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THE LANGUAGE OF HOPE 

or

The temptation of the European

¤

THE MANUSCRIPT AND THE PERFORMANCE BEHIND THE PERFORMANCE: 

The almost holy text embedded in this performance is the speech held by President Barak Obama on 

the night of his victory November 4th 2008 in Chicago.

THE STAGE: the public space somewhere in Europe.

CITIZENS PRESENT:

HE: is - in spite of what or who ever we might wish to seem him as - neither more nor less than a 

European Medium. He is the local (stage art) counterpart to Mister Barak Obama: a man in the prime 

of life in the height of his career, good looking, recognized etc.

X: his place is among the audience, but up front. X is the one behind the supposed-to-be excellent 

performance of HE, the director, or if you prefer: the spin doctor. The overall presence of Xs at a 

performance like this emphasizes that in reality it is the X, the spin doctor who stages the historic 

event. The politician - be he president or just a local mayor - is just the actual medium of the text, the 

incorporation of the historic speech. Everyone knows: Presidents and other VIPs of our time have 

long since stopped writing their own autobiographies. Minor ghosts do that in their place. Except, off 

course, in the case of Obama. Obama is the exception to all these rules. That is why we, the 

Europeans, love him: Obama is not real. Obama is ideal.

THE EUROPEANS: Are just spectators, onlookers at the events of our times. 

NB: A few lines here and there are not spoken in the universal language, but in the local language of 

the actual medium and his actual spin doctor. In this case Danish. The English translation is noted in 

(brackets).
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Sound, music, HE enters the stage, charming, relaxed, dressed in a black suit, white shirt, wine red 

tie and shining black shoes. He raises his right arm greeting the people, points out a casual 

representative of "us all". When he starts speaking he is the sovereign: all-including, warm hearted, 

with no trace of irony or superiority.

HE

Hello, Europe!

I 

am not here

I am being represented

by a local medium 

Mister ... 

he casually takes out a small piece of paper from his pocket

YYY (the full name of the actual medium/actor)

Who he is 

I don’t know 

I’ve never met YYY

I’ve never seen YYY

I have never even heard of YYY 

and I never will

and yet, tonight

he will do his very best

he will give his life and his time 

to be what I am

I don’t know your language

I will address my people

in our language

Our language is not your language
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You are and you always will be foreign

to our language

And yet you will do your best to understand our language

and to speak our language

you will even do what you can 

to replace your words, to replace your language

with our language

the language of hope

our hope

I am not talking to you

When I say we

You are not included

When I talk about us

When I talk about our victory

When I say that this is our chance

that this is our moment

that this is our time

When I talk about democracy

When I talk about a government of the people

by the people

and for the people

When I address those people 

who believed that their voices could be a difference

those people whose voices actually became and are and will be that difference

you are not included

And yet you will listen

and yet 

in spite of all your previous doubts

you will feel

that this chance

that this moment
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that this time 

and this democracy

also includes you 

He overlooks the audience with a glance that takes in everybody leaving no one outside. With the 

gesture of the true sovereign he takes out the manuscript of the historic speech. AND in this very 

historic moment his hands begin to shiver, the sovereign glance become shifty, a sudden fracture has 

opened between the incarnation and the medium. And in this fracture the European appears, his awe, 

as if this manuscript, this text is something holy, a thing that no European till now has ever (been 

allowed to) touched. As just one out of millions of Europeans HE has been chosen, HE has been 

appointed as the medium that must now let this historic speech flow through him and become flesh. 

Until this moment his performance has been sovereign, but now comes the moment of truth: He, the 

European medium, must do the impossible, and we are his witnesses. He hesitates, is about to give in,  

let it all fall and run out. But he doesn't. He opens the speech, remembers the rostrum, turns and 

looks at it, goes behind it. In the moment he starts speaking his voice is the voice of a little bird or a 

child 

HAN

If there ...

Undskyld (Sorry)

He makes a new attempt

If there is anyone out there who still doubts that America is a place where all things are possible; who 

still wonders if the dream of our founders is alive in our time; who still questions the power of our 

democracy, tonight is your answer. 

Pause - he grabs the glass of water to drink, but the glass is empty. He turns to the side stage to get 

the some one supposed to be out there to bring him water. But no one comes. He is alone. He must go 

on. And he does. Nervously reading from the script, but with the growing intensity of a boy who tells 

about the super human heroes of his favourite soccer team:

It's the answer told by lines that stretched around schools and churches in numbers this nation has 

never seen; by people who waited three hours and four hours, many for the very first time in their 

lives, because they believed that this time must be different; that their voices could be that difference. 

 It's the answer spoken by young and old, rich and poor, Democrat and Republican, black, white, 

Hispanic, Asian, Native American, gay, straight, disabled and not disabled - Americans who sent a 
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message to the world that we have never been just a collection of individuals or a collection of Red 

States and Blue States: we are, and always will be, the United States of America. It's the answer that 

led those who have been told for so long by so many to be cynical, and fearful, and doubtful of what 

we can achieve to put their hands on the arc of history and bend it once more toward the hope of a 

better day. 

It's been a long time coming, but tonight, because of what we did on this day, in this election, at this 

defining moment, change has come to America. 

Suddenly he gives up

To himself as he turns and walks to the rear:

Nej nej nej, det går slet ikke... (No no no, I can't do this ...)

He turns and speaks to X 

Jeg kan ikke gøre det her! (I just can't do this!)

Becomes aware of the audience 

Sorry, it's just ... this feels like blasphemy, I mean, who am I to ... to ...? What am I? Just some 

European ... actor ...

X

Subdued

Come on, YYY! Du er en stjerne. Du har spiller alle de store roller i den europæiske teaterhistorie: Fra 

Euripides over Shakespeare to fucking Ibsen and Koltés!

(Come on, YYY, you are a star. You have played all the main parts in European theatre history: From Euripides over Shakespeare to 

Ibsen, Koltés!) 

HE

Det er ikke det samme.  (There is no comparison.)  to the audience This is something completely different. 

This man ... he is just so ... so ...

X

Human! Et menneske. Ligesom dig! Kom nu, YYY! 

(Human! A human being. Just like you! Please, YYY!)

HE

hesitates, shakes his head. Then, almost in defiance, he goes back to the rostrum, still shaking his 

head he looks into the manuscript, can't find the right place, just jumps into it, almost reluctantly 

mumbling as if speaking of himself: 
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I was never the likeliest candidate for this office. We didn't start with much money or many 

endorsements. Our campaign was not hatched in the halls of Washington - it began in the backyards 

of Des Moines and the living rooms of Concord and the front porches of Charleston. 

And now pointing to the imagined America

Our campaign was built by working men and women who dug into what little savings they had to 

give $5 and $10 and $20 to the cause. It grew strength from the young people who rejected the myth 

of their generation's apathy; who left their homes and their families for jobs that offered little pay and 

less sleep; it grew strength from the not-so-young people who braved the bitter cold and scorching 

heat to knock on the doors of perfect strangers; from the millions of Americans who volunteered, and 

organised, and proved that more than two centuries later, a government of the people, by the people 

and for the people has not perished from the Earth. 

Through the reluctance he has found a way into the speech, he is on his way to be warm, and 

suddenly addresses the audience directly: 

This is your victory!

Sudden break, he just looks, realising that he was on the verge of addressing his fellow Europeans as 

Americans. Shocked he backs away from the rostrum and the manuscript

No no no, this isn't right, I ... we shouldn't do this, I just feel it, this is wrong, this is dangerous, this 

stuff is just too big ... I mean who are we to ... who are we to believe that we can ever do or say 

something like ... ever, ever ... no, we shouldn't even touch it!

He turns and walks towards the exit

X

Come on!

HE turns in despair, on the verge of bursting into tears

to X

I know you didn't do this just to win an election and I know you didn't do it for me. You did it because 

you understand the enormity of the task that lies ahead. 

to the audience, deeply serious

For even as we celebrate tonight, we know the challenges that tomorrow will bring are the greatest of 

our lifetime - two wars, a planet in peril, the worst financial crisis in a century. 

Even as we (sit and) stand here tonight, we know there are brave Americans waking up in the deserts 

of Iraq and the mountains of Afghanistan to risk their lives for us. 
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There are mothers and fathers who will lie awake after their children fall asleep and wonder how 

they'll make the mortgage, or pay their doctor's bills, or save enough for their child's college 

education. There is new energy to harness and new jobs to be created; new schools to build and 

threats to meet and alliances to repair. The road ahead will be long.

He turns and faces the rostrum 

Our climb will be steep.

He approaches it slowly, as a tiger

We may not get there in one year or even in one term, but I have never been more hopeful than I am 

tonight that we will get there. I promise you - we as a people will get there. 

X

Yes!

HE

He did it, the break through; he transgressed the boundary of the European mind. He has come out  

on the other side THIS IS THE POINT OF NO RETURN: His eyes glow, he addresses the audience 

with the sovereignty of an Obama, but too intense, with a slightly growing madness. The manuscript  

is still in front of him, but he is about to take off, leave it, and be FREE:

There will be setbacks and false starts. There are many who won't agree with every decision or policy 

I make as president, and we know that government can't solve every problem. But I will always be 

honest with you about the challenges we face. I will listen to you, especially when we disagree. 

And above all, I will ask you to join in the work of remaking this nation the only way it's been done in 

America for 221 years - block by block, brick by brick, calloused hand by calloused hand. 

What began 21 months ago in the depths of winter cannot end on this autumn night. This victory 

alone is not the change we seek - it is only the chance for us to make that change. And that cannot 

happen if we go back to the way things were. It cannot happen without you, without a new spirit of 

service, a new spirit of sacrifice. 

Like a spinnaker his inner wind blows him up into a preacher, a Martin Luther King, singing his 

mass: 

So let us summon a new spirit of patriotism; of service and responsibility where each of us resolves to 

pitch in and work harder and look after not only ourselves, but each other. Let us remember that if this 

financial crisis taught us anything, it's that we cannot have a thriving Wall Street while Main Street 

suffers – 

He grabs the manuscript and lifts it up like a dove
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in our union, we rise or fall as one nation; as one people. 

He stands ecstatic, arms lifted, eyes to the heaven

X

YYY?

YYY?!

HE

just looks at X, looks right through him out into the European Utopia

And to all those watching tonight from beyond our shores, 

X - feeling the catastrophe closing in - discretely gets up and starts moving past people to the side,  

and from there to the edge of the stage

HE

With the growing intensity of a simple light bulb that has been screwed into the socket of a lamp far 

to strong for him, the energy going through him now will eventually burn him out.

from parliaments and palaces, 

to those who are huddled around radios in the forgotten corners of the world - 

our stories are singular, but our destiny is shared

With a super-European power he throws the rostrum aside

and a new dawn of European leadership is at hand. To those who would tear the world down - we will 

defeat you. To those who seek peace and security - we support you. And to all those who have 

wondered if  Europe's beacon still burns as bright - tonight we proved once more that the true strength 

of our union comes not from the might of our arms or the scale of our wealth, but from the enduring 

power of our ideals: democracy, liberty, opportunity and unyielding hope. For that is the true genius 

of Europe - that Europe can change!

With the last wild intensity of the light bulb in the moments before the filament breaks

Yes, we can

Yes, we can

Yes, we can

Yes, we can

Yes, we can

Yes, we can

Yes, we can

Then he burns down, withers, falls to the ground, a few spasms and his is done with
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X

YYY?

YYY?!

X enters the stage, waves in some stage assistants and helps them carrying the burned out medium 

out.

Ten or fifteen seconds later X comes in again, calm, script in hand. He raises his right arm as if in an 

Obama greeting, stops and addresses the audience 

I 

was not here

I was represented by a European medium

Who he was is of no importance

as long as he did what he 

as a European could do

as long as he went so far as he

as a European could go

to live 

his life, his vision, his hope

through our words

through our vision

through our hope

If he succeeded or not

I don't know

but this is not the time for doubt

Europe

I trust you

Thank you, God bless you, and may God bless the United States of America

The American National Anthem
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