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[blefore also names an interminable recursivity." 3 Translated to
affirming dialectics, per Nadia Bou Ali, we can ask: "Are life and death
resolved by a disjunctive synthesis? Are their concepts always
destined for crisis?"*

In realms of collusion and complicity, Darboven encircles the potential
regressiveness of representation. What appears oppressive in the
representable, its alleged pureness, derives from source code that is
historically conditioned and recursively built into its reifying derivatives
of Raison. By "recursive," | mean Darboven's reliance on Friedrich
Kittler's media-philosophical Aufschreibesysteme that allow a given
culture to address, store and process relevant data in networks of
techniques and institutions.® Posed in her context, it responds to the
inhuman scale of computational mechanics and its extra-human
implication on memory formation.

Not by chance does Darboven highlight the unrepresentable, stressing
the idiosyncratic time of an object, exemplified in her installation
Bismarckzeit (1978), via the vast display of systematized and
interlocked notations. The built-in code of the nation-state, demanding
retroactive personification in figures like imperial chancellor Otto von
Bismarck (1815-1898), attaches to fatalist reason in the form of
accumulated documents, leaving us to contempt the so-called
Staatsraison as the origin myth of demarcated and romanticized
nationhood. Darboven chimes in, perhaps involuntarily subsuming late
1970s capitalist realism, a public-private partnership of synthetic
dialectical essence, encapsulated in a paradoxical structure of self-
assertion: "My secret is that | have no secret."® Beyond the missing
reductionism of the sentence, anxiety shrinks, too, because nothing
metaphysical is gained from it. We know who exploits who.

Suppose at this point my attempt of divesting the antithesis to love,
commonly attested to a finalizing sentence such as "take care darling
(citizen)," the short form of a moralistic endeavor meant to silence the
—eternally—antagonized alien within. It cuts love from solidarity. And in
turn, separability makes love empty of lovingly sustained differences
between strangers. Instead of muting you, Hanne Darboven, | will try to
update you on how | am affected by your work in an époque of unfeeling
(which is fundamentally different from the insurgent potential of not
feeling the hegemonic formatting of society along the liberal script of
whiteness). Now consider the work needed most is de-supposing love
of the Ego.

In Lacanian terms, however, | must ask a preliminary question to
elucidate this Liebesbrief in juxtaposition to my previous non-familiarity
with Darboven's artistic approach, aligned again to the recursive
"before" of delusional untapedness: am | qualified to do so? Rebooted
this way, | may amplify degrees of professionalism or the
industrialization of the genre, though, on the opposite, | confidently
mobilize "qualification," the vestibule through which all representable
form must pass, for other ends, namely by bending the fiction of a
"subject supposed to know" in favor of strikethrough or substitution of
insufferable fixations: Liebe (crossed out), nothing else?

The Source Code of Romanticized Nationhood

Let me tilt it back to what | witnessed: the inscription of a less
transcendent, that is, material encounter. Entering Darboven's show at
Heidi Gallery, on Kurfiirstenstraf3e 145, | face recursivity par excellence,
unleashed between the horror of repetition and promises for
heterogeneity. Summoned by "Mathematical Music," the systematic
periodization of time surfaces as | listen to the audio OPUS 25 A fiir
Orgel "LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN" (1988), interpreted by Elisabeth
Sohst. The piece scores the 12 first days of a month, say January 1,
February 1, etc., in intervals ranging between approximately four and a
half to five minutes.

As much as linear time contradicts circularity, it simultaneously
reinforces it, precisely a linear thinking that becomes circular time—
Western thinking as the madness of civilization, a recorded time made
countable and calculable—which is why inventing an alternating score
is everything but not repugnant. In the absence of much further
visualization in the gallery space, the absent object or referent
transfers a coercive consent to auratic realms, diverted only by self-
printed postcards, named Untitled Months with postcards (June),
1990.

These scribbles, fabricated by a mechanical corpus/device turning
Darboven's body into a calculus, in service of an apparatus, are
accompanied by the red framed collage Opus 25 A "Ludwig
Beethoven" (1987)—resembling Spiegel magazine aesthetics and child
books made of colored paper. Ergo, can we speak of her art-marking as
an automated subjectless operation? To say the least, suspicion and
yet not paranoia is paramount given the risk of succumbing to the
charms of the alluringly beautiful, that is, Romantic music, emphasizing
the intertwinement of continuity and security, plus the no less
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