how much you owe and to whom? Can you still make heads or tales of it? What about the untimely coincidence of the fate of your house and your time running out like milk from a leaky bottle or latte from the paper cup of a trendy café chain, the final link of which is, as always, the end-user who pays for it all in the end? Even if he drops the cup? A new house at favourable terms and conditions, you just have to pay with a human being who isn’t one in reality or else no one would give a damn about her – who wouldn’t make a grab for her? That’s what you thought. No wonder. There are plenty of humans, but this one comes only once, this goddess, with what else could the giants be appeased? The pauperized worker, whom you did not employ, of course and if, then far below the collective contract, else he would not be a pauper, you did not want to promise him anything, no, you’d have never promised him a thing, you ordered giants right away, who save you all the other workers, spare you from them, replace them, every giant thousands of workers (even though you, in any case, right from the start, yes, I can see it: even though you made sure to write it down, you did not want to stick to any of it, no contracts, no labour contract, no loan contract, no 9marriage contract, that’s where it all begins, I’d say!), and those two were the dummies, the giants, dumb before, haven’t learned a thing inbetween, dumb thereafter; the universal worker: let’s say that one there, a worker like many, just that we got only this one in, one no one sees and hasn’t seen in many years, well, you were not about to employ that one, even though he lowered his labour power so far below value that he totally disappeared in the meantime. For years no one has seen a real worker! That’s probably why you took the giants, you also promised them something, I am sure, you are constantly promising something, which you don’t have to keep. Others would have installed machines, those wouldn’t have made any demands, okay, maybe their bosses, but not they! But wherever the machine takes over the field of production, it produces chronic misery amidst the competing labour power, which has disappeared, to fight their fights elsewhere, where else would it be?, they always have to fight for collective agreements, not here, fortunately, but luckily there, in a place they can’t be seen, their work should be seen, not they, children should also be seen but not heard, they are like children themselves, it makes no sense to employ them, there are far too many, everywhere and gone, withdrawn from us, and on top of it they also have to obey the law, I know, I know, Papa. We on the top must only claim we do. Those at bottom, the Nibelosers, they actually have to. That’s why the Riesen, the giants, come in handy? Yes? Because the dwarfs are in constant quarrel with each other, you say? When could they have started to quarrel while having to work incessantly? That they can never come to an agreement and you don’t have to pay your debts? That their union reps have long been in the nuthouse? They took their favourite party right along with them, 10right! You, wanderer, wounder of the law? Well, what’s up? You’ll have plenty to wonder about, all the things they will come up with, they’ll brag about their forging skills for sure, forging is something you can’t do, only they can do that. There are so many sorts of dwarfs and they all hate each other and even small improvements in their metal processing craft – everything they are specialized in, everything for which they have tools which demand a special skill and steady hand at forging – come to nothing if they are taken away from the easily agitated and hard to restrain master craftsman to entrust all that to a special mechanism, let’s say: a machine. So finely constructed, but it hardly accomplishes anything fine, except maybe for the housewife’s sewing. Competition among the skilled workers, dwarfs as well, but somewhat bigger, you bet. And thus they specialize more and more and earn less and less. Must resort to magic hoods, rings weighing a tonne, breaking their fingers and other nonsense, must protect their hands, prone as they are to all kinds of irregularities, with all kinds of absurd arrangements, should they no longer function and thus have to be replaced by machines which, of course, make no mistakes, but break easily. Then what? Repair dwarfs? Meanwhile those processes have been so well mechanized that a child can execute them. Even Siegfried, who really is a technical idiot, can do it, but he doesn’t have to be able to do it. He works with spukhafter Fernwirkung, spooky remote effect, you only see the effect and are spooked. He went forth to learn what fear was, but never was spooked. All the dwarfs’, all your efforts will be for the birds. While his machine does its work, he talks with the birds or lets his cock do the talking, pardon my English. But what do you call someone, who doesn’t even know whom he fucks? Well, I know what I call 11him. And you are up to your neck in debts, Papa. You need gigantic sums for the giants. According to Adam Riese, that proverbial German math-giant, you can never pay them off. The machine replaces a number of adult hires with an even bigger number in dire straits, who now have nothing to do any more. They are not even the Ersatzheer, the Replacement Army, the relief army, they only recoil in horror that now they are nothing, have nothing and do not count at all. Trained craftsmen, and were they on hand only in the shape of dwarfs, or totally unhandy as giants, whose other end you can’t even see in the fog, if you look at them from the bottom up which, by the way is just like in our new house, in the fog you can no longer see its roof from the ground, in Nebelheim, the fog home, what good is a house, if you can never see it as a whole?, especially if the others don’t see it and envy us? – anyway, giants, dwarfs, machines, water, fog, rain, forest, animals, all these creatures get replaced by untrained jobbers at machines, which can’t even sing like a little woodbird. They can’t do anything, those machines. Yet people get replaced, even if there is nothing that could replace them, one by another, many by all, all by a few, the trained by the untrained and back again, from the unskilled to the skilled, as needed, none of them thinking, but someone guiding them. Telling them what to do. Many kept busy, but one does the bossing. Yes, Papa, I know, you don’t. You have more debts than there are hairs on your head. You want to bag what your humankind-machinery produced. You don’t want to pay your debts, and then you say, others are at fault. Not you. Always others. You make debts but punish others for their most grievous default. You do what you want. You want to pocket the profit of everything after the ones have been replaced by the others, men by women, 12women by men, children by devices, through which their voices resound, whatever, in any case until no one knows any more where he belongs but doesn’t worry about it, because he’ll be told anyway. And you think that no one will know to whom you owe what! The gigantic pile of money, the ring, the sister-in-law, the profit from the apple plantation, whatever! The storm march you owe humankind so that it doesn’t have to do it! Donner will produce the thunder for it and Froh the jolly good time. But no one talks about what jerks they are. However, something like the debt, the guilt, the Schuld one has cannot be easily packed in a suitcase and carried off like the money one needs to square it up. One never comes square with anything and neither with oneself. Absurd agreements, even contradicting each other, who can figure it all out! I see lawyers! I see three women coming beneath the earth, I could have done with one, I would have immediately left the construction work in a way that it would rain in – oh no, not those three – yes, exactly, those with their crochet work, and what will come of it? Not even a scarf, not even a potholder! They murmur darkly, goaded, of course, by their mama, the good Earth, I visited her too, no idea what her problem is, always in a huff, just for the heck of it, and I still visit the earth, her daughters in the background, they carry their detail tools in their throats and put them to use. They can hang themselves on their yarn for all I care. I don’t give a damn about whatever they say. I used to have this sword, it must still be somewhere, I’d gladly cut their rope right through with it and then them too, I’d hack through all of them, makes no difference any more. I’ve already done everything else. Others do more, but does it do them any good? The worker is there, but the worker will be unsellable, his product, however, 13anyone can have. So why contracts? Let me answer for you: because you don’t have to honour them. You could have really said that sooner. It isn’t so complicated. The work is there, but the worker becomes unsellable like paper money taken out of circulation, and your contracts become invalid, Papa, just because you want it that way. There is no one left above you, at your command fires burn, giants toil, dwarfs smash in each other’s faces. But this won’t end well, Papa. All of us know that the loan which, by the way, never was paid out, but rather only promised, you will never be able to pay off. You will have to let your wealthy friends help you. Lower interest rates. But throwing such a left hook and risking such a thick lip, Papa, I never thought you would do that. That you’d get into the credit crunch just because you got involved with the wrong guys and in the meantime can’t even tell who they actually are. Doesn’t matter, you don’t intend to pay and you can’t be confronted as a debtor, as you must always wander, you are travelling, gone fishing, first you built the house and now you are never there. Besides, the right ones don’t interest you anyway. Don’t talk nonsense! Whoever deserves something, doesn’t get it. The one who is to wed the bride doesn’t get her either, even though he is entitled to. Light elves, black elves, shadow elves, Dobby, those dwarfs come in more races than dogs! And you owe all of them, money or something else or Schuld, yes, guilt itself! I can only congratulate you, Papa. You did it, owing everyone, even yourself and still no sense of Schuld. You simply have no feel for debt! You might still be downgraded, I just don’t know by whom! The grade would be far too steep for anyone, well, maybe not for you, you’ll flat out deny the grade and by a hair you’ll make the grade. Where you are not, there’s nothing but death. 14And where you are ditto. Plenty of death for all of us at the end, or it wouldn’t be called the end. You are the dream, the comfort and the hope of all sufferers, but once I am asleep behind your fire not even you’d manage to come through to me, it won’t matter to me any more. If you weren’t our President, you couldn’t indulge in any of this. If you weren’t God, you could at least walk through a fire you didn’t start yourself. Now a sea of embittered helplessness, acquired recklessness. You always believed – back when you commissioned the construction of this monumental one-family home in that dump, the name of which I have forgotten – a name one would think can’t really be for real, Mr President, only when all of this will go under, will I remember again – so you believed that you can do whatever you please, Papa, just because you are God, a destroyer tearing down the law he made himself! I had not considered that you would kill all the people you owe, at least ensure it will be done, death, after all, is the only thing you always make sure of. Not a bad method, except that it will end some time when no one will be left. The supply of workers is inexhaustible, at least it seems so because we don’t see any any more, the unskilled don’t die out, there are just two pieces of giants. They are rare. Soon only one, though he will be broken too, by the hero, no, by himself, by the other giant, herewith we declare the line extinct, broken, for once not by the law. You can handle them, they are already weakened anyway! Been given the count. You didn’t pay out. It won’t pay off for us. Just take a look how they are crawling around like worms, hauling, piling, mortaring, water logging, water-looing. And you’ll surely find some sucker for any home improvement work! It’s always like that. The president in his office: one singular mafia! The god at his walking 15staff: one singular absurdity. So he’s got his new house and for what? His own will as master of man, his lust his only law? Ridiculous! His own power his only property? Well, we’ve seen where that leads to. Nations, listen, listen for once!, so, okay, they’ve heard it already, so what? I finally can go to sleep. No wonder you don’t want to go home, Papa, to the newly constructed home you own! And you will own up to it, no question. If man, der Mensch, gets destroyed together with his active, creating power, his schaffende Kraft, good god, I am actually writing this down!, but if I just say it you don’t listen to me, Papa, so then, if the Mensch gets destroyed, he must first smash the violence of his owners. He absolutely must do that, don’t forget! But this is something only the giants can do. And only one of those is left. You, however, a god, whom should you smash? What good would it do? Well, you’ll do it to me, I can see it coming. And a man, a hero of course, we don’t do it below that, this man is to get me, a free man, a saint, then bring your shit to the station or deposit it right on the loo-and-behold-spot, Papa, a Saviour! Come to me, move it now!, our salvation work is already in process, but man’s work is and remains lifeless. You can destroy his order, take everything away from him, spur him on to anything, but death will come, to the slave as to the master all the same, equal in death, but not in terms of who was who, fundamentally unequal is what they are, he comes for me and the lord and master, the saviour who knows no fear, even though he’d like to get to know it, he is very sociable, the more the merrier: he who will come, oh, I don’t know either, and then death will come. All this for what? I don’t even know what for. I don’t know either, is it any wonder? The Saviour, the Redeemer will know: where and what he will be able to redeem. And that’s no 16wonder. There are no miracles. Oh, and the coup of employing giants because they don’t need machines, I don’t know if that was smart. At the moment, certainly, but then? Machines quiet down at some point, humans never. The dwarfs, of course, were pissed off, because they did not meet the requirements, you know which ones, and because whatever they forged was always taken away from them. How they’d have loved to keep it, but it’s not the purpose of labour, doing it all for oneself only. Then nothing would get done! Poor munchkins! You would have had to put a hundred of them on top of each other to mortar a single stone. No, that wouldn’t have worked, though you could have also invested in ladders or fire engines, they are listed on the stock market and not badly at all. Grand-scale gold-smithing much smarter. Gold’s always needed. Hold it, how is it doing right now, well it dropped some, but still bullish. No shit! You bet. Gold trumps. You know what? We simply kidnap it! But that’s not so simple, so let others do it, as usual. They all were pure and guiltless, at least that’s what they claim, before the gold was forged. What everyone needed, they got, what harms the other is what they are doing now. Slaying each other, the giants are not the first in that, they stand on a pile of slain bodies, though they really wouldn’t have to make themselves bigger than they are. They should make gold, if stealing is so dangerous, it weighs on the conscience, with which you can’t pay for your one-family home either, Papa! Who’ll buy something for your conscience, Papa! And from that spear, where you foolishly wrote down everything – I’ve been telling you again and again, never anything in writing! – no one could copy anything from it if he’s planning a decent fraud. To each his own crime! Rich auntie Freya whose estate no one will inherit 17because she’ll never die, you can bank on that, she might pay. Would be unwise to kill her, as she can’t die, but it would be generally unwise to let her go, since you would thus forego your most important capital and need cosmetic surgery to gloss over your age, you made-up corpses! What goes out, must also come in again. Youth goes away, old age is coming. Freya is free again and joins Thor in the Land of the Freer and the wrinkles creep back up on all of you again. Whatever. You don’t have to pay anyway and you won’t pay. The dwarfs produce the money and more meanies, I mean peewees, holding it for them. Until it gets taken from them, like everything. You beget heroes, so what! You exhale so much breath from your chest, the heroes couldn’t even inhale all of it! Beautiful stuff, jewels, rare pieces among them, no argument there. This ring alone! Yes. This ring alone. One of a kind. But they won’t be allowed to keep it, even though they deserve it, those wretched Alberichies. What worker would have ever been allowed to keep what he earned. They learned quickly, the alps, no, the Alben, those elves, the dwarfs, they bunched up, in the Alben-album they were bunched up like alpinists’ photos of radiant heights, which would have been okay, but then they instantly battered each other again. Forged swords, which kept falling apart, mechanically, they might not have been quite up to speed, the others, however, were even worse. Not even you, Papa, paid close enough attention when you learned how to forge. You did not master the craft. Others had to do it. A god doesn’t have to learn anything, he is and that’s enough. For him, at least. The rest of them: everyone against everyone! Always! Instead of being united against you. They sensed that only one will get it right with the sword and that one, unfortunately, will be an idiot. And where 18will he end up? With me, of course, typical! I am the dumping ground for heroes. Having one dwarf even just toppling over for this one – which wouldn’t make much difference to the dwarf, he is very short anyway – not necessary! Doesn’t pay. He’ll off that dwarf. As if that were a feat. And you don’t pay either. Your luck, Papa, that they are always at each other’s throats or don’t even yet exist, because you first have to produce them! They always took something from someone, which in turn will be taken from the new owners and so on and so on: theft at the start, theft at the end, in-between deceit. Property – theft. An endless chain of expropriation, just so we can get our new house. I couldn’t care less! I prefer being at home in nature. Be in the stable with my horse, like all girls. I don’t care how you’ll cough up the payments for the house, Papa, you cough and you cough, lots of mucus, lots of slime, though all that ails you is a missing eye, which now shines in the sky, where you really can’t use it. No need for more injuries to a god who’d rather be ingested or get consumed by flames. No, the other eye does not tell anything either. No, sadly, it does not speak to me. It just looks. I don’t see what you gave it away for, the eye, by the well, gave it away no, not for a decision, for a forgiveness of debts, a forgiving of deeds against all the dead, you wouldn’t even dream of it, at the well outside the gate, am Brunnen vor dem Tore, an eye for nothing, nothing at all; I cannot call your decisions wise. Your ravens don’t even bother to comment. I don’t blame them. No, the wolves don’t either, they have no part in this. Instead, Fricka talks, non-stop. Her ramblings segue into shrill shrieking. A strong woman, as is so often required now. Do you have to constantly cheat on her? You once were so hot for her, you sacrificed your eye! Now everyone’s got hell on earth instead of the new 19home. Was that necessary? Submit to the wayward subterrenean brood, which doesn’t know breeding and subordination, no, not even they! Do you really have to put up with this? You are the President after all, or whatever you want to call it. Or a few floors above that, whatever, you can’t be seen in the fog anyway, way up there, you with the magic wand for the law; it doesn’t mean though that you have to wander constantly and thus drive your wife up the wall! The gods were always shapeshifters, no one keeps his shape, though that goes only for old age, but you gods have always been others and become others for those who wanted to adore you. Or call you to account, except: you always could count better than anyone else. Couldn’t you have stayed yourselves, so that the blue-eyed, the believers, but not the creditors find you? Better get her a ring, you know which one! In whose face do you throw guilt like hay to an animal? Dominating the world, but not even able to forge a proper ring, you can really be proud of that, Papa! A ring, it’s so simple. You take a piece of gold, make a hole in it and done. Then you throw it into the water, so that it gets value added, with little effort and then you get it out of there again with great effort or, rather, you let some sucker do it for you and then you do him in. Just so you can give it away again, the ring. Anyway, you could easily just command what’s useful to you, end of story. Why pay at all? What do you care whether the worth of your new one-family home was created by the process of its construction, by its beautiful location on the mountain or by magic? Not even Marx thought of magic and he thought of everything. All the stuff that flowed into this house you absolutely had to have. The productive labour of two idiot giants flowed into it like the Rhine, with this gigantic 20substructure, which can’t be seen in the river, age-old stuff, partly liquid, liquefied, partly a river filled with stuff, gold bulk trash, which does not increase the value of your property, because you remained indebted to the builders of this gold stuff? I don’t know what’s up any more. I think you will have to fork it out, thank you,1 you don’t either, up yours too, I talk and talk, thank you for the applause, I make no sense, thanks for the applause now rising like the Rhine every year at high water, thank you, well, what did I want to say, all those dwarf smithies’ flailing little arms, the giants’ mega-heavyweight labour steps, all the dead heroes we must drag around so that you can get your fresh cell therapy, Papa, and the heroes too, of course, there is always money for the military, all this is like the transmigration of creatures, whom you put into service. The work of all those beings, whether golden forms, solid, dripping, fluid or superfluous, whatever, the work of all these entities in their gigantic numbers and the giants in their rather small number, only two pieces, soon enough only one, what did I want to say, so all that productive labour of those ghostly labour-beings, no matter in what shape and size they appear, who manufactured your new product, your one-family house, all these constituent elements for the construction of the house of a god or president or whatever, this labour, all that labour benefits only you and your co-gods, actually fake gods, since there isn’t much talk about them; so now, all of this, all of them go into – let’s go now! – a transmigration of souls, which I mentioned earlier. The transmigration is on, it is not 21cancelled as was erroneously announced, on the contrary, it is on continuously, you can go in or out any time, you’ll still get it all. The exchange value wanders in, it wanders out, it wanders in, it wanders out. In, out, in, out, it depends, but on what exactly I can’t tell. Makes my tongue slip. I might put my foot in my mouth. I should say: I don’t know, but I’ll say a lot more, even though I am pretty clueless, which doesn’t exactly increase my use value, but my exchange value: oho! Not bad! I made good use of the development of my social productive force, even though people helped me with that. So, should I keep saying things, I am not saying anything, so I go on saying something. Whatever. And the value of all these elements, of that whole brood which, by the way you haven’t paid yet either, because it’s supposed to pay off itself by the owners killing one another; thus, one owes less and less. What is the value, how does the exchange happen, how does it proceed, may I proceed: value, still waiting for it, for what it is, well, all this is based on first acquiring the other’s commodity by selling one’s own and the legal relationship in this is the contract, people, the legal persons exist for each other solely as representatives of commodity and thus as owners of commodity, they exist (and then they die off together with the State and together with it they go into the family grave, even though the State never behaved like a family towards them, well, maybe like mine towards me), until the commodity is gone or only until only one has something, but it won’t be you, let me tell you, Papa, God!, I can tell you exactly what will happen to the house, first of all you will have to resign, no, you won’t, yes, you will, at the time I am writing this it is not yet clear, ah yes, it is, resigned, just now!, I as an opportunist will use the outcome later, when it’s delivered to 22me, all done, what did I want to say while I’ve been saying so much already, well, what?: so then, the still unpaid value, the payment of which you will continue to dodge, Papa this consumed, contorted body of a value which was created by the unappreciated, uncompensated, you think that as a god you can get away with everything, Papa, so this dis/contorted body of a newly created value in the form of a house – yes, newspapers, don’t hesitate writing this, I don’t care, media, devices, trumpet it!, I only read postings that can teach people to think; makes no difference, even though I am related to you and it falls back on me – Papa, so this value, this consumed value which transformed into labour, no, the other way around, the contorted labour that became a value which, however, isn’t a real value at all, not for us at any rate who are meant to pay for it, enters the newly created body of the product, the new house which we are also supposed to pay for and which you avoid, more or less since it stands. And with it the wife. You are nuts, Papa! So while the giants produced a value, their form of house construction, their forum for complaints and miscellaneous claims, in a book no one has to open, because it always is, for all (one of the God’s question: which book doesn’t ever have to be opened?), everything in it?, yes, their labour anyway, and the real work done noiselessly, furtively, secretly behind their backs, the actual work, that counts!, and that is called: appropriation, theft. Breach of contracts. That is the actual work, the non-payment, the draining, the taking away, the not-upholding of something that could not even be held if it were light as a feather, which would have to be caught first!, so, that’s the real labour, the appropriate output, the expropriation of those who do it, that’s the actual work and this is what you – when the labourer can’t sell 23his labour power, because no one needs it any more – this is what you took over, Papa, as one who takes the labour power of, yes, even the intellectually challenged, but instead physically unchallenged power athletes in their weight rooms, from where they should have never been taken, so then you are the one who takes the man-power and does not change it into value added, but adds more value! More added value than the value added, which is always produced anyway. That’s normal. This house, by never having been paid for, is absolutely unsellable, because it has no value. No, all wrong. Labour was added by the giants, payment was promised, but in the end: nada. In the end nothing. Only the product stands, it has no more traits of labour, that’s all we’d need. Those contorted traits no, trains, well, both, with which those commuters travel to work, every workday, over and over again, delayed trains, running around, rushing, the child still has to be dropped off at kindergarten, the husband still has to be railed at and the train isn’t coming, just looking at all those trains, those traits, that’s too much for anybody. Those are not the traits of a god. This solid fortress does not show the traits of a god. This mighty fortress is not our god. The mighty fortress belongs to our god, though in principle it’s the same and it is more than if he were it, the fortress. Enormous amounts of money get moved, but not paid out. Absolutely nothing gets paid. The money is here, it lives, it does not work, okay, it did before, now it no longer works, it simply is around, it’s always someone else who’s got it, for what, the money, gold, it glitters, I know, Papa, you want to have your cake and eat it too and you actually can do it, you greedy guy!, glutton god, good greed!, so help us gods, if it makes you vomit, help yourself, help yourself to anything you want, for others pay, 24or rather no: others won’t get paid to begin with. Dwarfish brood, giant brutes, I mean prudes by default thus unable to find a woman, small wonder, considering their bodies’ build – fortunately they gave our building a reasonable body! – such a woman would be standing on a ladder all the time, like the dwarfs at work, all of them having to elevate themselves by necessity and if it takes stepping on others, since stepping over them would take too long, what did I want to say, I always want to say something, but no one listens, you are gone anyway and have been for quite some time, like most papas, I don’t see you, you the half-sighted, blindsiding dealbreaker. I don’t really mean any of this, you hear me, it is a gift of nature, the labourer’s natural gift others don’t have, he’s got it, a gift that costs him nothing, no wonder he gifts it, but it brings in a lot for the owner, the owner of humans, the God. But no, sorry, that was earlier. I always go backwards when I actually want to get ahead. We have been further ahead but keep going back. That whole house, for what, Papa? What’s it all about? Just so you finally won’t stray any more, says Fricka. But you could have lived in the gold! You wouldn’t have needed the house, you could have lived right in the Schatz, the treasure, the Hort, the hoard, the playground of the children of the Rhine! Maybe it was too noisy there for you. You rather go for the mothers, who are ready for pick-up, ready for anything, for anyone who picks and gets them out of there. And then the constant pounding and banging and all this by the batty to boot. Why that stupid house, since you won’t pay for it anyway and that entire Schatz, well, well, well!, is still here. Okay, yes, here it is, but you haven’t got it! You don’t pay, you owe – so, owing to this or not owing to this, in any case, no one owes you, you don’t own it either. So, you didn’t 25even want to pay. You turned it on its head and– sorry for hitting you over the head with this, Papa – you wouldn’t have needed that fucking fortress, if you did not want to pay for it. We should only use what we can pay for. Using that house is no pleasure, it is the exchange value that yields all the pleasure. That no one else can have it, the house. But where does that leave the exchange value? It grasps at nothing. How can the accumulation of goods be an incentive, if only we own and use these goods? Besides, no one pays for nothing but everyone always pays for it. No pay, but everyone pays for it. All of you were guile- and guiltless, sure, before money existed, before gold was forged. What someone needed was given to him by another. But what’s harming the other is what they do now that they are sitting on their money. They are killing each other! Papa, I almost think the gold would have been better protected by you, no kidding. Had you paid with it for the house right off, order could have kicked in, which you, in turn, could have kicked in again like a pressboard door, but afterwards. Now everyone is doomed to die, yes, you too and so am I, so are all of us. If you don’t pay for the house, but even if you do, it doesn’t matter, it is doomed to decay or it isn’t, no, not yet, but I think it, our house will fall, because you won’t have paid for anything. Or too late, too little, paid with the wrong currency, or paid the right one to the wrong party?, you might even have wanted to pay, but others got the better of you, just promise them everything, you don’t have to give it to them!, yes, I know, at least you wanted to, while others manage will-lessly. All that brouhaha, but no payment; tricks get concocted, coercive laws invented (dear giants, at least have some understanding, even though you have no brains, we are much worse off than you!), excuses cooked 26up, ears talked off, innards traded, stockpiles invaded and meanwhile the capital is expanding, the fortress expands, even though the gods haven’t multiplied in a long time, everything expands just to be maintained, everything expands, it grows into the Nothing, because whatever exists is completely filled but what grows most gladly, most quickly, the mostest, is capital if treated correctly, if homeownership-fever can be stoked, if the regulations for creditors – those weird creatures, giants and dwarfs, between them normal ones, who, though, don’t want to follow any norms – become ever more permeable, ever more pliable, ever more unreliable, if financial institutions introduce teaser rates on the market, if one has hardly any or no capital at all, but absolutely wants a house, you’ve got to live somewhere, don’t you, no capital, it doesn’t grow like the golden apples, thus it has to work very hard to grow, but ultimately everything keeps growing, like real estate prices before, not any more now, not before, now they do, prices which also always keep growing and growing, faster than the golden-delicious apple saplings, that’s how it goes. Everything flows, everything grows and that which grows also falls again, it drops, but, ultimately, it’s always growing, only the real estate, poor thing, goes under, because there is no more cash flow to water it. Up to now they always kept growing and will continue to do so. But if you actually are going to pay, Papa, pay with the gold you stole, property is theft and, in the end, there are only thieves, so then, if you pay, others fall. All fall because of money. Money fells them all. If you’d lived right in the money from the start, no fortress could have been burnt, I wouldn’t have had to burn up either, nor my poor horse, who’s got nothing do with it, no, nobody would have had to get burned if you had ponied up all 27right, you did, but it was never enough. In the end you always kept more than you spent. Others were wasted, completely spent. You only had expenditures. No one could harm you, no one could have harmed you, if you – you and your fellow gods – wouldn’t have been already prepared for disaster and susceptible to it. The dwarf with his ring wouldn’t have hurt you. Some manual work wouldn’t have hurt you either. The wilful wants of humans are like money, the Norns’ golden wool is also like money. Everything is like money, because it is money, anything that counts and can be counted. All that effort and for what? For that! The love between you and your wife, the strong tie that ties everything, which you always untie so easily, Papa, it makes each of you the warrantor of the other, I don’t know another word, I only know the warranty obligation with regard to other things, to capital, that is, securing it, insuring it, yes, also the capital of your love, this ongoing insuring, double, triple insurances between the two of you, beyond the necessary changes of love, for which no one would issue a bill of exchange, this counteracting everything that must constantly renew itself, that should change, sink into the ground and wake up and grow again as a plant, the changeful in general, when the bills of exchange have already been issued and all of us are exposed like puppies, blind, deaf, toddling and whimpering, this countering of change gets the bill of exchange to expire even faster, to exit the date that’s written on it and run away, guaranteeing its owner everything, turning it all to stone like your single-family house, Papa, and what turns into the hardest stone are those joined together heretofore, you and your wife and the two of you swing that which never happens, you swing the standstill, which might just stand still for the sake of the 28interest, not for me, as for me it doesn’t have to, it stands still, it has to, it could run off, after all, it’s for the interest and compound interest, the standstill’s just standing there, even though it would rather take a hike, wander, like you, Papa, be on the move, move through the interest and compound interest, no idea where to, but now standstill and that is also where it’s at with your spousal love and the pain of lovelessness and lifelessness begins. Because securedness is standstill. Yes, Papa, everything shuts down when love is on lockdown. You wander, by yourself. You, the plan-maker who makes no plans and does not stick to them! You aren’t even a capitalist, don’t need to, those down there are, if they can swing it not having to sweat any more; you don’t even want to bag value added any more, want nothing, give nothing, you are nothing, Papa, a god, after all, doesn’t have to be something, true enough, HE IS, as long as you can rake it all in and hand out nothing, there are no rules for you, you don’t see the free gift of labour, such as: the dwarfs’ longing, who can’t even think of something like that, as that of the giants’ for a woman, a woman, for a woman as I am one. For example. As if a woman were worth money, as if a woman had ever been worth the money, not hers of course, very rarely hers, no, the other’s money, of course, a woman’s always worth some kind of currency, but her currency does not last long, her youth, that is, when a woman is still worth something. Well, but her apples you should keep, otherwise not even that woman would be worth anything among you guys. Only in her youth does she have value and that can be paid for if so desired. Freya breeds the apples and with them pays herself. Thus she is freer than her Freier, okay, sorry, sorry, sorry, boo, boo, boo! I heard you, so now you can stop again. Woman is the rottenest and the quickest to 29spoil. I, supposedly the object of someone’s desire?, one, who apparently can’t count, isn’t that grotesque?! They’ve got the Schatz, they work for you gratis, you take the hoard, you take it from them again, never mind what’s engraved in that stupid ash shaft of your weapon, but what do they all want? A woman’s all they all want. That’s their lowest common denominator. A woman. They plan and they sweat and then they want nothing but a woman. Well, not all of them, however, if not, there’s zoff, for our foreign born fellow citizens there’ll be crumbs, they’ll crush each other underfoot, they don’t need their own parade for that, the fighters, they follow anyway and don’t even know whom they’re following; it’s like at a love parade with too many participants for so little love. They also want gold, the giants, who could crush all of them at once if they wanted to, but if they can’t have that, they want a woman. Fifty-fifty. One the woman, the other the money. That would be ground zero, even ground forces could be deployed, had we not spent everything already for the house. Well, okay: if a woman, if that’s what it has to be, then one who sits on golden apples! Who lays golden eggs? That’s the least one can ask for. They want to become serfs for the money or they want to become serfs for the woman. The woman, however, decides nothing, she does not decide, because you decided for her already. A wanderer as shameless panderer against the law!, it’s all good, throw them the ring, it won’t change a thing, everyone’s used to your spontaneous actions and eruptions, Papa. What follows are ruptures and rapes and retribution, perjury and adultery, on and on endlessly, everyone punished, everything punished, swiftly committed, swiftly corrected. Law and order: the guardians of the oaths are the biggest lawbreakers. You know 30what I mean, Papa. The guilty don’t pay their debts. They avenge them constantly, but to pay them is out of the question. They are disloyal, but they pay for loyalty, they want the golden apples for payment of the house and at the same time they want to keep them like their youth! And it works! They bring order, yes, of course that’s what they call disorder, that’s the one they bring, as everyone knows. That is what they want. What everyone wants is all they know. I know that you see it differently. Can you please tell me, Papa, what I want? For I don’t know myself. A woman for the giants, okay, here we go, there she is, we’ve got the carnal part, now we just need one for the carnage, or something we can put into it, the way the labourer puts his life into his labour to produce surplus value for the capitalist. That’s how it used to be, that’s how it used to be, now it’s all gone, now it doesn’t exist any more. Now it doesn’t work any more. The worker wants to, but who’d still want him? The money stays. It doesn’t work any more, it simply becomes more and more, I already said it many times and yet, it is true, it’s making the rounds, it haunts the world, contracts mean nothing to it, it doesn’t even read them, that reckless money, nothing can happen to it anyway!, what should happen to it!, it makes the rounds, from one to another, it becomes more, no one knows how, no one knows why, there is so much of it and yet, you won’t pay for your house or too late or too little, that’s how it always is, Papa, there will always be too little, especially for a god, he is priceless, especially when he cracks jokes and tears down houses, which are already crumbling, well, that’s how it is: even though there is so much money, just lying around, doing nothing, not even earning interest, without interest even in your special interests, people go on as if nothing happened. Yes, 31there they go, they’d gone on killing sprees, but now they just went for a walk. A short walk around the block. No one has seen them. They want to kill and also kill themselves, first the former then the latter, but absolutely not vice versa!, no, we didn’t know them. Unknown hereabouts, we never saw them going by, but it certainly couldn’t have been the Holy Trinity, because one person was a woman! Who is it taking a walk there, it can’t be the three, we’ve never seen them, taking a walk, fine, but only round the corner, money doesn’t get taken out like people, that’s a no-go, money goes on its own, but one must watch it, at least come up somehow with the interest, or it is gone, else the house is gone, this time not blown up, just gone, well not just, it’s just that someone else has it, no one has it, it hasn’t been paid for and now it belongs to the bank and gets lost, because everything gets lost that’s entrusted to the bank, even words get lost in the bank or they are denied. But I told you that I sold you this high risk product, I didn’t tell you?, it doesn’t matter, the main thing is I knew it, yes, the money is running out now, it has to get to a safe place, it’s the last thing that can still escape. It’s always too little anyway. That’s what it comes down to, it is always too little. There is always too little in the packets or the wrong thing. And what do they want, what do they want, what did those, who at least had money in their fingers through which it keeps running, want to have? And why? Why didn’t they want money to be abolished altogether? Those who have nothing are all for it and they are the majority. Money, after all, has become nothing but information, where to get it and what to do with it, it disappeared underneath it, so let’s get rid of it for good! Now you can hardly see it any more, anywhere, like those two men and that woman, they weren’t seen 32anywhere, though they were residents and malcontents in Zwickau. Active folks, on the go as goons, the stallions were joined by a mare and enjoyed grazing together. Believed to be unarmed, gutless goofs, on the contrary: heroes, German heroes do the killing themselves, they don’t leave it to anyone else. Too much fun. Let their cutting-edge savour that foreign brood, which we can surely brutalize with weapons. Who? Who are you talking about? Who were they supposed to be and where? Never seen them. Never heard of them. Money: thank you very much, but I haven’t seen it in a long time. Can’t tell you where it is or who’s got it. I? Certainly not! It disappeared in the fog, it can’t represent an independent value, because the value can no longer be seen by anyone. The value has been outsourced, it is made of air, but not everybody breathes the same air. One can breathe abroad and so the money happens to be there. It’s gone, to more beautiful places, wherever, just gone. Never saw it. We don’t know it. This here used to be our club house, but what’s in there now – no idea. There is no money in it for sure, we would know about it. It was once produced as debt, not a nice thought, God knows, but what is it doing now other than fill us with dread? Who wants it, who doesn’t yet have it? Who wants nothing? Who does not have nothing yet? Still someone who’s still got some? Junk can be discontinued, since those who still want it can replace it, cashless happiness! But that’s not going to work. No way! Only the money keeps going, always away from us. Only we will go, be gone forever, sometime. Those two men whom no one saw, no one knew, nie sollst du mich befragen, never shall you ask me, they also were gone. Gone for broke. Pulled out of their house’s family’s tree, the only one that grows here and their bullets sure licked them all, those bullets 33kept licking around, like it?, yes, we do like that fiery thrust. Shot dead in the end and blown to pieces. It was fun with the foreigners, but we also did it to ourselves. Tat for tit. Done to me as done to you. Same difference, get them, those foreigners. Trust the weapon! They also work wonders with us. We are gone, the gods, however, will not go and they won’t fly either, you will, Papa, but not they, they won’t go like us, they won’t collect air miles and become gold-card-bearing senators, they are gods already after all, they won’t go, those high up, the highest-up colleagues, but we will. The gods with their honest needs for More will stay and bunker it, as they themselves are programmed for eternity. Well, gotta first have it! But the golden apples are just as good, even though the money is no longer hitched to gold, each goes its own way, it takes more and more money to pay for gold, it might not pay off to have so much gold. The gods, yes, exactly, I mean those who have lived in their houses, will be no more eternal than money, than guilt, than debts, than interest, no, wrong, only interest will be the eternal, why else would money exist if not for becoming more, ever more? Forever more. And eternity expands like the universe. And then the More even more! They will spend it on a house, the gods, that’s the money that doesn’t belong to them. Everyone, after all, spends the money that doesn’t belong to them. Everyone lives their debt-ridden guilt and must constantly create money as if out of water in order to pay for it. The giants, the dwarfs, Mime, Alberich, all the same, what do they want, much work time would be gained if they’d finally announce that we must renounce everything. That’s what they want, so they should also tell us. They want that which lies around masterless everywhere, no, that, whose master many claim to be, whatever there is, wandering 34around, all by itself, moved also by giant hands no one can see, not even a god, the money is there, the money is here now, look at the indicator board!, the money just arrived. The proof is shown on the board in blazing letters. Don’t you want to pick it up? It’s just waiting for it. You want to spend it and keep it, everyone wants that: just as the gods avenge guilt and at the same time want to become guilty, consecrate everything only to desecrate it again. What do the gods really want? Look it up! What does the good Earth say to it? What does Earth talk about at the donor conference she convened herself? The Earth gives, but what does she say, what justifications will she give when one day she won’t give any more? What the gods do NOT want they must want, but they never want what they don’t want and therefore they must perish some day. The Earth sees her end before her. She sees the money lying around as if it were nature, the money is in the hoard, waiting to board and sail offshore. Until then human muscles push the money into the concentration of production plants. But those will also fall. The gods will fall, but it won’t fall into our hands, it will belong to those who have no right to it, because they take their right out of their own hands. That is injustice. I, at least, think so. There, look, right there a brother already clobbers his brother, killing him. He doesn’t listen, he doesn’t look out, yet he is what he is only through treaties and contracts, but he doesn’t believe it. He doesn’t want to hear it. No one wants to hear it, not even a god. Who’d want to hear something like that? Honouring treaties, you must be kidding!, rejecting the especially favourable loan interest rates, just because you are a god? No way, José! The gods decisions are a joke, why should they reimburse for something humans wouldn’t know what to do with, why 35should they trade a goddess for money, when the idiots, the builders, those body buildings, the giants wouldn’t know then what to do with her? Well, one does, he raves about her shining eyes. But the money shines easily ever more brightly. Deception is so easy! The bargain home-loan – so easily swiped! The wife, so easily acquired and abandoned again! The money. Not even acquired. The treasure, not honestly acquired. By whom, by the way? Secured by contracts, which they are not, because nobody abides by them. The gold, the Geld, the money, simply there, end of story. No, simple it is not. I say this all the time. What do you want, what could you possibly still want, when the money is always there, but always figures – aplenty – some other place, though if you reach for it, it’s always gone, some other place, bingo!, where it participates in the free wastage of humans. You!, who rule through beauty, glittering glorious sex, always still shining brighter than you is the money. No organ could ever keep up with it, not even the biggest, and that is man himself. A pitiful sex, really, but, mind you, he wants it that way. It loves to play along, the money, the gold, in strip mines, underground mines, any kind of goldmine. Fooling around, expressing itself in things. No more labour power behind it, that’s long over, that’s long past, that’s all been done with long ago, everyone’s working, but the money’s always just there, so what’s the catch? It always belongs to someone else. I don’t get it, what could they want if the money’s there already anyway? Why can’t you be that other one, you have always been the other one, why not this time? Tell me, how’s gold doing right now? No, I am not interested in what gold is doing these days, but how it is doing right now. Howdy doody, Mr Moody? Pretty goody. Somewhat down, but it’ll easily rebound, as long as there are 36people, I mean suckers, it always catches up, even if no one stands in line in front of it. The only value there is, only the other suckers don’t believe it. The suckers are always half-half, they don’t go halves, they are half-half and I know which half I go for. Not going badly, either, not doing badly at all, not as well as it did once, but still quite well. Still better than we are doing. The gold is owned, it is owed to be owned by someone. God, that’s some sea-sawing market! One can hardly steady oneself on Earth, who is asleep, carefree and forever, no matter what we do. The building of the house is left to the giants, they are the best at it because they are so big. The rules for underground work don’t hold for them, and as to their product, whatever!, what still holds?, does it still hold that the value factor of the manpower and thus the amount of the surplus value is worth more only, when the worker who produces it – Mime, Alberich, everyone listen! – can use it for his mobility? When he can finally, after fifteen years, buy himself a new car. But listen to me: the worker does not exist any more! We came to an agreement on this. We just did. That’s the lowest common denominator for those who have nothing in common and are greedy enough to agree. Always. Now a bit more is written on the paycheque. Good. Who should stomach this so that a surplus value can be consumed and by whom? No one there. No one at home. The giants are building the house, but they aren’t there. And then they kill each other. Okay, workers have always done it when they were ordered to and those at least did it only after the gods’ fortress was finished, have you seen this house? Did you ever look at it? For gods incredibly cheapo. A single-family house for a god plus wife! Hard to believe that giants built this. And they all want a woman, at least all who produced something, yes, 37and the giants too, and what’s in it for them? What’s there for the asses who busted their asses? Nothing left. Nothing to be done. At least they don’t kill each other, although it would be pretty practical right now, so that, for example, the pressure of the surplus population would not increase. One could use this pressure for something else, one could set something in motion. They just kill each other for the heck of it, the one giant the other, the other one also tries it, but he dies, because those two Riesen can’t stand each other. That’s a reason. Maybe there is also another. Ultimately, they always kill each other for money or a woman or both. Sweating, with blistered hands, to win a wife, win money, if a wife’s not available, who’d call such purchase twisted? Hey, listen, Riese, the woman as is, even one with golden apples, doesn’t count. It’s much badder to take her away from the gods. That’s how it goes. Nicer than having money is taking it from someone. But at least they are doing something, the giants. And they can put two and two together. Way to go! Given the distance between the hand and the brain! Not bad. They don’t organize the collaboration between the employed and the unemployed. They build a house and then they kill each other or are taken out by a third force, no, no, they’d rather do it themselves. One falls by the wayside, the other is the plundered part of the way. They are not needed any more. They don’t get paid anyway. Or one takes all and gets killed later. We can wait that long. The usufruct, you heard right, that’s the right to enjoy the apples they don’t get, their eternal use they don’t get, the Riesen. They get nothing at all. They are superfluous, overflowing like the Rhine, because the flow could just as well be elsewhere. Wherever there is a bed, it lies down on it. Wherever there is room, it flows into it, the river. When 38it gets too big, it also can climb up stairs beyond the banks. Money, the money does all this by itself, it does it independently, the money doesn’t need anyone any more, no people, no stores, no contracts, not even an owner. Silence. Nice and quiet. All quiet, finally. Now the money no longer needs a contract for it to do something. It’s all fired up to make something out of itself and then people get burnt for it in turn. Now they don’t need contracts any more. It doesn’t matter. The money does nothing, it just wanders like a god with his staff. It wanders around the earth. No one has it, no one sees it. It’s simply there, albeit not everywhere, of course. And the guardians of the treasure, what do they want, what on earth do they want? They are just the guardians, after all and have no claims. They all are full of claims, as everyone’s got claims who files them. They want a woman. A woman is what they want. Should she be the one to watch the money? Makes sense to me. Would be even better if she could produce it. But in a division of labour this will also be divided. There is great fear but also desire. Money, not bad, eternal youth even better. So why then money at all? I want to do something, but at the same time I am afraid of it. I fled out of fear to grant to myself what my father had given to me. You, Father, gave it to me. And now you contemplate some other pay? Always money, always more money, where is it supposed to come from, Papa? We aren’t shitting money, oh, okay, I am sorry, of course we’ve got Freya, she can do it. Still, I don’t regret that I moved out. I’ve got my own work, which fulfills me completely. If the giants get their wages, for this awful house, where I would not want to live anyway, we are fucked. You often paid giants, so then pay this one too, pay this time too, Papa! Ingratitude isn’t always the reward, but this time it is. 39The child clasps your knee. Father! Don’t trample the child, don’t dash me to pieces! I did what I shouldn’t have done, but I am still afraid. Always only afraid. Don’t know myself why. Why did you give me that stupid spear if I wasn’t supposed to use it? But I don’t dare to anyway. And then my last boyfriend smashed it to boot. Freud would have had to say a few things to this, had he been asked. The sons shall not sit armed at the father’s table, but the father should not brag about his staff so much that it challenges the sons. Why did you promise me a sword, Papa? Or at least someone who can hold it, who can make it, both, for a change. Why did you promise me a hero? Typical, you make promises and don’t keep them! And so now I can’t keep up: Something’s flowing out here, what is it?, before it was ink that came out of my spear, now I type and type and type, endless sentences, endless pages, endless bits and bytes, endless, you can’t see why, but: here it is!, so now I can’t stop it! Help! Do you see any sign here that I have even the slightest intention to stop? Do you see this here ever coming to an end? Well, there you see!, what a senseless effort, I know, I know, Father, this wasn’t your order. Doing this, doing that. Doing anything at all, besides carrying heroes, inside and outside. So then away I hurry, eastward bound. Dressed to kill. Not everyone sees me the way I see myself. Someone says, that woman’s make-up was applied with a shotgun. That is so mean! That man must be blind! I worked so hard on myself! We keep running and running, we reach the rock where I must sleep, alone. Money at least is doing something. I, however, have to sleep. But I don’t have to do anything, you tell me, you, who never pays for anything but still has everything. I can’t stop, I cannot stop right here, it should be so easy to simply put my hands in my lap, pick 40up the hero, carry him around a bit, and that’s the end of it. Stop it! Stop it! Thank you, folks! I am trying, honestly! I’d just have to stop the work and be quiet or do something else or go on holiday and do nothing. That’s how senselessly tired I am. Wouldn’t mind sleeping, but a fire just for that isn’t necessary, really. Okay, okay, I am pulling myself together! Mustn’t fall asleep, it would be all over then! Yes, I know, everyone wants me to stop and finally sleep, but I don’t want to, can’t just accept everyone yawning at my stupid whining, I want to laugh about hunger and thirst, water and rocks, want to show that I permit myself the luxury of judging, permit me: your judgement! You will hear it only from me. I want to keep going! It’s burning everywhere? What do I care? It’s been burning far too often! Let’s stop the burning or we’ll die of our failures, of our inner impossibilities, Father! Carrying heroes, always carrying, always carrying others, yes, that would have been better, albeit not for me. Dragging heroes around, so that they can get out of my arms into your army, instead of scribbling on and on here! My fingers are more diligent than the law of demand! But where there is nothing, everyone has lost the right. Who? What? I should take them in too? I am not your recruiting officer! These are supposed to be heroes, that limp loot? I wouldn’t have taken them. They are dead already! What do you want to do with them? You want to recruit them? For some battle on some side? For the Endkampf, the grand finale? There are no more sides and no more battles. Only the end. Nonetheless, I’d still like to be part of it, wherever. Please, not the shame that all I do is sleep, like the whole Volk, understanding nothing, doing nothing any more! Not allowed to schlepp heroes around any more. At least that was better than nothing, even though they were not alive any 41more. Deeds rather than words! Doughnuts rather than murders! So then others must read that I may go on writing. Why else would I be doing it? But they must contribute something to it as well. Their spirit must quietly move along and then it once makes one move too many and the connection to my one and only dear reader is cut off. You’ll think of something, Papa, to keep your daughter busy and also the heroes, in the rear. Never pressing my divine mouth onto another? That too? I can’t even imagine doing nothing. Schlepped heroes, not wise was I, never thought manual work was right for me; the thing with writing, who would understand it, even though so many are doing it, everything chuck-full of them, still more stuff to read arrived just now, delivered by an army of Amazons in a package solution. What else is one to do when one is always at home? Behind the fire? No love, Liebe: verboten. But you, of course, you, Father, you may protect, but you don’t do it. Don’t even protect me any more. In battle I guarded your back, yes, that’s right, covering your ass. Whatever is in front of me doesn’t interest you, I am always behind you, Father, only one eye anyway, Father, with it you see everything in front, I, I see behind your back what you don’t see. With my backlights I see it, no, just a moment, think!, it’s your backlights that are behind! What I saw as light was simply your backside, which I always see, since you are always one step ahead of me, you grandstander for the unfree. To them you seem mighty, like the sun! Might you want to free me, or stamp on me, no, put a stamp on me, which adds value to the writing? Telling it how far it will get? I only see what you don’t see, Papa. I am blind, deaf, stupid, but my hands are still stirring, they stir like the giants in their mortar, like the new heroes with their murders, like the brother with the 42sister. Everything stirs, everything moves. Everyone does what they shouldn’t do. Only the money does it selflessly, big deal, it doesn’t have a self, for its owners, who are always different ones. The money wanders like you, Father. But it has both eyes open. It keeps both eyes open, even though it is so unfeeling and it doesn’t care where it lands.

         
             

         

         W: My, my – Child! You’ve never said that much. I’ve listened to you for hours now but what have you said? I don’t know any more. You want a double wedding but don’t know who the other two should be. Many girls wanted that and then there suddenly were three and they were superfluous! And everyone wants a hero, sure, whom else. One guile- and guiltless, who assumes the debts and continues to pay. I: an example, but not a good one! Who became master by way of contracts, am now the servant of the contracts. A Mensch must come, first a human being’s got to get here, one as we have never seen, because those we know can’t do it. Someone we can dump it on. Nothing will come from me any more, I had my opportunities, absolutely, but now a real Mensch must come, who can do it better. Someone I don’t have to help, that would be a first. One who, a stranger to the god, lives free of his favour, unconsciously, I mean, without knowing that there is a god at all, whoever he may be, in this case me, doesn’t matter, conscious, unconscious, without anyone pulling the strings, he would pull it all off, the deed, no matter which one. The deed. Which is preceded by multiple views and those have backlights too. Whenever the brakes are hit, additional ones light up, it’s often very interesting in the back, often there is too much braking, at first the motion can be noticed only from the back. That’s when one should run in the 43opposite direction or the motion must be fought. Without me. That’s it. I would not have to advise him, not help him, not wish him anything. He wouldn’t even know that I am the only one who may wish anything at all, this friendly foe, where do I find him? Well, we don’t want to pursue this any further. Or it’ll pursue us. How does one make a free being, who needs no credit, no bonds, no ships: owner-, out-, or insidership, a defier, who does not pay the interests which, before his birth already, accrued, accumulated, discombobulated, ambulated and assembled at the ring in order to KO him, not to mention the worm that guards the bank’s capital, a worm, a humongous one, but not in the computer!, how do I make that other being, how do I produce this human, who would no longer be me and enact from within himself whatever I want? How do I whip up such a fool? Yes, how? So many idiots, there must be one among them? I, ape, going apeshit over myself. That other I, I long for, that other, I never see, for the free man must fashion himself. And he will surely look it. Whenever I work with plasticine and knead and ring my hands and knead and knead, the outcome is always the same and that is: serfs. I want to create one who resembles God, but I don’t nail it. He actually should have been on top of the cake for the double wedding, but the way he looks I can’t expect a taker. No, no comparison will make you safe, because the hero will have to guile- guilt- debt- and doubtlessly assume my debts and die. The little figure high up on top of the Torte will not be comparable to him, he will more or less resemble a candied cherry, I think. Maybe I’ll still manage arms and legs, but certainly not hands and feet, those are damned difficult. The cherry’ll stay on top of the Torte and the serf, my serf will just keep laughing and throw his life behind him like cherry 44pits. Then I’ll no longer have one. Then I’ll be serf to myself, other serfs, also to my very self, will certainly no longer come here. The last flight came in. There won’t be another. I don’t want to delude myself, because that’s exactly what I want. That others willingly want what I want. That someone comes along, in a small middle-class bank, why not, for God’s sake – for myself, to whom the dramatic changes at the global financial markets did not remain hidden. So now he is here and doesn’t know what to do, he only knows he must do something. The core business is always a chore, but I removed the core before I tried to create the small human figure, because the core business was insufficient. What on earth was the result? A hero who wants to create returns on equity, the likes of which are not customary here? And whoever wants to make such profits, will also need products which are not customary here. Those products he creates out of nothing the same way I created humans. Except that I was more successful, of course. My sustainability was larger. Humans still exist, after all. The hero muses. He can’t count but he wants to achieve a better bank balance sheet and if he can’t do this, he must dress up the old one, adorn the bride, put the cherry on top of the cake, put the ring to work, as a lever, any which way that works. The cherry, however, which was intended as a human figure, can only get up there with a ladder. Or he must finally steal the ring, he knows where it is after all. And lo and behold, he’s got it! It’s been on his finger all the time! So he doesn’t have to go far! Way to go! Across the board a banker’s bravado. He’s got the ring, he’s got the Schatz, he’s founded the Rhineland Fund, based: Channel Island Jersey, my favourite Greens land!, name: Loreley, there she sits and sings, there ships sail and sink. Because an upstart hero from the Rhineland sat down on her, so 45the barge, the bark got overloaded, like your writing, exactly like your writing, child! There you see what happens when you write too much or when the hero sets sail and doesn’t know whereto. He definitely sits too low, that low roller. Yes, and the horse was on it too. The horse was ferried along, Rhineish screw makers and similar dwarfs twisted it in such a way that the barge held up. They’ve got to make some money too, but it doesn’t work with their screws, whoever does the screwing doesn’t get them in. They might ground the ship, just on the grounds that the stockholders want more. This screw brings nothing. The lever will bring it in. No, the lever won’t bring it in either. One would have to screw elsewhere, one would have to lever out someone else. The bank’s core business is still too strenuous, even though the money also works very hard. The margins are pitiful. Why don’t we steal the whole bank then, Papa?, you once asked. I don’t know, child. I really didn’t know. Greedily I held the gold. Fifteen per cent tax for capital gains. Albeit not here with us! Well, we haven’t got that, but we’ve got something similar which in the end always means that one pays nothing. I, God!, mind you, gets paid nothing. But the State doesn’t get what’s his either. They think just because they don’t see me, they don’t have to pay the mortgage. They think, just because they want to get in on the real estate market, it will get them something! That building thing was on the wrong track. The straight track gets you close, but still no cigar. You just have to roam through the woods, there’s enough work there without it being called that. Trees are also work, even when they fall. Houses are also work before they collapse. That man is protected from my revenge only by what I made. My sword. The ironclad weapon. Nothing will come of it any more. It 46will be packaged like the rope of the Norns, the daughters of the Earth, I mean, the norms, the daughters of humans: first they twist the rope and, whatever is in the rope – if it isn’t yourself who’s hanged himself – gets bundled and traded, it is the Nothing that gets traded and you can tell that that’s what it is. It looks like nothing and it is nothing. But people don’t believe it. The Nothing gets bartered. And the biggest Nothing is love. No one gives anything for it, no one gets anything for it. Who’s interested in it? Not even a god. No, wrong, everybody is interested in it. It costs nothing, after all. And yes, what I love I must leave, you too, my child, you won’t even notice, there’s nothing to it, and you’ll sleep anyway. I have a soporific effect. It’s the only way. I can’t stand by the laws I made myself. I would have to follow them myself. The laws stand, I never stand still. Only you are subject to them, unfree humans, the laws of interests and compound interests you must succumb to, the bank, in the meantime, steps on the gas some, but it doesn’t get any further, it stays put, I think in Düsseldorf, yes, that’s where it stays, it doesn’t know where to go and it doesn’t know where to put the money, it’s getting less and less while it should get more and more, it does it wrong and it accelerates more and more, but it finds itself in the wrong terrain, nothing works any more, the more gas the less Geld, the more Geld the less the gas should be stepped on. The government steps in, the government steps out, it speeds up, it slows down, all of you might as well give up and lie down! And that’s what you’ll do now, child. Fall asleep! That’s a good idea, mine, of course, I’ve been there, after all, when the bank and the State get moving and not in the same direction. They do it wrong. Whatever one does, it’s a no-win situation. Show me a possibility to overpower those gods, 47and I am one of them and I will seize it. But there is none. Not even for me. Lie down, get some rest. Everything I built must collapse. I will it such. Let the insurances pay, why not, but let it all collapse. Let something new emerge, I just don’t know what. But one thing I know: without me. And only one thing I want: the end. Now get some rest, child. Rest right here, allow yourself some quiet and peace! Yes, you I am talking about! Actually, I destined that you should sleep carefree and and not just forever. That which rests, rusts. But you shall rest nonetheless. Helmet and harness, yes, also you two! What rusts, rusts. At the moment I can’t think of anything else for you. Because you’ll never come clean with love, I can see that already. As a member of my army you probably learned only to destroy. Love is a fallacy! It dies as it emerges, like capital dies if it does not bear interest. Then it gets consumed, due to itself, by itself, like love. A capital that does not yield or pay interest, paid by the debtor, would mean to extend oneself beyond that bill of exchange and any necessary change! A mutual guarantee, not for costs, not for profit, then crash at some point in the course of change which one simply has to accept, but even then, debt is still written on the bill of exchange. Sure. You think it is so easy to acquire love? Nothing is easy to acquire, if one is tight, I mean if one becomes too tight on oneself, if one becomes tight-fisted. If one doesn’t pay the interest to oneself, doesn’t forgive those of others either, if one forgets them, loses interest, then nothing is left, for anyone. As fanatics of the valorization of values we relentlessly force others into production, if we are in the fortunate position to produce products, I am rather for stealing, as everyone knows, still, producing goes on, like in love, for the sake of production. Everyone wants it, everyone thinks he needs it, 48but he doesn’t need it. Love, he doesn’t need it at all. One fellow even sacrificed himself, for love, but for him it had to be for the whole world! Arrogant prig! I never could stand that saviour! The individual’s full, free development through love, through work, through the workforce, by being more appealing than others? A natural quality, which, however, does not grow naturally, like capital. Only as the personification of capital are we gods in the mansion on the hill acceptable. We improve the conditions of production, the others exhaust themselves under them, we extort, I mean exhort, others are exhausted, there are always some who are exhausted, until our capital is exhausted as well. Sleep! You shall sleep, child. Those who sleep earn nothing and deserve nothing. Asleep, you don’t sin and incur no debts. Love, the only product everyone thinks he needs, is the debt! You pay and pay but you don’t even make the interest payment. You keep paying, but love doesn’t even work as an eye-opener. It doesn’t work at all, it is blind and dumb, love is. It’s there but it does nothing and can’t do a thing. It has the choice to come, go or stay. That’s quite simple, but it can teach you fear, which is not something you absolutely need. If you ask me, I don’t need it. He who is marked has it coming. Go and ask brother tree. So it is. He who hits the mark on the market has it made, except if he hit on the wrong countries. No, no, it’ll all go well. And if we are allowed to love, we don’t have to come out at all. But that stupid love, so unpredictable, can’t ever count on it. It makes no difference, though, whether unpredictable or miscounted, as happens mostly. Either it’s there or it isn’t. Check out this dating site. Not for you? Then take a look at that one. Not your thing? Keep going. Take a walk with the eyes and if you only have one, use that one. Right there I just saw 49another one emerging from the site like smoke, like fog! It can’t be a fire, I wouldn’t know what would burn there. Still, hurry up, or you’ll come too late for your satisfaction, you dick. You can’t desire not to do something. And acquiring love, how could that work at all? Better not even try. Buy? When one’s heart is breaking, yes, also for the love of the child, what can one do? That’s like a river breaking out. How can one stop it? If it’s too late too quickly? No one there to turn to? Everything must crumble and die and decay and get wrecked, everyone must croak, raging desire, burning pain, I won’t save anyone, let alone with my lips, child, not you either. Someone else must do that. I won’t save anyone. Done, gone. And you, who saved heroes, now you will be lined up by me all the way in the back, for if you don’t displace someone, you will be displaced, just like every, absolutely every kind of human labour. Behind every worker there’s already another one who does it cheaper. The capitalist cuts nonetheless, even though they all worked so diligently, so now he cuts something and it won’t be his profits, there always was someone who worked for even less then the one before him. This rope must not be clipped, this drugstore chain must not be disrupted, the next one undercuts the previous one, ask the aforementioned brother tree, no, not that one, I don’t know whom you could ask, but the last one ends up with nothing, that is the logical consequence of this sequence, okay, he doesn’t have nothing, but he always has too little. The lover, juiced just a moment ago, jolts: does he, she, have someone else? That’s always a possibility. It doesn’t show. Jesus of Nazareth – also a great wanderer, albeit never alone, the guy could never be alone: a god like me. But whereto, why? I am she, whom you seek, says the Nazi bride, whom no one believed or trusted earlier, on 50the telephone, when she called the police emergency line. She tells them exactly what Jesus told his captors. Trust means bust. Wedlock is deadlock. Exactly: these are the words of Jesus. For everyone can say anything. No one’s got to act. The capitalist’s right to exist, his only right is, that ‘he not have no date’. That’s a quote, I don’t understand it myself, I don’t even know how I could find it. Yes, I admit, it sounds weird, but that is how it’s been said, I even simplified it, but I don’t get it even in that form. ‘I not have no expiration date.’ God and money, they not have no expiration date-siphon either, wherein they could simply vanish – gargle, gargle, gone. What do they all want then from love? That it remains, as the only thing left, is what they want from love. Well, many don’t want this, but they all want love itself to remain, what else is left for it than be left. Money is easier to predict, you can’t contradict me in this, child. Everything can be calculated, but it never adds up. Something is wrong at the bottom line. The instruments get tuned, the tools get shown, but nothing is right. What’s right is that nothing is right. The advanced value was a shot in the dark, it hardly added value. It hardly produced surplus value, money did not transform into capital, capital not into gold, gold not into the hoard, where it can be stored in peace and quiet. That man did not transform into a lover, even though he had every opportunity. Why should he have shot around with himself all over the place, the lover, why should he have senselessly hit the one he didn’t want to hit on. Why get her of all possible options? The capitalist: why then would he have shot his money all over the place? Until everyone was dead? How then should it ever become more, for him? And all the clients are dead now too? Oh dear, that would be too bad. Whether he buys the house, the 51fortress for himself and his spouse, all finished or custom-built, by giants or dwarfs, all of whom also want to outsmart each other, whatever, none of these doings will increase the money spent on the acquisition of this house. So there. Can’t eat money. Not even these golden apples: they are not edible, are only to look at and for one’s youth, which one gave to make more from it, I mean, to make more of oneself. The apples make the investment in youth unnecessary. Therefore, look for other options. Youth is taken care of. A write-off. From youth still more youth! What’s the point of that? That too must end. It can’t go on forever. Where there is nothing, the god lost his right he himself defined, wrote, signed off on, signed. What’s there for me to do now? What’s there for us to do now? Where’s the surplus value? How will it work out, turning money into capital, which then will walk alone, wandering through the world, like myself, Wotan, moody and blind, not even one-eyed!, blind!, one-eye are you sleeping; you should have gotten off before, now it’s too late! Still got to go another stop, another season for the skiers among us! It used to be easier, when work was still done for individual people for money. Now money works on its own, without supervision. And love does nothing. It just waits for others to protect it, it can’t do anything. The girls in the Rhine, whom could they stop! You, my daughter, must not stop the dying hero, because he gets what he wants, in contrast to the gods who get what they don’t want and they must want what they don’t want, I keep saying this again and again. Not your problem, child. I am not saying that you are a problem child. The daughters let everything run through their fingers, no wonder, since they are living in the water and don’t know anything else! The treasure belongs to them. Your treasure 52does not belong to you, daughter. Your Schatz will change into an object of hate, because love must always change and always for the worse. No matter, man expires anyway. Makes no sense to hang on to him. Who says so? Everyone can say his treasure belongs to him. The treasure belongs to anyone who piled it up. No, not to anyone who earned it. Not everyone deserves a treasure. Because the normal quality of labour factors does not depend on the worker, it depends on the capitalist. He creates the labour, he offers it and then he takes everything that comes out at the bottom. He takes the whole shitload. It belongs to him. He takes everything. He takes everything from everybody. The money already belonged to him before. He takes it again when it has become more. Now the money is called capital. Living labour power gets no longer incorporated in its dead materiality. Good quality gets no longer incorporated in the goods. Its dead materiality is no longer imbued with living labour power. The goods are no longer imbued with good quality. The power no longer does anything, it is no longer needed; whatever will appear, it won’t be pretty, good thing it will be transformed, completely without humans, it will be transformed without commodities, without goods, it will be transformed, without goodness, without zest, without anger, it will be transformed, it will be transformed into value: past, objectified, dead love, dead, dead, dead labour, consumed labour, labour given away, abandoned labour, orphaned labour, labour left behind, everything that lives, everything that is, everything that will be, everything that is dead, will be transformed into capital, value adding value out of and to itself, an animated monster that begins to work as if it still had love in his body. But love is a machine and, at some point, it will break. 53Everything that’s made, breaks. Everything else too. And thus you go to sleep, child, having love in the body, but you can’t keep it, because money exists exactly because one can’t keep it. Only very few know how to do it. So, how are you doing? Well, thank you. Can’t complain. Yes, money’s got it all right. It got it that only a few can keep it. As soon as you get it, it gets ripped out of your hands. Look at the screen! Look, the shining numbers that call the price of the Schatz, but never shall you pay it, always shall you ask it, but never ever pay it. Nobody pays, they all just take in, but they don’t know what they take. They borrow money to buy something they won’t even own but rather sell again as soon as its value increased. They already look to the day after tomorrow, they don’t even want to know what happens. They already look to whom they can sell what they had bought on credit but didn’t own. They love, but they don’t even take a closer look at who or what. They’ve got it, but they don’t know why, they only know that someone else must have it when it increased in value. They don’t know what. They know nothing. They let it slip through their fingers. They let other people on boards, in cars, in airplanes, on ships slip-slide away, just go go go, the main thing is, loss go away, so that more can be got, okay, not everyone go away, not just everything goes!, some also keep what they think is theirs. But they don’t really want it. They want it to belong to someone who would pay them still more for it, for something they never owned, I won’t say who is who. They keep it in any case, even if it’s nothing. No wonder, they all are so hot for the treasure, that everyone wants to outwit the already scattered guards. The treasure wanders but no one can keep it. It is not intended for the process of creating money that in the end the treasure lands where it 54started, without having expanded and all others are dead instead. That only the treasure is there, albeit not its owners, oh well, we can do without them, but not without prices having risen, and if it’s just a bump on the ground, it still is some elevation, isn’t it, so then, the treasure. It now had gone so far, for so long, that it is again where it started out, that’s another term for been stolen, when the prices were still low. This treasure is no steal for anyone, but it gets stolen all the time. It is a heck of a steal and does get stolen constantly. The heroes sink to the ground. Those who are not heroes also sink. It makes no difference to death. Only the hoard, the treasure remains, no rise in the market, no resale on better terms, it belongs to this one, then to that one, its guardians change, it gets thrown in the water and then pulled out again, as the case may be. It doesn’t make it any better but no worse either. It stays and is guarded, or it gets carried around and also guarded. It should actually work, but it rather lies in the putrid water or in the putrefactive cave. Once it is simply forgotten by a hero, really? Cross my heart, completely forgotten by the hero. Hands reach for it, for the possession, because only possession gives a person the right, which until now the person conveyed to the possession on his own. Thus the possession is the right now, the ring is the possession, the treasure is the ring, the ring was the treasure, the possession is the right, it doesn’t set right, it is it, and everything that is the law as of now, derives from it. Whoever shares in it – there should be as few as possible, it should be united in one single hand, nice and overseeable, so that its contenders can calmly smash each others heads for it, thus, whoever shares in this union, no matter between whom, is considered the natural pillar of power, of the public power. The one who shares in it might be weak, unless 55he holds the right shares. Love? It’s the right way to share, but when it was our turn, the gods’ turn, we rejected this kind of sharing. We wanted a better return. We already had each other, after all, and besides us, there was no one else. What a boring order! Directed against the law of nature, which aims for movement, which wants something to become more or less, depending on who it is. We are dead. As gods we have died for humans, and they are right. This death from order, which doesn’t even need subordination, as this scale has no marks, it’s not even a common ruler, this death through rigidification basically takes away my power, which would not have to be based on property, but I want the property to come with it, I want more, I wander, but I do not move, I fuck women, but I don’t move doing so, I want everything, I wander, but I can’t move, personally, I no longer want love, I would have to move then, but otherwise, I want it all, the property, the only thing that, except for the gods, doesn’t move either, okay, the prices that quote the nothing, prices for more than there is, for more than even exists, prices for the more and the less, no matter, if everything existed that gets traded, the earth would collapse under it, it would be too much, the money alone, that wanders around like me, like Wotan, is already much too much, the prices for nothing – because more than it can give is nothing – the prices move, but not the property, even though the property is rather small compared to quotes which imply that there must be much more than there is, so there, and I still have to pay for my house which just about stretches the heavens to the limits. Everything for this Immobilie, this immovable real estate, as the name says already. The builders, the only ones who actually moved about busily, want something for their work. Inconceivable to me, I could, 56after all, have created this house out of nothing, like other gods, but in the Iron Age iron should be promoted, I understand. Thus I must pay. With still more metal, which isn’t very movable either, except if it comes under the hammer. Metal was once tied to papers, contracts. Not any more. So then, how now? Could my power be honoured only by property or my property by my power? Must money get tied to gold again, which it just escaped so that it can multiply even faster?, money broken out of its chains, like a fugitive animal? I am God, albeit that many already claimed to be it. I am the only one who can prove it, here, right here is the paper I signed in person. Actually, it is a piece of wood, which cannot move in the wind. I assert myself as God, I can accomplish that, I am my own possession and the gold is also my possession. And the possession is not property, because it is so much that no one could own it any more. The gold. The gold from the river. It has a totally youthful face, always, the face on one side, on the other there’s something too, money is always young, just as the beloved stays young for us forever. On both sides of the coin, which no one sees any more, no one holding it in the hand: forever young. It is always new. It doesn’t age. And the people who produce it, the dwarfs who hoard it, I see them only as appearances of the distribution of their labour power to the various investment areas of capital, but the capital is just lying there. Funny that it is only a few who know that. It’s simply too much. It wanders about. No one can have it any more. It is too much, there is too much of it, but practically no one’s really got it. It is debt, it is interest, it is credit, everyone has debts, many receive interest, many have credits, but money they don’t have. The money, rather, takes a walk, but not with you. There it lies, no, not there, you are looking in 57the wrong place! No wonder, but I wonder what wonders should have been worked. It walks and it lies there simultaneously, the capital. It wanders like I do, but at the same time it just lies around albeit not with everyone. Love also wanders after all. Is it just us who keep our feet on the same ground? Yes, no one’s pulling the carpet out from under our feet! We don’t have to blast off right away, like that completely off-his-rocket Jesus, the saviour decided his self-sacrifice out of love for humankind, his papa agreed right away, that’s how he finally got rid of him, the Spirit was silent as always, and humans had it coming, also right away, everything’s always right away, so now they’ve got him on their plates. And I? A god who once wanted to live, wants nothing but his own downfall any more. The money wants nothing. It’s there. It is Dasein, ‘being there’ itself. Living in blissful solitude, in sunlit altitude, in seliger Öde, auf sonniger Höh. Knowing, like the god who sacrificed himself, that it continues to live in those who own it. The god only knows that he continues to live in those who believe in him. Those have eternal life, eternal money no one’s got, it would simply be too much, beyond anyone’s imagination. Not even a god who created everything can imagine so much of anything. He can go down and he can also want his downfall. He can will his downfall. He always betrayed everyone who trusted him and now he wants his own downfall. Yours, child, I already decided as well. You can take with you whomever you want, yes, your horse too, you can take everything, the belt, the cap, which doesn’t suit you, by the way, anything at all, the sword, fine with me, it doesn’t belong to you, but someone will bring it to you, who earlier will have hammered around on it for hours on end. A good artisan, just not very intelligent. If you like yourself in this 58outfit, I won’t stand in your way. That’s our advantage over money. We take as much as we can. But there is always too much around of which we don’t know what it does when it isn’t with us. No one can take it along, but it can take itself along. A fetish that follows its own rules. It carries itself, not delivered by some postal carrier, it wears on and out, as something desired. The eternal gods, however, can also keep it, eternally, as the flow runs. If humans created a god for themselves, he surely would not look like me. Old, handicapped, henpecked, one eye only, slouch hat, walking with a cane, oh well, awe-inspiring somehow? Two ravens agreed, for a horrendous wage, to escort him. Thus people think animals also obey him, yes, wolves too. Ditto that little woodbird talking nonsense. Love? Fine with me. Now sleep, child! Now, under the gods’ pressure you succumb to repression, where everything inexplicable ends up, so now you get repressed, away with you, push it away, behind the flames, whatever it is, displace, repress it behind the fire curtain. An entire branch will then be able to live off it. The money won’t run out, it will walk, it will wander around the world, but it won’t run out, why should it, there is nowhere it could experience more than what it finds in itself. It wasn’t me, your own painful disappointments got you to where you must sleep now and that the fire is everywhere now. You shouldn’t have taken offence with me. I am the biggest offence-taker, that is like one who gives the big orders but there’s no one there to take them. The offence-takers also get eaten up by their disappointments. All devour or get devoured. Some devour themselves. To any ‘must’ they must be forced, even to their own wants. About worries they must worry. For war they must war each other. For lust they must sate each other, for other bodies they must scuffle, while 59others, will-lessly, care, for themselves, for everything, for nothing. All this I had originally planned for you, but ultimately it didn’t work. And it won’t ever work, I can see it now, even though it is a one-eyed reach of vision. It didn’t work so far to get you will-less, want-less, child. And now you already want something else! Not work, not wander, but want, want, want. Even though they had such horrible experiences with it, they all want the same thing, love and money. Money or love, no, money or life, no again. Money and love, that’s what they want. And love nothing better than taking the partner along into the grave. And if they die themselves in the process, they don’t care, they can’t give away what they’ve finally got. You don’t seriously want that, child? You want to want that? You want what they all want? You don’t want it? Well, Papa will teach you, if you want nothing. You must want something, and naturally it must be something your father also wants. You won’t get it, you know that, but you must want something! No. Nothing. Only your fingers are moving nicely, beating out the words, who will now take on this guilt without guilt, well, someone else will do that, you’ll get to meet him for sure, that other one, who will be like you, just different, it’ll certainly be an idiot, a dodo, an anal impaler, only that kind of guy will go through fire, I can see it already, how stupid must one be for that, doesn’t matter, if he wants it that way. Instead of throwing away that ring, he will throw away his whole life like a piece of scrap metal with a most unique ring on it for the purpose of opening the can, opening up the virgin, the can, the worthless colourful metal, no, not even that, the worthless tinplate cans with aluminium mixed in, which not even the supermarket will take back, correction, I do know better: which every supermarket takes back, 60because every, absolutely every can they can get their hands on gets recycled, that’s why we’ve got them, that’s what they are for, so that every can can be made into a new one, maybe even two? It is the miraculous multiplication of cans, maybe, they can be squashed, but most use their fist: the can is Dreck, filled with Dreck, but if it is sick, tired or empty, it can be restored again, attacan!, the best there is here in this muck, this slime, this mud, better the can than the toxic, sticky goo that’s in it. Well, the idiot, the dodo, the twit, the dick, the moron, the pussy fart, the cum guzzler, the clit mouse, the thundercunt, the pucciaca, the fucktoy, the fuck-goes-with everything, what are they all going to do now, after they drank it all, until they drip themselves, yes, still talking about the can? Some other guy stands there already, he pulls the flap, lowers his mouth and slurps something that consists mainly of sugar, gas and assets, no, acid. A can filled with sugar and exhaling, and there he goes!, guzzle, guzzle, going gaga… The ring that’s been opened by this magnificence – which is due only to magnifi-gents – he will keep the ring and instead throw his sweet, active life behind him. No, the other way around. He’ll throw something. So. That’s the one who shall come to save you. Well, you’ll be in for something, my child! The ring means more to him than his life. The ring means as little to him as this object which once was a can and the object, a surplus value had also flowed into, in the form of Cola, Fanta or Sprite or that energy Bull or whatever, which had the labour of people flowed in, is worth more now than the can has been, which was nothing whatsoever, even though its parts were forged in fire, like the ring, just like it. We draw a conclusion for the lid and body of the can, we determine the aluminium content, we can do all that, but it lost its useful quality, 61the fluid as product, caught in bright gloss, the fluid’s been drunk, the can is not well, it is empty and crushed, but a person, after all, had pressed his value constituent part onto the product!, dear can body: iron, dear can lid: aluminium, with a flap, a hole in the middle for Rheingreifen forget it, stupid joke – as all my jokes, you guys keep writing – sunk in the Rhine, lost in translation, on we go! The dwarfs made a beautiful ring out of the gold and what do you do with your cans?, the means of production have been raised from the dead and for the dead, you are not dead yet, my child, you are sleeping, like the entire labour power, sleeping, so, fall asleep already!, a huge sleeping crowd pursuing specific activities, which don’t do them any good, yet others get the goods instead, at least I hope so, yes, such human activity thus raises, by mere contact, the means of production from the dead and a product emerges, here, this one, for example. Halleluiah! What did I want to say? A product, an object, Dreck, a dream, endless, the end is not priced in and not programmed, those products, which were made and are still in the making even as we speak. You, however, will sleep until the hero comes, who then, some day, well, not some day, I decide when, will get the spear in the back, I would have assumed you had a bit more knowledge of human nature, child, but you, taking him of all prospects – no! That was stupid. He is stupid. But then, any other one would also die. The hero can be handed a means of production, but better just a product, only one at a time, which he can wreck, but not a human being. That’s common knowledge. The hero, in his surplus time, that’s left to him between his deeds, will not produce value or money. He will ponder his next deeds and unfortunately, also execute them someday, you can take that to the bank, no, better take your sleeping 62schnaps or your constant benzodiazepine. You can barely escort him to Walhalla, the hero, but it will start burning right away. Like everything the hero touches, and were it out of love, everything will burn, mark my words. The anti-capitalist demo, the millionth one will be promoted and occur. The occupation will be set up as a sit-in. But it will bring them as little as all the others, because no bets are set on the sitting, the beset, those without assets. They do nothing. They don’t move. Who cares? Only the movement of money counts. Whoever wants to bring everybody something, that is, nothing, it’ll bring them nothing, but that won’t add up, there is too much already, so much so, that nothing will be traded, the main thing is to act, to borrow, even though there is too much, one wouldn’t even have to buy it, it is far too much, after all, stocks will fall, because no one gets their heads stuck in them any more, that’s summer stock shtick these days, they’ll rather stick to their guns. Stock prices will fall, because altogether there is too much of everything and slowly it’s getting too much for everyone, you can bed your ass on it, there will be so much money, one can sit on it, what did I want to say, the values, however, will only be borrowed, even though there is so much worth, and then they will be sold, the values, yes, but only when they dropped, I don’t understand any of it anyway, still, I am writing it: even though there is so much of it that the worth, the money, the values don’t find a place to sit down, they will only be borrowed, not bought, even though there is so much, one could give them away, they will be resold, even though they weren’t even bought, just borrowed, well, okay, there will be fees, not much, but still, if the bet on the values works out, the money can be bought at a more decent price, still lower than before and then returned to the lender as less, 63always less than it was, although there was too much of it and still is, you pay with something you don’t have yet, to one who doesn’t need it, but hopes it will get more, however, if it doesn’t, you still have to repurchase it, the zeroes are on a chase, only the zeroes must run, if you can, you must purchase, only the zeroes must chase one after the other; too few shall have too much, too many shall have too little, no, that must not be like that any more, everyone shall have less, though everyone has less, no one too much, it shall be more equitable, everything shall run more equably, the periodic fructification of capital shall come to all, everyone shall be permitted to pick our golden apples, but no, that wouldn’t bring anything to anyone, it will always be others having it all. I declare this still uncounted demo opened, the police say half, we double the half, regarding the number of participants it will be true, but it is superfluous anyway, the demo, as I, herewith, also declare all those superfluous as superfluous. I could also declare them fluid and stuff the gold into them, throw it into them, exactly, it might as well be thrown away, I could declare them the river Rhine which always flows, in it a sluggishly labouring treasure which, however has already been taken by a worm into his cave, where he already tramped it down. The boy who’s got no patience will just leave it there, he’s got other priorities, he kills everyone who keeps him from assessing treasures, but leaves the treasure behind. That’s not how I want it: the largest part of the poor shall never be idle and then they shall get nothing for it, but still spend it. But you can’t force the poor to ‘must’, they have nothing to lose, after all. They only live as long as they can find work and they only find work as long as work increases the capital. But that’s no longer true for today, because capital multiplies by itself. 64I could throw the money to the poor, but would it bring anything? Would they, who spend their lives eking out a living, still have the incentive to keep still in their laborious zeal?, wouldn’t that drive them to a works meeting, to strike?, it would bring nothing. A zero-sum game, where the zeroes get a little bit, not nothing, a little bit, exactly as much as they can spend. The capital does the rest on its own. Fainthearted by contrast and little motivated is the worker: it’ll always be others who act otherwise. Brazen and lazy, as soon as he owns something that goes beyond his way of life, which he then will deny. He will contest it to the end. But meanwhile it doesn’t matter whether he is brazen or lazy or humble or gets humiliated. He will contest that he’s got to work more than he absolutely has to. That’s what it’ll lead to. If a god can quit his job and wish for the end, a worker can quit much sooner. Wherever slaves are prohibited already, almost everywhere these days, the gigantic mass of the hardworking poor will replace them and represent the actual wealth. No, wealth alone will represent wealth. It will check out the stockyards and then it will represent the stocks. The hero will represent god, but the god won’t be able to represent the hero, though he will be able to produce the hero. The hero as well as the worker will do with what they will get. Each will be remunerated according to the collective agreement, so that he is able to satisfy his needs, which are always those of others. It will always be others and it will always be everything they want. The one-family house of the gods, uninsured of course, who would insure gods!, who would reinsure themselves against them!, yes, everything uninsured and everything will burn down now, finally justice for all, for all the workers also got burned. Everything burns. You too, you will burn too, child, 65your hero will burn, you will burn, though I don’t really understand why everything must burn, just because of a negligible theft, not really a break-in, a minor incident, the Rhine is always open, around the clock, no one locks it up, these are mitigating circumstances, it’s not robbery. Well, if that’s not robbery what’s been done with the gold, then I don’t know any more. And robbery was followed by robbery followed by robbery followed by robbery. Greedily we held on to the gold. This doesn’t mean though that it’ll be standard, that the gold standard can be reintroduced. That’s over. Gold is the standard only for us gods and we spent it on our home. But we also got something for it! It’s burning now, the roof burns, the hat burns. Everything burns. Why everything has to burn for it is beyond me. Okay, thus a god turns away from you, child. But still there won’t be an end for you. At least there won’t be a happy end. For me, the wanderer, it will be. Soon. But it won’t be fun. I don’t care. I am no longer attached to anything. Finally, death does come in the end, because life also comes to an end, so death comes to an end! For you, your hero will come and it will be death, it is what heroes always are.
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