
Slave Song – Amir Nave

Part One 

Imagine you are a soap bubble that contains the entire human race. 

If you shut your eyes in front of the sun, you will see the color orange. 

Most people shut their eyes, that is why the world in the painting is orange. 

What is interesting about a metronome is that if you run several 
metronomes simultaneously on the same surface, they will all synchronize 
within a moment. This is how the human race's aesthetic is also determined. 
It is not that one metronome infects the other by its ticking, but it is the 
surface that de�nes the common ticking. The individual submits to the law 
of the common pulse; it is contagious like plague. 

  

Epidemics demonstrates that we are part of a greater power. One sick 
human organism. A huge �ock of plastic birds move together in an 
exemplary order and without being able to resist the fact that everything is 
independent and moves by its own power. 

  

In order to develop an individual ticking, one should not connect to any 
substrate or surface. Hegemony is the falsest of substrates, because it is not 
considered an ideology. The artistic approach determines the aesthetic. The 
world is divided into culture consumers and cultured people. Cultured 
people are considered savages in the eyes of culture consumers. 

  



Part two 

If you open your eyes in front of the sun, there is nothingness. 

Nothingness has everything but traces. 

Cy Twombly would understand that. 

Rothko couldn't go back to �gurative painting (referring to M. Gershuni's comments). 
The equation is not between death or one or another style of painting, but rather 
between death and the complete cessation of art. 

Color patches breathe from the edges. 

In the case of lines, one can observe a desire similar to that of treetops for height. 
And a line without a source will die as soon as the writing implement separates from 
the surface. 

Clari�cation: Emotion in the case of drawing lines is an echo, not a source. A line 
begins to stretch from an origin, that is, from another dimension. 

Some artists lie and start outside the canvas. 

A person who destroys himself is not an interesting person. 

Every person is a slide of the events, thoughts, desires and passions within him, and 
if you place all the slides of all the people on top of each other, the broadest 
common denominator will be self-destruction. 

In that case ideology is the privilege of the weak, just like your blindness in the face 
of the apocalypse. 

Question: What happens to a human organism when most of the particles that it 
comprised of are characterized by self-destruction? 

Answer: A human organism that contains you and all human individuals within itself, 
understands that self-destruction is the most e�ective way of existence for it on 
Earth. And this is how it treats itself, hence us. 

Alone against the whole world, like in every ending. 

Coiled around your neck, hung from your shoulders, a snake's tongue whispers in 
your uterine shaped ear words unknown to you, about an upcoming apocalypse. 
Upon your imminent awakening, you will discover that the imaginary consolation 
o�ered to you by civilization no longer satis�es you. 



part three 

The truth starts from the middle and at the end there is nothingness / 

there is no death. 

Middle 

Through the ears / through the eyes / through the nose / through the legs / through 
the genitals / through the stomach / through the internal parts including the veins / 
arteries / blood / lungs / nails / the hair on the top of the foot / elbow / cheeks / the 
part connecting the throat to the tongue, let us call it the center of the pharynx. 
From that point you can feel an urge to vomit which aims to discharge all future 
events which are written in the present almost clearly. 

It is the metamorphosis of an individual slave within a slave organism in the midst of 
an apocalyptic era. 

A stroke of a brush, a thin line in a pencil or a thought are a force that tests its 
legitimacy to exist. Like the power of the organism to destroy itself. 

It can be beautiful to let something external (like desire) divert you from the path, 
until it becomes a pattern that repeats itself into a loop. Those who see this 
understand that the system always strips away the wonder. And only creation is 
absolute in choosing to give up the freedom to choose. 

Those who committed suicide understood this and only those who are within the 
paradox understand how simple it is. 

Joseph Beuys understood this; I prefer Andy Warhol because he was a prophet, and 
his prophecy comes from eternity. Duchamp's prophecy comes from his lifetime. 

The concept of background in a painting is an aggressive thought. Aviva Uri 
understood this. 

Up to a certain point it can be proven that the world is round, writing about art raises 
the possibility that it is �at. 

You need another paradox to understand this. 

An outsider's text in an exhibition is often the destruction of the artist's spirit. 

An architecture of destruction has the most potential. You can learn how to destroy 
the "beautiful" provided you give up the technique, provided you give up everything. 
But then there is no language and there is an urge to die, and only art frees from this 
urge, and a life of creation is a constant relinquishment of the need to create. 

  



Last Part 

The Slave Song 

Stop creating Stop wanting to create Stop being a person or a creative person Stop 
writing thoughts, not even in the sand. Creation is a violation of necessity, it is a 
constant contempt for every line, stain, every sound and thought. A person creates 
only from his most basic needs. 

This is the slave song. 

Only fragments can be understood from it and they raise two main questions: 

Are we a slave organism on a substrate that is a sphere and the common 
denominator between us is self-destruction? 

What is a slave measured in? 

There is one answer to everything: 

A slave organism assembled from self-destructive humans understands that this is 
the preferred situation, so it destroys itself. One way or another there is no force in 
the world that can stop an impulse of an organism that wants to destroy itself or a 
slave's urge to sing. 

  


