
No Revolution Has Ever Failed from a Lack of Theory

To punish me for insisting that we should not have a manifesto Andrew has set me the task of writing it.

He is a trained cadre and highly skilled at manipulating those around him, we are just his puppets.

I was talking to a friend of mine the other night, she lives in a Buddhist housing co-op in North Wales, and 
we were discussing about how one might devote time and commitment to a co-operative endeavour.  Her 
group is trying to decide whether to accept new members, the issue was whether these potential recruits  
wished to sign up to the ideals of the community or if they merely considered it a nice place to live.  To be  
involved  in  a  society  one  must  be  normalised  to  it;  to  accept  its  collective  ideal  and  show  a  public 
commitment to the consensus view of the group over time.  It is only through this ongoing process that we  
can see who is with us and who is not.  This is easy enough to do when times are easy and opposition is  
limited but when our involvement with a group comes into conflict with our individual desires it is then that  
we find out if we really wish to belong.

The Communist Gallery is the Commonist Gallery; a collective endeavour.

Art is a shared illusion – a consensus view constructed over time by its participants.

As such it is fragile, it must be protected, defended against those who wish to destroy it.  Art is to be used to  
question but one must never question art.  Or at least one need no longer question art because it has fulfilled  
its prophecy, its apotheosis has come and the disinterest desired by Kantian aesthetics has been completed 
by the irony of post-structuralist discourse.

'And Brutus is an honourable man'.

This particular reading of political theory as aesthetic discourse is flawed because it only takes into account 
the end of times, it demands a state of immediate immanence without any pre-cursor.  There need be no  
struggle only the enjoyment of all things now that everything is permitted and nothing is true.  But this is  
not the case, everything is not permitted, the revolution did not succeed, it was co-opted, repackaged, and  
sold back to us.  We have been tricked.  The disinterested blankness of the ironic pose permits everything 
except time and commitment, enthusiasm is not allowed as the god is dead and will ride no-more.



When can I join the Communist Gallery?

We are the Nomad War Machine, you can ride with us whenever you like.

The warrior on the Steppe with his horse and bow is an autonomous individual, he can go anywhere under 
the sky so long as there is grass for his horse, but without his warband he is nothing and no-one will know  
where  he  is  or  what  he  has  done.   We believe  in  collective individualism;  the  warband is  constituted 
because we all choose to ride out in the same direction.

We must hold the street

I  have failed to  write  a  manifesto  because  I  only  write  in  metaphors,  I  should be  taken away and re-
educated.  The necessary measures must be taken. 

Standing here and reading this is dangerously close to street theatre.
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