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The piece was premiered by the composer with Robin Steitz, 
soprano. I would like to thank Robin, along with Håkon Thelin, 

for their important roles in the development of this piece. 
Thanks also to Anna De Filippi and Nora Barbier for assistence 

with the translation.

This piece was premiered on the 15th of May, 2019 in James 
Turre! ’s ganzfeld-space “Double Vision”. This piece was written 

specifica!y for the acoustic attributes of the room, as we! as its 
visual phenomenon. Artificial reverb designed according to the 

attributes of this space is available for (amplified) performances 
in spaces without a large amount of natural reverb. 
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Textual Sources: 

Charles Baudelaire- Les Sept vieillards (1861) 

[text adapted by John Andrew Wilhite-Hannisdal] 

Walter Benjamin- The Arcades Project (1940, unfinished) 

August Blanqui- L’Eternite par les astres (1871) 

 [text adapted by John Andrew Wilhite-Hannisdal] 

Rainer Werner Fassbinder- Despair (1978) 

Derek Jarman- Blue (1993) 

Collette Peignot- Esmeralda (1937) 

[translated by Anna de Filippi and Nora Barbier, adapted by J.A.W-H.] 
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I.  (a) Auguste Blanqui 

The universe as a whole is composed of stellar 
systems. In order to create them, nature has only 
one hundred simple bodies at its disposal. In 
spite of her prodigious wealth and the 
incalculable number of combinations that make 
its fecundity possible, the result is a number as 
finite as the elements themselves, and in order to 
fill the expanses, nature must repeat herself.  

Any celestial body exists in infinite numbers in 
time and space, not just in one of its aspects, but 
such as it appears at every second of its life. 
Every being great or small, live or inert or never 
having lived, shares the privilege of this 
eternity….  

At heart, it’s melancholy, this eternity by the 
stars, and even sadder the estrangement of our 
brother-worlds by such great amounts of space. 
At the present moment the life of our planet 
from its birth to death, unfolds day by day on a 
myriad of twin globes, with all of its crime and 
misery.  

What we call progress is locked up on each earth 
and dies with it. The same drama, the same set, 
on the same narrow stage. Noisy humanity, 
infatuated by its greatness, thinking itself the 
universe only to soon drown with the globe that 
bore its pride with deepest scorn. The same 
monotony, the same immobility in foreign stars. 
Unfazed, the universe repeats itself endlessly 
and struts on its legs. [At heart, its melancholy] 
This eternity plays the same performance in the 
infinite. 

[August Blanqui] 

  

Interlude I. 
This resignation without hope is the last word of the 
great revolutionary—  The century was incapable of 
responding to the new technological possibilities with 
a new social order… 

[Walter Benjamin] 
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(b) The Seven Old Men 

Suddenly an old man whose tattered yellow 
clothes matched the raining sky appeared to me. 
One would say his eyes were drenched in gall, 
[yellow gall] sharpening the winters chill.  
And his long and unkempt beard, like that of 
Judas, 
Projected from his face, stiffly as a sword. 
[sharpening the winters chill] 
He was not bent over but broken, his backbone 
made with his stick a perfect right angle, so that 
his stick completing the picture, gave him the 
stature and the crazy gate. 

His likeness followed him: beard and eye and 
back and stick and tatters, [twins]. No mark 
distinguished these centenarian twin, who came 
from the same hell. These baroque specters were 
walking with the same gate towards an unknown 
goal… [one would say his eyes were soaked in 
gall]. 

I counted seven times in as many minutes that 
sinister old man who multiplied himself!  

Let him who laughs at my disquietude, 
And who is not seized with a fraternal shudder, 
realize that in spite of such decrepitude, 
These seven old hideous monsters had an eternal 
look. 

[Charles Baudelaire] 

Interlude II. 
In the pandemonium of image 
I present you with the universal Blue 
Blue an open door to soul 
An infinite possibility 
Becoming tangible 

Here I am again in the waiting room. Hell on Earth is 
a waiting room. Here you know you are not in control 
of yourself, waiting for your name to be called: 
"712213". Here you have no name, confidentiality is 
nameless. 

[Derek Jarman] 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II. Herman Hermann 

Is Hermann your first name or your surname? 

Its what you like: 

Herman Hermann, Hermann, Herman Hermann 

My father was a German speaking Russian from 
Radow, my mother was a Rothschild 

On their wedding day, he gave her rubies 

Her dowry was her own weight in gold coins. 

Investigation proved them to be chocolate, 

My father died of grief, 

My mother of diabetes. 

[Herman Hermann] 

My wife is a Finkelberg, 

Her dowry was her weight. 

Most of my information comes from forged 
documents. 

As does my fate. When the war started I 
procured some papers, 

Stating that I was a blackshirt fighting the reds in 
the white army, 

But after the revolution,  

I got out as a caucasian fighting the brownshirts 
in the red army.  

All that I really am is a yellowbelly, 

But I’m holding on for myself.  

[Herman Hermann] 

[Rainer Werner Fassbinder, after V. Nabokov] 



	

III. Esmeralda 

Esmeralda 
a woman’s voice calls out  
Esmeralda 
you will be wise 
hop hop 
go the riders 
hop hop 
go the 
tightropers   
in the dangerous moment 
the muted gallop of a horse 
a circus ring 
a large black horse… 
Esmeralda gallops nude on a crazy horse 
Esmeralda and her white body of snow and her 
long loose hair…redhead 
that touches and tangles itself in the mane….in the 
tail  
of heavy black horsehair  
Esmeralda plays in a completely padded room  
veiled in soft green fabrics 
she is perfumed  
she leaves the bath 
 she plays because it’s time for her to play and 
practice 
ever more skillfully,  
at the exercises, 
Esmeralda is a promise of pleasure 
born for pleasure 
her tender star 
under which she was born 
tender are the men 
Esmeralda jumps off the horse 
And without returning to her room again  
she follows the horse 
back into the stable 
[a cry] 
Esmeralda get up 
you’re chained to the manger 
a man watches you 
sat upon a little stool 
the knees you spread nude hands 
on thigh 
the other keeps the whip raised 
Esmeralda you will be wise today 
—Like always.   
—No, not “like in all ways.” 
crazy as you are 
more than all the ways. 

[Collette Peignot]




