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The 2018 winner of the "EUF Europa Prize—donated by the University Council" was Danish writer Carsten Jensen. "By
awarding this prize to Carsten Jensen, the University Council of Europa-Universität Flensburg honors the border-crossing
humanism of his work and his literary confrontation with the disastrous consequences of nationalism and militarism. With its
commitment to tolerance and dialogue, Carsten Jensen’s work is more topical than ever," said University Council
Chairwoman Prof. Dr. Eva-Maria Neher when explaining the council’s choice to honor Mr. Jensen with the prize.

The prizewinner
Carsten Jensen was born in 1952 on the Danish island of Ærø and currently lives in
Copenhagen. His travel stories, war reports and essays have made him one of
Denmark's most distinguished political journalists.
In 2006, he earned international acclaim for his 800-page seafaring novel Vi, de
druknede (We, the Drowned ), in which Jensen grapples with the complex history of
Denmark, followed by the novel Sidste rejse (2007) and the 2017 anti-war novel Den
første sten (The First Stone). In the latter, Jensen relentlessly describes the cruelty,
pointlessness and brutality of war as it plays out on a platoon of Danish soldiers in
Afghanistan.
Carsten Jensen has received numerous awards, including the Swedish Olof Palme
Prize in 2009. His novels, which are published in Germany by the Albrecht Knaus
Verlag, have been translated into around 20 languages.
"The Europa Price, that Flensburg Universität is this year inaugurating for the first
time is more relevant than ever, and I am very honored to be the first to receive it",
commented Mr. Jensen. "The very idea of the European Union is under attack, from
populist movements, from increasingly authoritarian regimes but also threatened from the core members itself who do not
decisively enough stand up in their defense of human rights and democratic values."
Carsten Jensen (Isak Hoffmeyer)

The award ceremony took place on May 17, 2018, during the university's annual Europa Woche (Europe Week).

The prize presentation on May 17, 2018
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Transmission of the award ceremony on May 17, 2018 via Flensburg’s public television channel.

Speeches
Carsten Jensen, Winner of the Europa Prize of the Europa-Universität Flensburg, Germany
Hjemstavnsløshed
(‚Home(land)lessness‘)
Carsten Jensen, Winner of the Europa Prize of the Europa-Universität Flensburg, Germany
In 2018, the Danish writer Carsten Jensen became the first winner of the Europa Prize of Europa-Universität
Flensburg, endowed with €10,000. Jensen, whose numerous awards include Sweden’s prestigious Olof Palme Prize,
was selected for this honor due to the border-crossing humanism of his work and his outstanding literary
examination of the disastrous consequences of nationalism and militarism. One of his major works, the 2006 novel Vi,
de druknede (We, the drowned), received internationally acclaim. We are delighted to be able to publish here
Jensen’s prize acceptance speech, given at EuropaUniversität Flensburg on May 17, 2018.
There is nothing somber or sinister about the Danish word hjemstavn (homeland). We even have ‘homelandliterature,’ which admittedly is only read by literary historians such as Jeppe Aakjær and Johan Skjoldborg but which
—remarkably enough—is incensed by social injustice and portrays the homeland as a savage and brutal place in
which uprising comes as a liberation. In Germany, the word "homeland" carries a dark undertone of a different kind,
having been inextricably connected to the Nazi’s racist cult of blood and soil in a way that has compromised the term
ever since. Rootlessness denoted human misfortune, rootedness the condition of all true humanity, and
Heimatlosigkeit, or the homelessness of not having a homeland ("home(land)lessness")—a cumbersome word that
only seemed to make sense in German—was a curse. Only now, many years later, can we again use these words with
a certain lightheartedness.
The German sociologist Ulrich Beck asserted in his optimistic 2005 book Der kosmopolitische Blick that the word
Heimatlosigkeit has finally lost its grim connotations. We have all become citizens of the world in one way or
another.
Was Beck right? Yes and no. Whether we like it or not, we have become world citizens. In a globalised world, it no
longer makes sense to distinguish between a nation’s domestic policy and its foreign policy. Foreign policy is
domestic policy, and vice versa. So yes, Ulrich Beck was right. And no, he wasn’t right. His definition of homeland as
something we are supposed to have cheerfully abandoned in favour of global citizenship, is wrong. We never said our
goodbyes to a pristine village idyll complete with cows and green fields. Even the producers of postcards no longer
believe in this idyll. The real homeland for today's Europeans is the welfare state.
If you replace the village idyll with the welfare state, the word Heimatlosigkeit immediately regains its warning
undertone of apocalyptic portent. The true nightmare of Europeans is a life without the welfare state—Europe's real,
lasting contribution to the twentieth century. The technocrats were about to forget that, but the electorate
remembered it. This is also what the populist rebellion is about, and as a concession to these populist currents
Germany has suddenly been given a Homeland Ministry. Its task is regional development, but its true function is
symbolic and, as such, it is self-referential. Rather than a remote village in a pristine landscape, it is the ministry itself
that is the homeland.
The Ice Age in Europe The attack on the welfare state started a long time ago. The British conservative politician
Margaret Thatcher, who came into office as Prime Minister in 1979, led the way when she stated that there is no such
thing as society. There is no such thing as shared responsibility or caring for each other across class and social
groups. There is only the free market which, humanly speaking, is most reminiscent of a windblown ice floe drifting in
ocean currents towards an unknown destination. With Margaret Thatcher, the Ice Age in European policy began.
Margaret Thatcher’s iron baton has been passed on to changing political parties and currents until all, even the social
democracies, have arranged to meet on the drifting ice floe of market ideology and words such as privatisation and
outsourcing have become synonymous with realism. The financial crisis of 2008 was the culmination of a
development driven by a financial capitalism that caused astronomical losses for the economy in a crazy spiral of
speculation. The disaster concluded parodically, when the same state that rushed to rescue endangered banks with
enormous amounts of aid is accused of having caused the crisis through extravagant overspending. The state as both
saviour and convenient scapegoat come together in the so-called austerity politics led by Germany, which seeks
drastic spending cuts and the limitation of governmental activities. The "politics of necessity" denotes the same
thing, while the welfare state, which has now officially played out its role, has been rebaptized the "state of
competition."
Resurrection from the dead The miracle occurs in the summer of 2015, when the Christian tradition of Resurrection
takes on a new topicality: Europe experiences a secular Easter morning, as the dead welfare state is pulled up out of
the earth and its funeral shroud is brushed off by the same undertaker who has just buried it. The term "competition
state" is expunged from all dictionaries and the welfare state is reinstated in all its glory, but only rhetorically and not
in the budgets. As an institution of care, community, and social justice, it has certainly played its role. However, it
now has a new role to play: that of being under threat of death. If Europe opens its borders to the refugees who are
currently streaming into the continent, the welfare state will collapse—or so, in cacophonic confusion, said the 28
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nations that made up the European Union during that fatal summer of refugees. For years they have been singing the
welfare state’s requiem. Now they are setting themselves up as the last defenders against the incoming hordes of
refugees, whose parasitic instincts urge them towards a historical plundering of Europe.
In its foundation, the welfare state expresses the idea of rights across all sectors of the population. Human equality is
its first commandment. The artificially revived welfare state, now clothed in a party dress that is difficult to
distinguish from a funeral shroud, is not for everyone; it is only for certain people. It is the welfare state of the Danes
OR THE GERMANS, not only because it was created by them, but also because it has to be exclusively intended for
them. The ethnical welfare state is not only a national construction but also a nationalist one—one that, when seen
from a historical perspective, is a completely new institution whose task is not to open its doors, but to close them.
The welfare state has become a fortress with a raised drawbridge.
This is populism’s great moment. It is true that the populists don’t say much about the welfare state, but they
celebrate it indirectly by talking constantly about its enemies. While the welfare state retains its popularity, the
workers’ parties that founded it do not. Compromised by their careless handling of the politics of necessity and
dreams of privatisation, most European countries are approaching collapse.
What do refugees seek? What do refugees seek? What is their driving force? Are they fleeing something or going
towards something? Are they experts on the welfare state who risk their lives to become life-long clients in a large
bureaucratic machinery? Or do they just seek the absence of war, corruption, and oppression? The Europe that we
want to defend is that of the welfare state. The Europe they seek is the free market with its opportunities. This is the
paradox of the so-called refugee crisis, which in reality is a political crisis. It is not the clash between Christianity and
Islam, between a religious set of values and a secular one. It is the clash between two different concepts of Europe,
the continent of restrictions against the continent of opportunities. We Europeans emphasise our limitations. The
refugees believe in our opportunities. Perhaps that is the catchphrase of the future: Europe as a continent of
possibilities. Not as an extension of the neoliberal Ice Age, in which Europe is just a 24-hour self-service shop without
security guards, where financial speculators and multi-national companies are free to plunder the continent's human
resources without giving anything back, but Europe as the continent of opportunities when it comes to the creation
of a new community.
The continent of the elderly Dare I break a taboo for a moment? Formerly, everyone agreed that Europe’s biggest
problem was the rising average age of the population. This is still the case, but now we no longer talk about it.
Instead, the elderly with their anxieties have become a political power factor, with the same attitude towards the
future that they have towards their own impending death: they prefer not to face it. In a young world, Europe has
become the continent of the elderly.
North Africa and the Middle East are our great neighbours—half continents which, up until a few years ago, were full
of uprising and hope and which we could have helped to shape, but we chose to ignore them. Europe has a common
destiny with both North Africa and the Middle East. They are our neighbours. Major European powers once colonised
them. Since then they have broken free, sometimes in bloody wars. But we are still connected to them for better or
worse. The meeting between a young generation in North Africa and an aging Europe could have been a happy one.
When the Middle East was still preoccupied with the search for new forms of governance, we could have contributed
with our rich experience. What could we not have created together? A historic opportunity has now been missed. Our
neighbouring continents have returned to authoritarian forms of governance, or else have been torn apart in
devastating wars for which we have a shared responsibility.
A revealing pause for thought Human rights or civil rights? What is the difference? We must think carefully before
answering this question, and maybe it is the pause for thought that reveals our problem. Human rights safeguard us
against governmental violations; civil rights guarantee our influence on the state. Human rights are about the right to
be protected. Civil rights are about the right to decide. Human rights apply to everyone; civil rights apply to the
people of a specific nation. If a country is without civil rights, then it will also be without human rights. But if a
country has civil rights, must it also have human rights? That is the question being asked now, also in countries that
call themselves democratic. What does it mean if the majority within a country votes to "revise" or simply abolish
human rights, and turns against the obligation to help people in need who are fleeing from a country at war?
Totalitarian states know how intimately interrelated human and civil rights are, and when such a state abuses one set
of rights, it is also abusing the other. People are being subjected to indiscriminate attacks and, at the same time, are
deprived of any influence. Do we know that too?
Should human and civil rights really be on a collision course, and should the people of a nation really be able to use
their civil rights to refuse human rights to those who are exposed and persecuted? Can a majority vote a minority out
of the human sphere? Have the fall of the Berlin Wall, the dissolution of the South African apartheid state, and the
retreat of military dictatorships in Latin America led us to the sad conclusion that people no longer need rights, and
therefore cannot claim our protection if they are in flight? Is this the real European dilemma, two decades into the
new millennium—a growing rejection of the continent’s own historical experience?
No nation can stand alone As with what was later to become the European Union, the European Convention on
Human Rights, laid down at the beginning of the 1950s, had its background in World War II. If there was one lesson to
be learned from WWII, it was that no single nation can defeat a mighty totalitarian enemy. Nazism was nationalistic,
as the first part of the movement's name suggests, but it was also this monstrous, totalitarian movement that dealt
the fatal blow to the nationalism in nationalism’s own name. The lesson of the Nazi defeat was simple: the nation
that invoked its own sovereignty, and insisted on singlehandedly defending itself against the invading enemy, was
doomed. Only an alliance— not just between nations, but also between disparate social and political systems, from
the liberalism of the United States of America to the conservativism of Great Britain to the communism of the Soviet
Union, which itself had totalitarian features—was able to defeat the Nazi aggression. In the fight against Nazism, the
nations involved had to abandon any notion of sovereignty if they were to survive. Only countries that allowed
soldiers in foreign uniforms onto their soil were able to drive out the enemy. Only countries whose people were
prepared to learn how to pronounce the names of foreign generals would be liberated. World War II was not a
struggle for national sovereignty, but first and foremost a fight against a totalitarian state’s abuse of all human rights.
The crime of Nazism was not only that it started a large-scale war of conquest which upset the balance of power in
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the whole of Europe, but also that in the wake of its conquests it initiated the complete annihilation of whole
population groups or reduced their lives to slave-like conditions.
Try the following thought experiment: Adolf Hitler does not send his armies across the border to any foreign country.
The extermination of the Jews instead becomes a phenomenon restricted to German soil. If the outside world
considers national sovereignty to be inviolable, its only course would be passive protest when the smoke rises from
the crematorium chimneys of the extermination camps. Any attempt to save the Jews through anything other than
diplomacy’s powerless hands is rejected. This is the grim lesson of World War II: respect for national sovereignty can
lead us to condone genocide.
Abuse of a dissenting minority may well have public support. In Poland, Romania and Lithuania, the eradication
campaigns against the Jews by the German occupying forces were enthusiastically supported by locals with a lust for
murder. In the populism of our day, it is considered democratically legitimate if a parliamentary majority adopts
discriminatory laws against ethnic minorities. In Hungary the tripartition of power, which guarantees the courts their
independence, is also under pressure, together with freedom of expression. Does a democratic majority have the
right to vote to abolish democracy? Only if democracy is merely a calculator, and human rights can freely be
disregarded as long as a mathematical majority for it exists.
Today as in the past, the right of the majority must encounter a limit—not only when abuse comes from a totalitarian
state, but also when it is backed by a parliamentary majority. Human rights, not the right to vote, are the last defence
against barbarity.
What does it mean when powerful forces today deny human rights their universal validity on the grounds that the
situation today is different from that after World War II? Why is it a different situation? When do people fleeing from
abuse not need protection from harm?
Optimism and pessimism When I embarked on a year-long journey around the world in the early 1990s, I started out
as a pessimist and returned home as an optimist. My pessimism was due to the fact that I had recently witnessed in
person the barbarity of the bloody civil war in the Balkans. I lost faith in the humanistic tradition’s fundamental belief
in human goodness about which the Norwegian poet Nordahl Grieg writes in Kringsatt af fiender ("Surrounded by
Foes"), where he asserts that poverty and hunger are caused by betrayal. No, my new experiences had taught me
that sometimes it is also caused by evil as an active driving force in human beings.
My optimism, which in the ensuing years would become a counterbalance to my experiences from the Balkans, was
based on my experiences with people during the course of my journey around the world. All of them expressed a
genuine desire to live with each other in a decent way, even in countries such as Vietnam and Cambodia, which in
previous decades had been ravaged by war and political disaster. As a foreigner I was dependent on the kindness of
others to the point of helplessness, and wherever I went I encountered the same gesture. There were no clenched
fists rallying in self-defence at the sight of me. Always, I was greeted by outstretched hands.
Pessimism and optimism. Was I ever closer to the truth about human beings than when I witnessed the barbarity in
the Balkans? Was my optimism a naive daydream, influenced perhaps by the mood in the early nineties, when the
Berlin Wall had just had fallen and dictatorships everywhere were on the retreat while democracies were on the rise?
Or was I grappling with two truths that, even though they appear to be contradictory, in reality possess the same
validity as a testimony to the fact that man is a free creature that must choose for himself whether he will be on the
side of good or evil?
If the latter is the case, then I think that we are closer at present to the Balkans than to the fall of the Berlin Wall. New
walls are being raised everywhere and totalitarian regimes are spreading, along with the partitioning of the world of
tribal thinking into an irreconcilable us-versus-them. That itself has brought democracy into disrepute with the fatal
interventions in Iraq, in Afghanistan and in Libya. When extensive looting broke out in Baghdad a few days after
Saddam Hussein's fall and the American Defense Secretary Donald Rumsfeld reacted with a laconic "freedom is
untidy," he also signed the death warrant of his own mission. If democracy is synonymous with chaos and crime,
then nobody would wish to live in freedom. Is this why democracy is on the retreat? Or is it, as some claim, that
cultures are disparate and not everyone wants to live in the same way?
I believe there is no person in the world who would not like to be able to go to sleep at night without the fear that the
door to his or her home would be kicked open in the middle of the night by unknown men. Anyone who wants to
sleep peacefully until the sun comes up is a supporter of human rights. The divisions between cultures are no more
insurmountable than that; there is no more disparity than that between us as human beings.
The ordinary virtues Michael Ignatieff, the Canadian intellectual and former head of his country’s liberal party, gave a
similar assessment in his book The Ordinary Virtues, after a three-year journey lead him to the most diverse places on
earth. Everywhere, whether in the US, Brazil, Bosnia, Myanmar, Japan or South Africa, he met local people who
shared the same awareness that no one should be allowed to push them aside, trample on them or silence them. The
idea that they have rights regardless of their social status has taken root everywhere. This is the awareness to which
Ignatieff refers when he speaks of "the ordinary virtues" in the title of his book. But these virtues are locally rooted
and have obvious limitations. The feeling and helpfulness embrace only those who are like the locals themselves, not
those who are ethnically, religiously or culturally different. And this brings us to the heart of Europe’s dilemma:
hostility towards refugees.
Ignatieff’s book, which will be released in 2017 without a single reference to the word "nationalism," offers a very
gentle but at the same time polemical description of the dilemma. In a country that refuses to open its doors to
refugees, he says, we are facing a conflict between democratic sovereignty—that is, the will of the majority who wish
to keep the country’s borders closed—and a moral universalism that demands help for people who are in need,
regardless of where they come from. His wording is gentle, because here he is ascribing democratic sovereignty to a
people’s majority that wants to override human rights. It is polemical, because in several places in his book he
describes human rights as an abstract, global work-desk ethics, when instead they are something completely
different: a hard-won historic right that can be costly to forget.
We belong to the same species, but we don’t all live in the same moral world, claims Ignatieff. We cannot look past
our differences, those of colour, race, history, sex and culture. We live in a globalised economy, but our hearts and
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minds are not globalised; this is his conclusion. Must we not therefore open up for refugees; is it not their rights as
persecuted people that we must discuss? Instead we highlight the host country in the role of the giver. Asylum is a
gift we give to the refugees, not a right that they have.
Condemned to muteness In his previous book, Fire and Ashes, Ignatieff had a different attitude. There, he reflected
over his bitter defeat as the leader of Canada's Liberal Party, which his successor, Justin Trudeau, later lead to a
triumphant victory. Without specifically mentioning the refugees, he expressed his belief in standing together against
the forces that seek to divide us by means of inequality, hatred and envy. "It will be a story that teaches us that we
should be better than we are." No wonder Ignatieff suffered defeat as the leader of the liberals. His project is a
pedagogical one, and today it is standard voter psychology never to lecture voters or tell them that they are not good
enough just as they are. The driving force behind the success of populism is that it always makes sure to assure its
voters that they are precisely good enough— not in spite of their shortcomings, but because of them. It holds before
them the mirror of self-confirmation, not the wagging finger of reprimand. Is, then, an appeal to our own generosity,
rather than a reminder of refugee rights, the way forward? Is there not a risk that a hierarchical relationship will be
established in advance, with us in the role of the giver and the others in the humbler role of the beneficiary?
What sort of emotions do we expect from the beneficiary of our gift, even though we owe him or her nothing?
Gratitude—as the chairwoman of the Danish Social Democracy Mette Frederiksen happened to reveal when on
Twitter she criticised a young Danish woman with a Somali background who had criticised the party’s foreign policy.
"These are hard words from a young woman that Denmark has welcomed with kindness." "The fact of my ethnicity is
being raised and it is more or less indicated that I should be grateful as a refugee. And that I should remain silent and
uncritical," replies Hanna Mohamed Hassan, who with her criticism has broken the unwritten rules of the game for
lifelong gratitude which condemns the refugee to muteness.
Playing the role of gift beneficiary carries with it a reduced status for the refugee. She should say thank you with
silence and subservience, and thus convey her will to adapt. The fate of the gift recipient is to be an outsider, not only
in the cultural sense as a refugee from another part of the world, but also when it comes to her position within the
democracy. Here, as in George Orwell’s dystopic Animal Farm, some people are more equal than others and the
refugee is not a citizen, but rather is doomed to remain a halfcitizen for the rest of her life.
Everyone has something to give The welfare state was never a handout state, but a state with rights, an equality
state, a state of mutual helpfulness. The original idea was not to see weakness as an identity but always just as a
transient, temporarily phase. Thus, the welfare state was also an inclusive state instead of its opposite—an exclusive
one. But when welfare is sent out the back door when charity enters through the front door, the beneficiary’s
vocabulary is necessarily reduced to one word: thank you. This is the deeper meaning of the concept, now newly
taboo, of a competition state: the welfare state’s transformation from an inclusive one to an exclusive one, because
the competition society is an exclusive society, not an inclusive society. The sudden, explosive spreading of the word
"loser" bears witness to this. The welfare state knows of no winners and losers, but only of strong and temporarily
weak members, a hierarchy that is not here to stay.
"There is always something you are good at. You just need to find out what it is," says the crane driver Ole in Ole
Lund Kierkegaard's children's book Rubber Tarzan, in which Ivan Olsen, a victim of bullying sneeringly known as
Rubber Tarzan, finally learns to lift his head when he discovers what he’s good at. We can choose to see ourselves in
the role of overbearing givers, or, in the spirit of Rubber Tarzan, we can choose to see everyone as someone who has
something to give. The latter looks like the way forward, if we are to overcome the growing inequality and what we
have chosen to call the refugee crisis.
What can we learn from Don Quixote? Can we live together? The Spanish author Miguel de Cervantes’ novel about
Don Quixote is famous for its representation of a naive, idealistic dreamer who does not understand the times in
which he lives and goes to battle against giants where others just see windmills. His counterpart is his faithful squire,
the down-to-earth, matter-of-fact Sancho Panza, who is also a comical character but portrayed in a more
affectionate tone. At one point, Sancho Panza finds himself in a similar situation to the drunken peasant Jeppe in
Jeppe on the Mountain, who ends up in the baron's bed where the latter is supposed to expose the peasant’s
incompetence at taking the reins of society. In the case of Sancho Panza, a duke offers him the position of governor
in the island state of Barataria. The peasant seeks guidance from the Knight of the Sorrowful Countenance, who
despite his foolishness turns out to be a great judge of character. Sancho Panza follows his advice to the letter and
ends up passing the test, even to the extent that his decrees are later kept in the city under the designation "the
decrees of the great governor Sancho Panza."
The furious duke, who sees that his plan to humiliate the squire has been foiled, harasses him out of his position, but
Sancho Panza leaves as the moral victor after having demonstrated—unlike Ludvig Holberg's Jeppe—that the
common man is well able to rule the kingdom. Yet he could not have done it without the advice of the idealist, Don
Quixote, and it is the success of this rare combination of down-to-earthiness and idealism, common folksiness and
elite daydreaming, that has never received the attention it deserves despite its clear relevance to the populism of our
times.
When the odd couple embarks on its journey from Barataria, Sancho Panza encounters an old acquaintance, a man
from his village who has been exiled by royal decree because of his Moorish, (i.e. Muslim) background. The two old
friends exchange life stories. For the Moor, now living disguised as a German pilgrim, exile is a tragedy. He never tires
of repeating that his true homeland is Spain. And he himself is mostly Christian with just a little Muslim, as he
humorously describes it. His wife and daughter are Christians; his brother-in-law is Muslim. This is a very culturally
mixed family, one that had once a good life in a culturally mixed country. And although, both being royalists, neither
Sancho Panza nor the Moor criticizes the king's decision, the portrayal of the expulsion is in itself a criticism. The
culture and religious war are decreed from above, but in the village there are tears when the Moors have to leave, and
many people offer to hide them.
What was Cervantes' motive for this sympathetic portrayal of the hapless Moors’ misfortune? He participated in the
Battle of Lepanto, which put an end to the Ottoman Empire’s attempts to conquer Europe, but he was wounded
several times during the battle and lost the use of one hand. Later he was kidnapped by pirates from Algeria and had
to live five years in the most humiliating circumstances as a slave before he was ransomed. Cervantes had no reason
5/11

whatsoever to care about Islam or Muslims. Nevertheless, he overcame his reluctance and focused his sympathy on
the Muslims when they were under attack. He also offered a glimpse of harmonious cohabitation between Islam and
Christianity.
This was in a novel published in 1605. Between Miguel Cervantes and us lies the Age of Enlightenment with its
message of humanism and tolerance, as well as the twentieth century in which infamous forces were allowed to live
out their devilry in the clash of cultures. Have we learned nothing in all this time, such that we cannot even manage
to rise to the same level as a novel written 413 years ago by a veteran of war against Islam?
He who is silent on climate change... Any discussion of globalisation, economy, refugees and populism that does not
end by addressing climate change is escapism. The same applies to the discussion of the future of Europe. By the end
of the century, the Middle East will be uninhabitable due to temperature increases, half of Africa will be migrating
north, and if we do not want the Europe of the twenty-first century to take over America's role in the 19th as the
crucible continent of cultural mixing, the Mediterranean will be the scene of mass death on a historical scale never
seen before. The Gulf Stream is also in the process of weakening, and if it stops completely Northern Europe will no
longer be safe either. Rather, it will be stricken by an apocalypse of ice that would force even the privileged
Scandinavians to join the astronomically growing numbers of climate refugees.
Disaster is our chance Ulrich Beck wrote in his last, posthumously published book "Metamorphosis" that we are
living in the midst of what he calls a metamorphosis. A metamorphosis is something different and greater than a
change, because in a change we still have tools that allow us to understand and classify what is happening—
concepts, ideas and words that gives us an ostensible control, and above all an idea of where it all leads and what we
will do about it. In the grip of metamorphosis we are without words and concepts. It may well be that we are heading
towards a nameless disaster and our always delayed reactions to climate change could indicate that. We have to find
new words and concepts if we want to understand the world and gain just a minimum of influence on our future
destiny. We have to reinvent ourselves and the idea of our presence on the planet. Disaster, says Ulrich Beck, is our
big chance to rid ourselves of our view of the world and society forms which have led us to the verge of collapse, and
instead think and create something crucially new. When we hear the issues of war, refugee crisis and climate change,
our instinctive reaction is to withdraw from the world in populist or nationalist escapism. Instead, we must join the
world with militant messages about how everything could be different. If populism wins, we will all be losers. The
problems we are confronted with are so great that they can only be solved if we all stand united, across continents,
religions, ethnic backgrounds and political positions. Climate change is handing us the opportunity for a completely
new language and a completely different way of life. We must be creative as we have never before been in our
history. It is an unwritten ground rule in history which we must break. Look at the history of the tribes, the nations,
the wars and the enmities: we only really know for sure who we are ourselves when we face an opponent. But now
the them-or-us way of thinking is also the recipe for our downfall. We must get together in a new community that
crosses all borders, or else the house we live in will collapse in the earthquake that climate change will be for all the
things we thought we knew about the conditions of life.
We must think big. We must not confine ourselves to being imaginative for our own sake, but also for the sake of
humanity. This applies not only to our survival as a species. It also means creating a society that is more attractive
and humane than the current one, if the struggle for survival is not to end with everyone struggling against everyone
else. When the danger is greatest, dreams must also be great. Our common journey must lead to the stars—not the
ones that twinkle inexorably in the firmament, unattainable light years away, but to those that we ourselves have lit.
Is optimism a duty? "I’m a pessimist because of intelligence, but an optimist because of will," the quotation is by
Antonio Gramsci, the founder of the Italian Communist Party. Gramsci was a brilliant thinker whose independence
from the Stalinism of his day came from the tragedy of having been kept for eleven years in deep isolation in a prison
cell of the fascist leader Benito Mussolini, until his body—which was already weakened—gave up. I have always felt
that pessimism promotes clarity and is therefore intellectually attractive, but pessimism can also nurture thoughts of
doom, or the defeatist sense that there is no point in either thinking or acting. And optimism? The optimism of will? Is
it enough to have will, without thought or clarity? Or is there a possible alliance between the will and the intellect,
optimism and pessimism, which cancels out this always fatal either/or thinking?
When in my mid-forties I became a father, I felt that optimism was a moral duty. If I did not believe that there was a
future worth living in, also beyond my own death, then I had no right to bring children into the world. It
corresponded to putting one’s own child out onto the street and leaving it to the law of the street. But optimism must
not lead to a naive confidence that things will just work out. Optimism requires will, also to act. Then pessimism,
with its sober clarity, can also be an important ally.
Many of us are parents or grandparents and those of us who are not belong to networks where children play a role. All
that is required of us is to engage in the familiar exercise of stepping back from ourselves and realising that life goes
on in children and grandchildren, even when we are not here anymore. The children are on a journey beyond a
horizon that we will never cross, but their journey started with us and its continuation is also dependent on our
choices and actions.
Every child knows that the fairytale happy ending is never at hand here and now, but only comes after many
hardships. There is nothing abstract about having your gaze fixed on the horizon, regardless of whether it lies ten,
twenty or fifty years away. It is in the horizon that our children will be living. What we think of as a distant future will
be their daily life.
Anyone who has children is by nature long-sighted. Only bad parents, advertising consultants, and communications
advisors live in the moment. But that is what we are at risk of becoming on behalf of our children, grandchildren and
the world: bad parents. Love has become an ethical imperative and there is no psychological excuse to fail when the
future of the planet is at stake. We must look forward, not in the name of neglected progress, not in the name of
growth-dogmatism, but in that of caring for future generations, in the name of our children and grandchildren.

Prof. Dr. Birgit Däwes - Laudatory Speech
"The Primordial Function of Language": A Tribute to the Writer Carsten Jensen
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Laudatory Speech for Winner of the Europa Prize, Donated by the University Council of Europa-Universität Flensburg
(awarded on May 17, 2018)[1]
By Birgit Däwes
The Europa Prize, donated by the University Council of Europa-Universität Flensburg, will be awarded for the first
time this year to honor a public figure who has rendered outstanding services to Europe in the areas of science or
society and culture. It is therefore an extraordinary honor for me, as author of this address, to be able to take a closer
look at the work of this year's award winner, Carsten Jensen. The genre conventions for laudatory speech dictate
that, in order to honor Mr. Jensen in a way commensurate to his achievements, his life’s journey should be
chronologically retraced, from his studies of literary criticism in Copenhagen to his many years of engagement as a
journalist and editor, his influential activity as literary critic of the newspaper Politiken, and his position as professor
of cultural analysis at the Syddansk Universitet in Odense. Mr. Jensen’s essays and travelogues should also be
mentioned, as well as his numerous prizes, including the Georg Brandes Prize in 1993, the Holberg Medals in 1999,
the DR Novel Prize for Wir Ertrunkenen in 2007, the Olof Palme Prize in 2009 and, finally, the Europe Prize in 2018. For
two reasons, however, I’d like to depart from this rule and instead present some of Mr. Jensen’s novels, which have
been translated into 20 languages, and which defend Europe's cultural heritage and central values through a rare
combination of nuanced critical reflection and powerful emotional language.
First, it is above all Mr. Jensen’s literary work that so elegantly links the German-Danish border region with
global politics. Although his main characters are Danes, they are also cosmopolitans in transnational contexts, who
are constantly on the move: to Greenland, through the South Seas, or through Afghanistan. It is no coincidence that
the first page of the English-language edition of We, the Drowned is a map of the world, in the middle of which lies not
(as is usually the case) Europe, but rather the Atlantic Ocean between West Africa and the Caribbean.
Second - and this may seem particularly important in our age of digital abuse and filter bubbles, in which the culture
of dispute and argumentative exchange, as well as skepticism and contradiction, are increasingly being replaced by
reflexive classifications into supposed political camps, or even by silence—Jensen's novels refer to the power of
language, and especially of literary language, to sustain differentiation and complexity. And this is a language we
need to know: to deal with the challenges that face today’s Europe, historical awareness is essential. In other words,
as the writer Thea Dorn put it in a recent interview: "Ich glaube an den Zusammenhang zwischen geistiger Bildung
und politischer Mündigkeit" [I believe in the connection between intellectual education and political maturity].[2]
Carsten Jensen's work deals precisely with this connection.
The three texts that I would like to focus on are in also connected to each other through characters, places and
cross-references: Rasmussens letzte Reise (Rasmussen's Last Journey), published in 2007, in which the life path of the
marine painter Jens Erik Carl Rasmussen from his last trip to Greenland in 1893 is fanned out and reflected upon; the
2009 historical seafaring genealogy Wir Ertränkenen (We, the Drowned ) which Jochen Jung called a "gewaltiges […]
Menschendrama" [tremendous... human drama] [3] and which describes the small town of Marstal as a microcosm of
northern European history over four generations, as well as Jensen’s most recent work, the anti-war novel Der erste
Stein (The First Stone), published in 2015, which sounds out the limits of intercultural competence, and in which the
Danish military mission in Afghanistan gets almost so completely out of hand (the maritime metaphor is allowed
here) to that Christoph Bartmann described the novel in the Süddeutsche Zeitung as a "Räuberpistole mit hohem
Moralgehalt" [morally-loaded robber's pistol].[4] But one need not agree with this assessment.
***
I’d like to begin with the work that most clearly links our German-Danish border region with the history of
Europe: the multi-award-winning seafaring epic We, the Drowned . In a key scene of this novel, Jensen describes how
the main character of the third generation, Captain Knud Erik Friis, jumps into the water in the icy Barents Sea in the
middle of World War II to rescue what he believes to be the last survivor of another sunken ship, following a torpedo
attack. Now one inconceivability follows the next: as he approaches without a life jacket, he not only discovers that
the figure is actually a woman who he is able to save at the last minute from drowning, with the help of his crew;
however, it also turns out that the woman’s screams and blood come not from injuries caused by the bombs, but
rather from the pain of childbirth, as she is obviously about to give birth to a child. In this way, Captain Friis saves not
one but two people: the hypothermic baby survives and is named by the crew Harald Bluetooth, after the 10th
century Viking king who succeeded in uniting Denmark for the first time, whose largest collection of silver coins was
found on the island of Rügen almost exactly four weeks ago –on April 16, 2018—and whose initials we all carry with
us in runic writing as a logo for a radio technology on our cell phones. This scene is a particularly good way of
presenting Carsten Jensen's work, as it combines four characteristic features that show with particular clarity the
author’s commitment to the cultural area and values of Europe.
First, having been born amidst war bombs at sea - in the sea, to be precise – such that he lacks a national affiliation,
the character of Bluetooth typifies Carsten Jensen's continuous struggle with European identity. This kind of
transnational border crossing also affects many of the other seafarers whose yearning for the sea, the novel assures
us, comes from the fact that there one finds "keine Herren, keine Flurgrenzen, keine kleinen, unergiebigen Parzellen"
but rather "Grenzenlosigkeit und Freiheit. Hier konnte der Schiffsjunge Kapitän werden, wenn er wollte, und wenn er
ein Marstaller war, dann wollte er." [No masters, no field boundaries, no small, unproductive plots of land, but rather
boundlessness and freedom. Here the ship's boy could become captain if he wanted to, and if he were a Marstaller,
then he would want to.][5] Despite this borderlessness, Jensen's works are by no means noncommittal; on the
contrary, they celebrate their own deep rootedness in the European cultural heritage. At first glance, these works are
specific monuments to figures or locations connected to their subject matter: Rasmussen's last voyage is a
monument to a Danish painter of the 19th century, and Wir Ertrunkenen was conceived as a memorial stone, as
Jensen himself says,[6] for his own father in particular and, more generally, for the sailors of Marstal, which was once
Denmark's second most important port. At the same time, all texts are inseparably interwoven with European and
transatlantic literary history. From Homer's Odysseus and Telemachos, Schiller's William Tell and the Vikings around
Harald Bluetooth in Wir Ertrunkenen to Euripides' Medea, the New Testament and Arthur Rimbaud in Der erste Stein,
Jensen's work arcs out over broad cultural and historical expanses, thus honoring the timeless value of a common
literary heritage. As a prime witness, he is concerned not only with Greek mythology, but also with Herman Melville,
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Robert Louis Stevenson, Joseph Conrad and Thomas Mann, and the a comprehensive literary-historical knowledge
demanded of his readers is not a distinguishing feature, but rather both an invitation and an opportunity.
A second characteristic feature of Jensen’s work is its assured stylistic lead-up to a specific point in the narrative
where the reader’s artfully constructed expectation is thoroughly—and not entirely without pleasure—thwarted. Not
only does the stranger, who has just become a mother, survive; but at a third glance she is even Sophie Smith, the
Inuit woman Knud Erik had fallen in love with 16 years earlier in Newfoundland. If the suspicion of penny dreadful
literature is not without justification, one might be reminded of the magical realism of Salman Rushdie or Gabriel
García Marquez, who allegedly once remarked that "fiction was invented the day Jonah arrived home and told his
wife he was 3 days late because he'd been swallowed by a whale."[7] In fact, each of these scenes works, and Jensen
often goes even further than the limits of the probable. An underwater birth that takes place in near-freezing Artic
waters is on a par with the famous opening scene of the novel, in which the sailor Laurids Madsen is hurled by the
force of a cannon ball almost to the height of the masthead in the 1849 battle of Eckernförde and falls back onto the
deck unharmed, or that of Frede, the stork on the roof of the Jewish shoemaker's house, which one of the boys tried
to shoot in 1921, which in May 1945 accompanies the same boys home from the German North Sea coast as a war
repatriate. What does this have to do with the European idea? Just as peace is considered attainable directly
following a war, and the rescuing shore comes directly after the shipwreck, and just as Voltaire saw Europe as a
community of humanity that lies beneath the surface of national zeal, so is it that, in these novels, an offer of what is
still possible lies just beneath the realm of the plausible. And Jensen leaves no doubt that each of these scenes is also
meant politically.
In addition to such large-scale plot trajectories and the recognition of contingency, temporal structure and narrative
technique—and the third characteristic of Jensen's work—always refer to larger contexts and, in so doing, point
beyond themselves. As befits Western modernity, they are fundamentally based on principles of relativity,
polyphony, and pluralism, and as subtly and unsuspiciously as the "we" in We, the Drowned, wanders through the
centuries as collective memory, the narrator’s perspective in The First Stone is constantly changing. A stable,
objective version of the world, a "truth"—even a simple one—is not to be had. This becomes most evident in the
novel’s temporal structure, which in its alternating dynamics between historical precision and contradictory
elasticity corresponds to the seaman’s vague perception of time. The First Stone dispenses entirely with data and is
instead structured by color-coded danger zones. We, the Drowned is full of contradictions—contradictions which, like
any human memory, are oriented towards the approximate and which rub up against historical background. "Ich bin
sicher," writes Jensen in his epilogue Wir Ertrunkenen, "dass zukünftige Historiker mich verfluchen werden, denn ich
habe wirklich alles getan, was ich konnte, um die Grundlagen ihrer Arbeit zu zerstören" [I am sure that future
historians will curse me because I really did everything I could to destroy the foundations of their work].[8] A novel in
which James Cook is transported across all the world’s oceans as a shrunken head before being buried in the Baltic
Sea off Ærø can still be a historical one, because literature is not about measurable data; rather, it is about the
imaginary, about the opening of new spaces, about that "Grenzland," as Rasmussen's Last Voyage puts it, "in dem
das Leben standhielt" [that borderland…where life stood firm.][9]
All this may be neither new nor unique, but the mastery of Jensen's literary work lies in the unshakable sophistication
of his ethical standards. The characters in his novels are constantly confronted with moral decisions, and these are
by no means always the same as Knud Erik Friis, the ship’s captain who Jensen, with his characteristic irony, calls
"Nimbus" (Latin for "Halo"). Friis has nothing sacred about him: just before he jumps into the water, he shoots at
close range a German bomber pilot who has already raised his hands in surrender, and follows the order not to
rescue survivors. Here, however, he follows Kant's imperative, the logic of seafaring, which positions higher danger
against the opposing forces of cohesion and community spirit. Like all of the other main characters in Jensen's work,
Friis is ambivalent. It is about nothing less than doing the right thing, but the question of what is right can never be
answered unequivocally. This becomes most obvious at the end of the Afghanistan novel The First Stone, in which
Danish Lieutenant Rasmus Schrøder betrays his entire unit, murders his subordinates, makes deals with the Taliban
for the sake of gambling and profit, and finally ends up at a disadvantage. In Pakistan's border region the Taliban
sentence him to death by stoning, and when the last three Danish survivors of his unit - among them the commanderin-chief, a woman and a pastor - are to execute the sentence, their hesitation is barely discernible before they begin
to cast stones at close range. "And none of the stones are missing their mark"[10] is the last sentence of the novel.
While we readers are still gasping for civilizing air, at the same time we catch ourselves thinking about poetic justice.
Jensen's narrative technique makes us accomplices; together with his characters, he leads us into moral danger
zones, exposing every saturated retreat into political correctness and every blanket assignment of guilt.
On this issue, Jensen is highly topical in the face of a dwindling political culture of debate in which, as Ulrich Greiner
recently wrote in his defense of Uwe Tellkamp, that "die Zahl der Platzanweiser zugenommen hat" [the number of
attendants has increased] and genuine dialogue happens only rarely.[11] Europe's great challenge is to allow for
polyphony and, at the same time, not to weaken the common heritage of values, rights and duties. Without this basic
constitution of human dignity and above all of the rule of law, we are not far from the stone-throwing stage. I would
like to make one additional remark with a brief look at our national responsibility: if a writer like Martin Walser, in a
speech in Frankfurt's Paulskirche 20 years ago, was allowed with near-impunity to call Berlin’s memorial to the
murdered Jews of Europe a "monumentalizing of shame," it has by no means become less important in the spring of
2018 to clearly condemn anti-Semitic attacks and growing hostility towards people of the Jewish faith in the heart of
Europe, no matter who the source of these attacks may be. This is especially true in a country that was responsible
for a Holocaust, and it applies to all of those who live in that country. If the path of dialogue becomes difficult, as the
central message of Jensen's work says, then we have all the more reason to take it. This message is reminiscent of the
famous sentence by F. Scott Fitzgerald from 1936: "The test of a first-rate intelligence is the ability to hold two
opposed ideas in the mind at the same time, and still retain the ability to function." Most people are familiar with this
quotation; however, most of them do not know how it continues: "One should, for example, be able to see that things
are hopeless and yet be determined to make them otherwise."[12]
Carsten Jensen's novels prepare us for this dialogue. They never surrender to hopelessness, although they
underscore with graphic clarity their position against violence and fanaticism. They teach us the high art of changing
perspectives, precision and differentiation. Above all, they demand the kind of patience and attentiveness that we
are currently unlearning today, when communication is limited to 140 characters. It takes time to read the nearly
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2000 pages encompassed in these three novels alone, but we learn that it is worthwhile to let ourselves in and listen.
You may not need to know the difference between a brig and a schooner, or the height of the main toe of a full-rigged
ship. But it is worth knowing what degaussing is, and Jensen teaches us that, too, in We, the Drowned : it is a process,
named after the mathematician Carl Friedrich Gauss, through which ships are demagnetized using an electric cable
in order to protect them from mines. Even after reading it, I cannot claim to have fully understood the subtleties of
electromagnetic interactions, but this scene shows wonderfully how we acquire the world through literature; how
good novels commit us to deceleration in order to engage with other languages and other registers. Because it is
always worth it.
Carsten Jensen's work functions like degaussing: its narrative counter-currents and the resistance of his characters
prevent us from adopting a uniform alignment and protects us from the magnetic attraction of popular and populist
positions, even—and especially—when those positions are majority ones. Instead, the author offers an alternative
way to orient ourselves: through the compass of civil courage. But this compass will only work reliably in the face of
rampant fear if it is continuously and consciously calibrated for oneself. Because fear, as we know, is basically a bad
advisor. "Wenn ich schreibe," writes Jensen in an essay about his research in Afghanistan, "gewinne ich die Kontrolle
zurück. Ich entdecke die Urfunktion der Sprache, die nicht nur aus Kommunikation zwischen Menschen besteht. Die
Worte sind auch eine Beschwörung, die den Tod fernhält, nicht nur den Gedanken daran, sondern den Tod selbst in
seiner plötzlichen Gewalt." [When I write, I regain control. I discover the primordial function of language, which only
involves more than communication between people. The words are also an incantation that keeps death away—not
only the thought of it, but death itself in its sudden violence.][13]
***
It seems therefore appropriate to conclude with a longer quotation on the subject of one of these deaths. At the end
of Carsten Jensen’s novel Rasmussen's Last Journey, the narration alternately follows the drowned painter, on the
one hand, whose body is united under water with the mackerel and sawfish eating him, and his widow on the other,
who in the sunlit life on land comes to terms with the loss of her husband. The end of the novel follows both of them
over a period of forty years. "Carl hätte die Tiefseezone des Meeres entdeckt, wenn er noch in der Lage gewesen wäre
zu sehen" Jensen writes in the last pages, "Aber seine Augen gab es nicht mehr. […] Alles ist vorläufig, die Höhe eines
Berges, die Kurve einer Küste, die Tiefe des Meeres. […] Die Kontinente fließen. Ein Menschenleben ist zu kurz. Dann
ändert es sich wie eine Wolkenformation, von Stratus zu Stratokumulus, von Stratokumulus zu Zirrus, doch
manchmal entstehen diese Augenblicke namenloser Ewigkeit." [If he were still able to see, Carl would have
discovered the deep-sea zone. But his eyes no longer existed. …Everything is provisional, the height of a mountain,
the curve of a coast, the depth of the sea…The continents flow. A human life is too short. Then it changes like a cloud
formation, from stratus to stratocumulus, from stratocumulus to cirrus, but sometimes these moments of nameless
eternity arise]. [14] Such moments are the province of literature, and writers rarely succeed in filling them so concisely
with political relevance. Not least for this reason, the 2018 Europa Prize winner is Carsten Jensen.
[1] The author of this laudatory speech would like to thank not only the University Council of Europa-Universität
Flensburg for donating the award, but also the international group of students from the Transnational Perspectives
on Europe seminar of the European Cultures and Society BA program at EUF, in the context of which we thoroughly
illuminated the novel We, the Drowned : Colton Denton, Lasse Funck, Courtney Kees, Thilo Koch, Päivi Mure and Nortje
Rübsamen. I would also like to thank my colleague, Prof. Dr. Peter Heering, for his kind willingness to explain the
physical details of the degaussing to me.
[2] Radisch, Iris, and Adam Soboczynski. ‘Lieber Faust als Flüchtlingsperformance’: Ein Gespräch mit der Autorin Thea
Dorn über die Notwendigkeit eines neuen deutschen Kulturpatriotismus und die Bereitschaft, für seine Werte zu
sterben." Die ZEIT 18 (26. April 2018).
[3] Young, Jochen. "Aufs Meer! Ins Leben!" Die ZEIT 49 (27. November 2008).
[4] Bartender, Christoph. "Die böse Truppe." Süddeutsche Zeitung (5. Juni 2017).
[5] Jensen, Carsten. Wir Ertrunkenen. München: btb, 2010. 786.
[6] Jensen, Wir Ertrunkenen, 802.
[7] In Katzenbach, John. Just Cause. New York: Grove, 2014. 3.
[8] Jensen, Wir Ertrunkenen, 798.
[9] Jensen, Carsten. Rasmussens letzte Reise. München: btb, 2007. 29.
[10] Jensen, Carsten. Jensen, Carsten. Der erste Stein. München: Knaus, 2015. 631. Quotation taken from Mark
Mussari’s English translation of the novel (The First Stone. Seattle: AmazonCrossing, 2018. 568).
[11] Greiner, Ulrich. "Zweierlei Maß: Was Uwe Tellkamp in Dresden gesagt hat, war diskussionswürdig; es gibt keinen
Grund, ihn in die rechte Ecke zu stellen." Die ZEIT 13 (22. März 2018). 46.
[12] Fitzgerald, F. Scott. "The Crack-Up." In: My Lost City: Personal Essays, 1920-1940. By F. Scott Fitzgerald. Ed. James
L. W. West III. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 2005. 139.
[13] Jensen, Carsten. "Der Tod ist unbarmherzig demokratisch – ebenso wie die Furcht vor ihm." Wespennest (Mai
2017). 33.
[14] Jensen, Rasmussens letzte Reise, 347.
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