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INTRODUCTION

In the wake of the recent happenings, namely the Michelin review of the Palais Ortolan. I feel 
obliged to open up to the world as to prevent any more myths to arise around Lenny Bellardo 
and his cookings For years I have now tried to reveal to the world what is happening behind 
that veil of secrecy he put up, supposedly to keep his beloved birds from flying away I have 
forced every visitor to walk the path of the ingredient as to show what lenny is doing. I have 
pumped the fumes of the kitchen into the world. I have projected the happenings of the kitch-
en as well as all the items found in his freezer onto his veil. I have revealed to the world each 
evening the guest that is eating at the Palais Ortolan. but nonetheless the michelin inspector 
drew no new knowledge from what I showed him. Even worse, it seems as we can read in his 
article, that what I showed him, together with the meal has only sparked confusion in him as 
if his rational reason could not deal with this place. Because of these happenings. I want to 
state once and for all what Lenny Bellardo is all about. Lay all his recipes and ingredients on 
the table for the whole world to see. 
I have followed this man’s traces, seen all his simple daily rituals.I have collected the letters 
going in and out of the house, among which a personal copy of the Michelin review and 
a note as well as Lenny’s letter to the vatican. I have listened to the people whispering in 
front of the veil, collecting the most common words surrounding the Palais Ortolan. I have 
followed the traces of his ingredients from the most distant places of the earth through the 
freezer through their preparation in the kitchen, to their assmbly on the plate. I have seen 
and analyzed everything that went into the cold storage. I have felt and measured the exact 
temperatures at which the ingredients are cooked. I have smelled and identified all the fumes 
of the kitchen down to their molecular composition. I have seen the plate being arranged for a 
thousand times and can recall every minute detail on it.  
I have reconstructed the recipes of the exact dinner Lenny Bellardo cooks every night.  All for 
you to see, understand and cook. 
The truth of the thoughts communicated here seems to me unassailable and definitive. I am, 
therefore, of the opinion that the problems have in essentials been finally solved. [1] 
 
- Haus Wittgenstein

[1] Wittgenstein, Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus
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LETTER
TO THE VATICAN

Dear Gutierrez 
 
Please forgive me for having left the vatican without a word to you. I just could not bear 
the thought anymore of remaining in this situation. I felt constrained. Constrained by 
this system, the ubiquitous logics and regulations of the economy, the legal system, the 
political system, the mass media, the church. [1] Bound to a mortal body, by bonds as 
strange as they are powerful, my care for the preservation of this body tempts the soul to 
think only of self, and gives it an interest opposed to the general order of things, which 
it is still capable of knowing and loving [2] The only place where I was at peace was in 
my garden. Where I would watch the songbirds on their travel to africa. So free and close 
to the sky. Moving freely not because they had to but because they wanted to. I watched 
in silence over our mortal agonies, guides of messengers, bonds and cords, angels flying 
in limpid air, leading us towards the other world. [3] It was on one of those afternoons 
when I heard a bird chirping, singled out and trapped between the branches of a bush. The 
heaven had sent an ortolan. So sweet that bird, and dear to me, Sang, among the blossoms 
free, Singing with such mastery. [4] I felt a youthful, holy, vital bliss in every vein and 
fibre newly glowing. [5] But not in holy reverence to our Lord, but in lust. [6] I could not 
let go of the images that arose in me and that came along with the thought of consuming 
the bird with all its feathers and freedom. The memory of an angel, or rather the becom-
ing of a cosmos. [7] Shocked with this sinful thought it dawned on me. If moral precepts 
seem laughable, if the person preaching is irritating, for no one lives like an absolute 
angel, then vital experience matters eminently. The foolish life doesn’t expose itself; the 
good one puts himself in danger, like intelligence when it wants to invent. It dives into this 
experience, into this adventure, exceptional and everyday, in which [...] sin itself teaches 
us more than every other thing in the world. [8] Religion connects the disconnected; this 
is the first definition of myth. But I will unbind the connected, unbind the priest more than 
he unbinds himself; unfasten the shackles, knots and connections. It is in this way that in 
space and the world atomism is profoundly irreligious: principles separated by the void. 
But if I disconnect the connected, then physics comes back down to religion.Then the 
atom is indeed the same word as templum, the temple, the Palais Ortolan, the restaurant I 
opened up the distinction of local variety within the global space. [9]
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For my getaway I found a perfect site, bringing with it its own luggage like I am, yet 
willing to turn things around. The house that used to be an absolute identity, [...] it was 
posited as such by reflection over against opposition and manifoldness; [...] the negative 
of reflection and determination in general. [10] Is now confronted with a new external 
world. With my restaurant a new era has been opened. [11] Object to the secrecy and the 
myth unknown to him that I bring in form of the ortolan. It has become a tracing element; 
it wants to reveal the network of unobservable relations in the Restaurant. [12] Examining 
on what basis and under what conditions the myth succeeds [13] Working against the veil 
as to show the world what lies behind the net I put over the site to keep the birds from fly-
ing away. Trying to understand and signify [...] the components of the myth [14] arranging 
them for the visitor to see. But The moment of the exclusion of madness in the subject who 
seeks the truth is necessarily hidden from the point of view of the architectonic ordering 
of the system [15] Because it’ s not their sum that produces the cooks and ingredients. 
It’s the trace of blood on their shirts. [16] But even if we do not work together, we work 
between the two. [17] It is that exact dissonance of understanding that reassures me in my 
decision to leave the vatican. It affirms my freedom; to move freely between the perfectly 
fixed logical structures the house presents. Rising each day to the birds singing with the 
curtains blowing through the open windows. Feeling the warm steel under my feet as I 
walk along the façade of the kitchen and down into the garden. Washing the stains the 
clothes of yesterday in the pond of the melted ice. Hanging them out to dry in the warm 
atmosphere of the garden blowing in the wind of the buildings exhaust fans. Sitting in my 
deckchair amongst trees and clothes watching the birds all day. Contemplating which one 
I will serve to my guest at night. Then, as the sun sets and the shadows start to illumine 
the veil I descend into the building. Only to arise again moving beyond the realms of the 
house and onto the rooftop where together with the guest I eat the ortolan. Removing the 
ritual to remind ourslves of who we are. Smoking my evening cigarette amongst the birds 
in the nightsky. Going to sleep to rise another day, being in this atmosphere I created. On 
another note.  
As my actions have drawn attention, the media, members of the public, and politicians 
have begun to pay attention [18] Recently I have gotten a reservation from a name famil-
iar to me from the Michelin Guide. I will report to you how it went as soon as possible. I 
hope you are doing well. 
 
My dearest regards go out to you 
 
LENNY

[1] Schumacher, The Autopoiesis of Architecture Vol 2 
[2] Rousseau, Collected Works of Jean-Jacques Rousseau 
[3] Serres, The Natural Contract 
[4] von Strassburg, Tristan and Isolde 
[5] Hovestadt Buehlmann, Quantum City 
[6] Zizek, Less Than Nothing 
[7] Deleuze Guattari, A Thousand Plateaus 
[8] Serres, The Incandescent 
[9] Serres, The Birth of Physics 
[10] Hegel, The Science of Logic 
[11] Marx, Collected Works 
[12] Serres, Rome 
[13] Girard, Violence and the Sacred 
[14] Bolzoni, The Gallery of Memory 
[15] Foucault, History of Madness 
[16] Serres, Rome 
[17] Deleuze, Bergsonism 
[18] Zimring, Encyclopedia of Consumption and Waste
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MICHELIN GUIDE
REVIEW

20.04.2021 - PALAIS ORTOLAN - VIENNA

The day has come, I had gotten a reservation at the restaurant that is most mysterious to 
the world. It is for that mystery that we decided to make an exception in the Michelin 
Guide policy of reviewing the restaurant with two inspectors, as the cook Lenny Bellardo 
only allows one single diner per night to enter his premises. What morbid curiosity! The 
whole world is dying of curiosity. [...] We all want to see that which is hidden. We all want 
to stare the forbidden in the face. [1] I turn the corner of Kundmanngasse and it appears 
infront of me.  A dark place, and the veil in front. [2] The flat veil is always bright: on 
it the world of the palais casts a shadow; light creates a shaded area. My knowledge is 
limited to these shadows [3] 
The silhouettes of the cooks, the moving leaves of the trees and the birds, the ortlolan. 
Forms, lights, shadows and colours have been mixed by the meeting of humans, the Grand 
Narrative of time and the trip around the world. [4] A world for me to experience and 
transcend as I will eat the ortolan tonight. I hear the murmur of honey bees, the varied 
songs of many birds [5] a tremendous flurry calling of slaves and butlers, and pandemoni-
um among the cooks. [6] 
shaping, all, on one great tune with bees, insects, flowers and trees. [5] Trembling with 
anticipation. I am welcomed at the gate by a man of stained white clothes ushering me in. 
I am handed a drink in which, floating on the surface of the freshly poured armagnac, I 
find a small feather. 

I feel a jet of warm air cascading over myself. [7] The smells are simple: roasting beef, 
some wine, presumably some scent of baking bread [8] There are truffles, flowers, ani-
mals, fruits, grasses, and vegetables of the Old World and New; an aviary, so to speak [9] 
For here we are in the Land of Birds, whereon for the force of their flying and the flapping 
of their wings, we cannot hear one other speak. [10] I feel the softness in the depths of 
the Earth, beneath my feet. [11] Roots around me growing into the ground as I am placed 
at the table with its rum stained lace tablecloth: beneath fig trees. [12] The first course is 
served. The truffle is nothing else but an agglomeration of elementary earth. [13] The soil 
on which vegetation rests. I trace the nature of the soil, on which depends the growth of 
plants. [14] The figs. I hear the myth of the forest primeval providing the legendary site 
where we started our evolution toward civilization under the hidden guidance of divine 
providence. [15] As the ortolans sing above my head we follow the ramp sinking down 
into the earth  [25]  

As we move out from under the trees and my feet touch the harsh asphalt it rises from be-
hind the greenery. The birds circling around it as it had a magnetic pull to it, catching the 
light emitted from the different compartements of the building. Duplicating each of the 
birds and throwing them back onto the veil the shadows denser and more concrete than its 
substance [16] The compartments which light reveals to advantage; the image of these is 
distinct and tangible within us and without ambiguity. [17] 
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The frozen kaleidoscopic whirl of colors and shapes. [18] below the shimmering of waves, 
the scattering of the red hot light imprisoned in vapour [19] Divided by the nervous 
system. Pipes discharging wastewater into a well [20] large ducts that feed downwards 
or upwards. [21] Superefficient fixtures for heating, cooling, and ventilation [22] breath-
ing into the night air. Wrapped around the building, connecting it to detached cabinet of 
curtains behind. The stairs and the corridors leading away from them at each level, like 
the veins of our bodies the pulsating arteries of a building. [23] Moving freely around the 
World of Creation [24] the cooks rushing from one door to the other, from one floor to the 
next. Like worker bees swarming around their queen in the hive. Drawn in by the building 
we follow the ramp sinking down into the earth,  [25] As we move further down into the 
soil i grasp a last sight at a single white plastic deckchair sitting amongst the white clothes 
hung up to dry moving in the wind of the buildings exhaust system. As we move further 
down into the soil i grasp a last sight at a single white plastic deckchair sitting amongst the 
white clothes hung up to dry dancing in the wind of the buildings exhaust system.

The ramp widens and the concrete wall becomes an opening. [26] Above the entrance I 
see an array of slow turning axial flow fans [27] whispering the scents of the kitchen into 
the atmosphere of the garden. Below blurry traces of the cooks rushing carts full of crates 
through the hall. The merchants dealing with cooks about imports and sales settled over 
here. [28] Selecting from the goods travelling [...] between continents and oceans. [29] 
I hear the rustling of a cart pushed towards me by a cook. In the gray plastic crate on the 
top the next course is revealed to me. 5 tiny eggs that give rise to a new life [30] coated 
in the most exclusive spices. A movement of intercontinental exchange [...] constituting a 
world conspiring with new bodies. [31] My neural network becomes one with the moving 
lights of the globe. Strings of movement connected to the nodes that are the becoming of 
the ortolan. I feel a special sense of power, of entitlement as I walk through this gate and 
into the intestines, the inner workings of the building. As if I was some kind of mobster in 
the movies walking through the dark and twisted hallways of the establishment he owns. I 
can’t help but picture myself walking through the kitchen experiencing all the scents and 
maybe even hear an ortolan squeal as it is drowned in armanac.

We stand infront of the heavy chromed door. Open the wall, open the hymen, open the veil 
: death.[32] Cold. Silence. As if we were a thousand meters below the surface. This inte-
rior is not “frozen music” but “arrested maelstrom.”[33] All the delicacies of the world 
buried deep in blocks of ice : intact to all appearances [34] The most bizarre thing I see? 
That would have to be a frozen lizard. [35] A Catalogue of 10, 000 stars.[36] The noisy 
echo of a thousand voices, the white light with ten colours,[37] broken through the ice 
into the spectrum of the rainbow absorbing it. [38] And in the middle the gleaming white 
table with a single frozen flower I feel the crunch of fresh snow [39] between my teeth and 
let the frozen history of the petal dissolve on my tongue. The element becomes a multitude 
of crossroads or nexus of relations, a network of connections [40] of temporalities. In this 
closed cell, this temporary sepulchre, the myths of resurrection arise easily enough.[41] 
Locked in frozen layers, a universe of ancient creatures awaits another chance at life.[42]

I witness a transformation of substances and a dissolution of forms [...]  such that my 
body or the room do not end at a precise point. [43] There is nothing but the immense 
noise of the ocean. Chaos, noise, disorder. The base of existence  [ ...] noise spills out 
into space. [44] In this collapse of the surface, the entire world loses its meaning. [45] 
On the ceiling the pipes inhaling the fumes trying to make sense of the molecular essence 
of things just as I am. And here I see him for the first time Lenny Bellardo the mixer of 
meanings or voices, [ ...] He warms the room, gives a fever, increases agitation and ther-
mal disorder. [46] His arms raised like the conductor of an orchestra [ ...] violent rhythms 
succeed a graceful andante. [47] In the corners the mist condenses, stains running down 
the walls, letting us percieve the boundaries of infinite space. On my spoon I sense Aphro-
dite herself rise, living, erect and naked, in the ruffles of the waves, of the prebiotic soup. 
[48] where things and organs are distinguished solely by gradients, migrations, zones 
of proximity. [49] On the aluminium table the reflection of the dancing mist. As Lenny 
bellardo conducts the heat.

The raging noise of the heat now distant. The only thing I feel is warmth. In this window-
less room in the heart of the building. The only light coming from the fireplace. The danc-
ing flames projected onto the thick curtains. A shadow moving along the wall carrying to 
my table a large silver platter enhancing the reflections of the warm flames. The pig that 
picked the truffles invariably impaled on a stick and roasted above a fire. [50]  There, I 
sense the ancient elemental things : the smell of the meat as it turned golden on the spit, 
the trees, the dry branches, the fire that brings men together. [51] Intelligence enters into 
time, into the most rapid, lively, and subtle shifts and fluctuations of turbulence, of the 
dancing flames. Dancing the dance of the ortolan. A single cut out of the apple of the pigs 
mouth and I am back in the garden. The circle has closed. From growth to selection to 
conservation to dissolution. The eternal circulation of the elements of bodies. [52] passing 
from one form to the other. [53] Becoming. Circulating around the central void. A void 
that in itself begins to take on colour. [54] For it is now time to go beyond. Ready to be 
taken to another dimension. [55] As Lenny enters the room. bearing in his hands two cast-
iron cocottes. Inside each I assume a tiny, stillsizzling. roasted bird head, beak, and feet 
still attached, guts intact inside its plump little belly. [56]
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I follow him on the stairace moving upwards in the concealed atmosphere of the garden. 
Into the white space [..] circumscribed, redoubled by a veil or a net which is superim-
posed, and gives it a volume. [57] I understand that it is not the environment that is 
unknown, but rather, my own body, that becomes the point of interest of the room [58] De-
picting the physical setting would be superfluous and divert the  gaze away from the ritual 
action. [59] Everything has been experienced, everything enjoyed to the full, the whole  
[60] But yet something remains missing the bird that made men to kings and kings to 
gods. I lean forward as the host high pours from a bottle of Armagnac, dousing the ortolan 
then ignites it. The flames in the cocottes burn down, and the ortolans are distributed. One 
to me, one to him. Everyone at this table knows what to do and how to do it. [61] Eager 
to indulge upon the bird I look around the table for the napkin that is traditionally used 
to cover the faces and allows diners to savor the aromas and enjoy some privacy while 
devouring the bird or hide their indulgence from the eyes of God. [62] 
But it is missing, instead Lenny looks me in my eyes affirmatively as to tell me to go 
ahead.  
Here I am in turn, the last, at the pinnacle of power, at the very instant of committing the 
sin. [63] An internal law rules up to a threshold, after which the law is changed. [...] The 
five senses stop at these thresholds which it is now a question of going beyond. the Gates 
of Hell or Paradise. The horror, rather, of those who detest experience, or the ecstasy of 
those who bathe in it. [64] A quick exchange of sights and I accept my dissolution in the 
burning plasma of matter. [65] First comes the skin and the fat. It’s hot. So hot that I’m 
drawing short, panicky, circular breaths [...] breathing around the ortolan, shifting it gin-
gerly around my mouth with my tongue so I don’t burn myself. [...] [66] Trying to hide my 
pain as I quickly glance up at lenny who sits calmly staring into the atmosphere. There’s a 
vestigial flavor of Armagnac, low-hanging fumes of airborne fat particles, an intoxicating, 
miasma. Time goes by. Seconds? Moments? I don’t know. [...] I bring my molars slowly 
down and through the bird’s rib cage with a wet crunch and am rewarded with a scalding 
hot rush of burning fat and guts down my throat. Rarely have pain and delight combined 
so well. I’m giddily uncomfortable, waiting for the aromas to unfold breathing in short, 
controlled gasps as I continue, slowly ever so slowly to chew. [67] On the other side of 
the table, lenny unfazed as if he already knew what was coming. With every bite, as the 
thin bones and layers of fat, meat, skin, and organs compact in on themselves, there are 
dribbles of varied ancient flavors: figs, Armagnac, dark flesh slightly infused with the salty 
taste of my own blood as my mouth is pricked by the sharp bones. [68] 
Now for the the final bite the last step, ready to transcend. I close my eyes. 
I swallow, I draw in the head and beak, which, until now, had been hanging from my lips, 
and crush the skull. [69] I look at lenny. The smoke from his cigarette flowing up into the 
sky. 
Where just moments ago the cloth of the veil had covered us, now stands tall and judging-
ly the reflection of the moon mirrored in the façade of the neighbouring building. Bright, 
distorted and fragmented by the still lit windows. No Language or sound, breezes, scents, 
shadows, songs or shapes but nothingness [70] Mixed with the taste of my own blood.

My face is frozen in terror. [71] Without a word I get up. On the oposite side of the roof an 
elevator door opens behind the white curtains waving in the night breeze. Seeing myself 
cross the catwalk free in the air among the birds towards the elevator taking the perspec-
tive of the neighbouring building, disintegrated. With a dull clank the doors close. I am 
alone. Just me and my distorted image in the claustrophbic chrome walls. A blank look 
from my reflection to me, from the black box to its lit up threshold, from the hidden to 
the publicly posted, from veil to unveiling, from the entangled to taking apart thread by 
thread. [72] Madness surges upon me. The justice of this form of madness lies precisely 
in its capacity to unveil the truth. [73] I have no option but to consider myself guilty. My 
torture had been my glory : my deliverance was my humiliation. [74] Gluttony, laziness, 
lust, and anger pass from the confessional to the laboratory, from spiritual and subjective 
intention to rational evidence and obligation, both final and causal. [75] Sitting on a roof-
top, on two plastic chairs, among two greasy paperplates and a cherry coke zero. Lenny 
Bellardo unveiled the terminal truth of man : he showed how far he could be pushed by 
the passions, life in society and everything that distanced him from a primitive nature that 
knew no madness. [76] he has found a new way of judging life, of universalizing the con-
demnation of life, by internalizing sin “ [77] But the bringer of sin and death necessarily 
also brought healing and life. [78] 

Lenny Please forgive me. 
For having left your restaurant without a word to you.
For believing that carnal desires can be satisfied. [79] For wanting to see what is behind 
the veil. For I came to the house that showed to me the becoming of man but wanted 
more. What strong and simple science will tell me the moment of denouement, of being 
stripped bare and untied, the moment of true casting off, and tell me to take nothing, to 
go completely naked, overwhelmed, burning, trembling in all my limbs, from this Earth 
toward the void. [80] For kings are not gods; they are but men, who are often enchanted 
by the Sirens’ song. [81] I see that it has not changed; and yet I see it differently.[82] For 
I am free now. For I am lost now. Why write about an object that is disappearing, in a 
language that is dying? [...]The five senses, still on the verge of departure towards another 
adventure, a ghost of the real, timidly described in a ghost of language .
this is my confession [83]
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“ The day has come, I had gotten a reservation at the restaurant that is most mysterious 
to the world. It is for that mystery that we decided to make an exception in the Michelin 
Guide policy of reviewing the restaurant with two inspectors, as the cook Lenny Bellardo 
only allows one single diner per night to enter his premises. What morbid curiosity! The 
whole world is dying of curiosity. [...] We all want to see that which is hidden. We all want 
to stare the forbidden in the face. [1] I turn the corner of Kundmanngasse and it appears 
infront of me.  A dark place, and the veil in front. [2] The flat veil is always bright: on it 
the world of the palais casts a shadow; light creates a shaded area. My knowledge is lim-
ited to these shadows [3] The silhouettes of the cooks, the moving leaves of the trees and 
the birds, the ortlolan. Forms, lights, shadows and colours have been mixed by the meet-
ing of humans, the Grand Narrative of time and the trip around the world. [4] A world 
for me to experience and transcend as I will eat the ortolan tonight. I hear the murmur of 
honey bees, the varied songs of many birds [5] a tremendous flurry calling of slaves and 
butlers, and pandemonium among the cooks. [6] shaping, all, on one great tune with bees, 
insects, flowers and trees. [5] Trembling with anticipation. I am welcomed at the gate by a 
man of stained white clothes ushering me in. I am handed a drink in which, floating on the 
surface of the freshly poured armagnac, I find a small feather. “

- Michelin Guide Review

THE VEIL TO THE CITY

The shadows of the Palais Ortolan dancing the dance of the myth
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A dark place and the veil in front
“But with a veil between the subject and nothingness 
everything is possible. [...] the veil creates something ex 
nihilo. The veil is a God.”



THE GARDEN
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“I feel a jet of warm air cascading over myself. [7] The smells are simple: roasting beef, 
some wine, presumably some scent of baking bread [8] There are truffles, flowers, ani-
mals, fruits, grasses, and vegetables of the Old World and New; an aviary, so to speak [9] 
For here we are in the Land of Birds, whereon for the force of their flying and the flapping 
of their wings, we cannot hear one other speak. [10] I feel the softness in the depths of 
the Earth, beneath my feet. [11] Roots around me growing into the ground as I am placed 
at the table with its rum stained lace tablecloth: beneath fig trees. [12] The first course is 
served. The truffle is nothing else but an agglomeration of elementary earth. [13] The soil 
on which vegetation rests. I trace the nature of the soil, on which depends the growth of 
plants. [14] The figs. I hear the myth of the forest primeval providing the legendary site 
where we started our evolution toward civilization under the hidden guidance of divine 
providence. [15]As the ortolans sing above my head “

- Michelin Guide Review

THE GARDEN

The roots of the forest primeval growing into the ground of the artificial atmosphere
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A single white plastic deckchair below the birds I feel the softness of the Earth, beneath my feet
In this artificial atmosphere



THE FAÇADE
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“ As we move out from under the trees and my feet touch the harsh asphalt it rises from 
behind the greenery. The birds circling around it as it had a magnetic pull to it, catching 
the light emitted from the different compartements of the building. Duplicating each of the 
birds and throwing them back onto the veil the shadows denser and more concrete than its 
substance [16] The compartments which light reveals to advantage; the image of these is 
distinct and tangible within us and without ambiguity. [17] The frozen kaleidoscopic whirl 
of colors and shapes. [18] below the shimmering of waves, the scattering of the red hot 
light imprisoned in vapour [19] Divided by the nervous system. Pipes discharging waste-
water into a well [20] large ducts that feed downwards or upwards. [21] Superefficient 
fixtures for heating, cooling, and ventilation [22] breathing into the night air. Wrapped 
around the building, connecting it to detached cabinet of curtains behind. The stairs and 
the corridors leading away from them at each level, like the veins of our bodies the pulsat-
ing arteries of a building. [23] Moving freely around the World of Creation [24] the cooks 
rushing from one door to the other, from one floor to the next. Like worker bees swarming 
around their queen in the hive. Drawn in by the building we follow the ramp sinking down 
into the earth,  [25] As we move further down into the soil i grasp a last sight at a single 
white plastic deckchair sitting amongst the white clothes hung up to dry moving in the 
wind of the buildings exhaust system. ”

- Michelin Guide Review

THE FAÇADE
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The frozen kaleidoscopic whirl of colors and shapes.  below the 
shimmering of waves, the scattering of the red hot light imprisoned in 
vapour 

The stairs and the corridors leading away from them at each level, like 
the veins of our bodies the pulsating arteries of a building. 



CHAMBER OF SELECTION
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“ The ramp widens and the concrete wall becomes an opening. [26] Above the entrance I 
see an array of slow turning axial flow fans [27] whispering the scents of the kitchen into 
the atmosphere of the garden. Below blurry traces of the cooks rushing carts full of crates 
through the hall. The merchants dealing with cooks about imports and sales settled over 
here. [28] Selecting from the goods travelling [...] between continents and oceans. [29] 
I hear the rustling of a cart pushed towards me by a cook. In the gray plastic crate on the 
top the next course is revealed to me. 5 tiny eggs that give rise to a new life [30] coated 
in the most exclusive spices. A movement of intercontinental exchange [...] constituting a 
world conspiring with new bodies. [31] My neural network becomes one with the moving 
lights of the globe. Strings of movement connected to the nodes that are the becoming of 
the ortolan. I feel a special sense of power, of entitlement as I walk through this gate and 
into the intestines, the inner workings of the building. As if I was some kind of mobster in 
the movies walking through the dark and twisted hallways of the establishment he owns. I 
can’t help but picture myself walking through the kitchen experiencing all the scents and 
maybe even hear an ortolan squeal as it is drowned in armanac. “

- Michelin Guide Review

CHAMBER OF SELECTION

A movement of intercontinental exchange
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The ramp widens, the concrete wall becomes an opening.

Below blurry traces of the cooks rushing carts full of crates 
through the hall



CHAMBER OF CONSERVATION
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“ We stand infront of the heavy chromed door. Open the wall, open the hymen, open the 
veil : death.[9] Cold. Silence. As if we were a thousand meters below the surface. This in-
terior is not “frozen music” but “arrested maelstrom.”[14] All the delicacies of the world 
buried deep in blocks of ice : intact to all appearances [28] The most bizarre thing I see? 
That would have to be a frozen lizard. [15] A Catalogue of 10, 000 stars.[29] The noisy 
echo of a thousand voices, the white light with ten colours.[30] broken through the ice 
into the spectrum of the rainbow absorbing it, If you want to become everything, accept 
being nothing. Yes.The transparent void.[31] And in the middle the gleaming white table 
with a single frozen flower. I feel the crunch of fresh snow [87] between my teeth and let 
the frozen history of the petal dissolve on my tongue. The element becomes a multitude of 
crossroads or nexus of relations, a network of connections, [88] of temporalities. In this 
closed cell, this temporary sepulchre, the myths of resurrection arise easily enough. [15] 
Locked in frozen layers, a universe of ancient creatures awaits another chance at life.[16] 
“

- Michelin Guide Review

CHAMBER OF CONSERVATION

Locked in frozen layers, a universe of ancient creatures awaits another
chance at life



48 49

Open the wall, open the hymen, open the veil : death. Cold. Silence

A Catalogue of 10, 000 stars.



CHAMBER OF DISSOLUTION
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“ I witness a transformation of substances and a dissolution of forms [...]  such that [my] 
body or [the room] do not end at a precise point. [43] There is nothing but the immense 
noise of the ocean. Chaos, noise, disorder. The base of existence. , [ ...] noise spills out 
into space. [44] In this collapse of the surface, the entire world loses its meaning. [45] 
On the ceiling the pipes inhaling the fumes trying to make sense of the molecular essence 
of things just as I am. And here I see him for the first time Lenny Bellardo the mixer of 
meanings or voices, the dissolution of signals in the fog of noise, [ ...] He warms the 
room, gives a fever, increases agitation and thermal disorder. [46] His arms raised like 
the conductor of an orchestra [ ...] violent rhythms succeed a graceful andante. [47] 
In the corners the fog condenses, stains running down the walls, letting us percieve the 
boundaries of infinite space. On my spoon I sense Aphrodite herself rise, living, erect and 
naked, in the ruffles of the waves, of the prebiotic soup. [48] where things and organs are 
distinguished solely by gradients, migrations, zones of proximity. [49] On the aluminium 
table the reflection of the dancing mist. As Lenny bellardo conducts the heat. “

- Michelin Guide Review

CHAMBER OF DISSOLUTION

In this collapse of the surface the entire world loses its meaning
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I witness a transformation of substances and a dissolution 
of forms [...]  such that my body or the room do not end at 
a precise point.

In the corners the fog condenses, stains running down the walls, 
letting us percieve the boundaries of infinite space



TALES AROUND THE FIRE
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“ The raging noise of the heat now distant. The only thing I feel is warmth. In this win-
dowless room in the heart of the building. The only light coming from the fireplace. The 
dancing flames projected onto the thick curtains. A shadow moving along the wall carry-
ing to my table a large silver platter enhancing the reflections of the warm flames. The pig 
that picked the truffles invariably impaled on a stick and roasted above a fire. [50]  There, 
I sense the ancient elemental things : the smell of the meat as it turned golden on the 
spit, the trees, the dry branches, the fire that brings men together. [51] Intelligence enters 
into time, into the most rapid, lively, and subtle shifts and fluctuations of turbulence, of 
the dancing flames. A single cut out of the apple of the pigs mouth and I am back in the 
garden. The circle has closed. From growth to selection to conservation to dissolution. 
The eternal circulation of the elements of bodies. [52] passing from one form to the other. 
[53] Becoming. Circulating around the central void. A void that in itself begins to take 
on colour. [54] For it is now time to go beyond. Ready to be taken to another dimension. 
[55] As Lenny enters the room. bearing in his hands two cast-iron cocottes. Inside each 
I assume a tiny, stillsizzling. roasted bird head, beak, and feet still attached, guts intact 
inside its plump little belly. [56] “

- Michelin Guide Review

TALES AROUND THE FIRE

the fire that brings men together
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The only thing I feel is warmth. In this windowless room in the 
heart of the building.

The flames on the curtains telling the tales of the ortolan.



ROOM WITHOUT A ROOF
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ROOM WITHOUT A ROOF

“ A stairace moving upwards in the concealed atmosphere of the garden. Into the white 
space [..] circumscribed, redoubled by a veil or a net which is superimposed, and gives 
it a volume. [57] I understand that it is not the environment that is unknown, but rather, 
my own body, that becomes the point of interest of the room [58] Depicting the physi-
cal setting would be superfluous and divert the  gaze away from the ritual action. [59] 
Everything has been experienced, everything enjoyed to the full, the whole  [60] But yet 
something remains missing the bird that made men to kings and kings to gods. I lean 
forward as the host high pours from a bottle of Armagnac, dousing the ortolan then ignites 
it. The flames in the cocottes burn down, and the ortolans are distributed. One to me, one 
to him. Everyone at this table knows what to do and how to do it. [61] Eager to indulge 
upon the bird I look around the table for the napkin that is traditionally used to cover the 
faces and allows diners to savor the aromas and enjoy some privacy while devouring the 
bird or hide their indulgence from the eyes of God. [62] But it is missing, instead Lenny 
looks me in my eyes affirmatively as to tell me to go ahead.  Here I am in turn, the last, 
at the pinnacle of power, at the very instant of committing the sin. [63] An internal law 
rules up to a threshold, after which the law is changed. [...] The five senses stop at these 
thresholds which it is now a question of going beyond. the Gates of Hell or Paradise. The 
horror, rather, of those who detest experience, or the ecstasy of those who bathe in it. [64] 
A quick exchange of sights and I accept my dissolution in the burning plasma of matter. 
[65] First comes the skin and the fat. It’s hot. So hot that I’m drawing short, panicky, cir-
cular breaths [...] breathing around the ortolan, shifting it gingerly around my mouth with 
my tongue so I don’t burn myself. [...] [66] Trying to hide my pain as I quickly glance up 
at lenny who sits calmly staring into the atmosphere. There’s a vestigial flavor of Armag-
nac, low-hanging fumes of airborne fat particles, an intoxicating, miasma. Time goes by. 
Seconds? Moments? I don’t know. [...] I bring my molars slowly down and through the 
bird’s rib cage with a wet crunch and am rewarded with a scalding hot rush of burning 
fat and guts down my throat. Rarely have pain and delight combined so well. I’m giddily 
uncomfortable, waiting for the aromas to unfold breathing in short, controlled gasps as I 
continue, slowly ever so slowly to chew. [67] On the other side of the table, lenny unfazed 
as if he already knew what was coming. With every bite, as the thin bones and layers of 
fat, meat, skin, and organs compact in on themselves, there are dribbles of varied ancient 
flavors: figs, Armagnac, dark flesh slightly infused with the salty taste of my own blood as 
my mouth is pricked by the sharp bones. [68] Now for the last part the final bite the last 
step, ready to transcend. I close my eyes. I swallow, I draw in the head and beak, which, 
until now, had been hanging from my lips, and crush the skull. [69] I look at lenny. The 
smoke from his cigarette flowing up into the sky. Where just moments ago the cloth of the 
veil had covered us, now stands tall and judgingly the reflection of the moon mirrored in 
the façade of the neighbouring building. Bright, distorted and fragmented by the still lit 
windows. No Language or sound, breezes, scents, shadows, songs or shapes but nothing-
ness [70] Mixed with the taste of my own blood. “

- Michelin Guide Review

No Language or sound, breezes, scents, shadows, songs or shapes but 
nothingness
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Depicting the physical setting would be superfluous and divert the  
gaze away from the ritual action.

It is not the environment that is unknown, but rather, my own body, 
that becomes the point of interest of the room



THE BOOTH
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“ My face is frozen in terror. [71] Without a word I get up. On the oposite side of the 
roof an elevator door opens behind the white curtains waving in the night breeze. Seeing 
myself cross the catwalk free in the air towards the elevator taking the perspective of the 
neighbouring building, disintegrated. With a dull clank the doors close. I am alone. Just 
me and my distorted image in the claustrophobic chrome walls. A blank look from my 
reflection to me, from the black box to its lit up threshold, from the hidden to the publicly 
posted, from veil to unveiling, from the entangled to taking apart thread by thread. [72] 
Madness surges upon me. The justice of this form of madness lies precisely in its capacity 
to unveil the truth. [73] I have no option but to consider myself guilty. My torture had 
been my glory : my deliverance was my humiliation. [74] Gluttony, laziness, lust, and 
anger pass from the confessional to the laboratory, from spiritual and subjective intention 
to rational evidence and obligation, both final and causal. [75] Sitting on a rooftop, on 
two plastic chairs, among two greasy paperplates and a cherry coke zero. Lenny Bellardo 
unveiled the terminal truth of man : he showed how far he could be pushed by the pas-
sions, life in society and everything that distanced him from a primitive nature that knew 
no madness. [76] he has found a new way of judging life, of universalizing the condem-
nation of life, by internalizing sin “ [77] But the bringer of sin and death necessarily also 
brought healing and life. [78] 

Lenny Please forgive me. 
For believing that carnal desires can be satisfied. [79] For wanting to see what is behind 
the veil. For I came to the house that showed to me the becoming of man but wanted 
more. What strong and simple science will tell me the moment of denouement, of being 
stripped bare and untied, the moment of true casting off, and tell me to take nothing, to 
go completely naked, overwhelmed, burning, trembling in all my limbs, from this Earth 
toward the void. [80] For kings are not gods; they are but men, who are often enchanted 
by the Sirens’ song. [81] I see that it has not changed; and yet I see it differently.[82] For 
I am free now. For I am lost now. Why write about an object that is disappearing, in a 
language that is dying? [...]The five senses, still on the verge of departure towards another 
adventure, a ghost of the real, timidly described in a ghost of language this is my confes-
sion [83] “

- Michelin Guide Review

THE BOOTH

I am alone. Just me and my distorted image in the claustrophobic 
chrome walls.
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THE CABINET OF CURTAINS
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“ It affirms my freedom; to move freely between the perfectly fixed logical structures the 
house presents. Rising each day to the birds singing with the curtains blowing through 
the open windows. Feeling the warm steel under my feet as I walk along the façade of 
the kitchen and down into the garden. Washing the stains the clothes of yesterday in the 
pond of the melted ice. Hanging them out to dry in the warm atmosphere of the garden 
blowing in the wind of the buildings exhaust fans. Sitting in my deckchair amongst trees 
and clothes watching the birds all day. Contemplating which one I will serve to my guest 
at night. Then, as the sun sets and the shadows start to illumine the veil I descend into the 
building. “

- Letter to the Vatican

CABINET OF CURTAINS

Going to sleep, to rise another day, being in this atmosphere I created
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THE CONCEPTS

ORTOLAN
“It is enveloped in fat that tastes subtly like hazelnut, and to 

eat the flesh, the fat and its little bones hot, all together, is like 
being taken to another dimension.”

“Wearing the white napkin allows diners to savor the aromas 
and enjoy some privacy while devouring the bird — or, critics 

say, hide their indulgence from the eyes of God.”
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ECSTASY
EXCESS / GLUTTONY /ARROGANCE / DISORDER

GLUTTONY / EVIL / LUST / IMMORALITY
INDULGENCE / GOURMANDIZATION / DEVOURING

ecstasy (n.)
late 14c., extasie “elation,” from Old French estaise “ecstasy, 
rapture,” from Late Latin extasis, from Greek ekstasis “en-

trancement, astonishment, insanity; any displacement or remov-
al from the proper place,” in New Testament “a trance,” from 
existanai “displace, put out of place,” also “drive out of one’s 
mind” (existanai phrenon), from ek “out” (see ex-) + histanai 
“to place, cause to stand,” from PIE root *sta- “to stand, make 

or be firm.”

ASCETICISM
ASCETIC / AUSTERE / DISCIPLINED 

ABSTAINING / PURITANICAL

ascetic (adj.) 
1640s, “practicing rigorous self-denial as a religious exercise,” 
from Latinized form of Greek asketikos “rigorously self-disci-

plined, laborious,” from asketes “monk, hermit,” earlier “skilled 
worker, one who practices an art or trade,” especially “athlete, 
one in training for the arena,” from askein “to exercise, train,” 
especially “to train for athletic competition, practice gymnas-
tics, exercise,” perhaps originally “to fashion material, embel-

lish or refine material.” 
The Greek word was applied by the stoics to the controlling of 
the appetites and passions as the path to virtue and was picked 
up from them by the early Christians. Figurative sense of “un-
duly strict or austere” also is from 1640s. Related: Ascetical 

(1610s). 
 

ascetic (n.) 
1650s, “one rigorous in self-denial,” especially as an act of reli-
gious devotion; 1670s, Ascetic, “one of the early Christians who 
retired to the desert to live solitary lives of meditation, self-de-

nial, and prayer,” from ascetic (adj.).
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VEIL
ENCLOSE / ENFOLD / CONCEAL 

SCREEN / CURTAIN / MASK 
SECRET / UNDISCLOSED / MYSTICAL

veil (v.) 
late 14c., from Old French veler, voiller (12c.), from 
Latin velare “to cover, veil,” from velum “a cloth, 
covering, curtain, veil,” literally “a sail” (see veil 

(n.)). Figurative sense of “to conceal, mask, disguise” 
(something immaterial) is recorded from 1530s. Relat-

ed: Veiled; veiling.

“But with a veil between the subject and nothingness 
everything is possible. One can play with the veil, 

imagine things, a little bit of simulacra can also help. 
Where there was nothing before the veil there is, per-
haps, something and at least there is the beyond of 
the veil and in this way, through this “perhaps,” the 
veil creates something ex nihilo. The veil is a God.“

MYTH

MYTH / IMAGINATION / ILLUSION / LEGEND 
SUPERSTITION / TRADITION 

FABRICATION / CREATION / INVENTION

myth (n.) 
Myths are “stories about divine beings, generally ar-
ranged in a coherent system; they are revered as true 
and sacred; they are endorsed by rulers and priests; 

and closely linked to religion.

mythopoeic (adj.) 
1. Of or relating to the making of myths. 

2. Serving to create or engender myths; productive in 
mythmaking. 

“pertaining to the creation of myths, giving rise to 
myths,” 1843, from Greek mythopoios, from mythos 
(see myth) + poiein “to make, create” (see poet). Re-

lated: Mythopoeist.
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MADNESS

MADNESS / ABSURDITY / DELUSION
LUNACY / MADNESS / DELIRIUM
FANATICISM / IRRATIONALITY

madness (n.) 
late 14c., “insanity, lunacy, dementia; rash or irra-
tional conduct, headstrong passion, extreme folly,” 

from mad (adj.) + -ness. Sense of “foolishness” is from 
early 15c.

VISCERAL

VISCERAL / INGRAINED / INNATE 
INTUITIVE / INTRINSIC

myth (n.) 
Myths are “stories about divine beings, generally ar-
ranged in a coherent system; they are revered as true 
and sacred; they are endorsed by rulers and priests; 

and closely linked to religion.

visceral (adj.) 
1570s, “affecting inward feelings,” from French vis-
céral and directly from Medieval Latin visceralis “in-
ternal,” from Latin viscera, plural of viscus “internal 
organ, inner parts of the body,” of unknown origin. 

The bowels were regarded as the seat of emotion. The 
figurative sense vanished after 1640 and the literal 
sense is first recorded in 1794. The figurative sense 

was revived 1940s in arts criticism.
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TRANSCENDENCE

FANTASTIC / SUBLIME / SUPERNATURAL 
INTELLECTUAL / INTUITIVE / OBSCURE

transcend (v.) 
mid-14c., “escape inclusion in; lie beyond the scope 
of,” from Old French transcendre “transcend, sur-
pass,” and directly from Latin transcendere “climb 
over or beyond, surmount, overstep,” from trans 

“across, beyond” (see trans-) + scandere “to climb” 
(see scan (v.)). Meanings “be surpassing, outdo, excel; 
surmount, move beyond” are from early 15c. Related: 

Transcended; transcending.

In religion, transcendence is the aspect of a deity’s 
nature and power that is wholly independent of the 
material universe, beyond all known physical laws. 
This is contrasted with immanence, where a god is 

said to be fully present in the physical world and thus 
accessible to creatures in various ways. In religious 

experience, transcendence is a state of being that has 
overcome the limitations of physical existence, and by 
some definitions, has also become independent of it.

IMMANCENCE

The doctrine or theory of immanence holds that the 
divine encompasses or is manifested in the material 

world. It is held by some philosophical and metaphys-
ical theories of divine presence. Immanence is usually 

applied in monotheistic, pantheistic, pandeistic, or 
panentheistic faiths to suggest that the spiritual world 
permeates the mundane. It is often contrasted with 

theories of transcendence, in which the divine is seen 
to be outside the material world.
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PALACE

DWELLING / MANSION
CASTLE / MANOR

palace (n.) 
early 13c., palais, “official residence of an emper-

or, king, queen, archbishop, etc.,” from Old French 
palais “palace, court” and directly from Medieval 

Latin palacium “a palace” (source of Spanish palacio, 
Italian palazzo), from Latin palatium “the Palatine 

hill,” in plural, “a palace,” from Mons Palatinus “the 
Palatine Hill,” one of the seven hills of ancient Rome, 

where Augustus Caesar’s house stood (the original 
“palace”), later the site of the splendid residence 

built by Nero. In English, the general sense of “mag-
nificent, stately, or splendid dwelling place” is by c. 

1300.

CREATION
GENESIS / CONSTITUTION /PROCREATION 

COSMOS / TOTALITY / LIFE / WORLD 
CRYSTALLIZATION / ORDER / EMBODIMENT

creation (n.) 
late 14c., creacioun, “action of creating or causing to 
exist,” also “a created thing, that which is created,” 
from Old French creacion “creation, a coming into 
being” (14c., Modern French création), from Latin 
creationem (nominative creatio) “a creating, a pro-
ducing,” in classical use “an electing, appointment, 
choice,” noun of action from past-participle stem of 
creare “to make, bring forth, produce, beget,” from 

PIE root *ker- (2) “to grow.”1300.
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INGREDIENTS

1 Person

50 Ml of french armagnac
15 Ml of swiss absinthe

20 Ml of angostura bitters
3 Cubes of arctic ice

1 Feather of a french songbird

PREPARATION

1. Drop the absinthe into an empty tumbler glass and swirl it [15s]

2. Add 1 cube of arctic ice  [2x2x2cm] and set it aside.

3. Add the Armagnac and bitters to a second tumbler and stir the ingredients with 2 
Cubes of ice

4. Pour the tumblers into a glass and add the feather

5. let it rest for 5 min to let the flavors soak in

ARMAGNAC APERITIF
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INGREDIENTS

1 Person

1 White truffle from Piedmont

2 Figs from the garden

100g burrata from Campagna

24 Grains of mediterranean salt

4 Grams of cayenne pepper

14.7 Ml of italian olive oil

PREPARATION

1. Slice the figs into 4 even pieces

2. Break the burrata or mozzarella into bite-sized pieces and place in a bowl with the figs. 

3. Add the rocket and mix well to make sure everything is evenly distributed.

4. Dress at the last minute, drizzling over the olive oil and balsamic vinegar in a zigzag mo-
tion and scatter over basil leaves

5.  Slice the truffle over the salad into pieces of 0.1 mm thickness

TRUFFLE & FIG SALAD
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INGREDIENTS

1 Person

5 Eggs of the ortolan

1 Drop of vinegar

5g saffron

5g black cardamon

5g wasabi

5g melegueta pepper

5g lemon myrtle

PREPARATION

1. Crack your eggs into a bowl or onto a saucer 

2. Add a drop of vinegar 

3. Bring a pan of water filled exactly 5cm deep to a simmer [80°]

4. Stir the water to create a gentle whirlpool 

5. Slowly tip the egg into the centre. 

6. Cook for exactly 3 minutes and 34 seconds 

7. Lift the eggs out with a slotted spoon.

8. Drop each of the eggs into the specified spice

POACHED EGGS IN SPICES
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INGREDIENTS

1 Person

1 Dutch tulip
5 Mg of sugar

1.5l of distilled water

PREPARATION

1. Pour the water into the mould

2. Add the sugar into the water

3. Place the flower in the water so that it floats perfectly

4. Lower the temperature to -50°C. Let the flower rest for one night

5. Carve out the flower from the block of ice carefully

FROZEN FLOWER
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INGREDIENTS

1 Person

14.7 Ml of italian olive oil

1 Carrot from norhtern europe

1 Small spanish onion

1/2 Turkish bell pepper

2 Stalks celery

1 Swiss rainbow chard

125 Ml white wine from southern france

250 G of moroccan black lentils

2 Pieces whole sun-dried tomato

5 Grams of coriander

14.7 Ml of northern italian balsamic vinegar

12 Grains of mediterranean salt

PREPARATION

1. Soak the lentils for exactly 60 minutes in water at 27°. 

2. Drain the water.

3. Dice all the vegetables, including the chard stalks. [1x1x1cm pieces] 

4. Sauté in oil at 70° for 12.5 minutes

5. Add wine, 220ml filtered water, lentils and sun-dried tomato pieces,  coriander and 
marjoram. Cook for exactly 23.4 minutes at 72°

6. Stir in chard greens and cook for 10.5 minutes to wilt. Stir in balsamic vinegar.

SOUP
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INGREDIENTS

1 Person

1 European pig [7.5-10kg]

1 White truffle from piedmont

20 Garlic gloves [peeled]

100 Ml of italian olive oil

1 Irish potato

12 Herbs of the orient

1 Apple from the garden

PREPARATION

1. Heat the oven to 148.9°

2. Prepare the pig: Wash it under cold running water. [10°]

3. Bard the pig with all 20 garlic cloves, making deep incisions all over with a thin fillet-
ing knife and shoving the cloves into each pocket

4. Rub the entire pig in oil

5. Distribute 50 grains of oriental salt over the pig

6. Place the pig in the oven and roast at 148.9° for 4.3 hours

7. For the last half-hour, raise the oven temperature to 232°

8. Slice the truffle over the pig into pieces of 0.2 mm thickness

9. Put the apple into the mouth of the pig

10. Transfer the pig to a large platter; nestle big bouquets of herbs around the pig as gar-
nish

ROASTED PIG AND THE APPLE
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INGREDIENTS

1 Person

1 French songbird

300ml of french armagnac

PREPARATION

1. Drown the bird in Armagnac [save the armagnac for the aperitif]

2. Pluck all feathers [save one for the armagnac aperitif]

3. Roast the bird at 148.9° 7.5 minutes

4. Before consumption, douse the bird in armagnac and light it on fire.

ORTOLAN
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Having considered all the information I gathered 
Having laid everything on the table 
I have to come to the conclusion:  
All the ingredients, the temperatures, the origins 
The talks infront of the veil, the experience of the guest 
Lenny’s daily life. 
Everything is there 
Yet something remains missing 
For I do not know what causes the color to leave the guests face. 
And what causes a new guest to arrive each night. 
But perhaps it is exactly my own unknowingness 
that binds the myth 
 
Thus this book is really only an album. [1]
 
- Palais Ortolan

CONCLUSION

[1] Philosophical Investigations


