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 A FLUXUS WORKBOOK 
 For Those Who Are Confused By 
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 and 
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 and 

 OTHER 
 THINGS 



 This  is  meant  to  be 
 performed, I’m  serious! 

 THIS  SHOULD  BE 
 PERFORMED! 
 This  is  meant  to  be 
 performed  so  perform  it. 
 If  you  are  not  a  performer 
 yes  you  are  so  please 
 perform it anyways. 

 Perform  it  in:  A  classroom.  With:  A  class. 
 These  are  the  rules.  There  is  no  audience 
 which  means  there  is  no  art.  This  is  not  a 
 theatre, This is not a museum, 

 This  is  NOT  meant  to  be 
 a performance but 

 THIS  SHOULD  BE 
 PERFORMED! 



 FLUXUS 1: WALTZ 
 Back 
 Back. 

 Forwards Waltz 
 Step forward in time 
 Step forward in time 
 Step forward in time 
 Step 
 Step 
 step 
 Waltz 

 Backwards Waltz 
 Become a woman 
 If you are already a woman 
 Become a smaller woman 
 Waltz  Backwards 

 Back 
 Back. 

 Forwards Waltz 
 Sssstttteeeeeeeeepp ffffooooo 

 Ouch Waltz 
 Step on my toes 
 Then step on hers 
 Apologize to nobody 
 And watch us both cry 

 Back 
 BACK!!!!!!!!! 

 Forwards Waltz 
 Ssssssssssssssssssssssss 

 Back 
 No. 

 REWRITING THE FLUXUS MANIFESTO FOR A 
 CONTEMPORARY AUDIENCE 

 (2)  To  affect,  or  bring  to  a  certain  state,  by 
 subjecting  to,  or  treating  with,  a  flux.  “Fluxed  into 
 another  world”.  (3)  to  cause  discharge  from,  as  in,  a 
 purging.  FLUX,  to  flow.  A  flowing  fluid  or  discharge 
 from the bowels… 

 Purge  the  world  of  bourgeois  sickness, 
 “intellectual”,  professional  &  commercialized 
 culture,  PURGE  the  world  of  dead  art,  imitation, 
 artificial  art,  abstract  art…  PURGE  THE  WORLD  OF 
 EUROPEANISM!!!!! 

 PURGE,  to  PURGE,  to  PURGE  PURGE 
 PURGE.  Why  must  we  talk  of  sickness  now,  when 
 we  know  sickness  is  yet  another  reality  of  nature. 
 Why  must  we  classify  art  as  this  or  that,  classify 
 imitation or artifice as evil, why must we label. 

 I  got  into  a  fight  with  the  French  boy  who 
 shares  my  kitchen.  We  went  at  each  other’s  necks 
 until  midnight  yelling  about  art.  I  believe  art  is 
 anywhere,  anything.  He  thinks  I’m  an  idiot  for  this.  I 
 draw  a  vagina  on  our  shared  chalkboard,  he  erases 
 it  and  writes  in  fancy  cursive:  Monet.  Renoir. 
 Rembrandt.  PROPAGANDA. 

 As  I  write  this,  he  questions  what  Fluxus  is. 
 I  have  a  hard  time  defining  it.  I  stare  at  him,  then 
 speak:  Yellow.  Yellow.  Yellow.  Red.  he  scoffs.  He 
 asks me what this is, I say, it’s art. 

 He  asks  me  what  makes  art,  then.  I  tell  him 
 art  doesn’t  need  to  be  anything.  Art  is.  That  is  all 
 art is. 

 He  says  I  do  not  understand  art,  and 
 therefore  I  do  not  understand  life.  He  also  cannot 
 cook  (in  his  words,  he  does  not  have  the  time  to 
 engage  in  such  trivial  activities)  ,  so  what  does  he  know 
 about life? 



 FLUXUS 2: TRAVEL 
 Train I. 
 Stand  on  a  train,  between  cars.  Make  sure  you  are 
 standing  in  such  a  location  so  no  one  can  move 
 around  you.  Take  several  pictures  of  the  train  on  a  flip 
 phone.  Take  several  pictures  in  both  directions.  Look 
 at the photos, Shake your head. 
 Speaking is optional. 
 If you are to speak, speak only Polish. 
 If you do not know Polish, do not speak. 

 Train II. 
 Warp the glass in a train window. 
 Watch as the world wiggles by. 
 For  poor  people,  or  people  who  do  not  want  to  ruin  a 
 train: 
 Hold a cup up to the window. 
 Continue as necessary. 

 Cigarettes. 
 Roll cigarettes. Do not smoke them. 

 Train III. 
 Sit in a seat that was reserved by another Person. 
 Upon their arrival, 
 Fight to the death. 
 If you lose, you die. 
 If  you  win,  sit  the  corpse  in  this  seat  and  then  find  &  sit 
 in the seat you have reserved for yourself. 
 There is no time for feelings, 
 Seats are politically complicated things. 
 Think about the government, 
 Then don’t think about the government, 
 And be happy you have 
 A seat 
 At all. 

 He  asks  me  what  my  favorite  English  word 
 is.  And  I  explain  to  the  French  guy  in  my  kitchen 
 that  just  because  he  says  fancy  words,  just  because 
 he  wants  to  stay  “old  fashioned”,  doesn’t  mean  he 
 can  erase  my  vagina  from  the  chalkboard.  Because 
 he  is  like  Renoir,  because  Renoir  obviously  never 
 had  a  worthwhile  conversation  with  a  woman 
 (based  on  his  “impressionist”  contortions  of  the 
 female body). 

 That  night,  he  pulverizes  a  banana  peel  as 
 he  listens  to  my  hormonal  rage.  I  shut  up  and  watch 
 him  for  a  moment,  moving  the  plate  of  pulverized 
 banana peel into the light and declaring… 

 THIS IS ART. 
 I  notice  how  he  looks  at  me  like  he  has  fallen 

 in  love.  I  know  this  is  because  I’m  the  first  woman 
 to  speak  to  him  like  this,  I’m  the  first  woman  with 
 guts! 

 (Unfortunate,  he  obviously  couldn’t  identify  a 
 lesbian  if  she  were  staring  at  a  plate  of  banana 
 peels  right  across  the  table  from  him.  Also 
 unfortunate,  he  considers  tomato  juice  a  delicacy, 
 but that’s another story.) 

 And  then  the  next  day  in  class  a  student 
 shows  his  art  and  goes  on  a  tirade  about  shovels 
 and I giggle because it is all so  masculine  . 



 And then I, 

 And then 

 and 



 FLUXUS 3: HOLE 
 Hole. 
 Dig a hole. 
 Preferably with your hands. 
 Sit in it, contemplate what comes next. 

 Hallway map. 
 Enter  a  building  with  your  eyes  closed.  Walk  through  the 
 halls  with  your  eyes  closed.  (Keep  your  eyes  closed.)  Ask  a 
 stranger  to  play  Thelonious  Monk’s  Ruby  My  Dear  On  a 
 piano  somewhere  in  the  building.  (This  is  required.)  Listen, 
 then  decide  where  to  go  next.  Draw  a  map  of  the  hallways 
 as you hear them. 
 This performance is finished 
 When the map is finished, 
 Though a map is never finished, 
 A map is always moving. 

 Bullets. 
 Go  to  a  flea  market  and  buy  13  unlucky  bullets.  Throw  them 
 with your hands, do not shoot them, do not acquire a gun. 
 Assess the damage and continue forward. 

 Hole 2. 
 Sit in the middle of your hole, 
 Cry. 

 Road map. 
 Play Monk’s  Ruby My Dear 
 On a cassette, 
 Trace your finger along a map, 
 Following the music. 
 Create new roads over the old ones, 
 Roads made out of music. 
 Then, set out and 
 Pave those roads 
 With your hands. 
 Sit in the middle of your road 
 And forget 
 Why you did this 

 If  I  were  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  would  rather  DIG  A  HOLE 
 than  DRAW A PICTURE. 

 I would. 

 I  WOULD  RATHER  DIG  A 
 HOLE  THAN  DRAW  A 

 PICTURE! 
 I WOULD!  I WOULD!  I  WOULD  I  WOULD  I WOULD I WOULD  I WOULD I WOULD  I WOULD  I WOULD  I  WO  ULD  I  WO  ULD  I  WO  ULD!  I WO 
 ULD! 



 FLUXUS 4: WRENCH 
 Wrench I 
 Wrench (noun) 

 Wrench II 
 Wrench (verb) 

 Wrench III 
 Wrench  (adjective),  like  something  wrenchy,  like  a 
 something  somewhat  somehow  like  some  sort  of  sort 
 of wrench 

 Wrench IV 
 Like when you 
 When you 
 You know 
 At a bar 

 Wrench V 
 It’s you 
 Isn’t it 

 And 
 then 
 I 
 put 
 it 
 in 
 a 
 frame 
 and 
 posted 
 it 
 on 
 Instagram 
 because 
 that's 
 where 
 all 
 the 
 Good 
 Art 
 Goes, 
 AND 
 THIS 
 IS 
 THE 
 GREATEST 
 PERFORMANCE 
 OF 
 ALL. 






