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Abstract

The Life and Death of Psychoanalysis
Ethics in Adorno, Lacan, Badiou

By

Jamieson Webster

Advisors: Dr. Lissa Weinstein, Dr. Elliot Jurist, Dr. David Lichtenstein,Ahgelica

Nuzzo, and Dr. Jean-Michel Rabate

After over a century since its inception, psychoanalysis as a clinicglloieds facing a
crisis of legitimacy. The response to this crisis has increasingly besrure the

discipline to more academic, more scientific, more cognitive, and more popokdsnr
with a proliferation of methods, techniques, terms and, in general, emendations to the
original canon. This dissertation seeks to reject these solutions and addregisinmache

of the crisis of legitimacy; a crisis inherent to any discipline cetitenea radical notion

of the unconscious. The life of psychoanalysis depends on always standing at the edge of
this crisis, the horizon from this vantage point always threatening its vengteoai. If

one accepts the concept of the unconscious as Freud conceived of it and the dikical w
of the analyst as centered only upon its progressive elucidation, then the digdipline
psychoanalysis is one that must resurrect itself ethically ratheeghistemologically.

The unconscious, both theoretically and clinically, challenges the value of kiganded
aims towards what Lacan calls, its fall. By maintaining the ethicaliposit the analyst

in the face of the transference love of the patient, one moves in the direction of a re
centering of subjectivity around the hole that knowledge had previously filled with the

neurotic symptom. Testing a clinical ethics through an encounter with three



contemporary thinkers who center their discourse on ethics, Theodor Adorno, Jacques
Lacan, and Alain Badiou, | will challenge the concept of knowledge. In platjc¢his
challenge will be evoked by the writing itself whose movement is framelebgthical

constraints of a psychoanalysis within a transference.
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By Way of an Introduction

In a conversation with Alain Badiou and Simon Critchley the joke of the 3 second
Lacanian session came up and Alain said that he would write the equivalent 3 second
book- Being, Subject, Truth- finished. That was all that needed to be said. Perhaps he is
right. As | would also prefer to be hastily finished rather than just beginriognd that
as | was working, the structure of this work itself appeared to be impliviged in the
same way. | had determined the structure through a series of dreamgpurctirate it
and so one could also say it was determined in advance, or predetermined if yoo will. T
be predetermined however does not mean that the work is closed-in and just as the
cutting short of a session brings it to an end, however quickly, it is also meant to provide
or provoke the place of an opening. So it was in the process of writing about these dream
that | realized that they had some equivalence to what was a passibgtaken myself
and two people | greatly admire. Sometimes jokes between those one loves most can be
the best of all possible interpretations- a lasting effect that fareaytou know little
about. As Badiou has said, those who love well know very little about it.

So, if the first dream, that of the vase and the letter, is trying to situatedrein
its suture, then it is true that the second dream concerns the place of subpaudivity
rare appearance from within that structure. In actuality the firshdvess dreamt second
and the actual first dream, the Septemb&rh&morial, was radically misinterpreted by
me for many years during the work of my analysis. As there aren’t asyterpretations
in the unconsciouger seg it was an important misinterpretation. It situates the dream of

being as void, the place of possibility and impossibility, so important for an



understanding of the relationship between a subject and the unconscious. These dreams
also situate the refusal of this opening and a subjectivity that falters in anghhr
misinterpretation and the wish propelling it, much like the original Freudian corpus on
dreams, jokes, and errors. The retroactive force of meaningatéraglikeitinherent to

the structure of our psyche, is the impetus behind reversing their presentgboraicd
perhaps one must begin to elucidate that which thinks the void before one can learn how
to locate this elusive subject.

For Badiou, his redefinition of these concepts, his foregrounding being, subject,
and truth under the influence of Lacan, meant one could finally, hopefully, confront the
problems of nihilism. So it was as a result of the dream of the vase thahltbeg#ink
the first, a process which changed not only my understanding of the memorial but also
my memory of that time as well. And it is in the last dream, the ‘Instructionantéi
Fell a Tree,” after this movement back and forth, open and closed, through progress and
failure, that | was able to imagine the possibility of psychoanalysisadithae last dream
to take place within the time that | was in analysis.

These dreams speak to the place of unconscious desire, precisely as it plays out i
any conceptualization of being, subject, or truth. Desire presents itself iretlra otnage
as a formula, indeed even formally in the purity they take on as dream objects that a
also dreamsf objects. This may have something to say about these categories which
have been formalized by philosophers for thousands of years since Plato. lbig' 8adi
feeling that he must return his own work there where it began in order to ra®uscit
philosophy as philosophy. That he wishes, as you will come to see, to do so by excluding

the category of desire adds an extra twist to our ‘friendship’ in this work. Keless,



the extreme formalism of his philosophical system- the desire to haverntieagdar as
the pure mathematical formula- is the desire that paves the way to thef jbkethree
second book.

Unconscious desire, as the Lacanians have understood it, is what creates the
combinatory formula that structures the dream, or the joke as the case may has whic
always more ‘formal’ than meaningful. Dreams were to take us beyond the objétt w
to the very limits of the human which meant that, in a way, desire was equivalent to that
desire for transgression and formal consistency- without which it would not be possibl
Moreover, one must give up their fascination with the object, or perhaps, this is the very
transformation of the object for a subject in the work of an analysis precisely as
guestion about one’s desire.

It is for this reason that | have chosen to structure this work based on the series of
dreams coupled with the transference to important figures, Adorno, Lacan, Badiou. | do
so with the hope that this provokes the kind of reading of desire that will grasp its most
elusive formal mechanisms. The concern with the life and death of psychoaoaiysis
from a feeling that this way of understanding desire, this way of working itideed
at times even glorifying it, has been lost; even further, that the felt dahgerking at
such an extreme limit, particularly that of the *human’, is exactly whagiisg
purposefully refused in today’s psychoanalytic discourse. This would mean, in a way,
that we have forgotten its value, and even more so, the difficulty, the time-cogsamoi
careful work, of locating it in an analysis.

Serge Leclaire in his bodksychoanalyzinghas an astonishing reading of Freud’s

imagery, language, and the formal mechanisms, inherent in his dreams, screemsyemor



and the biographical material of his life at the time of his self analysigyarly the

letters with the object of his reverence at that time, Wilhelm Fliesshidrts out the
subtleties of Freud’s desire in its linguistic and phantasmatic componenttogbress

of the word loaf in his screen memory to the word body in German, acoustically
indistinguishable; the people with bird’s beaks that carry his mother, her facesipe

of both death and beautitude, whose cause Freud no doubt imagines himself to be; and,
the centrality of the book torn to shreds at the bidding of his father, like the flower he
ripped from his first love’s hands, or, the devouring of his favorite flower the artichoke,
all of which culminate in his desire to write the book on the secret of dreamsejyress

a fulfillment of it. Leclaire finds circulating again and again, the foenaflFreud’s

desire- to rip, tear, reveal, pick, pluck.

If Freud wanted to tear or rip the veil off the secret of dreams, the phantasmatic
portion of that desire- by which | mean its impossibility, for the end of desivddvbe
death itself- means we cannot follow Freud there. He reveals to us theo$eltestims as
unconscious desire which taken in itself is not necessarily equivalent to re\asaling
lying open like a book to be torn apart; what Leclaire calls the substitute ¢uak $-r
father offered to Freud for his Oedipal phantasm. We know the difficulty with books he
got into subsequently.

Even further, the discussion about the scar left on his jaw from an accident at a
young age, that Freud repressed, is connected by Freud to his anger at the birth of his
brother Julius who died around that time. Leclaire feels this to be close to tipalOedi
consequences of the phantasm- Freud’s “greediness that knew no obstaclesfeim relat

to his mother, against his brother, books, and, cigars. The last, cigars, would return him to



the scene of this original scar and be his final undoing. As he would write te-Flies
“moderation is the hardest thing for the child, as for the neurotic” (Freud, 1985, p. 365).

It is from this constellation that Leclaire iterates a series of qoesees for
psychoanalysis based on this reading of desire with Freud’s. | take tims®&gjgences as
my own throughout this work:

To grasp what psychoanalysis imposes on us, then, as Freud never tires of saying,
we still have to get rid of many prejudices. And especially here we must rid
ourselves of two major habits: first, the way of considering the tension of desire

on the model of the appeal to a need turned expectantly in the direction of an
object that would be the proper one to gratify it. Obviously, psychoanalysis
proposes no such thing, fonconscious desire appears there as a formula

surprising in its oddity, often absurd, a composite like the figure of an Egyptian
god... It is a formula, cipher, or letter that aims more at insisting, attnepea

itself enigmatically than at saturating, gratifying, or suturmgame fashion.

The other prejudice that psychoanalysis leads us necessarily to renounce is... the
notion of the distinction between a deeply hidden and truthful reality, on the one
hand, and a deceptive appearance, a directly accessible surface, on the other. To
be sure, the didactic opposition between manifest and latent content allows for a
limited interpretation, thereby sustaining this prejudice. Yet, notice how in the
course of our readingne and the same terturns out in fact, upon analysis, to
support the truth and its veiling... We cannot insist too much here on this fact,
which is coextensive with the whole possibility of psychoanalysis, narhelie

is no truth either before or beyond unconscious desire; the formula that
constitutes it at the same time represents it and betrayhig.is the very truth of
unconscious desire, which is constantly reborn to reality by the perpetuation of
transgression.

Finally, oddly enough, what appears at the end of an uncompromising analysis is
unconscious desire itself as a formal construction and, as such, devoid of meaning
but easily couched in a figure... in its phantasmatic composition... in its
hieroglyphic concision. We therefore find at the end of the analysis a formal
composition analogous to that of the rebus with which we began. But this formal
composition also turns out to be the very essence of the latent thoughts that
nothing, or almost nothing distinguishes from the manifest content, either in its
terms or its organization. There could be no better illustration of the fact, crucial
for analysis, that there is nothing beyond the text, or better yet, the lettkirg.ec
1968/1998, p. 36-37).



Freud’s dream of self-dissection and his anxiety about having exposed himself so
extensively in his book of dreams is a partially present anxiety for mewedl aware of
the reversing and traversing phallic imagery in these dreams, themet atimasdeath,
vaginal cavities, and the like. While this populates my imagination, it is abaineld@tion
of the work | do with patients, and provides markers in any process of association, | a
using these dreams less as a reductive, interpretable, indeed dissectihlarehmore
as a provocation to thought, which, like the Lacanian cut, may be of use to gain some
ground with respect to unconscious desire. Maybe | could have done without them. Less
revealing in any case. But, the dream written about is transformedialsgklimation,
out of a hallucination, which is the process of thinking. The possibility of writing @asts
this.
If we take this further to include what Leclaire says about the nature of desir
always supports the truth at the same time as it conceals it -- thafing\as knowledge
is never the truth of desire. It is my hope that like the rebus, these dreams provede som
kind of key, and some way beyond a knowledge whose stasis is contrary to the intended
object of the work. “As you know, a beautiful dream and no indiscretion- do not
coincide” (Freud, 1985, p. 315).
To the psychoanalysts, | ask, give me this leisure. To the philosophers, | ask,
tolerate a little intimacy. These dreams are bound by intellectusefgvhich may or
may not give you the space you seek in knowing. But | am too acutely aware atrpoints
time, at all points in writing, that too much distance renders any truth arid anciiveffe
The pincers of Truth, which link and sublimate, have a duty to seize truths. The
relation of (philosophic) Truth to (scientific, political, artistic and amoroughs

is one of seizing. By ‘seizing’ we mean capture, hold, and also seizure,
astonishment. Philosophy is the locus of thinking wherein (non-philosophic)



truths are seized as such, and seize us... The effect of seizing taken in its second

sense drives philosophy with a singular intensity. This intensity comeddran

but love without the quandaries of object love, without the enigma of its

difference (Badiou, 1992/1999, p. 126).

It is not just the dreams then which possess this ‘seizure’ and ‘intensity’edahept but
in their very structure- but the writing that surrounds them as well. Whiteilating
what | mean by an ethics of psychoanalysis that rests on this understandingypf bei
subject, and truth, | also wish to include the precariousness of this seizing, thdtdiffi
of letting oneself be seized, and the intensity which becomes too much or too little
present, foreclosing each one of these categories in a unique way. It is nmyicoriteat
this process takes place in articulation, be it writing or speech, and just ést@emetb
patients with a strained ear, can remember the multiplicity within onete vdien
speaking to an analyst, so writing, like reading, can never be accomplishedamahply
with firm footing.

So my voice is present. There is a degree of intimacy. But that voice nsakes it
appearance as readily as it disappears under the weight of an academiedaiog
obsessive undertaking of another’s thought. Because one must truly love thosekhey se
out to know, the presence of a demand will again make itself felt if not at the v&ry lea
in the sheer frustration and fatigue of having to involve oneself so personally wit
another who remains a text and an intangible presence. A matter of love and hate, but in
either case a passion for being and truth.

Do | fail to be scholarly because | cannot quiet my hysterical disappoirftment
Fail because | cannot divest myself of this underside of discourse? Yesdisaguhat |

do fail, but, that what is scholarly is another matter. Critchley (1997) withawyall that

philosophy begins with disappointment and that to philosophize may be to learn how to



die. For my part, | hope that truth emerges none-the-less; or to be less pesandist
more forthcoming emerges directly as a result of giving oneself over toadkisd this
failure. To learn how to livelThe Life and Death of Psychoanalysie all of my readers,
| ask, give me your patience and tolerate a little dislocation. As in love perhaps
something will come of it.

“What we cannot reach flying we must reach limping. The Book tells us it is no sin to
limp.” —Freud,Beyond the Pleasure Principle



First off, Fatigue

| am tired for now. Psychoanalysis makes me incredibly tired. | have apent
greater part of my time hating psychoanalysis. | can’t read another pajert. the
whole thing to collapse. | see it teetering on the edge of the abyss, anththilne, it
is done. And yet somehow | know that it could do nothing else but that- it is precarious, it
has been from the beginning. What did | expect? What could | have expected?
Apparently a whole lot- constant disappointment, constant hope. | have never allowed
this the label of pathology, | will never, better yet. Label neverthailgsi#es stasis. So
does my never. | hear the voice of David Rappaport (1967) on therapeutic action- ‘that
only amenable to a very slow rate of change’. Psychoanalysis is in too muclalyefgpar
this kind of stasis. Never say never then also.

Nothing is without its pathos. | am myself too slow for this structural pathos
which catches up on you faster than you can imagine. So how about it then, structural
change? | want it more than you. | want whatever it takes.

It will be precarious. | often think that we, as a profession, are doing our best to
back away from what has always been the precarious place of psychoanalytic tr
Science isn't going to seal up that hole- remove the abyss. Neither wike@myrse to a
folk psychology, self help books, and interpers@aafoir-faire I'm sure my theories
won't either which is what | am beginning to suspect that | have constaptygtex as
well. Pathos is quick, like fantasy arising in the place of any disjunction. &sige.

We should not be so hasty to get out and be done with it. In that situation there

would be nothing to write, and since | have to write a great many pages, | would be in
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quite some trouble. What a way to begin. But this is about beginning and ending. The life

and death of psychoanalysis.

The First Dream

Let me tell you about a dream | had. | was searching in an attic and | found a
vase. Inside the vase, in its empty cavity, was a letter sealed into itghezlggernal
periphery. The letter turned out to be from my maternal grandmother, sometimee in t
1970s, from the Philippines, addressed to no-one in particular. This is, of course, to say
also that it was written specifically for me. And so, in the letter shesstlaat she had
read a book, Laplanchelsfe and Death in Psychoanalysand that it had not yet been
translated, but that it would come to be a very important text. This is the scene, now what
was the wish?

This undistributed letter granted me the authority as analyst that | anartbyst
looking for. Here, a wished for matrilineal inheritance. That was it, thesenwa
ambiguity. It was written in the stars. You were born to do this kind of thing, one often
hears. | could be done with myself and with my nagging questions about psychsanalysi
Both are transparent. All was revealed in the secrets of my history. | mabfsi itself
would work this way. So | think did Freud. In any case, if it did, | would not be where |
am- dreaming of empty cavities, full of imagined histories, antdarend very, very tired.

Lacan, in his seminafhe Ethics of Psychoanalysgpeaks about a vase:

[The vase] has certainly always been there; it is perhaps the most

primordial feature of human industry. It is certainly a tool, a utensil that alew

to affirm unambiguously a human presence wherever we find it. This vase which

has always been there, and which has long been used to make us conceive the

mysteries of creation by means of parables, analogies and metaphossillroay
of use to us...
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Today | simply want to stick to the elementary distinctions as far as a vase
is concerned between its use as a utensil and its signifying function. riéallis a
signifier, and the first of such signifiers fashioned by human hand, it is in its
signifying essence a signifier of nothing other than of signifying ds ayadn
other words, of no particular signified... it creates the void and thereby introduces
the possibility of filling it. Emptiness and fullness are introduced into a world that
by itself knows not of them... And it is exactly in the same sense that speech may
be full or empty...

Now if you consider the vase...an object made to represent the existence
of the emptiness at the center of the real that is called the Thing, this essptine
represented in the representation presents itselfignsl aas nothing. And that is
why the potter, just like you to whom | am speaking, creates the vase with his
hand around this emptiness, creates it, just like the mythical creatahilg
starting with a hole...

The introduction of this fabricated signifier that is the vase, already
contains the notion of creati@x nihila And the notion of creatioex nihilois
coextensive with the exact situation of the Thing as such. It is effectalalyve
to this that through the ages, and especially the ages that are closest to us, those
that have formed us, the articulation or the balance of the moral problem is
situated (Lacan, 1986/1992, p. 120-122).

This is the closest statement to Lacan’s ethics- to dream up this vase,garman
excellenceThe vase seems to introduce dreaming as a possibility, as a mirror of this
creationex nihila The letter, my letter, comes with the introduction of emptiness and
fullness. That this signifier has no particular signified creates the drbawished for
authority. It closes in that space. And since we dream, since we desiee a@nfronted
with a moral dilemma pointed to by the presence of this authemidyhis commandments,
just as the Lord after six days contemplated the whole and decided thaGba@sThis
vase concerns the very possibility of psychoanalysis, perhaps as ethics, butaf the

least, its life and death.

The Ethics of the Dream
What is one to do? Where are we going? What is the promise of psycho&nialysis

want answers to these questions. Without them, | am constantly wishing for
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psychoanalysis to be something more, something that it is not, that it doesn’t seem to be
at the present moment. | cannot know the past, and yet my feeling is that nesgrthe
something has been lost. Perhaps this is pathos, but this much I think | know. Let
weariness be the first step on a path towards an ethics. We may shed ahibisetipan.

In the case of psychoanalysis, we could say that at the beginning one had to go to
sleep in order to begin dreaming and as Lacan always likes to point out, why are w
always so sure that we have woken up. It is an old proverb and an old provocation, but,
psychoanalytic work, as | want to understanditatiguing in its near impossibility and
forces one to work there, where the line between dream and reality, betweemtne
and the inhuman, is one that comes seriously under question. If psychoanalysis settles us
in an untenable place without premise and without promise, we will have to figure out
what to do with our fatigue. Blanchot, | think, had one solution, “I don’t ask that
weariness be done away with, | ask to be led back to a region where it might bkepossi

to be weary” (Blanchot, 1993, p. xx). This is the ethics of the dream.

Jack of All Trades

My reverence for Lacan is clear. For the others it will also becomeigléme.
The presence of the letter in the vase points to the fact that | am susdeptipdekind of
reverence. Just as there can be a command for mastery, a dispassionate woiabsent
tributes, conformity, there can also be a command for its opposite. The commandment
which was intended as a symbolic one, lapses into the imaginary once it takgs on an

aspect of this dimension of the command.
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How does one distinguish a law that holds the place of a limit, from one that is an
imagined authority to whom one submits or defies? Can it be symbolic more thals less?
there a limit which escapes injunction, escapes the command? This is theallkfitrtom
us by modernity and a moral dilemma hangs in the balance:

‘Modernity’ means not being able to choose reasonably in what concerns the

relation between mastery and truth. Is truth disjoined from the master? If so, we

have democracy. But then truth is entirely obscure. It is the transcendent
machination of technical and capitalist organization. Is truth conjoined to the
master? But in this case, it becomes a sort of immanent terror, an implacable

erotic transference, an immobile fusion that joins the subject’s tremblihg t

state’s police power. In any case, whether the master is sacrificed to an

anonymous power or whether it demands we sacrifice ourselves for the love of
him, it is the possibility of choice that vanishes” (Badiou, 1998/2005, p. 53).

Another conception of choice and subjectivity is required. Psychoanalysis has not
escaped this dilemma nor has it confronted it entirely either.

Freud consistently points to this dilemma when he takes up the question of
masochism which, like a wall he keeps accidentally banging his headtagain’t go
away. Indeed one might even say that it is what we inherit in our advanced state of
civilization- the internalization of authority whose consequence is the trapssdience
in the form of psychic impotence. As Badiou puts it, “the inability to make a ralalson
choice” (ibid., p.53). The modern subject for Freud is a masochist. A child is being
beaten stands as the hallmark fantasy for men and women alike and is held in place by
the hysterical relation to authority. | will return to this dilemma agaid again. For now
| would like it to be marked as a starting point.

Lacan (1970/2006) was one who tried to begin his discourse from this location
which he formulates the minute he constitutes the mirror stage as theangtaitsre of

narcissism and the development of the ego. What distinguishes man from animal? The
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constitutive relationship we have to images and words. This would begin to unfold into
an entire system. There are always three, and there is no hierarchy- hensaydoo

many words in one seminar. This was about his symbolic, imaginary and real, what
would become his holy trinity. He was trying to show structurally the posgibflit

another way of thinking about the subject.

Insufferable Knowledge

| haven't figured out how to work with these concepts and | cannot keep the
distinctions between them very clear in my mind. To others they seem alnfestlper
differentiated, and one works with each together and separately at diffenetstin the
treatment or theoretically when writing. | don’t understand, but | am also quiaht t
understand. This is perhaps the consequence of the commandment, its seduction, my
problems with reverence.

It is this difficulty that gave us hysteria as centered on the mythic lpsceae-
knowing, seeing, and understanding nothing and all too much. Knowing and not knowing
are always simultaneous despite the fantasy that at some point it magivaseh
absolute knowledge. There is for Freud, we must remember, always somagsimg nm
knowledge which has consequences for a subject. Or, as Lacan will show, there is a
virtue in this ‘something lacking’ which means that the question of whether or not | am to
escape my problems with reverence is not quite what is at stake. The passion of the
hysteric is not the problem, and for Lacan, it may even be the solution.

So, which route to take- all or nothing. Here are the imagined extremes of

sadomasochism which was always centered in a relationship to knowledge eves if that i
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what can hardly be articulated by the sado-masochist. Indeed the psygtoagiation
to mastery has obscured these problems in a substitution of mastery for gensiioasgjue
of epistemology. They have delinked these categories.

What can we know? One might say that any subversion of sadomasochism, the
move from pre-oedipal to so called ‘genital’ sexuality, or, perhaps even more simaply
possibility of sublimation, requires a change in the subject with respect tdatisnghip
to knowledge, which, one could rightly take to mean that there is an inherent relationship
between sadomasochism and knowledge as mastery. | don’t think I'm the fiugjgest
such a thing and one might remember that Socrates himself professed to know nothing as
an attempt to get around this dilemma.

My maternal grandmother, the same one who wrote the letter, used to say to me
“Jack of all trades, master of none” because, as the story goes, | wouldinesker
projects before | was on to the next. Maybe | was lucky despite my grandisiothe
consternation. What frustrates me is a question concerning education, pedaafogy; t
assumptions must be made that one knows, has something to give, has been given
something, performs the outcome of this exchange, and so has made certain progress.
Once questions concerning the value of this exchange are raised, it puts the passibilit

writing in jeopardy. It is here where the discipline of psychoanalysisrgiy suffers.

The Problem of Writing
It has often been remarked that Lacan was afraid of writing- that is okedburs
you do not accept that it was a deliberate act on his part not to write. For him &isesie w

guestion about transmission in psychoanalysis, especially acute when reverence
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transference love, is in the air, along with authorities, judgment, and knowledge. He
indeed refused, but, as he says at the end of Seminar XVII, this refusal is theronby f
collaboration (Lacan, 1991/2007). He slashed and burned his institutes in the same spiri
‘there is a problem at the école.’ Like a good analyst his moves chnaradl

institutionally were always designed to take hold of the transferenceyvtheflbis

disciples, in a way that dispenses with its paralyzing effects to the bertéfitsefwhich

keep the discourse moving.

Movement is always what was important for Lacan and defines what many call
his ethics of the drive. In this way his ethics has a relationship to love, but is onsdabat
it, in order to go beyond it. Again, the place of love in relation to ethics, an ethics that
finds the place beyond the ‘limits of love and knowledge’ as Lacan (1975/1998) called it,
is what this work will take up. Loving psychoanalysis then concerns this dilemma of
how to write in order to get beyond mere loving, and an ethics that will address this
guestion of its life and death.

Adjustments to form with the intent of grasping elusive content, even provoking
it, or using it as a way of demonstrating a structural principle, have lorgfeumad their
way into philosophy and literature since the advent of modernism. Lacan waangestr
to such tactics and this was, perhaps like this work itself, his greatestandues
greatest failing. One takes that risk. For Adorno, one could say the same thinghf-or bot
it was, failure or not, a necessity. The continuation of the work was always uhdeata
that had to be seized by the work itself- be it the end of philosophy, the trauma of the

Second World War, the moralization of the Freudian corpus, positivism, ideology in



17

general, and so on. The writing absorbed this crisis and transformed it in isctery
There could be no other antidote.

For myself, the feeling that the death of psychoanalysis is imminent has for t
long plagued its discourse and its written word which has eschewbkdgperimentation.
If I obviate this question of death, indeed, place it in an act of near repetition as the
governing title of this work, it will be in the hope that one can finally subvert its
petrifying grip. This question guides the form this writing takes. For @&(i983) this
was of course also on the minds of philosophers for decades now- eschatology- and
somehow we had to get away from their obsessions with death. Derrida writes in such a
way so as to provoke this end of the end, or, as Lacan provocatively titled one of his
seminars, simplygEncore What must continue then is the kind of writing in
psychoanalysis that carries into its form its form of ethics. A writingréfases not to
dispense with the aporia that it currently finds itself in- that between the saliaed the
singular, its human and inhuman elements, the gap between knowledge and truth- as the

only way out.

Promises, Promises

To return to the question of weariness then, it is in this fatigue that | find aaway t
slow down. This is an important moment. It is the moment of ethical responsibility,
calling to mind Derrida itWriting and Difference“A community of the question,
therefore, within that fragile moment when the question is not yet determnmueigh for
the hypocrisy of an answer to have already initiated itself beneath theofrthe

guestion...in which the question has not yet found the language it has decided to seek, is
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not yet sure of its own possibility within the community... this is very littleacet
nothing” (Derrida, 1978, p. 80). Omeustbe fatigued with the current state of the
discourse. It is the necessary first step. It is one that takes into considbat
radically threatened we are as a community and so begin to form itselflaa@uestion.

It is undeniable that psychoanalysis is facing a crisis, of legitimasufe, and
one that extends into the very foundations of the ethical responsibility of its work as a
clinical endeavor. To ask questions about the foundations of our work and the form of its
writing indeed threatens what is already under threat externally. ©tdking this threat
further, rather than backtracking to what will always be a pre-Freudian psgghoan

we escape this ‘hypocrisy of an answer’ as Derrida puts it.

Answers from our Father, Questions from Afar
| will do my best now to insure that | provide a place from which you are invited
to respond. Is this the letter in the dream addressed to no one, one in particular, in the end
un-circulated and unopened? It is a matter once again of what one does with the place
assigned to the one who knows, which always begins with a question of authority. For
psychoanalysis, this is always a question of the Father:
This absence of the father results in the Name-of-the-father failiogerate as a
substitute, a point to be grasped in terms of an appeal with no response. This is
fundamental for understanding the absence here. Someone is invoked and does
not appear... we can posit this as an alternative to what Lacan reminds us of again
and again, and not uncritically: namely, that for Freud everything is setayn
the function of the father; in fact, by precisely an eternal love for the f&her.
contrast, what Lacan advances... aims to do without the Name-of-the-father under
the condition that we put it to use” (Harari, 2001, p. 346-347).

How do you put to use this love of a Father? | think that is a very important question that

strikes at the heart of a discipline that has always maintained one.
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To promise is inherently romantic. Critchley quotes Stanley Cavell (1979, “the
dream revolution, and break their hearts” in his bdeky Little... Almost Nothing
(Critchley, 1997, p. 113). Promises invoke this love of the Father. Lacan understood very
early that this relationship of truth to a knowledge which only functions in detour,
knowledge that can only be left aside or left behind, forces psychoanalysis to try and
conceptualize its action, confronted with this ambiguity. As much as theseqgadsive
been radically separated by philosophy, clinically we find that they arpletaty
intertwined psychoanalytically. In order to put to use a father, the relaifioofsa subject
to knowledge has to be transformed, and this transformation is an ethical actp&itt re
to that subject.

Even further it is bound up with a moment of passivity, a fragile moment of
submission, in a psychoanalysis that promises that this leads somewherendise tha
heartbreak of propping up a father and the revolution which closes the circle. The king is
dead... Long live the king! as the joke goes. Such was what Lacan wanted to show in
what he called the analysis of the hysteric and the traversing of theyfauttias opens
the path of psychoanalysis as a radical practice.

Radical here is taken to mean ethical. Only in an intimate knowledge of the
hysteric, just as Freud with Dora, can the knowledge of psychoanalysisgsragthkis
fashion. Remember her final dream- in the place where she expects to finthérer fa
instead finds that he has died and settles down to read her big book on sexuality. In the
hysteric’s love of fathers she shows you the place of the abyss winals dtie analyst to

find their way towards the neutrality of the analytic position. It requiresoti@asubmit
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to this reverence of hers, as much as in my way, | am asking you, the readeheto do t

same.

Impossible Discourse of the Patient

Psychoanalysis must be patient. It asks the impossible- what to say &abut w
seems impossible to say, what to write about what internally resistsvaeitayn, what to
know about what is marked by non-knowledge, how to know the truth when its locus is
elsewhere. For Lacan these impossibilities are the power of what caid bamalysis
which only works by virtue of the ‘power of the impossibles,” and so locates a limit or
absence which can be put to use. This is how he used what he called the ethical truth of
castration- the consequences of his reading of Freud’s Oedipus, or, thahisgme
missing’ from knowledge.

Lacan’s teaching which lasted some 28 years was riddled with impogsibilite
form of puns, enigmas, and jokes which forced the audience to listen much like an
analyst. So Lacan was patient. There is nothing else outside of the power of the
impossibles for Lacan except the accumulation of knowledge; and since psychisanaly
is not that, it must start with this impossibility which is not a lament-aat leot all the

time.

Impatience or Impossibility
| feel like | can say to you the thesis, just as my grandmother said it toutre
will reverse the negation into an affirmation- Jack of all trades, mast®ne. And I'm

done. | was always hasty. Perhaps with this one too, right off the bat. | caavvayet
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with it. But if it was simply a matter of stating it, a matter of commandrmefiaict,
affirmative or negative, then we would all be out of business. Freud understoodithis m
At times though, he shared my sympathies and my haste.

One should marvel at his radical impatience with himself and with Fleiss in his
letters at the time of his self-analysis: “the time for hypnosis is upall haste, your Dr.
Freud” (Freud, 1985, p. 22). His great irritation and confusion when he feels “incapable
of mastering it all” which makes him “beaten and disenchanted” are tlssitucies of
haste. He concludes that letter “I now feel a void.” If, Freud’s lettereegps his desire
to “catch aPateras the originator of neurosis” thereby putting an end to his “ever
recurring doubts”, it is not the fulfillment of this wish that in fact makesidrrork, but
a putting to use of the wish (ibid., p. 150-151). This is precisely what he does using his
transference to Fleiss- his love, his most cordial friend, his tyrant- in ordeally hot

back away from transgressive discovery as he did earlier with the cogpara@ent.

Failure

In his interpretation of dreams we can also see this dilemma particulane as
that bumps up against the inherent failure of wish fullfillment- Freud’s questionthg a
search for his own authority, his mausoleum of shit and the better cure, Irmet®mje
He was still, nevertheless, able to say without knowing exactly what it wasetinaas
saying, and that is Freud’s gift. Amazing when you realized that he dreaened t
Interpretation.From there you cannot but watch the book fold in on it$&if folding
unleashes into an opening, like the very movement and work of any interpretation. That

thisis what was meant by interpretation hasn’'t been fully realized.
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The failure to do what one intends is so important, especially with respect to
interpretation. In Lacan’s semindihe Non Duped Errenthe question would be about a
certain kind of failure- being a master, a non-dupe or being a dupe, perhaps eken a Jac
of all trades (Lacan, 1973). This will hold for Lacan in the case of ethics astweitles
around this issue of failure. What is imaginary is not illusory and so is not fpiioee
and simple with the moral implication that can be attached therein. The equévafenc
this has brought us psychoanalysis as mental hygiene. To resist this is htwvriedr
Freud.

One cannot get a better sense of this failing with respect to a particular kind of
object then Freud’s feeling of failure with respect to Fleiss- for altienis always
ashamed and incommensurate. It is the working through of castration. & tkals
support, or lack thereof seen from another perspective, that offered to him the ppssibilit

of writing something new.

Love of the Impossible

Lacan, in hisvariations on the Standard Treatmesitates, “the symptom is the
return of the repressed in a compromise formation and that repression, herevlasre|se
constitutes the censorship of truth. Ignorance must not, in fact, be understood here as an
absence of knowledge but, just as love and hate, as a passion for being- for it can, like
them, be a path by which being forms” (Lacan, 2006, p. 297) This is again, his placing
the relation to knowledge at the center of hysteria and the action that tatef@a

there in a psychoanalysis. Thus ignorance, like love and hate, has a relation to knowledge
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and it is the transformation of that relation which is the path by which being is
transformed. It will follow that this passion structures the analyti@sdn.

Lacan will say later in the same work, “the positive fruit of the revelation of
ignorance is non-knowledge, which is not a negation of knowledge but rather its most
elaborate form” (ibid., p. 297). Where one in fact goes in analysis is toward a love of the
unconscious which is the most elaborate form of knowledge as non-knowledge.

This love, to say it once again, is not illusory. Whatever its form, it is not in
guestion. But it begs the question of what one does with it. Serge Leclairg write

Not denying the nature of true love is only a careful way of stating that one
recognizes love, and this, of course, is the least one can expect of an analyst. This
is not the time to yield to philosophical or aesthetic temptations and think of love
as a winged cupid or a concept. What we need to recognize is the love of a
woman...What do we mean by this, if not that our answer will depend, eminently
so, on this inescapable recognition? But how?... Recognizing transference love as
real means first of all that we somehow wished for it. Seducers in our own way,
we have invoked the infernal powers and conjurediagt nunadhe demons of

love... What she expects from analysis... is the recognition of the essential truth
of her words as a woman... | refuse to believe that an experience of truth can ever
be erased: transference is such an experience and so is transference love... My
accepting her into analysis is an invitation to speak, and she is going without
detour to the end of what she has to sayjdwessancen suffering. In so doing,

she loves the person who invited her to speak and lets her speak... Now let us
suppose that, following Breur's example, | indulged a reaction of withdrawal in
front of a woman’s love and labored to convince her of its illusory or pathological
nature. My interventions, even if pertinent and sober, could only be taken for what
they would in fact be: a blunt refusal, a way of telling her that, even in analysis, a
woman’s words ofouissancéhave no place (Leclaire, 1975/1998, p. 64-66).

What to do with the love of our patients? Of course there is a slipping here, between the
patient’s love and the love of the analyst, which can, nevertheless, abide by thmeprinc

of abstinence. It was this idea of abstinence and neutrality which firgghirabout the

guestion of ethics in psychoanalysis. However, it is more complicated than the mere
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refusal of our patient’s love in which the question of ethics has been derailed. Serge
Leclaire picks up this refusal as a refusal of the unconscious.

In loving the unconscious the analyst knows how to address the love of the
hysteric, and it is never by way of knowledge. It is most certainly not saledfithe
unconscious message which is often cloaked in the vicissitudes of love. To findthis pat
is to work ethically. Conceptualizing ethics and the particularity of thenpsyalytic
encounter is necessary in order to understand analytic neutrality. Ironicaflg,dre the
most neglected conceptualizations.

From this one might hear that what is required is to understand how interpretation
has effects outside the realm of knowledge and enters into the domain of the ethical
Doing so means to meet face to face with the hysterical demand: for teargpa
unconditional love, her high ideals which include a demand for mastery. Notoriously
difficult, a hysteric forces the position of the analyst into the narronwgbtsabetween
knowledge as mastery and knowledge as truth, prompting the ethical considerations of
the analytic position.

Again, this was the progression of Freud’s letters to Fleiss. The confrontatiion wi
knowledge in the form of medical authorities, being thrown into periodic depressions
from reading endless books on a given topic, and finally the transformation of dhés int
passion for a psychoanalytic truth which must stand outside of this. Fleiss as a
transferential figure was used to give him the courage. That we must findrties s

courage is the impossibility on which this work rests.

From Love to Ethics
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This path from love to ethics cannot take place merely through conceptualization.
It must also occur in the very writing itself which cannot but be tied direxthyy voice.
Perhaps it moves by virtue of that- from the universal to the particular- trylogate
what is singular. Perhaps it tries to provoke that kind of truth. What | will say, and what
an analyst must begin from, is the fact that truth is such that it does not partake in
knowledge in an immediate or immanent sense. Convincing as interpretation, as
interpreting away, enters in through the domain of knowledge in fact aimed atglenyi
truth in one’s words. It is the refusal of this structure and the opening onto the path where
one “can go without detour to the end of what one has to say” (ibid., p. 65) that is the
injunction of a psychoanalytic ethics.

This ethic structures analysis, guides one, through the patient’s love and its
impossible relation to the knowledge of the analyst. If psychoanalysis is on geeofer
death, it will have been because this passion was lost in a knowledge drained of love in
order to pledge the future which, as Lacan (2006) says, belongs to no-one.
Psychoanalysis was always a hollowed out promise, mere words, which canaiot sust
themselves without submitting to this passion for being- it was always tgéé fra
moment between a promise and an articulated question. The articulation of a gqaestion i
the end of an analytic cure, not its beginning. This means the analyst has nevedprovide

an answer.

Interpret the Dream
Herein resides the space of my invitation. This invitation carries with it, the

possibility of its demise, its double. If the vase was this invitation, it broughtivitie
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letter and the commandment. The letter mirrored this promise but one whose pledge
brought certainty and closure. Certainty always comes in the form of @ibgbcti

knowledge. My Grandmother's commandment fulfilled in its inverted form- not master
of none, one master, one memory. And so if | am writing about ethics, it is bedsatse w

| want to do most of all is write about love. A funny displacement | agree, butadf miadi
merely occur out of sheer embarrassment, perhaps it occurs for a reason. Wotlelove

can slip- too much haste, too great of a demand. These demands bring me, if not others
first, to the point of radical fatigue. With ethics it is perhaps the matteliraftavhich

gives love all the more its validity in being and settles one in that space.

It is my hope that through ethics | can fulfill my promise to give love its dus. Thi
is a promise of necessity without an object. The promise that | hold out to you is such so
that you will follow me although | haven't quite told you where we are going, and
perhaps you wonder whether | even know myself. Is it enough to know that | love
psychoanalysis above all else to insure that you will try to hear out what tcdhsag and

what on that basis | will try to write?
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Disenchantment and Love

After all of this talk about love and ethics | am returning to someone as cranky
and at times authoritarian, as Adorno. | do not think he mentioned love once. Adorno
who knew what was good, bad, tasteful, degraded, the right questions, the ways of rigor,
what is necessary, what is impossible, and never for a moment positing whaves. | ha
always been able to see in the most extreme disenchantment, of necessity poiti
very problematic disenchantment of the world, a powerful hope and an unrelenting love.
What does it mean to hold on to love through writing it in almost total negation? Does it
not mirror the very act of disenchantment as the most powerful enchantment?efis Ca
(1979) said, romantics dream revolution and break their hearts.

| have loved Adorno more than any other, even Lacan. My reverence lasted
almost a decade. | am not sure | can love in the same way anymore. | am hew/eure
know why that has come to pass or whether | should be grateful for that passing.
Nevertheless | know it has occurred and | fault my analysis of almostdexation. |
turn back to him and his writings which captivated me in a passing moment that was al
too long.

Adorno makes an irresistible promise to his readers. In his last lecturd@frem
Problems of Moral Philosophye states, “On the question of whether moral philosophy
is possible today, the only thing | would be able to say is that essentially d eansgist
in the attempt to make conscious the critique of moral philosophy...More than this, |
believe, cannot in all decency be promised. Above all, no one can promise that the

reflections that can be entertained in the realm of moral philosophy can be used t
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establish a canonical plan for the good liezausdife itself is so deformed and distorted
that no one is able to live the good life in it or to fulfill his destiny as a human being”
(Adorno, 1996/2001, p. 167). Here it is said, a consciousness of impotence, a reflectivity
that can lead to no prescription for action or redemption. The circle is closed. I love him
for closing it. | love him for the impossibility. | love him for so fully shroudarg/ hope.

And yet |, just as he, never let go of the object upon which this hope is attached however
much we render it opaque. Keep it inaccessible in fact. That is the way to Hoeisigd

is perhaps his very methodology of negative dialectics.

Through a philosophy of disenchantment and the stated impossibility of
transformative action or revelation, one buried the object of hope in order to bringaabout
fuller awareness of material conditions in all its contradictions. ikfeddad, materialism
good, | was taught. Nevertheless, “shared and contested in academic ditpabgsct
may not exist; it is not for that matter a lost one. On the contrary, the knowledge
corresponding to it has the ever thickening consistency of an imaginary whpse ve
obtuseness usurps the place of truth” (Muller, 1985, p. 4). The ‘lost object’ in
psychoanalysis stands as the condition for the subject of speech; Adorno’s knowledge of
impossibility stands in direct opposition to this subject.

In Adorno’s becauskestablishing the why of the impossibility of moral
philosophy, we can see the force of his certainty and the way it holds onto this object
through negation. Why does Adorno assume here that he knows with so much certainty
when he allows almost nothing the same claim? This certainty fulfills tmeige of
impotence. It is true that reflection cannot be used to establish a canonicéliplas.

well true that life is deformed. But the causal link is not certain. It may &swveuch to
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do with reflection as with deformation and what the two have to do with each other is not
clear except that there is a ragged gap. And who in any caskfaskleis canonical plan?

Adorno will go on to say, “we may not know what the absolute good is or the
absolute norm, we may not even know what man is or the human or humanity- but what
the inhuman is we know very well indeed. | would say that the place of moral philosophy
today lies more in the concrete denunciation of the inhuman, than in the vague and
abstract attempt to situate man in his existence” (Adorno, 1996/2001, p. 175). This
denunciation holds onto the object of its reverence from which all else is lost aletbgra
It is declared inhuman. This is why it is not for all of that a lost object. The kdge/lef
this object held in absentia follows. As such, this is not the same as the prontiseuthe
to you earlier which despite its own negativity, hesitation, anxiety, functibrs a
differently. Rather than denounce the inhuman I think it aims to go straight to thefhear
it. Such was Lacan’s claim about the space of the hole inside the vase, thselfse i
human as he saigar excellence

So it is again a matter of the vase and the letter. The risk and uncertainty involved
in any act of love is eradicated as knowledge gives over to the object its qaaiibpd.
It also stands that this knowledge increases the more the object is negated.

Adorno knew very well the problems of reason, as well as, of a relativism which
wants to dispense with reason- both grow absolute. Nevertheless his certalinty its
absolute and I think it is for this that | loved him without question. He promised nothing
and yet in a very subtle way he promises almost everything. Is this not the kxexrypf

hysteric?
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The irony will be that in acting out his love in this way, he will lose it through
trying too seriously, too tragically, to have it and hold on to it. And so he did. His game
wagered on a return which is perhaps to go too far. One could also state that it is to not go
far enough. Lacan says loving is giving what one does not have. The inverse surely
applies. Having is to love what cannot be given. And the converse, giving is to love what
one does not have, is where he should have centered his discourse. In that case, it is in the
love of the inhuman, where we give what ultimately cannot be had.

Adorno’s gift is to think thought in contradiction, aporia, and failure. The problem
is that while he declared that one could not escape failure he likewise madatconsta
demands that one, at some point, be able to. This failure of his was always exigrnal a
too real, no matter what and however much it was internalized. There was always
posited linear temporality, a relationship of uni-directional causality-raednial
division was a subsequent factor. As such any hope had to find its way underground-
degraded to an impossible conviction, deadly responsibility, and negated love-
subordinate to a reflectivity thhdto grasp its own failurenly as a failure to do
anything in the world. One cannot live rightly or justly and yet must also ngver tr
transcend that failure because to do so would be to somehow fail all the more.

It is simply pathos, said with negation not affirmation. Adorno, not master of none
but master of one- one life, one object, one faith, one failure. Good that he’s got it under
his control. Terrible that this was exactly what he wanted to avoid.

And so when I think of this more of his, it's hard for me in this to imagine what

more there could possibly be- what mbeamagined and became terrified of. And, if |
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accept that more why then would | back away from that depth of negativityPofiye i
will be that Adorno’s system gave him over to endless, impotent, oscillation.

The subject for whom there is no true life in the false one is relieved of
responsibility for action, not reflection. Yet, despite reason’s violence theopeeason
was never abandoned. What Adorno never found reasonable was any consideration of the
transformation of the subject. While he stated again and again the imposfib#itgial
transformation, he clung to it with silent desperation as the only hope and the only
possibility. This object’s quality as good was given substance the morduts taibe
realized was. It follows that for Adorno there was a good and that this good was
elsewhere.

“Closed upon itself the advancement of learning hangs on... this cultural subject-
object is Nature-in-progress—the truth remains unreached and repiebsgdnd... This
omission sustains the demand for an existing essential relation beyond the discours
unable to write it * (Muller, 1985, p. 6). This subject who thinks but cannot act, grows
violent. It rests on impossibility and yet vehemently refuses it. The disconasde to
write it and the impossibility of an essential relation beyond it are wiaatstsake in an
understanding of failure as that impossible relation between love and knowledge.

So itis that in the end, for Adorno, one is impotent in the face of uncompromising
master. The hidden idol and the declared wound create what is the greatest paradox in
Adorno’s very own work- out of the most extreme debt to the human through thinking
the inhuman, his thought becomes inhuman itself and the debt remains. He ends up

offering nothing, | would say, rather than almost nothing.
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Heidegger’s jargon of authenticity was too much and in the end betrayed
Heidegger’s own fundamental betrayal. But this is a betrayal that coregskij any
imagined possibility. It was too much for Adorno and like the obsessional he preterred t
keep his desire mired to impossibility- a fantasy of fulfillment that ispdndeferred.

Perhaps it was the Nazis. No poetry after Auschwitz. He never really mathta
faith in language, in the possibility of speech, perhaps just silent resistsolated
reflexivity, at best conscious non-participation, which is why in the end I think his only
consolation was music. There too he buried his hopes and his dreams. And there too he
became the most ferocious culture monger, his authoritarian side peeking tihoough
the most desperate hope out of the most disavowed pain. This is Freud’s failed neurotic
rebellion. | always forgave him his essay on Jazz when | would never forgess ébr

SO much less.

For the Love of Hegel

Love has that power because for Lacan it is what joins the three rings and makes
possible their correspondence as well as their slippage. And so Adorno (1963/1993) at his
best, something | only realized now, is in a strange essay &Katinos, or How to
Read HegelHis love for Hegel manifests itself in his pure desire to have you read his
words- huge quotations without explanation. They go on for pages.

If one has read Adorno for so long it is uncanny to encounter these endless
citations and his almost said, “read, it's good, | promise, keep reading, it'll ble iyort
wait, be patient”. We can hear Hegel’s affirmative and neverthelessativeshope-

‘Essence must appear!” Adorno’s wish too is that Hegel appear in the vetifmmrof
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his sentences and the march of his thought, something more than just failure, bad
equivocation, as marked by his critics. Hegel, he will say, lets go of soetiin to
systematization, but Adorno is trying to understand how it is also something raore th
just that. Also, what that more had to do with language and with writing.

Adorno is patient. Failure, equivocation, in writing and reading- the play of
language- come together to illuminate the object but without so much of a mentien of t
torrid inhuman capitalist external reality which renders such work the apdy@uadeois
bad conscience.

He becomes interested in the “suspended quality associated with Hegel's
philosophy” (Adorno, 1963/1993, p. 91). The moment between that is at stake in Hegel’s
writing and Hegel’s dialectic. This is also the moment before he lapsessrjoehtest
falsity according to Adorno, when tiRhenomenologgoncludes on the note of absolute
spirit. This is the reason why one has to make so many allowances accordingrto. Ador
Every sentence is unsuitable to its aim, exceeds it in fact. To allow fos thisaad with
a generosity of spirit not an absolutism of it. To say it again, Adorno is patient.

There is work to be done. There is an intention, of the whole, but it is not this but
the work done in that direction which makes up the moments of understanding. In this the
whole becomes the untruth which does not render the work false. If anythingsiitgtse
truth all the more:

Hegel makes himself inaccessible to anyone who is not familiar with hiallover

intention... At every point one must bear in mind, however provisionally, what

Hegel is after; one must illuminate him from behind, so to speak... But if one

stakes everything on this one can falsify him again. One then easily aubates

has thus far been injurious to interpretation, namely, an empty consciousness of

the system that is incompatible with the fact that the system is not intended t

form an abstract higher-order concept with regard to its moment but rather to
achieve its truth only in and through the concrete moments” (ibid., p.92).



To illuminate from behind is to play without injuring the possibility for an interpogta
without the stakes becoming too high, too concrete, too essential. This play between a
demand which forces one to go to work in tension with false intentions, is the play of
reading Hegel contained within Hegel's own writing. There is something isexde
Hegel and it forces Adorno to try and evoke Hegel’s very person in his speech.

He picks up a dual demand- “to float along, to let himself be borne by the current
and not the force the momentary to linger” as well as, “develop an intelleciwal sl
motion procedure, to slow down the tempo at the cloudy places in such a way that they
do not evaporate and their motion can be seen” (ibid., p. 123). The reading, just as the
content read, is split into extremes. Right away he contrasts this witkhasfiet demand
that the work one is delivered be done. An imperative that one finishes and finish well
enough. This latter is false consciousness. It leaves out the necessity aftiomlated
in the distinction between what is familiar and what is not yet familiar, alheddy
exists and what is new- a temporal organizing in a dialectic of ‘retrodotie’ and
‘retrogressive consciousness’. This is to listen with a “speculative Baig' is to be
bound by speech and the language one hears, not the imperative of knowledge or claim
that can be made on another’s intent.

What this listening refers to is an openness to the dialectical process- the
contradiction of demands for clarity along with the possibility of giving somebbje
other than myself voice. Sensuous aspects of language whose movement comes close to
the sensuous particulars demand to be given voice and yet resist language and
conceptualization. This is the movement- before and after, open and closed. Hg will sa

that Hegel’s ideal:
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is non-argumentative thought. His philosophy which, as a philosophy of identity

stretched to the breaking point, demands the most extreme efforts on the part of

thought, is also dialectical in that it moves within the medium of a thought freed
from tension. Whether his philosophy is followed through to the end depends on

whether this relaxation is attained or not (ibid., p. 141).

In wanting to keep things absolutely closed or open- freed from time’s aitcdlat the
disappearance of mediation or its inexorable presence, the speculative earft®salea
cannot follow— through or to the end. One cannot stand this place between structures
that provide points of recognition.

Yet, he'll say, with Hegel, that there are flashes of illumination which cannot be
extinguished. He manages it and so defeats his critics and their demandstfor clari
Adorno stumbles upon Hegel’'s words, the language, and it is through that that he’ll
develop a theory of expression before he will writeAgsthetic TheoryThis reading of
Hegel will form the basis of his argument of the play of forces at work in tiodjaxdt.

“In evoking the speaking person of Hegel, Adorno practices his own self-divestiture...
[here] philosophy is the expression of spirit, which is the negation of self in ther miatt
hand... the life of spirit has a kinship with mortality and death” (ibid., p. xxx).

If one gives voice to the inexpressible and thus gives it life, it is given back its
mortality in a kind of resurrection. But it was never death@first place, only thereafter.
This is the lost object never re-found brought to light through a conception of the
possibility of something new. This is a far cry from the impossibility ofahphilosophy
or the good life.

So a question remains for me. How can Adorno understand the necessity to put

aside demands upon language for clarity, identity stretched to the breaking pomt, whe

he demands all along and shortly thereafter, clarity from language through a
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correspondence with actuality? Traversing impossibility in the directipossgibility he
manages to end where he begins. He grows argumentative. Through Adorno we witnes
his untruth- that opposites collapse into the same.

Adorno notices in Hegel a slip but fails to see how he does so in the exact same
way. He says, he makes do with declarations, “theses that say that sonsesingen
the work has not yet been done” (ibid., p. 94). Like father, like son, Jack of all trades,
master of none. Adorno declares that Hegel would not allow something into his own
language, he sided too much with objectivity. He says about Hegel, "whattgivaisair
[of sovereignty] is the preponderance of quasi-oral delivery over the wetten t
Vagueness, something that cannot be eliminated in dialectic, becomes andidteg|
because he did not include an antidote to it in his language” (ibid., p. 100). But, it is the
same with Adorno also, who while creating an antidote in his writing styletetidia his
wife The Aesthetic Theouring the last years of his life back in Germany. Such a
strange scene this man, this philosopher, and his stenographer wife. It is almost
unreadable. He will say about Hegel that his dialectic is the contradictiondpetinee
labor of thought and the nature of language. His labor would come to overshadow.

And in a moment of great irony Adorno writes, “the art of reading him should
take note of where something new begins, some content, and where a machine that was
not intended to be a machine is simply running and ought not to keep doing so” (ibid., p.
95). And so | will read Adorno in this way because | loved him as much as he continued
to love Hegel. To love with the force of repetition that wants desperately to slow dow

the movement to the moment between beats— near silence and with pause.
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This is the moment before | will lose him and his time will have come to pass. |
cannot slow it down enough. From this after moment, it is also true that | could not have
precipitated the crossing fast enough. And when | read Adorno | see thattee ta
stay in this before, this silence, because he knew it would lapse. It is the thadihg
fears most of all. He cannot accept this inherent failure and so he fails inibgcom
certain that it is in this before moment, objectified, where truth resideslsalis
impossible. He was, in the end, terribly romantic.

Hegel’s thought makes a demand for the thing-in-itself and so is grounded in the
Thing as an impossible demand for unconditional love. Yet, through “a playful element”
in language, the Thing was given expression- both as indebted to every other, as non-
identical, and yet also taken as a whole, free of debt, identical. How cantistsede
by side? Hegel's phenomenology is divided into a set of moments- that are real, whe
mediation vanishes, that are also false, since this absence of mediationas a fict
produced by the work, and so are also essential only in the play followed through to the
“furious disappearance of being into nothing” (Muller, 1985, p. 20). thitadast moment,
the third turn, that Adorno forgets.

At the very end, in this third moment, Adorno declares, “it says, with pathos,
nonidentity... The dialectic could be consistent only in sacrificing consistency by
following its own logic to the end. These, and nothing less, are the stakes in
understanding Hegel” (Adorno, 1963/1993, p. 148). That is the risk that is here taken in
order to relieve the debt.

Without language, without the pathos that says it, there is only objectified failure

Here Adorno declares that Hegel is inconsistent in attempting to achieunsistency
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without true sacrifice of it. So it is pathos- one cannot but say it without it acheaiy

so. True sacrifice is a fantasized exchange. Sacrifice is nothing buifeesitpat

momentarily takes on the character of an act in relation to an individual such thgshe pa
with a pound of flesh in order that something may begin to take place. It will bever
enough for Adorno. And so he raises the stakes- nothing less. With him we will end with
less than nothing.

Generosity and certitude are the extremes. In creating these asathefdubk
play he fell short of Hegel's ideal of non-argumentative philosophy. This wadalso t
way in which classical analysis fell short of non-argumentative intatget The
demand wanted its object now for gratification without having to know anything about it-
unconditional love. The promise held out by the other was certain of its knowledge about
this object and made a judgment on the demands for gratification- conditional love. Short
of the immediacy of a gratification to one’s demand, one declares impoteviceias
eros of castration. Objections to the knowledge concerning gratificatiomghdd
wishes would be argued as resistance and heresy- absolutism.

The project and the work are closed in on themselves. The unconscious as ethic is
lost which is the play between these two natures. “It would be another gospel of
castration for love... They fall prey to their own unilateral criticisrhs-delf abolishing
nature of a frustrated demand” (Muller, 1985, p. 20). The play loses all of itstiragila
promise made between uncertainty and action, between what Adorno called thg drifti
along and slow-motion before evaporation, the familiar and the unfamiliar, the old and
the new. What would exceed the ultimate false claims upon reality, the language and

work itself which exceeded these intentions, was brought to a halt. This exitess is
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unconscious which succeeds the division between the human and the divine, absolute
knowledge and forced ignorance, freedom and obligation, conditional and unconditional
love. It likewise overcomes impotence, as speech becomes action. It is sutiject t
temporal movements of desire which is exactly that movement the obsessional cannot
tolerate. Paralysis feels much more secure. Inhibition rules the day.

The excess of desire points to the fact that “where one knows one does not enjoy
and where one enjoys one does not know” (Muller, 1985, p. 23). | would add that where
one knows one does not speak and so does not write. What is the relation between
enjoyment and action?

Knowing has everything to do with gratification in reality precipitated at
future. Haste towards return. Debt declared in advance of necessityde(sul whose
crime is known. Survival under the auspices of an enemy evaded in reality. Inherited
authority. Analysis will proceed to the letter- one master, all thetsestave. Your only
choice, not as subject, nor as human, is to “hurl yourself at this all powerfulnesss This
to assume that you “have not taken it up yourself” (Safouan, 1993/2003, p. 63). Here is
the forced choice between knowledge and ignorance. This is the potential in the vase for
the wish granted by the letter. Enjoyment will be something else.

So itis that while | read this essay of Adorno’s, | hear in him as he reads Hegel
the movement of analysis as | have come to understand it through Lacan. Adorno with
Hegel, out of love for Hegel, allowed himself momentarily to be a dupe. Otlecheis
would refuse. In this last moment, | hear the dangers of analysis taken too flar. Whi
Adorno ends in a place that | have come to criticize, before and after that nadment

objectified failure denounced in the name of a Good, he embodies nevertheless the
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patience necessary in any reading and any listening taken on withouh{yetedainty.
And | take up his demand as an actuality- his demand that it be so in reality,gctmgin
its object with desperation. Likewise | refuse this demand (how can | but podmise
him that while there may not be an immediate return, or a future guaranteastaer
promise that can be made.

This is a promise to listen to what he has to say with generosity and love. | will be
patient. The ethic that inscribes this promise resides in an understanding of the pathos
inherent in this and does not for all that declare it unfit. “Language both grants these
objects- its ‘human’ nature- and takes them away- its ‘divine’ nature. Bothaseles
necessary for humans to live. The two sides taken together constitute the unconscious;
that is why it is ethic rather than ontic. The unconscious is a vital condition fartdjeets
to exist as human and for humans to exist as subjects” (Muller, 1985, p. 22). In this ethic
the good vanishes. It is not relegated to an elsewhere or given status inotte. Géne
beyond as ethic in fact relegates it as a no- nowhere else, in as much as an®come
know this object as undesirable which gives one access to language and so to speech.

This is the analyst after the fall- the furious disappearance of benghmg.

The irony being itself that you need the analyst to know that you do not need them any
longer. You have to desire them to find out that to have them is to lose them. | had to
assume at first that Adorno knew without question in order to take up my position as a
subject allowed knowledge in her own right. | needed Adorno in order to say to you now
that | do not need him any longer. Perhaps if there is anything we know abougtgthics

this moment is that it functions through a reversal- we need it in all its inbpibg$n
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order to figure out what we can have in it. That it is somehow both the risk of love and
the bearing-out of disenchantment.

So it stands that where | failed for all these years with Adorno was to tefuse
know where Adorno disappointed me. Our mutual failure had everything to do with love-
love which cannot but fail to know and knowledge which fails to love. | think | can say to
you that my love erred in faith not bad conscience. It left the place of knowledgeoopen s
that it can take place after the fact- hysterical ignorance out arlogtreverence. |
never got as far as my own certainty, just an identification with his, agimed authority.

So one has to wait, hope, for the passing and the fall. The letter was but a dream and a
wish that can be brought under question.

This is just as it is in any treatment. Adorno the supposed subject of knowledge
but who didn’t know how to resist taking up this position in the transference. This would
be the death of psychoanalysis. He would not be a dupe. | cannot blame him, | think he
was terrified. His escape was too close. Benjamin didn’t make it, anckhfoéthat how
can one love again? Adorno’s weeping without tears. In the face of his silence and his
certainty, | would remain utterly ignorant. So | had to read him as he reat Hagdng
for what is new out of what is old and should not continue running.

Once again, as Lacan points out, this ignorance is not a lack of knowledge but just
as love and hate, a passion for being and a path by which it is formed. Now there are two.
| am better off with both of them, my reverence split between Adorno and Lacan. Adorno
who | loved without question before, and now the form it takes after, through Lacan. My
mother, my father. As Badiou states:

For the continuation of philosophy. What is ultimately at stake here can be
formulated in terms of the following question which weighs upon us and threatens
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to exhaust us: can we be delivered, finally delivered, from our subjection to
Romanticism?” (Badiou, 2004, p. 22)

The separation of the new from the machine that continues to run happens at the moment
one is delivered from romanticism, just as, for Freud neurosis develops out of
sentimentality and sentimentality needs to be transformed into somethingpelskif t

from the family complex by way of desire.

Sentimentality, Semblance, Sublimation

One might venture the word sublimation out from under all of this. Lacan
(1975/1998) will say ifEncore,in rather Adorno like grammatical structuring, that
knowledge dreams of a pre-discursive reality. Listen to how wonderfully theatedi
and subject reverse themselves here- prediscursive reality dreams cédgewahd
knowledge dreams of a prediscursive reality. Transitivity is of the esgetius i
structure. In this | see the child, unable yet to articulate, copulate surelso avho
longs for knowledge and mastery. The drive outruns biology which puts the
epistemological need at the center of desire. We learned as much frons Fleed’
Essayq1905). What it is that one is really looking for is enjoyment- the failure that
propels our diphasic sexuality; the failure that lays bare the necessitiidtaver is
meant by sublimation.

Knowledge is founded on the wish which stands in for the lost object. To aim for
knowledge of that object means that one must know more and more in a realm which has
nothing to do with a subject discursively mediated. Such activity is futile whichyis w
the hinge of a psychoanalytic cure is the fall of the supposed subject of knowing. But one

has to pass through that wish for absolute knowledge.



43

How can you if you constantly negate it? It is here within this movement, between
an attachment to impossibility and its subversion, that we may once again be adale to f
our way through Adorno back to psychoanalysis. His relentless pursuit of noryidenti
his sensitivity to listening, process, for the slightest glimpse of it, wéateis, is not
unlike what it takes to listen for the unconscious.

Of course Adorno longed for nothing else which often forced his discourse into
one of sheer demand, but this is a place to begin. With Adorno there was an acute
attentiveness. Everything was mere appearance, essence alwaysasice dmitt the
possibility of the new, for non-identity to erupt from within appearance, washehat
sought both in works of art and to capture via his aesthetic theory. We only have
appearances as analysts and if we do not limit our listening to the consulting room,
someone with as stringent an ear, someone who knew how to listen to music, how to read
transformations in artistic form, may have something to say to us.

There has always been this question as to whether Lacan read Adorno and
Horkheimer’sDialectic of Enlightenmerdr whether there is just a curious correlation
with Juliette and Enlightenment Moralityith hisKant Avec SadeSuch speculation has
a long history (see Rudinesco, 1997) and which | find uninteresting to the current
dilemma. Rather | prefer the collapse between the two discourses- wd@r@Aeaves
off in raising to its apogee the question of the revolutionary character of the gower
semblance and Lacan takes up the question of ‘what is woman’ and ‘what does she want’
is the important site of this interchange. Adorno stistédinima Moraliag, “if today the
subject is vanishing, aphorisms take upon themselves the duty ‘to consider the exanesce

itself as essential” (Adorno, 1951/1974, p. 16). It was Lacan’s genius to describe this
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evanescent moment in a curious equivalence between the unconscious, as non-identity,
and woman, as Other. This is of course a rather strange equivalence but perhaps with
Adorno we should admit that “in psychoanalysis, nothing is true except the
exaggerations” (ibid., p. 49). Rhetoric for Adorno is the closest we will ever get to
content and the feminine for Lacan holds likewise a rather privileged position with
respect to the unconscious, pleasure, and castration.

Adorno had little faith in psychoanalysis, not unlike most philosophers who rarely
enter the consulting room, particularly because of our reified notions of history and
imperialist groping after content with a capital C. They have, for g kmmwvn better
than this. Adorno says, “psychoanalysis itself is castrated by its convéattina:
sexual motives, partly disavowed and partly approved are made totally insighific
The last grandly conceived theorem of bourgeois self-criticism has becoe@ns of
making bourgeois self-alienation, in its final phase, absolute, and of renderingtiraffec
the lingering awareness of the ancient wound, in which lies hope of a bettet (itidre
p. 66). While it is true that the wound bears out this hope, particularly for Adorno, it
requires a further turn lest it lapse into that ever thickening consistenoyirafginary,
as Muller pointed out. One step away from the festival of non-dupes, as Muller put it.

For Lacan this step was always first a kind of hystericization of disseuhikch
splits it right down the middle like a massive gash, and finally then the pagsbihe
analysis of the hysterical wound. Against Adorno, he renders that wound in a space
caught up in the middle between his three registers, one part symbolic, one part
imaginary, one part real. It is his 28 years of rigorously trying to bringaothe

conceptualization of a hole.
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If for Adorno psychoanalysis just played into the hands of the market he
nevertheless was able to pick out this problematic when he states that, thdehglet
in emptiness and the lie of fullness, the prevailing intellectual situatiowsafbr no third
way... The circulation sphere, whose stigmata are borne by intellectualesaispens a
last refuge to the mind that it barters away, at the very moment when reéligeno
longer exists. He who offers for sale something unique that no-one wants to buy,
represents, even against his will, freedom from exchange” (ibid., p. 68). Here wila
Adorno in the polarized opposition between jdnéssanceof the wound in the hysteric-
her delight in emptiness (in particular how uncomfortable it can make others perhaps
particular men) and theuissanceof the thinking obsessional- the lie of fullness. And of
course some way out of this deadly opposition, the elusive third way, as the key to a
freedom from the logic of mere exchange and fungibility.

How can | not see the particularity inherent in the analytic situation betwee
patient and analyst as that something unique that no one wants tBhljyRieff (1959)
points out that if the principle of the modern market is time turned into money,
psychoanalysis holds out the opposite- to turn money back into time. And if one has time,
then one slows down enough to, as Adorno would put it, realize the impossibility of
living the good life and perhaps manifest a real demand for it. This would be a demand
for the thing-in-itself but it begins as an object not quite lost before befdteidas
disappearance. So here we are with Adorno at the precipice. We should be gnateful fo
what can only be termed a ‘demand for analysis.’

Are we ready to move beyond the problematic essentialism of the demand for the

lost object? Postured thus our demand stretches into the question concerning ife very |
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and death of psychoanalysis itself. With Adorno we must bridge rightfully thisrronce
over the lie of Enlightenment morality. As Dany Nobus puts the question in his aptly
titled book,Knowing Nothing, Staying Stupid

Legitimacy crises within Lacanian psychoanalysis and, indeed, within the
psychoanalytic community as a whole, invariably revolve around the same old
issues concerning the relationship between knowledge and truth, the installation
and exercise of a particular social bond, the attribution and adoption of the roles,
functions and positions, and the delivery of a product whose surplus value is
optimal... The awareness of conflict, as a potentially productive experience,
within psychoanalysis, aralfortiori within Lacanian psychoanalysis, does not
guarantee better strategic plans for dealing with it. Or, to put it more
provocatively, if the psychoanalytic community wants to preserve and guarantee
its epistemological basis, as a knowledge in failure, it can do this only by avoiding
the installation of a knowledge universe and by maintaining the existence of a
knowledge ‘multi-verse’, yet the latter task is likely to imperil the sibace of
community life as such” (Nobus, 2005, p. 103).

Psychoanalysis as a community has to risk the Hegelian third turn, the furious
disappearance of being in nothing. At the very least it has to face up to its
disappointments, its failure for having missed the vain realization it hoped for.

Thus the exhaustion of psychoanalysis and the current crisis facing it is the
necessary moment whereby it may emerge as something other than thbdie of
contemporary marketplace; beyond the continuing elaboration of alienation by ¥irtue o
demands for adaptation, self-criticism, and interpreting away as the merehainge.
Lacan proffers an answer. If there is no good life in the false one, theresiisilggf a
private life, a curious term indeed:

Private means everything that preserves on this delicate point of what is involved

in the sexual act and of everything that flows from it, in the pairing of individuals

in the ‘you are my wife, | am your husband’ and other essential devices on
another register that we know well, namely that of fiction. This is what allows
there to hold up in a field in which we analysts introduce an order of relativity

which, as you see, is not at all easy to master; and which can be mastered on a
single condition, If we are able to recognize the place we hold in it, we, as
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analysts, not as analysts who are subject of knowledge but as analysts who are

instruments of revelation (Lacan, 1967, Lecture XV, p 18).
Psychoanalysis, despite a relativism it brings to bear, allows fictionspieberved as
authorized only by themselves, in themselves. Such is the semblance that hgsdsearin
the thing-in-itself, the very foundation of the analytic stance on représenaad its
relationship to drive. Is not this semblance the hysteric herself, does she notasppea
such a thing? The problem is she just refuses to know as much, there is always another
with more solidity.

If for the artworks “semblance disenchants the disenchanted world”, something
about semblance is necessary at this turning point. The possibility of anaheing t
hysteric (or as Harrari put it before as the paradoxical counterparalyzeng hysteria is
putting to use the failure of the name-of-the father) is in precisely tki®facthird way
as the third way itself. Indeed for Adorno the revolutionary character ofdheokart is
its quality as a semblance that levels with reality, its power to heal tlealable wound
with the spear that inflicted it, a reference made to Parsifal. | tankt of anything else
more poignantly asked for by a hysteric. Art is the ever broken promis@ahkeas for
Adorno, and perhaps to analyze the hysteric is to make her put to use this ever-broken
promise rather than give in to “the ecstasy of sacrifice where delusiogniees its own
humiliation and becomes equal to the enormity of domination that in real life it is
powerless to overcome” (Adorno, 1951/1974, p. 66).

If non-identity is the vain pursuit of the artwork, in vain it must manage.
Removed from the constraints of self-preservation, room is made for some ggssibili

within the impossibility of an artwork that has no supposed value in the world of things,
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like a patient merely speaking to another off site, out of sight. The analystemash in

the place of something radically Other which is, in the end, nothing but an act, a
semblance, but nevertheless. This is the inhuman dimension of psychoanalysis whose
counterpart is the inhuman nature of the analyst him or herself in the treatment.

Laplanche (1970/1985), the thinker of the enigmatic Otherness of the analyst,
makes a similar argument about the radical nature of the Freudian dtrée amd Death
in PsychoanalysigOnly with the analyst in this place of extreme Otherness, as a
provocateuy can psychoanalysis transform the economics of the drive. The drive for
Laplanche is propped up on and yet incommensurate with the language of instinct, need,
and self preservation- the more human side. That it maintains this liminal spside out
of the human produces a place of possible refuge for the subject in something entirely
anonymous, something entirely Other. Like what the artwork demands through non-
identity, an objectivity that springs nonetheless from a subject however thoroughly
mediated that subject is, for Laplanche the manifestation of the drive in theaapgeaf
desire always resists internally a total identity with the pressdrd® biological tension
system (in the beyond of the pleasure-principle), and, externally the coloniaéti
culture and super-ego dictates.

Likewise, Philip Rieff (1959) will call Freud’'s concept of the drive dynamic and
critical. For this reason he calls Freud the most populous, moral and intimate of the
modern thinkers. In the Freudian system the drive takes what is biological amslimser
the sphere of subjectivity precisely by showing that it is only in this narraw rinat
one can find a defense against repressive culture. What is most extirolatgy-os

shown as wholly intimate. Thus sexuality (as the relation between desij@ugsshnce
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is not only a problem, indeed it is, but it contains the very solution to a subjectivity
hemmed in on all sides.

In this relation to the drive, the external response can only but fail. In fact it must
fail. The object, as we said before, is lost. There is a hole. But there is, in Labamka
God for that'. It is only through conceptualizing this hole straight onto the concept of the
drive, that we move from blaming society in a deluded liberal hopefulness to an
understanding that subjectivity starts with an internal failure and onlynvitiht failure
locates possibility as- to bring to the table one of the most contested terms of
psychoanalysis (the most contested being the death drive)- sublimation. Any other
conceptualization will run straight into the aporia of diluting sexuality in oade¥dcue
either an eternal subject (Jung) or an eternal reality construed as utogg.(Adl

Sublimation requires this emptiness. Perhaps the link between sublimation and the
revolutionary character of the artwork has some validity after-all. Treebbf the drive
which, Lacan says, escapes domination through a kind of uncolonizable sexual
enjoyment, is thebject a This object is also called by Lacan, charmingly enough, the
semblant. It is through this special object that we get as close @awte the thing for
Lacan. It is for him to raise the object to the dignity of the thing which isose tb
Adorno’s notion of a work of art that pursues non-identity. The vanity is that this is
always only a semblance, never real. But for Lacan, it nevertheless étisats and for
him that is all that matters. They may be singular- to the individual, to thaie-dest it
is an effect within a world where impotence is the psychic standard.

Non-identity then is subjectively held in place by the Freudian drive. In the

Aesthetic Theoryfor Adorno the pursuit of non-identity means that the art work must go
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beyond itself, beyond its own limits, thereby threatening its internal consistanc
Lacanian terms, one risks death, one risks the liquidation of all anchoring points in
identifications that shore up the subject: “the most enduring result of Hegagiand

that the individual is not flatly for himself. In himself, he is otherness anddinki

others. What is, is more than it is. This 'more’ is not imposed upon it but what remains
immanent to it, as that which has been pushed out of it. In that sense, the nonidentical
would be the thing's own identity against its identifications” (Ador1970/1997, p. 174).
He continues:

The reconciled condition would not be the philosophical imperialism of annexing

the alien. Instead, its happiness would lie in the fact that the alien, in the

proximity it is granted, remains what is distant and different, beyond the
heterogeneous and beyond that which is one's own... It is up to philosophy to
think the things which differ from the thought and yet make it a thought,
exclusively, while their demon seeks to persuade the thought that it ought not to

be (ibid., p. 191).

The power of the artwork to unleash a sublime shudder encapsulates a moment of non-
identity. For Adorno it is an important risk that artwork must make. We should, | think,
hear sublimation in this re-evocation of the Kantian concept of the Sublime.

The fright, pain and violence of the sublime exposes art to every risk, every
anxiety, and every contradiction. For Adorno this holds the artwork out against the
always available escape route whose fear of the ephemeral casts itls thewdemonic.

Art, against the ersatz satisfactions of society and the culture industgeisemiced as a
shudder, this time not as the primordial shudder against nature, but a second shudder
against second nature as reified consciousness. The way up is at firsssioagee

downward spiral within the work of the art. This movement provides no particular

satisfaction to the |, separating art from desire like Kant, not to lapse casirated
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hedonism as he did, but "as a memento of the liquidation of the I, which, shaken,
perceives its own limitedness and finitude. This experience is contrary toakeney

of the | that the culture industry manipulates... To catch even the slightegsglim

beyond the prison that it itself is, the | requires not distraction but the utmosintémesi
preserves the shudder, an involuntary comportment, incidentally, from beconrig me
regression” (ibid., p. 76). Thus in the moment of the very liquidation of the I, the furious
disappearance, the | regains a kind of freedom from the constraints of reified
CONsciousness.

While Adorno calls this a moment unleashed within semblance, it is a freedom
bound to feel all the more guilty, all the more ashamed, for glimpsing a beyortdig/hic
everywhere non-existent. But it is a happening, it has its effect. It maycewnstitute an
event. Such is the power of regression that isn’t just merely that.

Thus, aesthetic experience is the experience of letting self-pregerthe site of
banal repetition, fall away. Although it does not succeed in completely succeed in
realizing this potential, the potential is experienced as actual, psyclablogatty, while
realized as semblant, psychic experience. This movement shatters consgevieseg
of the self as ultimate and absolute. Thus, this sublime experience contains both the
primal feelings of powerlessness, a weakness before natural beauty, anddhede
feelings of omnipotence; the first given back its existence in conscioussasatural
experience), as the second is stripped of its existence as consciousoasat{asl
experience). This is for Adorno the sublime trembling between nature and freedom,

determination and wiill.
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Sublimation becomes possible in the space between the total disappearance of the
subject in psychosis and its absolute reinforcement in a kind of perverse and maniacal
narcissism. Lacan points to this dilemma as one that transcends the univeran tta
nothing but constantly slips back from Copernicus to Ptolemy. The question is not about
locating the center, but to, as he says, move from it turns to it falls. “It is ndta fac
changing the center. It turns. That fact still has a great value for exjuaed as it may
be in the final analysis... The subversion, if it existed somewhere, at some tisnaotwa
that of having changed the point around which it circles- it's that of having replaced °
turns’ with ‘it falls™ (Lacan, 1975/1998, p. 42). To change our view from one that is
always a circle that completes its own revolution by turning, to let's sayoftha ellipse
that seriously problematizes locating a center, means one has to drop down to an
imaginary center. This is the power of semblance.

To shudder and tremble in a kind of mesmerized subjectivity is close to the power
of a hysterical symptom. If it aims at naiveté rather than seeing titésaagyin, than
what is this other than the hysterical passion for ignorance whose aim tsjioecri
predatory reason through the return of the repressed. But the symptom cannobeerely
the last stop. The symptom has a center (the symptom in fact fills in the tbextsr
empty like the vase) which is why the work of analysis is that it shouldftatl a
crystallizing in the transference. While the cure for sickness for Adore@iways the
necessity that it grow worse, that the wounds inflicted by humanity continusteéo &ad
torment our psyche- lest they escape into innocence- here we might see hawgtoersy

builds up in tension in order to fall. It is the fall that Adorno fails to conceptualize.
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So, oddly Adorno is left beckoning after aesthetic theory to transform this final
moment into thought itself. Aesthetic theory, as philosophy, cannot simply continue to
limp behind the arts. Yet it is never clear in Adorno in what way aesthetic theeory a
theory can achieve this end. The book was left unfinished, a sprawling dictation,
symptomatic in itself. Psychoanalysis likewise cannot culminate in a thoughsigint]
which are always more on the side of knowledge rather than an ethical gotrFér
integration is on the table, we are left with the most unlikely of words for Adorno and
Lacan alike. One might say we stay with the ‘growing worse’ which hagsaase with
Lacan’s seminar ‘Ou pire’- Or Worse (1971). The Worsening.

So with Adorno knowledge is surely left powerless, which while seemingly a
virtue, perhaps does not find its way towards what Lacan will ask for in asking that
begin to function in the form of an act. If artworks act in producing this shudder, so do
symptoms. If artworks level at a rationality turned absolute, certainly sgngat@ms.

Like symptoms they also participate in that which they seek to deny. Dora, Anna O
create through their symptoms the entire discipline of psychoanalysis wiectptd to
think them. They level with a medical rationale that cannot think the suffering subjec
nor unify a concept of mind and body. So Freud invents the Freudian drive. He also
invents a practice and a cure. What is most interesting about symptoms andtieriarg
the banal morality that simply wants to do away with them (Adorno’s ‘impemnaiis
annexing the alien’) is that the symptom contains its very own solution. Itdaioaci in
analysis is its very unraveling. Repetition is at the heart of the analyicand so is
speech. The worsening then is something not unlike a transference neurosues the

for neurosis proper.
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Adorno, in his way understood this when he proposed that artworks succeed when
they posit their own end. The wound that is healed by the spear that inflicted it.
‘Rhetoric’ is the most powerful tool as mimetic comportment. Despite such paier
and aesthetic theory never achieves anything like a praxis, it only showdahglement
of praxis with that which it wants to subvert bringing to light invisible suffering. But
suffering is just simply the truth of what is without any possibility for bemghang
other. It is just thgouissanceof suffering from within any symptom.

We are left with his fear of action, his fear of failure, once again. Adorno’s
discourse lapses into an endless and dare | say banal entanglement of dedeatitieal
bravado begging for what | can only call a Lacanian cut. He sees with haaladge
what he has no power to overcome, like patients well aware of their own pattgrns the
hardly but fail not to repeat. He says:

Fantasy alone, today consigned to the realm of the unconscious and proscribed

from knowledge as a childish, injudicious rudiment, can establish that relation

between objects which is the irrevocable source of all judgment: should fantasy be
driven out, judgment too, the real act of knowledge is exorcised. But the

castration of perception by a court of control that denies it any anticipemng,

forces it thereby into a pattern of helplessly reiterating what is gliesmivn...

Once this last trace of emotion has been eradicated, nothing remains of thought

but absolute tautology (Adorno, 1966/1973, p. 123).

Adorno isolates himself off from the one source that has any power of judgmeasyfant
and desire. To give such power to fantasy and desire was a step Adorno was umwilling t
make. It seemed too irrational in his fear of the irrational, bound by his fear of

domination. In Freud and in Lacan, desire is antithetical to domination which is bound up

with its passionate refusal and so with the passion of the symptom.

What Does Adorno Want?
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Sentimentality is the failure to take up desire and rather participaguinflit in
the hysterical fantasy that one be borne along by love, unconditionally. As Moustapha
Safouan will say inn Praise of Hysteriathe dream of a desire born of love “can only
sharpen the antinomy between love and desire” (Safouan, 1980, p. 58). Love in the
hysteric is the “fibers of being tending toward an object” (ibid). This object, a
psychoanalysis has understood it, “brings no plentitude, no satisfaction” and love is this
frustration, at its root it “is annulment and abandonment, to say nothing of destruction by
the object” (ibid, p. 58). This love is equivalent to the demand for the master who is by
definition beyond desire:

Always already caught up in a dreamlike third person (he will be a great man, she

will marry a prince...) and in the seduction and bidding of a second person (will

you answer my wishes? Are you coming?), the story starts only in the fgshper

no “I” is not that. The subject is born and reborn solely from a constant

disentanglement of body and words, from a perpetually repeatable crossieg of

grid of signifiers, from the ghostly, hallucinated reunion with the lost but
immediately present object, right there, so very close to us. That object has no
image nor any possible representation in the margin of figures and words, in what
is forever closing and opening the doors of our body. It is the pulsing of desire

(Leclaire, 1975/1998, p. 53).

Desire always brings with it a certain quantum of love. The first step out of the
entanglement of a love that abolishes the ‘I' (remember Freud’s defirhabmotlove is
to be crushed by the object) is to set out on the trace of the body through desire.

The love of a hysteric is equal to the accusation, usually of psychiatry and
psychology, that they are liars. But in order to lie, one must know the truth, othérwise
would only be an error. It is precisely for this reason that Lacan loves tlezib st
surely as his followers praise her. She teaches us that truth is not the opposite of

semblance, but continuous with it. It is for this reason that | turned in the end to Adorno’s

aesthetics for a way out of his dilemma of trying to locate a new undersjasfdthics.
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The separation between the universal and the particular which is where the pybblem
ethics begins for Adorno, finds some resolution in Lacan. If love is addressed to what
Lacan calls the semblance of Being (essence) then “love is always tltd bomame”
(Safouan, 1980, p. 59). The name (indeed for him of the father) has a kind of power when
not sought after in an irrevocable manner and so can be put to use in a singularity, a
private fiction, which has all the power of its own authorization. This is the ethase
that Lacan makes when he speaks of elevating an object to the dignity of. a thing

This naming or this act brings the hysteric back to the unutterable truth of her
castration. The question will be if she can tolerate such a dislocation, such &othrea
internal consistency. If the hysteric reaches pitches of anxiety indaefdhe desire of
the Other and retreats to dream of an answer to her unrequited love, the analgseaddre
her shuddering in naming her desire through the use of the Law as a cut whitle®reac
the surface of repetition. If it is true that ‘where it knows it does not enjoy, hackwt
enjoys, it does not know’ then this act of naming gives back the hysteric her desire
through access to enjoyment. The object through the work of analysis is transfoioned |
merely the cause of desire, a semblance of Being, aisdssgpped of its distance and
power over the subjecthis is not to say that the subject remains powerless, quite to the
contrary. Naming is nothing other than creagamihilo.Whatever holds out its own
name is not exchangeabléhat possibility should then exist as hers. Interpretation then is
a legal transfer, a moment of paternal law.

So, let us ask once again. What does Adorno want? | would answer, a baby. He
never had any. One has to wonder if Adorno was capable of that pure saying that Laca

always pointed to in the, ‘you are my wife, | am your husband.’ It is a saying vdstsh
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only on one’s desire, what Critchley (2005) following Wallace Steven'’s callgppgeme
fiction.” It risks paternity. It inaugurates. | think he wanted that. Dallev ourselves to
wonder about his having replaced his father’s name for his mother’s- Wiesengrwedl turn
W. Adorno?

What is a father, or a baby, other than a signifier, which is why we gtgiting
a name. Lacan commenting on the University riots of 1968, a student revolt he and
Adorno were equally critical of, states, “truth is in labor in a town that is ahBhited
by beings of the highest purity. This doesn’t stop them from taking flight, and tneder
influence of a hell of a fear, when they are told that truth is like having a chada(L,
1991/2007, p. 183). Everything else is a miscarriage of desire.

Adorno, as any other, falls prey to the uncompromising master of a hysterical
nostalgia. In a moment of striking irony Adorno says, contesting the valugosttia-
theology, “if every symbol symbolizes nothing but another symbol, anotimeeptuality,
their core remains empty” (Adorno, 1966/1973, p. 399). This is Lacan’s affirmative turn.
For Adorno it can only remain a frustration. Philosophy is the unrealized desire of a
world impregnated with Being. Adorno’s failure is the failure of she who bbaes
desire so the moment to realize it will forever be missed. The pregnancsyfdika
Dora before the Sistine Madonna, is the return of the repressed in the sympbmdgtic
impregnated with signifiers that refuse all satisfaction short of an abstilig the drive
itself which is for Lacan the other side of the signifier.

The law of castration, the ethic underlying all analytic acts, means th&dlase
up these signifiers rather than abandon them for the sake of ‘reality’. Phyjossph

analysis, should analyze desire, even be it a desire for a baby which doeslodeptec
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going ahead and having one. Quite to the contrary. If anything, psychoarzayke
analysis of fantasy, is not an abortion. The work of analysis takes place lprecigkat
can only be called the pregnant moment, fecundity which is always a ‘phajeryor
This happens just short of anything like a full term, the half-said, or, somethinthkke
bathwater without the baby.

The analyst is an instrument of revelation, as Lacan put it. He summons. |
suppose this is why Lacan likens the libido unleashed by analysis to a placemst, the |
objectpar excellenceln a way, in order to have a placenta (and so also lose it), one must
risk also having a baby, which will go its own way regardless. It's the be&thg gap
between the generations and the sexes. As we can see desire is indeed gqudagrecar
For quite some time it seemed natural for a world to be constituted whosetegprrela
beyond it, was being itself, being taken as eternal... Therein has alwayselaimpiasse,
the vacillation resulting from the cosmology that consists in the conception ofch wor
On the contrary, isn’t there something in analytic discourse that can introdunte tre
following: that every subsistence of persistence of the world as such must be &d&ndon
Language- the language forged by philosophical discourse- is such that | cannot but

constantly slip back into this world, into this presupposition of a substance that is
impregnated with the function of being. -LacBncore: Seminar XX
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Disenchantment Again and the Work of Angels

| have only had three dreams which center around an object that come under the
scrutiny of my dreaming self. | would like to go so far as to say it isltisest we can
come to the Thingjas Ding these rare objects in dreams that force you into the sudden
paradox of not knowing if what one sees is found or created. A pure signifier. Lacan will
say that what designates what is most me in myself is this interior ohesgand that |
don’t know if it belongs to me or to nobody. It is, for him, both overwhelmingly public
and utterly private- the extimate made intimate as Rieff pointed out. And Adornd woul
be happy- for a second we overcome the division of labor. How nice. As | said, | am
grateful for these dreams.

The vase and the letter you have already read. There was one before and there was
one after. | return now to the one before, since it was this before moment that was i
guestion with Adorno. The impossibility of that moment, the longing for openness
without end, and the terror of objectified failure. In the end an eros of castration. By
definition castration involves a renunciation@afissanceso it is there where my
guestion remains. Disenchantment and love.

| didn’t know that this dream belonged to Adorno. It makes sense now that it of
course always did. The landscape is barren, | used to say to my analyst. Who said, he
would ask. Adorno, | would answer with pride. He has the full purchase on your reality,

he would retort. Yes. And | would grin.
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That it belonged to him isn’t to say that it isn’t mine, of course it is mine, | dream
it, but there are always others. How do we use these others- reading themtterthidye
unquestioning love for Adorno. For the both of us then, the remains.

Here is the dream: | am on a panel that is judging a contest for the World Trade
Center memorial about half a year after Septemb®r 1become furious at the entries.
They all follow a similar line of thought- to contrast male aggression witinfeen
nature. It is a stupid dichotomy. | grow irate. What then would you propose? | ath aske
It is easy to criticize. | find it. Or | made it myself. | don’t know whicheinember not
knowing in the dream.

It is a wall of concrete and entangled in the concrete are angel’s taumpasted,
bent, mutilated by the concrete encasing. Hundreds upon hundreds of them. ltdorings
mind the remains of the world trade center. More than that, | say to them, “nahibg c
said and nothing can be heard.” Nothing. It is a memorial to impossibility.

Angel’'s trumpets. | had to look it up. Their work in the revelations. The seven
soundings. They were given their trumpets after the last seal was openedvdere
silence. The silence signaled that God was moving into action. The angels were his
emissaries. Their sound was his bidding. The trumpets signal judgment. Witboeizcl
of the trumpet a different woe upon humanity. Destruction and the impending birth of a
new era. Life and death. Life out of death. And so the possibility of the resomrecti

St. Paul says: "For the trumpet will sound, and the dead will be raised
imperishable, and we will be changed. For this perishable body must put on

imperishability, and this mortal body must put on immortality” (1.@6r51-53). Angels,
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it is said, have never experienced death. Mortals need them because we need.salvatio
They are the possibility of resurrection. They are also unsexed.

So what then of their impossibility, my encasing of their trumpets? No more life
and no more death. No more destruction and no more creation. NothingiswWhetvish?
It is a wish precisely for this nothing. Nothing said, nothing heard, nothing done, nothing
new. The landscape is barren. | told you. I'm still grinning.

It is still difficult for me to understand what it means to wish for such a thimng. It
not quite remembering is it, was said to me at the time. | disagreed. Thisnemgry. |
have very little, but this is what | know.

| also know Adorno. | am close to his attachment to impossibility. Impotence
becoming a virtue. The impossibility of acting, not least of all God himssifafid make
your judgments, your redemption, without the work of your angels. You need those who
do not know death to do your work for you. | cannot work. Better, | will not. Refusal. No
poetry after Auschwitz.

What a strange place to find home, that tortured memorial. It was a comfort.
There was that feeling in the dream- this is it. No more exile. No more fatigue

You cannot speak and you cannot hear. That was my judgment. It was leveled at
everyone. It was a pronouncement to the world and it was a situation that had to be given
representation. No false utopia. No maternal idolatry. No denunciation of all thailgs
It is a stupid dichotomy. | still agree.

But there is something stupider about a memorial to nothing said with a kind of
retaliation. What kind of nothing? It is a nothingness that is given substance and is to be

contrasted with the emptiness of the vase. The first is a parody of the consseai¢hee
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void of Being. It is a silence which waits for a name but instead impatiekty up
inaction of every-kind. It is that silence in the moment before the trumpetgivereto
his angels in the revelations. This is false utopia.

| was the authority in this dream. The monument commanded my authority. | told
you. Adorno is always right. His arguments were constructed in that way. The fut
anterior here in the guise of pedagogy has the force of stasis. This ismeaitsg. It is
a bastardization.

If there is any truth in this dream it is that the memorial is not real howawsr m
| wished it to be so. It is a signifier and in that sense is a properly huméaiorcréas the
discourse unable to write it, impossibility, but with the demand for an esserdtamel
beyond it. The other side of the discourse unable to write it for Lacan is that isadoes
cease not being written. If we can give up the demand for the essentiahrelat can
say non-identity without it actually having to be so. And so watsaigh pathos, but still,
in the face of it. Taken together, you have the impossible sexual relation amed tihe
possibility of love, the impossibility of the symptom to completely vanish and yet the
possibility of taking it up and using it. As we said before, we can do without theafame-
the-father on the condition that we put it to use.

“The thing involves the human factor- but this factor escapes us. In this
connection the human factor will not be defined otherwise than in the way that | define
the Thing just now, namely, that which in the real suffers from the signifier- man
fashions this signifier and introduces it into the world in the image of the Thingager
the problem is the Thing is characterized by the fact that it is impossrthie fo imagine

it. Here is the problem of sublimation” (Lacan, 1973/1981, p. 114). Sublimation, as art, as
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any creation, is like the vase, created around inner emptiness, the emptine§hofghe
which cannot be written and resists imagination. This means that to atternya toig
real its place, its locus, is the orientation of a subject towards any pogsiylit
possibility we may begin to hear sublimation.

That wasn’'t how | wanted it. One can always hold on to an object. Protest. Banal
melancholia. To try and understand these two dreams now: the inner emptiness, the
nothing heard or said, set apart, by the letter and the memorial. These two s&bin tens
with one another as a part of the inherent structure of the dream itself. But,rbétevee
first and the second there was already a great deal of work done. | redognize
instantaneously the falsity of the letter. That letter was not my historypyanemory. |
could see the wish almost immediately. Here with this dreaiimeanemorial, at the time,
there was something so compelling about it.

So the capacity to say, even if in protest, even though it declares a kind of
nothing- that is something else. Saying is of the order of a happening, “it is not a
happening that over-flies, it is not a moment of knowing” (Lacan, 1975/1999, p. 38).
Here the said nothingness is tied to the void created by the fallen towers. The work of
angels: It is a miracle that we can say anything at all. | amgtitgi learn how to listen.
How did Adorno put it? With a speculative ear. For my part, that is also the bearing out
of disenchantmerandthe possibility of love. | misunderstood the dream at first. By the
second | would no longer.

The misinterpretation takes place in looking for a third position, outside of the
impossibility of man and woman, the absence of any possible sexual relation.

Essentialism. The stupid dichotomy. The terrifying asymmetry points to thenpeesf
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the void. Badiou will prohibit this third. “It engages an imaginary function” whictvitie

call “the angel” (Badiou, 2000, p. 267). He goes on, “the discussion regarding the sex of
angels is so important because its stakes are to pronounce on the [absolute] disjunction
[between the sexes]. What is it, then, which makes it possible for me, here, to pronounce
on the disjunction without recourse to, or without fabricating, an angel? Since the
situation alone is insufficient, it requires supplementation. Not by a third stlctur

position, but by a singular event. This event initiates the amorous procedure: aalwill

it the encounter (ibid., p. 267).” The encounter for Badiou is always a love thaesaiat
truth which is why it is synonymous for him with psychoanalysis.

That the analytic third, thirdness, or triangulation has been floating in the
psychoanalytic ether for some time now, despite its present vogue, amusesmthig
outright denunciation by Badiou. Beyond this one might begin to ask questions about
where psychoanalysis might begin to situate itself without engaging rinegjifnary
function” of the angel. For Lacan, surely it is to begin with his permanent and absolut
negation- there is no sexual relation. Adorno’s negativity, the impossibilayrot life
in the false one, echoes as a similar kind of starting point. Surely this is tthe for
current work, but beyond this, is it not a starting point for any question as to where one is
to go, what one is to do? It means seriously bringing to the forefront problemsniogcer
the good life, the true life, and indeed, the ethical life. All begin in their negative
possibility- they have not been realized and whether they will is seriouslypargty.

History has been witness to this constraint and this failure.
While this may be a given for Lacanians (intrinsic to the way they read Freud)

even for most critical theorists or philosophers who begin with reading Hegel in the
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negative, it does not seem to be the route traveled by the psychoanalysts. Does an
underlying positivism with respect to science inevitably put psychoanalyssdifferent
track than the one beginning to be outlined here? Is this angel the current functign of a
ideal of mental ‘health’ regardless of the way one breaks down a psyche wranatss
functions? Does psychoanalysis, whenever it forms an idea of its end, inevithiolfal
the traps of an ideal? | wish it were not so.

Psychoanalysis starting with Freud begins with a phylogeneticqmdngp on the
development of man’s desire for love and work- to take the woman into exclusive
possession and to band together in small communities with a division of labor. For Freud
this is a kind of mythic moment which separates man from pure instinct and animal sel
interest. Failure is the universal failure of neurosis with respect to threslparticular to
man, which begins with an inhibition of satisfaction. Love and knowledge, or, love and
work, are almost for Freud equal in necessity as failure. Sublimation iogtenarrow
and impossible of solutions, it itself coming at a great cost to the satisfatthe drive.

The prolonged period of infantile helplessness, the diphasic nature of sexuality, the
strangulating effects of the family, and the subsequent personalizationpgaliganent

in the realm of human relations coloring those relations sado-masochistgally,lot.

The words ‘human condition’, however cliché, come to mind. Psychoanalysis begins here
and the solutions it provides, the ‘cure’, is to be dictated by the work of analysis alone.
No positive conclusions should be sought. Theoretically psychoanalysis is descptive
proscriptive.

Any good in an analysis then that is not the patient’s own, or even further, one

that does not spring directly from the passions of the symptom, is for Lacan amarjag
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function. We have psychoanalysis and we have orthopedic therapeutics. The
disagreement about essentialism behind this split is so fundamental tghaseems
irresolvable. For now, | would have to admit that this is painfully true, partigutathe
extent that essentialism is read by Lacanians to be at the heart of thicraanflict

with respect to mastery and the hysterical demand is always a demancdefksential
relation- be it one of love, knowledge, or the place that the two intersect. If
psychoanalysis takes up a position that deems this possible or even merely, mystive
within its own theoretical apparatus, then it cannot submit a neurotic demand tosanalysi
at least not in good faith.

If Adorno was the place that | began it has taken me quite some time to
understand, which is to say to overcome a blinding disappointment, that this is not the
case for a great deal of the field encompassed by the words psychoa@algtic if this
was a feat in its own right, it took moving closer to Lacan, understanding his wafy out
this depth of negativity in a solution that didn’t disintegrate into an impossibilityavhos
flipside was always a romantic hope, to know this. This was to know what Adorno meant
for me in particular so that | could situate his difference within a fieleenéral
meanings. So the strange conceit of this work is that it starts in a place prbosse is
perhaps untenable for almost all but the converted for whom it was not written. Since it
seeks neither to persuade nor convert in itself, | have to ask, has it been written for no one
at all. Allow me perhaps to console myself by believing that at the venyiheast being
written for anyone it certainly doesn’t ask to be sent an angel. One virtoeugle On

we go. Like Lacan then, | speak with no hope of being heard.
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With an Eye for the One who is Vanishing

Beginning with Lacan is one of the hardest things to do. That his discourse even
brings into question what it might truly mean to begin, which means that a whole lot of us
never do, makes it all the more difficult because one starts to question themdebles
is to go in the wrong direction entirely because in questioning oneself ongid cathe
act of reflection that will never be an act in the proper sense of carving aginaibg,
and is, in effect, just one more inhibition. In fact it may be inhibiganexcellenceAnd
if 'm already involving you in a dizzying set of logistics it is hopefully fay no reason,
but certainly if one is Lacanian, thet for no reasoimas already grown quite suspect.

With the double negation perhaps we arrive at something a little bit more than not.

So it is with Lacan that one is trapped between a something which always
amounts to nothing, the object, and a nothing which nevertheless must be made
something, a subject. About this, what does one say? Well, Lacan did that for the 28
years of his Seminar. And maybe then ask, what does one write? Well, Lacgrdslrel
not do that, and | would say, neither did many of those who supposedly follow his
wisdom. And if I am not to be just one more contribution to the secondary elaboration of
a discourse that was never meant to do that, then | don’t see anything other than the
necessity that | make some extraordinary sacrifice. Those who take up tienpdsi
knowledge do so with an eye for the one who is vanishing. To reassure themselves that
they are, not that, not there, with a gaze fixed on the horizon. My part, it shall beitost. |
in its way, a very feminine solution, which is a fine way to begin since the ond tiing

know about Lacan is that he loved women.
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Feminine SacrificeA child stares at the TV watching a nature show much like
any other. The social behavior of a pride of lions. One scene in particular will be
remembered. There is some determination at work on what would pique this child’s
curiosity, narrow the attentional field, and open into excitement: The father pfidee
exiles himself. There can only be one and he is now too old to hold his place. From this
moment on he will wander the plains in solitude. His work is done. He leaves without
looking back. Sons were exiled from the pride once they reached puberty. There could
only be one so they lived alone or in the company of others awaiting their chance to tak
over a pride. Now was their moment. The child, for a second, is allowed to wonder- How
was this day chosen? By whom was it chosen? The new male enters. One by one he
slaughters each of the cubs of the old rival. He announces both his arrival and dominion.
Another question appears. Why? The other isn’t a threat, having left willinglyreBa
answer is found the females go instantly into heat. Head to neck they nuzzlésliama
new generation.

Surely, analytically, we would begin to speculate. Primal scene. Indeed. Blother
are whores. Fathers are impotent. Children are sacrificed. Can arsiderae said?

Rather than this banal and easily made interpretation, hardly commensunateewit
picture of a child’s eyes laying claim to these images, all the kegxtakty and its
place in the subject are contained herein, not as deterministic but as a locgipedm
between a series of events. This is not an infantile fantasy to be overcome satispe
with akin to some kind of an exorcism. It has something to do with logistics. In one

instantaneous glance the constraints imposed upon our very being are captusgteér a s
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of transactions. It is a moment much like any other filled with both wonder and horror. So,
| would say, is the foundation of all analytic moments.

So how do we look at this scene? Analytically we have to follow a series of
displacements. The intrusion of the unfolding sequence short-circuits the quésttons t
arise. The father? The child has been killed. The dead child? The mother in heat. The
primary father has been eclipsed. But wasn't it precisely his sachftevas necessary
to secure his place, dare | say his name. At least in Oedipus something is renounced i
the name of the future. Sacrifice works through a concealment that brings ynémpla
unfolding sequence in the gap between the generations and the sexes. If sasrifice ha
something to do with establishing the space and time of a body it also is a story which
goes awry, at least when one tries to remember it. However, in goingt @lvoyvs that
something has taken place in another register. “A subject’s non-identityutvgacrifice
would be utopian” (Adorno, 1966/1973, p. 281).

What we see is a kind of structure at work. To understand this, we have to
proceed backwards like most analyses of symptoms which take place in two sioment
separated by a gap. This was the technical construct stemming fromretnchiad
already set up in his model of di-phasic sexuality and the effects of de&etred
(nachtraglikeit) What is not remembered is always primary (yes also primal perhaps) in
so far as it is before what would be the excitement generated in thedenkgication
with the ravaging father, the ravished child, and the insatiable woman. Thisyprimar
moment and its secondary effects, hereby conceived as two kinds of sacticg ae

disjunction in a field of absence and presence, silence and the fury of fantasy.
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When Lacan returned to the question of hysteria, in particular through the Dora
case, he read the case backwards to understand the function of this Father thtteset off
chain of events. It is this Father and the structure pertaining to himaban Isays
psychoanalysis has completely forgotten becoming absorbed in merebgtimelary
elaboration, the virile fantasy, the sadomasochism inherent in the mothereeinié] and
the reading of sacrifice only from within that arrangement. It was ewvtdd_acan that
this question was also the question Freud struggled with at the end of his life witlo the t
Moses. Let’s leave this for the time being. The logic has more to say abdutoutdn’t
be said when the child first stumbled upon this scene.

Moving on, a child is told the story by Hans Christian Anderson (1836/1992) of
The Little MermaidShe’s the father’s favorite. He covets her voice and so it is her voice
she must lose. Better, it is without her voice that she must win the heart of a man.
Sacrifice is the price of her beautiful white legs so that she can join the wonia.

Joining this world she has to seduce the impossible. “Pride must suffer pain” sloédwas t
by her grandmother as the condition of becoming a woman. In the end, the priries marr
another woman that he misrecognizes as her. The mermaid princess is cahttemne

death. She cannot tell him of the pain of losing his love, nor indeed of the very mistake
that he has made. Yet it is not clear that she would have told him even if she could. Given
one last chance by her sisters, shorn of their beautiful hair, she can kill henyitimae

magic knife and return home. She will not do it. She chooses her fate- foam on the waves
and wind in his sails that carry his ship home.

Destiny hangs on the power of another. The prince of course, but even more so in

the case of her father and her father’'s mother. They after allliatewith a life of pain
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commensurate to her sexual desire. The oedipal interpretation: this is the bimjafrbe
oedipal winner. You force the loss of what was most coveted in you. As punishment?
Perhaps. You should not have enjoyed that. Fathers should not be so seductive.
Renunciation is a moral lesson on how to live happily. The princess does not heed this
lesson. ‘The prince’s happiness is my happiness’. She desires only through him. But a
paradox emerges, has she repressed her desire such that it returns fronhsheddyats

she not repressed it well enough? This cannot be resolved. Misrecognition, in the end,
becomes the rule of the day. She leaves behind in her wake the enigma of woman'’s love.

But misrecognition is the rule of the day, winners and loser alike. Renunciation,
far from being a punishment, can be seen as the attempt to find what can be had in love
subject to the hazards of chance. Otherwise, it is a very boring and mordastitc ta
seems rather as if love, bound up with death at the extreme point of passage, indeed in
suicide, is a confrontation with fate. Through sacrifice, life takes on, once dgain, t
exigent character of a necessity. Life becomes, without the object, driviimawe to
insist that these stories, their constellations, expose the place of possilthlityan
impossibility that belongs to each of us in the impasses of an encounter betwexeshe s
and the generations.

Tales of adolescent impetuousness surely, but love without impetuousness doesn’t
move. It is a question of circulation much like the oceans and winds which come to
conceal the princess in order to bring her into the houses of men. The pretty véhite leg
didn’t stand a chance. Sacrifice is the price of being at the expense of haxtaig|yce

having her prince in a marriage sanctioned by a king and queen. Has not our mermaid
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princess renounced every phallic value of having in order to gain what would truly be he
place as a woman?

There is a circulation at work that defines both a subjectivizing movement and the
play of femininity through sacrifice. How else should she desire? Thenigtenaid is
one of those icons of femininity that no doubt feminists would rally against. A male
fantasy? Why not. But by what limits does femininity work, and work against, ceie
for this fantasies structural erasure, removal, or inauthentication? Heli@ita®f both
the merman kingdom and the human world are overturned in act which rubs up against
both through silence, deafness, and stupidity. Through these, the princess’ beauty is made
to appear in all its brilliance. This is a tale, one might conclude, of the errarwinoa
fails to be captivated by such beauty. His life becomes mere folly. This rséntate of
the Siren’s song. The mermaid cannot sing after-all. Such is her saantfi¢teawager.

There are always two women in these stories, the real love and her double. Life
for this man is always more comfortable with the double. In fact, that lifeusextby
the sacrifice of the other. But this, as a fact about men, is of little conseqlibate
choice was necessary for her to make her final move in the game. If eerheoved
from sacrifice to virility, here we make the reverse move, from vitiitgacrifice. This
takes us into another register. Lacan, as we said, claimed that he speaks withafo hope
being heard. Hearing with no hope of speaking somehow also put things back into
circulation. | think the real threat would have come if this mermaid princess had
succeeded in her masquerade as a human- her pretty white legs the soughaliitter

substitute.



73

Let's move to another scene. A mother’s sacrifice. In the nidarecer in the
Dark (2000) a woman bears a child that she knows with certainty will inherit from her a
degenerative disease that causes blindness. In order to save this childist égfcrg
her own is irreparably lost she must work to save money for his correctiveysiBger
cannot buy him anything and he is deprived of all excessive material objeetshild is
frustrated to which she just replies, “I'm not that kind of mother.” She saysthaesds
the money back to a fictive father. The drama: the American couple they re ictihee
from are obsessed with the accumulation of goods. The husband spends all of his
inheritance and is convinced that having nothing to give means he will lose hishefe. S
fatally, discloses her secret to him one evening in an attempted act of ciomgizss
understanding, the only one thus far in this movie. She betrays her desire to which she
was so faithful. He steals her money. When she comes for it, he says to her thagtshe m
kill him if she wants it back for he’s too ashamed to live and too cowardly to kill himself.
And so she does.

She is sentenced to death by hanging, accused not only of murder, but also of
seducing the American man. She continues to conceal the truth so the moneyTisesafe
final scene: at her death sentence she screams and collapses, \allahg ttannot
breathe under the mandatory hood. It is for her own good, she is told. Given that she is
blind, why must she be hooded? They agree to remove it. Face bare to the audience,
noose around her neck, and yet, voice unimpeded, she sings calmly, “this isn’t the last
song” and is hanged. Her son gets his operation.

This story begins with what is always the accusatory sin of a mother, her

narcissistic desire for a child, perhaps in place of the penis she does not haveiréhe de
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is condemned excessive. “If you knew he would be blind why did you have a child?” to
which she can only reply, “I wanted to hold a little baby.” On the other side of the
polarity- her deprivation of that child. “You give me nothing.” If we starehare end in
what we might assume to be the metonymic displacements of this origimaey tire
mother as a liar, a whore, a cheat, a thief, a monster, and a murderer. “Your money or
your life,” echoes in the background as that perennial forced choice. Pick oneeand los
them both. The renunciation of choice lived to the very extreme is a dreamed of
necessity- that of maternal sacrifice. Here the movement in the dranaaéspossible

only through her willful acts of concealment. Whose blindness? Whose truth?néiftg, fi
whose crime? Love is to give what one does not have. Her mistake was to forget
momentarily that another cannot be compensated. The act of compassion alsg&gs mi
the subject. The significance of the last song which isn’t the last song is tmaakés

her exit before the story ends, so that it can continue.

Continuing is what is crucial in each of these stories. It is rather woetl w
knowledge that exchange, debt, renunciation, guilt, form an Oedipal constellation around
desire and prohibition. This is after all a story about blindness. But often, at least
clinically, theoretically, and most of all, phantasmatically, we drearfiedfiation from
the entire set. What are we to be alleviated from? The conflict betweeraty@ams? The
excess of a woman’s sexuality? The feminine choice of concealing degiee i
appearance of an almost purified object? A maternal sacrifideeoretge of the criminal?

Freud always spoke of an original terror of passivity. In every solutidmnnwit
these stories there is a moment where the long standing opposition betweery@assivit

activity finds its mate in and through a sacrificial act. That act doesowet over that
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opposition but finally makes it obvious, perhaps thereby prompting some kind of a
solution. The solution can be read moralistically and condemned. It is a condemnation, i
particular, leveled at women and children. There is also here the curiougpoodence
between this moralism and the virile identification. Sacrifice points to anloiierthan

this one and rather than taking up the virile position, reads backwards from it.

| would at least expect that analysts would begin to pick up from this very point
and point not to alleviation, condemnation, or indeed identification (which in this case is
nothing but imagined virility), but something else. This something else coobistsat
Freud tried to construct with his notion of the ‘bedrock of castration’ and its relaponshi
to sublimation. Both were our lot as humans- men and women. An analyst is consulted
for a long sought after alleviation like the priests and physicians beforendimteat he
offers them is this.

Something like a masquerade becomes central in this task much like in each of
these stories- whatever response is given is done so in order to conceal the trikta until
right moment. Truth is close to semblance as we saw with Adorno, not its enemay, Fict
as mythology, takes on another value, one not readily available in the world view of
positive science or liberal morality. There, this masquerade, is nothing byprietisace.
After all, women are cheats, fakes, liars, and all the rest of whatesnat you might
include in the alphabet of female vices. But here, their story is one, not of ending, but of
continuing, precisely by virtue of their desire which simultaneously revealscacdals
in its very movement.

Closer to the logic of sacrifice then is the way Serge Leclaire readd-Rhis

“unconscious desire, formalized.... [in a] phantasm, is not only an incestuous desire to
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possess the mother, body, or breast and to take delicious pleasure in it, as suggested by
the oral image... but, properly speaking, the desire to plftikcker), to tear awayegnt
reissen, to reveal €nthuller), which is to say, desire for a desire reduced to its essential
dimensionfor a movement that goes beyond, a desire freed from the fascination of the
object (Leclaire, 1968/1998, p. 33). The wish here is always a wish to transgress, as a
going beyond a limit, which was precisely what Freud did in writingitla@mdeutung
It means that one must locate a limit through sacrifice of some object that alh@wo
step into a beyond. For Leclaire this is everywhere in Freud’'s imageryigegart the
book, ripping the flowers from her hands, opening the eyes, looking behind.
One more story. Anna O., the first analysand, became fond of a parable she found
written by a woman in her family history, in particular in her maternal line:
During a storm, a nest of young birds was at risk from flooding. Papa bird brought
his little ones to safety, one by one. While flying above the teeming flood with the
first of his young, carefully held in his claws, he asked, “look at the amount of
trouble | am going through in order to save you; will you do the same for me
when | am old and weak?” —“Of course | will,” the first replied. At which the
father promptly dropped him in the water, with the words, “one should not save a
liar.” The same went for number two. When asking the question of the third and
last one, he received the following answer: “My beloved father, | cannot promise
you that; but | do promise that | will save my own little ones.” The papa bird
saved this young one (Verhaegue, 1999, p. 170).
Anna O who had nursed her father for years found in this parable a father who could save
his brood precisely only in not needing to be saved himself. Furthermodzdiagation
of sacrifice makes you a liar. It is rather the failure of saerifAnna O’s first analyst,
Breuer, like the prince of the mermaid princess, withdrew from the scene actheff

her. He left her to Freud and went to Italy with his wife. The price he paichatlkd

didn’t discover the Oedipus complex. Freud’s price? He was left with a belesgueri
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guestion as to what it is that a woman wants and his ever present frustration that they
keep themselves shrouded, as he says@eThree Essays impenetrable secrecy.

This story echoes Anna O's fate. Her desire for a ‘true’ sacafaeonly realized
in reality by the supposed sacrifice of any and all love objects. One redizesms
holding onto something. In one of the last poems she laments that ‘love had passed her
by’ and yet she was known to be voraciously cruel to men. The misfortune herehe that
sacrifice did not take place as an unconscious transformation of her relaherotyect-
so it was made real. In her repeated attempts of analysis, through her btErigorks,
her poems, one can see the final but difficult step clearly within sight. Basitow
much for Anna.

Let me make a leap to antiquity in one last detour. This exit-strategy of
concealment and disappearance is linked to stories involving feminine sacriigedyy
at least in its classical dimension, has demonstrated this tie callechtmattey the
classicist Nicole Loraux (1991) ifragic Ways of Killing a WomaiThe deaths of
women in Greek tragedy follow a precise logic- they are only staged aincestys and
very particular words are used.

Firstly, women are hanged whereas men die by the sword. In this hanging is an
idea of movement as a combination of elevation, flight, rising up, as well as,rgrowi
oneself down, falling into the depths: “the same warelo, which means elevation and
suspension, applies to these two flights in opposite directions, upwards and downwards,
as though height has its own depth: as though the place below, whether that be the ground
or the world under that, could be reached only by first rising up” (Loraux, 1991, p. 18).

For Loraux, a woman'’s death must always signify movement, but the more fethiaine
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figure the more the emphasis on flight, reaching its pinnacle in the flight of avhich
makes its escape.

Silence is another adornment of women in tragedy, the maintenance of silence
under threat, accusation, and, censure. This is linked to the sight on the body of death
chosen for women. Through hanging or otherwise, it is always the throat. Womat tea
their throats in moments of extreme grief. The throat is connected to both the voice and
the breath:

In the gynecological thinking of the Greeks, one is caught between two mouths,

two necks, where vagaries of the womb suddenly choke the voice in a woman’s

throat, and where many a young girl old enough to be a nymphe hangs herself to
escape the threat of the terrifying suffocation inside her body. Anyorie at al
familiar with Freud’s work will remember Dora, the cough that was one of her
symptoms, and the remarks of Freud on this “displacement from the lower to the
upper part of the body” which invade the throat because “that part of the body had
to a high degree retained its significance as an erogenous zone in the yung gir

(ibid., p. 34).
Loraux cautions this gynecological psychoanalytic baggage which has no plaee in t
world of tragedy which remains silent on such issues. The only place given igiatloc
is death itself. We might also remember that Freud’s oral-erotic ietatjgn linked
Dora’s symptom via his construction that she imagined her Father undergtitig fed
the method of choice for a man without means. Many have pointed out this strange error
for cunnilingus is clearly the sexual method for impotent men. That slip brings into the
foreground the silenced figure of Frau K whose adorable little white bodyataok
Dora as the mystery of femininity.

Feminine death in tragedy must occur through asphyxiation, the sacrifice of

virgins whose throats are sliced, all unseen on stage, leaving behind an eeree sile

Loraux concludes that a woman'’s tragic death is the only thing that belongs to er. The
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are no words in a language of male renown to denote the glory and nobility of a woman’s
death and her sacrifice as a wife, mother, or daughter. While men’s deathsrgm dlogv
history books under a banner of glory, a woman’s remains silent. Always takingfflace
stage, out of sight, through secrecy and concealment, also means that someone must
announce it. It forces itself to be spoken and usually by the chorus. What is spoken of is
her free will, which, as a submission to death must also paradoxically incluaeesqi
refusal.

This refusal shrouds the tragic killing of a woman- through secrecy, concealment
or, even merely the refusal to be treated as an inert body. They struggleexiytlaest
moment, they even complain as in Antigone’s final lament in the tomb which perplexed
and annoyed so many. Couldn’t she have remained steadfast in her will? Even the initial
refusal must be refused for a moment. This forces the act to be an act of ssinagre
There must be a faind a flight. Through this play of affirmation and negation, their
death is the counterpart to an exalted, but other worldly freedom and equanimity.

Transgression is possible only in the face of an impossibility that holds the place
of a limit: “Whatever freedom the tragic discourse of the Greeks offered tonyanaled
not allow them ultimately to transgress the frontier that divided and opposed the sexes
(ibid., p. 78). Liberty, and the powerful place held within it by constraint, is played out i
the field of communal life only there where all paths lead to sacrificizghd&he virgins,
the hanging which evokes falling and flying up, the sacrifice of the mdsnpaetty
white legs, the monstrous vision of a mother, all point to the sacrifice of a kind otphalli
value in order to establish the true “frontier that divides and opposes the sexes”. The

temptation of this sacrifice to bleed into a monstrous fascination with what cattad,
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“the dark God,” evident in the ideological war games of the hysteric (e.g. Anmate)
failure of this sacrifice and the difficulty of giving up this directtbehe phallus.

When it is finally held at bay and resisted in these stories, it is often through
giving itself over to a silence which imposes the necessity of speech. Silenwges a
faith that there is a limit which may shelter a beyond where a viable “tatepelation
of one sex to the other” exists as a “desire to obtain absolute difference” (Lacan,
1973/1981, p. 276). This should be an opening onto the field of love, “outside the limits
of the law, where alone it may live” (ibid). This abides by a certain I6tjat which you
win you instantly lose” (Loraux, 1991, p. 45). We have to wonder, or at least hope, that
the reverse may also be possible. Such would be the ‘delusional’ faith of feminine
sacrifice.

Femininity, passivity, masochism, and sacrifice have formed a much disputed
series. I'm willing for the time to accept these signifiers until a ae&vcomes on the
scene that isn’t merely a reversal in the direction of virility. If onets/& argue that
these only come into play as the result of a phallo-centric fantasyppdha argument
participates in just such a fantasy itself- enforced equality. The limihéoGreek
tragedians after all is not equality but the absolute difference betweeaxhas. The laws
of one’s sex cannot be escaped. Only in maintaining that gap, in maintaining the
negativity of the absolute difference (Lacanis'y a pas de rapport sexugkan one
even begin to conceive of freedom, justice, or liberty. In a world where women die
monotonously by the throat and men’s whole bodies are subject to penetration by swords,

what becomes clear is that what is safe is this limit. For the momentntitasli
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established only in these death scenes which reconcile for a moment the disjumcti
obviating it.

The irreducible reality of the anatomical distinction between the sexeh géne
us this horrid constellation of terms in the first place, is the only saving. @datthat
grace only comes through a sacrifice whose specter, for the time, is ddhthhere are
three questions, we are told by Freud, that a child cannot master- death, thé vagin
orifice, and the inseminating role of semen. Sacrifice becomes the actthvbia that
boundary is made to appear in a constellation of women, fathers, and the parameters of
living and dying.

Sacrifice is surely a symptom. Clinically we know all too well thedfal
renunciation, the position whereby nothing can be had or gained or won, which protects
the object of one’s tenderness through guilt and punishment of oneself. On the other hand
there is the figure of omnipotence which rejects this pathological object not o muc
through sacrifice but murder. This murder has to be carried out agdiagain and again,
ad infinitum The misfortune is that this act never really holds a limit but gives one over
to an infinite repetition as the terrible price of the pleasure principle. Gedbd
perversion can only be distinguished from neurosis by this hallmark repetition with
oneself in the place of the Law. The neurotic merely repeats his subjection amd dife
becoming this perverse figure. Ravaging fathers and ravished children. They bath pay
price. In the true act, which is only ever a product of the unconscious, the othier iegis
made to appear often in the form of the Law.

Sacrifice then, at least in the way | am trying to render it here, not opisbgs

the temptations of cowardice or perversion, but subverts ithatmding by their very
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logic. One follows one’s perversion as in analysis, one traces out unconscious dasire. It |
not a sacrifice that one must incarnate, as indeed it is for our abject figuag, aciing
out, but rather, here, in this way, it is a sacrifice transformed into a fideli to t
unconscious, a fidelity to desire. Something veiled, inherent to desire, is follgwed b
analytic discourse. It takes on the varying characters of a kind of saavifiak-other
rules of discourse, of the human relation, of cherished illusions, of one’s virility, of
money, etc. - as the only attempted path that leads to the new. Is this not host@yery
thus far has been structured?

The degree of charity we might bestow upon our neurotic and perverse brethren is
that they are, in their symptoms, the failed attempt to realize this mearsagriice.
Instead they bleed into a material one and suffer (or enjoy as the case)aaynihe
case of Anna O. If anything, the lot of humanity distributed between these poles,
perversion-neurosis, one the negative of the other, was what Freud (1905) wgsipett
as the after-math of infantile sexuality in fhieree EssaysSexuality was to be
reconciled by all, each in their own fashion, each by their very own symptom. One cannot
do away with it. Lacan, like Adorno, with a faith in the work of a certain kind of
negativity, will show no recourse to utopian ideals, sentimentality, or normatiaityior

The task for Freud was always to do something then with what was given,
particularly as an act of prolonging or continuing. Fixations, inhibition,sstiise
repetition, are the true enemies to be overcome. Nothing more. All life wasdietsiia
on the way to death for Freud giving detour a meaning close to a kind of prolongation of
life against death. The specter of death raises its head at the momeii&vhen

unconscious fails to be put to work. To put the unconscious to work is the pursuit of
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transgression as the pursuit of unconscious desire. Defense is a defense agjainst thi
unconscious act. Sacrifice, masochism, submission, passivity, are a form dfaefusa

are, as symptoms, a certain kind of putting to work of the unconscious. | don'’t really see
another way around it, or rather, a way around it is not what is at stake. Sublimation is
closer to what is at stake for Freud as its fragility and near impossibilityned every

time he comes close to defining it, means it is a real wager. That iexiskghing.

Why would we want to do anything else? The good marriage or success at work
cannot form any part of this solution unless these acts somehow involve a similer wage
in particular one in which nothing at all is expected in return. The quiet self-thdega
exile of a father, the mute princess’ suicide in the name of love, the silenceotti@r’s
sacrifice, and, all of those women hanged. In these acts we can read the lacehigp
the limit and the space opened up by that limit having something to do with a turn in the
relations between the generations and sexes. Each story culminates it nvbioh
refuses historical interpretation, sense, or meaning making. The momentioficg,t
the moment that demands speech, is always one that will refuse the former for
introducing a form of stasis. What is precisely delimited in these stoeatesrthe
possibility of the new which exists outside of historical truth or sensg:distsor, as
Lacan terms it, isb-sense

Present in these stories are the potential displacements in the directionrafeviole
and atrophy- the specter of death as stasis. Ideally the overcoming afuldi$e found
in the exits hysterics make from the transference neuroses of thesemaly
Unfortunately this has more often not been the case. Anna O never got married nor

seemed to have a sexual relation and spent her time trying to liberate g®stitut
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potentially into her very same predicament, Dora returned to an identificatrohev
mother as victim, and the female homosexual tried to commit suicide. But perhaps we
have gotten a bit farther over 100 years hence. It is in hope of this that | takamnp ag

Lacan.

Any Thing for La Con

The idea of an all loving father. Then his castration. Here we enter the domain of
knowledge which, as Lacan says, betrays an abyss. This father is the othect of
hysteric’s ideological war- the truth, which is always th&e her, the master is castrated.
With her symptom she produces the analyst who has to learn that he can only respond to
her suffering with words which take themselves as nothing more than that in
confrontation with thisjbuissanceof the wound’. One might call this her love, her
masochism, her failure. Like the fascinated child, the mute princess, andhimalc
mother, the lesson is such that what you win by way of knowledge you instantlyHese. S
will retain herself as a question whose essence is one of refusal. So tls¢ cifely
themselves to this. “It's as identical with thieject g that is to say with what presents
itself for the subject as the cause of desire, that the psychoanalystafieedf as the
aim for this insane operation, in so far as it sets out on the trace of the desire to know”
(Lacan, 1991/2007, p. 139). Thkject ais the pivot of analysis, it is what initiates the
subversion, for Lacan, of what he calls the feeding Other to the sexual Other, from the
autoerotic to the genital, from the masochistic subject to the castratedoomé¢he
discourse of the hysteric to that of the analyst. It must meet silerftsileitice, and yet,

nothing is to be refused in this discourse, not least of all her violent declarations of love.
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Which is also to say that in order not to refuse, one must have nothing to do with
knowledge. It is always to the disjunction between knowledge and truth that she aims,
and this is, in her way, to aim for the law. We saw this in all those stories of fiemini
sacrifice, what the Greek tragedians understood as the law of one’s sex. “The subjec
posits himself as sexual when truth shows its impotence when knowledgéLfadah,

1967, Lecture XV, p. 13). Once again, Dora’s father’s death which led her to the big
book on sexuality. This is the limit that analysis runs up against and upholds
simultaneously.

That knowledge always fails with respect to sex we have known from the moment
Freud posited the sexual child about whom we had done our best to know nothing for
centuries. And yet, to know of this sexuality is also to know that knowledge is impotent
with respect to it and that infantile fantasies abound in this gap. Castratiefek t
impossible relation between the sexes and a language which is always inmsurates
Marriage, says Lacan, is at the center of the neurotic discontent ofatieii because
there is no knowledge, there is no material ground, which can suture the relatiombetwee
the sexes. The discontent of marriage is the predicament, even the tragedygws thie |
unconscious desire.

Here is the place where Adorno and Lacan’s anti-essentialism meets. The
symbolic step for Lacan, what he calls the ‘you are my wife, | am youemas not an
easy one. For Adorno, it was impossible. Though they are mere words, the mamtenan
of those words is not one that is easy for the neurotic. These words appeal fotoLaca

the Other in the other, the place where one would like for a desire beyond conscious
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response to provide its own response. It addresses the place where knoviledyges fa
call to the Other that situates the limits of love and knowledge.

The hysteric arrives on the scene to represent a discontent with this discontent
marriage and family- at times as a demand for something beyond its fatlotaer
times, perhaps more analytic, that one observe the law of this impasse as thenctomdit
any overcoming. This is how her discourse locates that of the analyst.

Under this injunction ethics coincides with epistemology. Epistemology is the
counterpart question of any ethics of psychoanalysis. Their coincidence is parhaps
their absolute divergence. Yet their coincidence speaks to the important questien of
limits of psychoanalysis. That today we are faced with the most speatacul
contradictions concerning the epistemological basis of psychoanalysietisrdze
ethical foundation of our work. It displaces the question of ethics and replacdsat wit
guestion of mastery.

Lacan said in his Non-Dupes seminar, “one has to stop, one asks for nothing but
that.” To escape Hegel's bad infinity was the measure of success for Adathim that
economy there is no limit- affirmation and negation certainly didn’t provide thatrgpeni
and rather found their way towards absolutism or impotent oscillation. Lacan describe
this problem with respect to Freud (who was not short on problems particularly with what
Lacan called his tart of a wife). Freud’s problem for Lacan was nott8meralidity but
another more problematic- hermeneutics, endless interpretation, endlesgeslippa
Interminable analysis. Lacan accepted the fact of science, but hermatippige
became in psychoanalysis the counterpart activity to a positivism which degpera

began searching for validity. In either case, looking for a way not to slip. étldFr
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slipping, rather than trying to get around it, was the solution. In fact, thestinalivates
slipping more and more easily- the unconscious as his instrument.

The obsessional’'s dream- heaping wreckage upon wreckage to justify the
avoidance of a catastrophe that is projected into an unknown future- is the avoidance fo
Lacan of this unconscious and its desire. He will not be a dupe. He turns to a compulsive
activity. It is this form of activity which seems to absorb the current aoalgene. Like
in all compulsions there is a little nagging enjoyment that remains ded@teeaipts at
neutralization. No matter how fast or how condensed the rat man tried to render his
prayers, something kept slipping in. He tried to invent a new one to replace ale¢he ot
Gisamen which was the ultimate betrayal and gave Freud the key to his desire.
Remember how he had tried to hide her name up until this moment!

It is this threat of enjoymens@men that has the potential to lapse into a hysteria
for the purposes of analysis. We should be grateful for that. Enjoyment, beaause it
the path of truth, can puncture a hole in knowledge and put an end to this ritualized
destruction. Every one of those women sacrificed embraced this trace ahenjdgr
which they were secondarily punished and denounced by a world that finds such a thing
the problem to be overcome.

We can see the failure of this act- call it an act of sacrifice, taof &with, of
desire- in our current theories. | might rather crudely say it is a s€emeral cowardice,
Lacan’s rather dismissive definition of depression. Perhaps the psychcaaatyst
depressed. Relational psychoanalysts make a virtue of intuition without being able to
establish any criteria by which their theories would hold up against the charge of

mysticism leaving them without a concept of an analytic act. In the end tlystana
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always seems to know best, and intuition is given objectivity with a proliferation of
terms- ‘inter-subjective knowing’, ‘inter-penetration’, ‘the analyticd’, and so on and
so forth. They are still mourning for Mitchell.

In fact, the question of mourning becomes central for Lacan in reinterptie¢ing
dissolution of the Oedipus complex. If the child has to reconcile himself with a
narcissistic investment in his own body, auto-erotism, against a desire boundhep in t
familial complex, then a work of mourning must take place. In the case of theoboy, f
example, to be the object of his mother’s desire leaves him vulnerable to the tiisat of
father, to be the object of his father’s desire leaves him likewise te@ksiace he is in
the feminine position. To be the object of desire, the apple of your parent’s eye, is
precisely the problem. Thus for Lacan narcissism and Oedipal desire are mourned in
mourning both the phallic ‘whole’ body and being the phallic object for the Other. One
cannot have or be the phallus. The phallus is a fraud which forces us to reconcile
ourselves with castration. Only then can we follow our desire. This is how L& re
the ‘bedrock of castration’- impossibility and limit. ‘Castration, | say real’, says
Lacan.

In his seminabDesire and its Interpretatigriacan (1958) returns tdamletto
understand these Oedipal dynamics. Hamlet cannot act and the entire g&yisfa
procrastination and impatience leading up to the moment when Hamlet can accept his
castration in the confrontation with mortality and the limits of love and knowledge- most
notably in the scene in the graveyard before he discovers the death of Ophelia. Jean

Michel Rabaté (2001) points out that Ophelia is nothing other than O-phallus and that
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Hamlet proceeds to cry out that he be given his desire back only when he confronts
mourning by losing her. Conscience does make cowards of us all.

To return then to the current scene- this problem extends to the ego-psychologists
whose knowledge, while seemingly closed, knew no limits to its own power toa@scer
the truth. The ‘no’ always means ‘yes’. Being barred from the unconscious diamwit thr
into question the knowledge of the analyst. The last vestige of this dreaneavasttie
dream of a scientific foundation, now extending as far as images of the brain ttevalida
the action of interpretation. | know that they palpably feel themselves on theedemi
Between one and the other extreme, ego-psychology and the relational agenda, one
moves between a position, open and limited, to one closed and limitless. Again, for Lacan
the question was, can we find or evoke an actual limit. These psychoanalyimngosit
seem to refuse to confront the fact of castration.

With Lacan, to locate a limit is psychoanalysis at its best. The analytmuise
carries within it, this limit, its own. Psychoanalysis is the disciplinettias up the
consequences of castration. The relativism that analysis introduces hingelsaupon t
analysis of transference love, the demand for the subject of knowledge which opens ont
another field, that of the unconscious. In understanding that there is no subject of
knowledge, it perhaps posits the first real limit, one whose consequence is such that i
opens the door to the unconscious as a knowledge distinct from the subject, a knowledge
that the subject precisely, does not know.

Lacan traces this to Freud (1900) whoT hre Interpretation of Dreamsays that
one can locate an end to interpretation particularly when the desire to masieatine

to know it in full, in effect, dies out. Does the dream create this limit or is thiedirei
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which allows us to truly get inside the dream? This is perhaps unanswerable.aButenvh
do know is that the bedrock of the unconscious is castration. Once referred to by Freud as
theomphalosof the dream, it evokes the cut.

With every analysis, every patient, the limits of the analyst’'s knowledbbav
pushed. This means he steps out of the way as best he can. In this way the analyst does
not push towards knowledge, but rather remains silent in a manner that forces something
to be said that evokes a real limit. Again the logic is that of feminindisacr
Knowledge is thus, as we have said time and time again, not the aim of a psycheanalysi
it is what is acted upon. This can be heard right back to the very beginning when Freud
declared that if every analysis does not teach the analyst something meivytag not
an analysis. Every patient puts the knowledge of the analyst in jeopardy which e
must be well with his castration. To accept this is to accept the precariousness of
knowledge which may threaten any longing for a community of an ever thickening
knowledge base. The analyst may have to remain a terrifically lonely.bein

For Lacan, because of this there was nothing stupider than inhibition, the funny
thing being that what is stupider than inhibition is the analyst's discourse. When one
thinks of inhibition, of which we are all perhaps too ashamed to admit that we are up to
our necks in it, it is only the analytic discourse that provides the way through. If what we
have understood to be the radical character of semblance, the fall of knowledge brought
about by analysis, what dawns on us analyzed elect is supposedly the character of the
signifier. Inhibition is grounded in absolutely nothing but another signifier. There is
nothing real in inhibition, just as there is no material object of it. The subjectad&ap

that was always everywhere possible. Only a short shift in one’s subjecsit®n is
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needed to overcome stasis. Such is the understanding of fantasy for Lacan astied to a
object which is no-where. This does not mean that there is no object- but it isra certai
type of object- Lacan’sbject g that must lose its privileged supports. This is the object
upon whom the work of mourning is directed by the Oedipus complex. It is that object of
Adorno’s fascination, it is the object as the paralysis of fascinpioexcellence

The hysterical refusal of disappointment, as was the situation with Adorno and
myself, led to the stasis of an identification. This identification was unichesla
fascination for an object whose quality as nothing was none-the-less givaatency.
To cut out an opening from within this, to bring into question limits, in particular those of
knowledge and love, is the beginning of an analysis. Lacan said that in analysis one
person believes that something is impossible and it can never be the analysin#iyise
refuses something, it is most likely the anxiety which the analysand demdndsax a
way of avoiding castration. Like the demand for consistency, the analysatles
brought in the direction of that which threatens it. This is always a logical asottegic
is defined in the field where the subject supposed to know is nothing” (Lacan, 1968,
Lecture X, p.15). The analysand is progressively brought in this directioct) vehiior
him, Oedipal in nature.

Logic for Lacan is always to see this Oedipal in the pre-oedipal. It srfor
always there. One waits. If that becomes too tedious, one provokes a cut and waits for the
next session to see if there is any change. His to my mind rather refinedtettscs
allows him to make such seemingly belligerent moves. But they are moves kigiags
and ethical because of this tactic of going towards the place where theislyjeught to

nothing, the path of the transference to the analyst.
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The logical and ethical Lacan is hardly the Lacan everyone thinks of. | think it
was the Lacan he insisted on every time he proclaims his discourse to be aetyeat sol
psychoanalysts. Every seminar, once, twice, every session even, he says aggmand a
‘I am speaking to the psychoanalysts, they understand me, the rest of you, | cannot be
held accountable. | am only a psychoanalyst, everything | know comes from there
Unconscious fantasy manifestly is always a stated impossibilityhénaors its opposite.
The analyst’s faith in the unconscious is situatethe direct inversion of this principle
By virtue of this he slips into the place of truth. Further, the analyst cannot throw
impossibility into the face of his analysands; they have to come to it themseadeese |y
in a putting to work of their unconscious. In any case, what is universal for Lale (w
would be a law or a limit) is discovered by psychoanalysis to be attached t® Wieat
most particular- unconscious desire. We have little else that is truly ours.

Any subversion of knowledge then does not come about through the power of a
mere declaration and never, ever, one coming from the side of the analyst. Can you
imagine- “I am nothing’- he says to his analysands. He might as wehailyd is
“everything”. | think many of them do. Both at once even, to make up for the mistake of
the other- “You think I'm treating you like your Father did,” or “perhaps yeu ar
defending against feeling close, angry, excited, whatever you like, fileiblank,”; read
here: “stop acting like that, feel some other way than what you are at presentthed b
way, I'm not your father.” Did the analyst forget how much the hysteric lovestieer
and what an extreme rebuff such a comment would be? The mistake of these kinds of
interpretations, most of all about the transference, lies in the forcing in titierpo$

knowledge.
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So while Lacan is indeed quite belligerent, he is nevertheless, prudent. These tw
with respect to the unconscious are not necessarily antithetical. JosefdRiefney
Aquinas (to go back to someone who knew how to work with the virtues of the Greeks)
in his bookThe Four Cardinal Virtugssays of prudence, “the prime thing is that this
knowledge of reality must be transformed into the prudent decision which takes effect
directly in its execution... hence the difference between knowledge viewed ds mora
science, including ‘casuistic’ moral science, and knowledge as viewed by prudence
(Pieper, 1966, p. 12). What is important is the act that transforms, and knowledge as
understood thus, is not that.

What grows deadly for psychoanalysis then is the hoard of analysts who insist
that they know. The ethics of psychoanalysis as it is rendered here would mean to
constantly distinguish oneself from this. For Adorno, this was the maintenance of
dialectical strife, to preserve the utmost tension. The action of the analyfsteside
within this not forcing too much such so that we do not lapse into dogmatism, lapse into
the demand for realization- what proceeds as a discharge of tension. TdgamssL
understanding of the particularity of the psychoanalytic act that “issymsatives,
makes resolutions and decisions, however, fixes his attention precisely upon what has
‘not yet’ been realized, what is still to be realized” (Pieper, 1966, p. 17). Lacanewvar
shy of the imperative tone, particularly if he felt it was just one among taatcs that
aims for what is new.

Let’s watch his logic once again: Lacan (1968) remarks in his serfimar,
Psychoanalytic Acthat there has been an incredible contradiction in psychoanalytic

literature which assumes the reflex arc to be at the origin of actiam{leground of
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thinking, whereas it is at its core a passivity of the subject and in contradatoy tdea

of a psychoanalytic act. Activity, as it is modeled here in terms ofexraft or a

discharge of tension, is nothing other than a “consequence, indeed a flight, following on a
more or less intolerable sensation” (Lacan, 1968, p. 13). If we are able to pass #éhrough
certain threshold, to put ourselves beyond the law, well, that would constitute an act.

If this smacks of the idea of frustration tolerance that is because it does, but by
raising the bar to show that one must push oneself to the borders of the self in an act tha
doesn’t mean one does what is right in the world, but perhaps what seems even to be
wrong by the world, is to raise, as Lacan says, a much more profound questioning and
concept of action.

This is why the crisis of legitimacy that psychoanalysis is encounteriag i
legitimate crisis. It is the necessity of situating the place gpslyehoanalytic act. We
should always be facing a crisis of legitimacy- a truth Freud must hplieitly
understood in being wary of any immediate acceptance. Resistance is a viguesThi
extreme consequences for psychoanalysis as a theoretical body andca.facte
Leclaire in the chapte©n the Ear With Which One Ought to Listaesks, “how can one
conceive a theory of psychoanalysis that does not annul, in the veof fscarticulation,
the fundamental possibility of its practice?” (Leclaire, 1968/1998, p. 15).

Using Aristotle, Lacan used the notion of the golden middle term that unites two
opposites. This is what psychoanalysis aims at and is in fact always irpfacieate. It
is akin to theobject aattached to the person of the analyst in the regression of the
treatment. It is not something that enters but something that falls out when #w subj

properly speaking locates himself:
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What is at stake is what | called tbieject awhich is for us the true middle term
that is proposed... of a more incomparable seriousness by being the effect of the
discourse of the psychoanalysand and not by being on the other hand... what the
psychoanalyst becomes. It is what ought to be the outcome of the
psychoanalyzing operation, what liberates in it something of a fundamental truth.
The end of analysis, namely, the subject being unequal to any possible
subjectification of sexual reality... in other words the elimination from the map of
this function of the subject supposed to know (Lacan, 1968, Lecture IX, p. 9-11)
While this idea that the elimination of tbbject agives a subject back his desire which
was situatedherewhere it was, is old Lacanian hat (or Freudian as the case may be),
what is often missed is the special character of the analytic adnthere
It begins with an act of faith that is affirmed by putting one’s faith in wsptt
into question. Knowledge is invested in the analyst, just as the analyst invests in the
patient’s transference, and both are brought seriously into question. Here, like the
interpretation of dreams, the work folds in on itself- it invests itself in wHat@me
under question, indeed under attack even. This is also the case with the symptom. We
have faith that out of it a discourse will be created, a discourse which is its very
unraveling. This strange act of faith that functions as a vanishing point is yhaocbiihat
causes the subject to appear. Just as logic arises the minute the function of thelsuppose
subject of knowledge is put out of action, the analyst’s work is engaged in a kinf} of sel
divestiture. There is no Other of the Other, no true of the true, and so no transférence o
the transference. In other words, there is no meta-position for the analyst. Tdrdyeas
logic which shows how to aim for this middle term of tigect a.
Given this, | am a bit dissatisfied with psychoanalysis of the transference
contemporary theory reduced to transference interpreting away ofris&etence, or a

propping up of transference interpretation as the heights of analytic workfeFesnte,

says Lacanis an effecof the kind of speech psychoanalysis demanasits cause
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Finding causal explanation in a theory of the transference would mean that coatgmpor
psychoanalysis cannot spell out with any rigor the place of truth since gstier

aporia of transference to certainty about an illusion. This is an illusion whichasnsas

by an object whose presence is evidence of a failure to reconcile oneselfenfdilsttof
castration. Lacan argues,Tihe Direction of the Treatment and the Principles of Its
Power,that:

To be the phallus. Isn’t that the final identification with thgndfier of desire?

That doesn’t seem self-evident in the case of a woman, and thdrese among

us who prefer to have nothing further to do with this obscure discoursevér

going to have to spell out the role of the signifier only to find elues saddled
with the castration complex and- God spare us!- penis envy, wieed,Hraving
come to this crossing, no longer knew which way to turn, percemyg the
desert of analysis beyond it? Yes, but he led them to that crpasitidhe place
was less infested than transference neurosis, which reduced gbasiog the
patient away, begging him to go slowly so as to take hisli#gs him (Lacan,

2006, p. 251).

So the question of transference is such its use is thaads o the crossing of the
castration complex. To the bedrock of the unconscious. He says, Stdakeage.’ If the
final signifier of desire is the phallus and the phallus isllasion, it acts like a ghost
whose haunting is the motor of transference. For Lacan, to cross theaaswatplex is
much less infested than the neurosis that can be wrought withenems# and the
demand for the phallus.

And “readiness is all” in psychoanalysis, quotiti@mlet In Lacan’s winding
discourse he tried to provoke this kind of readiness in his audience who seemed either up
to the task, or left decrying that the man wasn’t understandable, too intelleciutdisB
pit of transference neurosis, or the desert of castration, is hardly as he leagezbatit

an intellectual enterprise. | think that is better said of the other forms t@heparary

psychoanalytic discourse. In any case, as thousands began to crowd into his seminars
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proposed that as much as he disliked it, it proved that what he was doing was close to
what he was trying to talk about, a teaching that is psychoanalytic in functitaragl

act. They were coming because they heard that something was happeningttiare
room where Lacan walked back and forth on a stage saying things.

Adorno’s students as well used to complain that they couldn’t take a coherent set
of notes in his lectures. His Lectures are rather extraordinary to reagetsté®inething
happen there. His retort to his students was that if what he said was eatsly why
say it. There must be some particularity to oral transmission:

If I decline to proceed with “firstly’, ‘secondly’, and ‘thirdly’, and if liféao give

you a set of definitive statements, this bound up with the essence of what | stand

for... | believe that it is good for these matters to be aired, for us to take a frank

look at them, rather than letting them fester in the murky realm halfwagéetw
whispering and fascination... One has to be prepared to submit to the process of
reflection, and to reflection, moreover conceived as free, without any spoon-
feeding, and cannot expect to be provided the kind of solid subject-matter that is
normal elsewhere... At any rate | think it is the task of philosophical discourse to
express as discourse- in other words in the form in which it is presented-
something of the content it wishes to convey... | would also say that the lecture,
which came into being in an age when printing had long since been in existence is
in a certain sense an ‘archaic form’... That is to say, it has in a sense been
superseded by the written form. Hence if this form is to be retained, if people are
going to continue giving real lectures, this can only have meaning if tigsthi

that are said during a lecture, and the way they are said, cannot be found in

printed form (Adorno, 1969/1997, p. 24).

So follows the question of psychoanalytic action which is stuck in the dilemma such that
once articulated begins to outstrip itself, as Leclaire said, in both itenvaitid spoken
discourse. This might be the best dilemma to be stuck with in one’s profession for at the
very least it keeps one on one’s toes. Between whispering and fascination, are prep
ourselves to submit to the process as free, just as our patients will. To be provided the

kind of solid-subject matter that is normal elsewhere- that is the flestitree non-dupes,

as Muller put it.
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We cannot be certain as analysts almost de-facto, we can only orient ousiselves
best we can towards the unconscious. When this orientation reaches a kind of illusory
certainty, we are we are sure to hear it back from the symptom of the pétiesrte is
insurance in analysis, it is to be heard here, because it insures the paiiesttthg
possibility of suggestion. Hear Lacan’s logic once again: Lacan pustarese on the
side of the positive transference. It's a marvelous reversal of contemporary
psychoanalytic thought.

I’'m tempted by this to believe that for the most part, psychoanalysis is not
harmful, cannot be; but in the cannot, it also may never have been brought into existence.
This is to say that the analysis that is initiated, is interminable, withstuicture that
knows how to hear the challenge of the patient’'s symptom. One might say this is harm
enough. Fair enough. But it is an idea of harm that is not hysterical. For teathgse
is always guilty of seduction, not inhibition and stasis. Lacan in orienting litnske
place of the subject by virtue of the semblance that istifext ahas a hold on technique
in away | haven't grasped with other psychoanalytic theories.

For this reason | tilt responsibility toward the analyst who must take up this
particular ethics. It is why the question of ethics has grown so central f@meanight
find this a relief. It is after all then only up to me. How nice. Perhaps bearingrtaof
responsibility propels that of the patients, giving them back their desiresagvién back
to us to maintain it- the desire for psychoanalysis.

Why not define the autonomous ego this way? Why not? My first inclination is to
say that it is because those who lay claim to that structure like to think evelgeng

lacking in it. This may have started with his daughter, Anna, and the idea of our
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providing an auxiliary ego, or an observing ego, or some other unfortunate name. | can’'t
think of anything that would make one more paranoid. At the very least resistant. No
wonder she had to take on the defenses. Shame. But shame on me as well. | should not
point fingers. | should just state that this is wihiadean by autonomy and try and
understand what this has to do with an ego, auxiliary ofTinat.ego is first and foremost

a necessary failure (a body egdhis is what Lacan is pointing to in lobject g the one
concept he said his discourse aimed to elucidate. And, if this is the case, Laidlssgy,

is in good faith.

Lacan Awry

| might say that | am Lacanian, perhaps because | don’t even know anymore wha
it is to be Freudian from within the analytic scene here in America. IfnfLacly wanted
to be called a Freudian, then | will say that | am Lacanian in the only waythabse
who stands so far outside a discourse can claim that interior for herself, aith tot
belligerence. A predicate come ethical subject. If his ethics start#ilg is grounded
on a faith in almost nothing, and loves with a particular reserve which emptiesuttee fut
of content, audacity is a testimony to ethics. The words reserve, precarg)ugaes,
arise from the attempt to conceptualize the place of an opening. But pethapshan a
consequence, an effect of analysis, they are its driving force.

They are the analytic process. As Lacan at times defined it: thgiegptit or
draining of the signifier (the past), the pathos of suffering (present), angdheluation
or idealization of the object of love (the future). The precariousness is handleaiog a

that holds firm. For this reason Lacan called it an ethics of the real or ofikeitihas
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the force of sheer immediacy, is formal, and is driven. It is the declaratioonina
“cannot live in any other way” mirroring an original symptom (I cannot live, and no
doubt, in any other way) which made the same declaration but in the service ohgufferi
rather than enjoyment.
So my feeling is that Lacan is acutely aware of these difficultieswvdre at the
heart of the difficulty of his writing, of any writing about psychoanalysiswidated to
return to the truth of the analytic enterprise. His wish, | fear, has gomi@lpaawry.
This Lacan awry has something to do with the failure to uphold what is at the heart of his
ethics. Should we say that such things are inevitable? He did at times. But heyalso be
to invoke a figure of insurance. He even went so far as to $aydore,that writing was
necessary as insurance, which is, from the perspective of this ethics, aot The only
insurance is that the symptom will protest any insurance, certainly annoswraich is
aimed against it. All we have are symptoms. The debt that psychoanalysis®imga
with respect to the unconscious must remain. It cannot be paid off. There is no insurance.
Remember what it is to give in to the anxiety of the analysand? To participate in
their very fantasy and foreclose the possibility of an opening. It is an impudhetce t
bypasses any prudence on the part of the analyst. One must always handlehrathitwi
of grace, a lightness of touch:
To the modern science of psychology, we owe the insight that the lack of courage
to accept injury and the incapability of self-sacrifice belong to the despastes
of psychic illness. All neuroses seem to have as a common symptom an
egocentric anxiety, a tense and self centered concern for securityabiigyi to
‘let go’; in short, that kind of love for one’s own life that leads straight to tlse los
of life. It is a very significant and by no means accidental fact that modern

psychology frequently quotes the Scriptural words: “he who loves his life will
lose it” (Pieper, 1966, p. 134-135).
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We cannot secure our legacy in a system aimed at insurance. This seems to hde been t
fate of Lacan who in delegating his legacy to his son-in-law in order toesgclast it.

In truth, | have no memory about the cultural significance ofddrilgis infighting,
here or overseas. I've read books, but it is something that teelsich beyond my grasp.
Such is my advantage. It is not what | have inherited. That doesn’t mean thegid esc
transference.

| have always loved psychoanalysis from within a place of disappointment, an
idea of it that has never materialized. But disappointment can go by wayref desve
know, rather than the perversions of sentimentality, insurance, and reparatsois. that
part of the hysteric Lacan always seized upon and indeed loved- woman and their
particular brand of madness. This hollow in desire empties that future of content and
relegates the past to the past. But that ultimately requires the ahaiytic

When you submit your life to the task of psychoanalysis, to its unfolding strife,
you no longer have a private life according to Lacan, you live the psychoahhfgzén
the end it reinstitutes the possibilities of a private life, perhaps even the ggoad what
he calls knowing how to live life well- n@bnnaissancenot knowledge, biugavoir faire
know-how. To live by the good word and to speak wa#n dire, bon mot.do not
know if Lacan found his way here in the end and there is some suture taking place in the
present discourse meant they have somehow lost at playing this game.

Funny enough, the new Lacanians sound more and more like ego psychologists. |
cannot but somehow believe that what were lost was this degree of humility and the place
of that humility within the analytic discourse which can be found in Lacan, sigdgogte

the words failure, weakness, stupidity, the dummy, and the dupe. How does this disaster
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happen? With Adorno it had something to do with terror, the Good, finishing once and
for all; and so haste, impatience, an object given too much consistency in thedace of
risky and uncertain desire. In the end his thinking grew argumentative under gine wei
of this excessive tension. A thinking that tries too quickly to realize itself.

Truth, Lacan says, has feminizing effects. He means this with a tinge yflnan
still, perhaps we accept this idea of the virtue of a kind of weakness. Perhap®we foll
the path of all those women hanged. As Badiou says, the disaster is a disastentivhen tr
becomes an asserting- “that this, which is, must not be, or that, what is presetsted i
being, is but nothingness, is an effect of terror... Philosophy, when it is driven out of its
operation by the temptation wielded upon it by the idea that Truth is substance, produces
terror” (Badiou, 1992/1999, p. 132). It is not an easy task to keep one’s eyes on the
ephemeral. We have already seen how Adorno lapsed despite such a keen ear.

As analysts the cultivation of a lack of anxiety is indispensable, particofaithe
castrating variety. We are supposed to be able to withstand a certain ameunstaof.t
They call that here, ‘maintaining narcissistic equilibrium’ which would dexwénians
into hysterics because this is precisely for them what that analyst slust arder to
hear the patient. Is this an issue of substance or terminology?

To return for a second to the new breed of Lacanians, their anxiety about the
importance of the Lacan has brought a certain kind of truth to very charge of
intellectualism brandished against them from day one. They reify the notion of the
signifier. The signifier, in other words, has become of a sign and the work saygnothi
but signifier, again and again. What they mean to say is always the same, it im¢he na

Lacan, which has, rather painfully, come to mean very little anymore. Widnfsatwe
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know that there is nothing worse for the signifier than an invocation of the sign,
particularly by a signifier hunting analyst. Again, the vase turned lettevptegiven
substance.

Lacan has said that the analyst can only “clear the ground in front of the door”. If
he refuses this constraint, the patient will perhaps just liemnt of it. All hail her refusal.
“After a very good analysis, let us say that a woman can find her feet”- ond woul
imagine in order to walk through it. “If there is a little advantage won” it the fall of
theobject a Otherwise she retains herself as “frigid” (Lacan, 1968, Lecture X, p. 12).
Writing cannot function as insurance, indeed anxiety and the defensive moves which
follow, make writing impossible. Psychoanalysis has not figured out a wayteitself
since Freud. It has, should | say, lost its feet and become frigid.

Sublimation, wish fulfillment, symptoms, and hallucination, are founded on the
absence of the object. “What is foreclosed in the symbolic reappears in thénesal. T
Thing is not there originally. Sublimation brings us to it- this is the new"gihac
1986/1992, p.145). The door is nothing but that. It is not on the side of the analyst to
proffer it, he only clears the ground. As Lacan says, “as regards the door, | bedieve t
we are not very competent” (Lacan, 1968, Lecture X, p. 12).

My letter from my grandmother functioned precisely as insurance. Medil
lineage is always a certaintjéter semper certa, pater incerjuborcing is a way of
delegating the future through a determined history. Such is the nature of wilhdulf
Simone Weil says, “It is necessary to touch impossibility in order to come d of t

dream world. There is no impossibility in dreams- only impotence” (Weil, 2002, p. 95).
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The wish then is for this limit at the same time that the wish functions as theAllim
else, as she says is impotence- what Lacan calls a miscarridesret

Lacan would have understood Simone Weil as he understood anorexics: they
don’t not eat, but rather eat nothing. Ethics is described as a situation in which one seeks
to be deprived of something real in order to provoke a limit giving that real its glace a
beyond. Symptomatically then the anorexic tries painfully to accomplistptriscularly
because someone has tried to stuff her full and this is how she retains her desire showing
that the limit of desire can go as far as retaining one’s death as one’sapaiully
there are other ways. As for Simone Weil | have to admit | rather atenr&he had a
lot of courage.

The Lacanian community cannot become the match to the International in its
ridiculously titled,World Association of Psychoanalysie analyst falls from his place
and why should it not be the case outside the consulting room? There is something here
of the important magic of a disappearing act, like that of so many of the women we spoke
about before. To be in the shadow of truth is take on its feminizing effects, the more
feminine the deaths, the better. Knowledge functions in relation to truth as an act of
subtraction, like the fall of thebject a It is not expansive, certainly not in a gathering
around the world of the truth of Lacan.

Badiou discerns this problem from within philosophy. He sets up the subtractive
dimension of truth with respect to the double, for him the sophist, for us what is
conceptualized around a closure of the unconscious. Religion, for example, is for Badiou
any form of thought which wants continuity between truth and sense. Philosophy he says

is the logical science of the void and so is never this continuity. Subtracting thought from
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any predication of sense or presence, indeed the progressive subtraction of thte suppor
from theobject g culminates in a subtraction from knowledge of truth. This is, for
Badiou, related to four modalities:
The undecidable, related to the event (a truth is not, it befalls); the indiscernible
related to liberty (the path of a truth is not constrained, but risky); the generic,
related to being (the being of a truth is an infinite set subtracted from ever
predicate in knowledge); the unnamable, related to the Good (to force the naming
of an unnamable breeds disaster) (Badiou, 2006, p. 89).
These modalities of truth are asserted against a background of relativismswhie
truth of the sophist. Badiou calls the sophist the perverse double of philosophy.
Philosophy is the breaking of the mirror between the philosopher and the sophist.
Lacan speaks about this sophist with respect to Plato’s diaMgne The
sophist refutes the doctrine afamnesisThe idea of Platonic reminiscence is linked by
Lacan to the idea of the return of the repressed which means that there is something
which already belongso the subject which must make its appearance. Plato just clears
the path, his dialogue obeys the subtractive modalities of thought. The sophist counters
anamnesisturning his doctrine into a teaching that is dispensed to someone who is
situated as ‘without it,” propping himself up as the subject supposed to know. Thus for
Badiou, “the ethics of philosophy, staving off disaster, can be summarized in tkentons
reserve regarding its sophistic double, a reserve thanks to which philosophy igedbtrac
from the temptation of splitting itself in two (according to the void/substanceejaupl
order to deal with the first duplicity founding it (sophist/philosopher).... Philosophg in it

history is but a desubstancialization of Truth, which is also the self-libemitits act”

(Badiou, 1992/1999, p. 144). Badiou, like Lacan, posits the first duplicity with respect to
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a question of the subject of knowledge. This is the only possibility of self-liberati
Otherwise you are bound in the hierarchy of those who know, and those who lack.

What one can gather even further then from this rather obscure philosophical
meandering are the consequences of realizing the transference wish, olipatieg
hysterical desire for a master, of answering the demand for anxiety, batiemalization
of her wound. It is, according to Badiou, a disaster whose effects run something tike are
instituting of the sacred, ecstasies of sacrifice, and terror. We know vwipsnrsato the
hysteric when her wishes are granted. Think about the symptomatic explosion of Dora
after the scene by the Lake with Herr K. It was she who showed Freuchtisietence
must be handled with tact and one should worry about countertransference- in which case
you receive you message back in an inverted form as the consequence of the mirror.

The word that strikes me as most important with respect to this strategy is
‘reserve’. It is a reading of humility and prudence, evoked by Lacan in hisptmrcef
logic, which Badiou puts at the center of his ethics. The consequence of this word
‘reserve’ deserves to be drawn out. It is where | believe the new Lasdrase gone
awry. There is only one virtue for Lacgudeur which one may translate as one likes-

shame, decency, humility, modesty alike.

Dear Prudence, Won't You Come Out To Play

“My strength”, says Lacan, “is to know what it means to wait.” One might say
that | am entirely impatient as the case may be, and that prudence, whethisgrh
have come to admire, is not what | am. Prudence seems to be virtue that doesg'tdelon

me. | am still knee deep in suffering and | pathologize myself accordidghhaps
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genuflection will be my virtue. Perhaps as | bend down, on my knees, my head pressed
against the floor, | can find that what | do is indeed to endure, always endure. Maybe |
can endure with a bit of pleasure, maybe | keep it hidden. This isn’t the image most of us
entertain, at least not openly. But the prudent man is also penitent- he bows before god.
To suffer and to endure in the face of dread is “objectively the only remainisipiits
of resistance, and that it is in this situation that fortitude primarily andatkignproves
its genuine character... This possibility, we know, has been obliterated fronotige w
view of enlightened liberalism” (Pieper, 1966, p. 128).

Against the weighty seduction of the hysteric, against the defensive angst of the
obsessive, the analyst must be strong. But it is the strength of a femininve jpdesi
which is never bound up with the immoderate nature of knowledge. Perhaps the
repressions of the hysteric are a testament against this character ofkriensud, as
Rieff (1959) pointed out rather strongly, never aimed at removing the bar ofsiepres
Not because he thought man vile, but because repression is our saving gradeatit is
makes us subjects, and of preserving anything sacred- the battle cry otubed cul
conservative against the enlightened liberal.

The analytic discourse is a discourse of tact with respect to this structbee of
psyche that for it will remain sacred. The unconscious is Freud’s godheiadht] all
one has is tact, a tact, which, to quote Goethe, would mean we have a better knowledge
of things in knowing howotto try and know them so thoroughly.

Interpretation, we hear on this side of the Atlantic, is all about the threecTs: ta

tone, and timing. Is this not properly Lacanian which means that interpretation is a



108

strategy of rhetoric with an unconscious that functions precisely like a lartjuage
Remember, rhetoric for Adorno was the closest we could get to content:
The odor of truth in analysis is only an effect of the fact that it uses no other
means than that of the word. Strictly none. Do not start telling me that it uses
transference because transference for its part is not a means elsudt ahat
stems from the fact that the words, by its means, reveals something that has
nothing to do with it, very precisely the knowledge that exists in language (Lacan,
1973, p. 50).
That the prudence of the analyst with respect to interpretation is all thatahst has
once he removes himself from the field of knowledge challenges the notion of
interpretation as an historical objectivity, ‘meaning making’, transfereissolution, or
any other such notion. It is a strategy:
If analytic experience finds itself implicated by taking its claimaobility from
the Oedipal myth, it is indeed because it preserves the cutting edge of this oracle
enunciation, and | would say more, that in it interpretation always remains at the
same level. It is only true by its consequences, like every oracle. In&tiqmas
not put to the test of a truth that can be settled by a yes or a no, it unleashes truth
as such. Itis only true insofar as it is truly followed (Lacan, 1971, Lectre.X
13)
This cutting edge of the oracle is the enunciation that gets things mdhisgs close to
what is called ‘the beauty of the inexact interpretation.” For Lacan howsuee, truth
can only be half-said (like any decree from an oracle) all interpretatiensexact but
beautiful. It is perhaps their beauty which is their most important feahaethiey hide
and reveal with exactly the right balance. How else would we allow ourselveseidibe
the direction of our destiny which is always an unraveling, an undoing, a subnatting t
castration?
Movement, we saw, is what the tragic death of woman aims at in trying to

manifest her death precisely as feminine, as that which cannot, but must be spoken, as

that which in desire is beyond the object of fascination. Between the patient and the
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analyst, it is the analyst who knows the rules of desire in the game (oh}spédech the
hysteric as hysteric has always keeps herself ignorant of, namefcthbdt she plays.
As Lacan says there is only a playing well, a speaking well, or a doinginvaltwist,
Lacan adds that “nothing is impossible for man, what he cannot do he leaves. This is
what is called mental health” (Lacan, 1973, p. 104).
| know many of you will balk at the equation between virtue, passivity,
submission, and femininity, but the dupe for Lacan, was always a woman. Likewise, the
word pudeur the one he uses with respect to what he calls the one virtue of
psychoanalysis, is also entirely feminine. The non-dupe, and the non-pude, are not what
we are. One may translate that as the non-decent. Decency, for me, evokasrthaf not
shame which was for Freud always the affect of wopaarexcellenceYou'll see it
everywhere in his writing, their modesty, their shame, the way they hide awa
impenetrable, secret, and silent. Can you hear the position of the analyst?
This is what the hysteric gets wrong, where she loses the game. Hez dilenc
her words, wage war. “It is only when the hysteric renounces being what meovigght
we will have to precede her there- that she will be ready to conquer the 8afbtén,
1980, p. 59). She conquers this difficulty by giving up the claim of its fight, perhaps first
by finding herself painfully ashamed of her previous immodestyfditdthomme
Rather than always having to outsmart the other man she allows herself to be a dupe.
We will forge for ourselves “a quite different ethic, an ethic that would be
founded on the refusal of being unduped, of always being more strongly the dupe of this
knowledge, of this unconscious which, when all is said and done is our only lot in terms

of knowledge’ (Lacan, 1973, p. 16).
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Who was a better dupe than Joyce who wrote a book to capture the blackness
between dreams? It is not a surprise that Lacan turned to him towards the end of his
seminars. He wrote iRinnegans Wake'lts something fails us. First we feel. Then we
fall.” The place of lack found first of all in the failure, second of all in the fgehnd
lastly in the fall. Nothing comes closer to writing about the work of analylsigelJames
Joyce. In the face of this | feel nothing else need be said. The 3 second book again. His
books, to say the least, are anything but that, hearing his joke that he would keep people
busy for 300 years. There cannot be a 3 second book. The work has not yet been done.

Our strength, for Lacan, is to know what it means to wait. To find a way to use
the tendency towards haste, even if that means to deprive oneself of it. This deprivation is
linked to the demand Badiou makes that philosophy re-entangle itself with an ontology
that thinks the void as matheme, for Lacan as the real, for myself as the unconscious
This is the starting place from which we will then, and only then, be able torfigliye
disentangle the subject.

| have suffered with Lacan. | tried to lay down his system, master it, ebepéiod
retrace it, bit by all too painstakingly bit. This transpired. I let him passigirme. |
found a way to amuse myself, belly laughs at his jokes, and annoyance with hds force
puns. He gives almost nothing but in the almost one finds the trace of enjoyment rather
than an anxiety which wants to fill in the gaps, suture the aporia, and invoke his ungodly
presence at every turn. It is an opening with consequences which are far roloirggrea
than that of romanticism or truth hunting which divides everything into too early and too
late, as with Freud, Marx, and Heidegger. To which camp do you belong? Choose your

allegiance- topography or structure, species-being or capdizlg and Timer Letteron
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HumanismDon't forget, Lacan of the symbolic or the real. What happened to the
imaginary? There we don’t have to make a choice. Our allegiance is suclnénattiaat
is concerned we can be done with it once and for all.

Of course in what is discarded so blithely remains something of importance. This
imaginary holds out something like pure potential. We've already charted thissiime
with the term semblance which is much closer to the truth than we normallyenagi
Language at its imaginary limit is precisely the power Langokies with his signifier
and one must handle it with tact. Adorno could not think the necessity of tact because the
semblance was for him a disappointment, ultimately being tied to the imgagiviin
Lacan there is a work of mourning which gives over to this imaginary the mdwer
creation from nothing- a use of the imaginary.

Semblance disrupts an allegiance which merely seeks insurance against
disappointment. To use Badiou’s words, one has to maintain an absolute fidelity which
always partakes in the imaginary. So | am faithful to Lacan. He joked tloditvatlat he
had been saying about the ‘doesn’t stop not being written’ didn’t mean that he didn’t
write plenty in order to get up and speak about it. | would like to demand a supplement. If
it is true that what we do in analysis is follow through without detour to the end of what
we have to say, why would this not prepare us to write?

The discourse of the university, for Lacan, only produces the discard, the heap, a
pile of debris. Badiou called this the little style (perhaps in the little tefasencing the
objet petit a) or scholasticism:

There is a technical term in philosophy for this kind of neo-classicist approach:

scholasticism... We find a perfect example of this regional scholasticiam

intervention by Pascal Engel, Professor at the Sorbonne, in a book called
Mathematical Objectivity. In the course of a grammatical excursugoung the
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status of statement, Engel manages to use no less than twenty-five ctasgifica

syntagms. These are , in their order of appearance in this little jewel of

scholasticism: Platonism, ontological realism, nominalism, phenomenalism,
reductionism, fictionalism, instrumentalism, ontological antirealismasdic

realism, semantic antirealism, intuitionism, idealism, verificationfemmalism,

constructivism, agnosticism, ontological reductionism, ontological inflatignism

semantic atomism, holism, logicism, ontological neutralism, conceptualism,
empirical realisms, and conceptual Platonism. Moreover, remarkable though it is

Engel’'s compulsive labeling in no way exhausts the possible categorical

permutations. These are probably infinite, which is why scholasticism igthsur

of a busy future, even if, in conformity with scholastic injunction to intellectual

seriousness, its work is invariably carried out in teams (Badiou, 2006, p. 5)
| couldn’t help but cite the entire passage for all of its absurdity. Psycheanialy
likewise overflowing with terminology, new names for everything, broken down, buil
back up. But the names are terrible. “Why can he buy everything without gayitig
Because he has nothing to do with jouissance. That is not what he repeats. Hdigpeats
purchase. He is by destination the re-bought” (Lacan, 1991/2007, p. 94). This is the other
imperative as a perverse double of our ethics- to keep knowing, buying, producing in a
realm which does not belong to you. It is the progressive exclusion of yourself.

If not nearly as arid, one might say the discourse of the hysteric is utterly
drenched, her discourse ravished under the weight of the Other. She’ll only invoke the
prohibition and its will to discard her. The woman with ashes on her breath. Like the
Hegelian slave at least she has her jouissance even if she is forsaffiocating herself
in the processlouissance’slittle sister is truth” (ibid., p. 150). She protests and yet,
none but she could embody better this radical object of exclusion- the conclusive product
of this discourse of the university.

So too much or too little. We would say these discourses are without tact. They

constitute a writing that would never engender an effect of truth, that would nader le
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towards the collapse of knowledge that unleashes truth. The neurotic defenstemmpd a
to exclude this perverse underside ridden with desire. In a dual movemeuatieexcl
nothing, the heap, exclude everything, wreckage- they hedge their bets. Ttubedix
the essence of woman. They complain of nothing else, Lacan (1975/1998)Eawbia

To allow for exclusion is to allow a minimal difference with respect to the
impossible relation between the sexes. This makes the wager real. Oneydameonl|
from within this impossible debt that doesn’t stop not being written. “The displacement
of the negation from the ‘doesn’t stop not being written’ to the ‘doesn’t stop being
written’ in other words from contingency to necessity— there lies the point ofrsispe
to which all love is attached” (ibid., p. 145). It means that one must risk everything and i
this, one risks exclusion from everything.

| have learned through Lacan to always go by way of this radical debt. htake i
more than | can possibly give back. The imaginary, my faith in semblanceirnanta
kind of radical debtorship- incurring greater and greater debt, as one does mivog
and taking with what one does not have. It is only by way of this debt that one can situate
the proper asymmetry of the analytic relationship which culminates in ounuavent
exclusion.

In effect this radical debtorship is nothing new about me, but it is cast in a new
light. What | always wanted was a way out, but, perhaps once inside there dasn’t se
anymore to be a reason to leave. My failure is where I finally succeeldm&yht, in the
end, get out from under this disappointment with psychoanalysis after all. Thisalebt m
be the only insurance that one escape from the trap of believing that they haverspmethi

solid to give- immoderate knowing, intrusive interpretations. The ethics of



114

psychoanalysis is a tricky business, but Lacan’s ethics, it turns out, l@nieternal to
psychoanalysis, internal to its very theory. It requires nothing outside, andigithia
virtue, it at least gives me legs to stand on, with pleasure.

So my debt is much less difficult to manage if not for the very reason thatl enjo
its incursion. One’s relationship to enjoyment is work, Lacan said. Call this hisso
you will, a fantasy of sacrifice, enjoyment in submission. Indeed it is. Beyaezannot
be dispensed with. If it is difficult to recognize in this something beyond médrespatot
least of all in its apologetics, remember that it is at this exact poinewlscover the
greatest amusements. It is the only way to allow for a little lenientyomgself and
others.

It was to Joyce that Lacan turned in the end- declared his debt. I'll take it up.
Joyce laughs last, as always- "A, E, I, O, U". To Adorno and everyone else yoow|
was too, made not begotten. By them, the man with my voice and my eyes and a
ghostwoman with ashes on her breath.” My father, my mother.

Did not Joyce already always know that "the sentimentalist is he who would enjoy
without incurring the immense debtorship of the thing done." And "he laughed to free his
mind from his mind's bondage." And so | was freed to do with Lacan what | will, even at
his will. The assault of the joker. This is how | have learned to think through Lacan. To
find room to breathe under the weight of his voice and his eyes. With an eye for the one
who is vanishing. Adorno said that “only in its thinking breath does philosophy
participate in the idea of depth. To this Joyce adds, “On now. Dare it. Let thefiebe li
Well then the analytic discourse is specified, it is distinguished by gaisenquestion of
what the issue is of this form of knowledge which rejects and excludes trutlst A fir

approximation- it serves to repress what inhabits mythical knowledge. Butiexgit at
the same time, it knows nothing more of it than in the form of what we rediscover under
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the species of the unconscious, that is, as wreckage of this knowledge in the form of
disjointed knowledge. ... When a slave, on the other hand, redeems himself, he is a
master only in this- that he risks everything... This is where, in some waynitten of
the analyst gives something like the dawn. -Lad#e, Other Side of Psychoanalysis
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| Fell in Love

If whatever was so oppressive and tormenting in loving a thinker like Adorno,
was repeated for the love of Lacan, at the least there it is was settieghtian
adherence to a debt. The failure in this debtorship giving something like the dawn as
Lacan says. In that space one renounces the specter of unconditionality, of arfy eros
castration, and the push toward absolutism. Lacan can set it up and one can make the
purchase. It is a difficult sale. | have already told you tagsan which | was suffocating.
| had to learn to love this man through letting him go which is as much to say that he
passed right through me like air that one breathes. Maybe one lets oneself langin.O
And if I am to write, then | lose Lacan through taking in the promise that he left behind—
the possibility of writing despite the unfortunate burden of knowing. Dare it.

This abandonment of his only gave strength to his voice whose labor would come
to overshadow too much and too many. Fascination. The very act of writing, finding a
way to write psychoanalysis, disturbs this labor of speech whose omniscience can be
brought down to a whisper in the play of the written word and the elusive authorial
signature- a dehiniversalizeceverywhere and nowhere. Let there be life.

One desires he who speaks to us, knows, but one loves he who invites us to speak
and makes possible the written word. Certainly this was what was so necessaeut
in the beginning with thénterpretation So it is that at first | would slip endlessly in
Lacan'’s series of lectures.

Perhaps it was here that Lacan did not want to give in. Take care of his words,

mind them. If one looks at his writing it bears his stamp through this putative tone. Not
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that | do not enjoy it, “it is a type of invective ferocity, really teiinfywhich is that of

Yahweh speaking to his people in a long discourse... a rite of sacred prostitution... a sort
of invitation whereby he declares himself to be the spouse” (Lacan, 1991/2007, p. 204).
It is a tie that binds without the possibility of a love that moves through the trdpsioé

and an impossible demand for identification. His demand and our counter demand, on
into infinity. But as we approach infinity, which is as much to say that one begins to
vanish on the horizon, we may find a new possibility, another enjoyment. Such is the
wager and the risk.

So it is between the first and the third dreams- my grandmother’s letter which is
so close to her spoken voice, her command, and the last, a dream about a book that |
found and read, clearly mine, but written with an anonymity that disturbed the search for
authorshiplnstructions On How to Fell A Tre¥ou have to use your breath. Your eyes,
hands and voice will be too disruptive to the rhythm necessary to bring it lbatwas
it. The Real of the signifier. The fall of the analyst.

It's rather funny this dream. | could chastise myself and say like aatypysteric
| mistake the tree for the forest. Plants are genitals as we know frerimterpretation of
Dreamsand certainly that would have some bearing on her makisgistake. The
mistake of all her mistakes. And that she can barely do with one is to say nothing of wha
happens with a whole series of them.

We may have just fallen on something a little closer to the truth in settitigoff
chain of events. Even in the banal symbolism we are taken a hair's breadth@away fr
mere pathologizing. That may be the minimal distance necessary honggstrinovingto

bring it down
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| cannot suddenly help but see the hysterical wish to castrate the master and how
it just barely succeeds in not being just that. In not being that, one would have to begin to
see her virtues, to hear tjustein the just of just barely. The other side of failure, Lacan
said, is this just barely succeeding which is the only way an analysis mbesslT
even evoked by this kind of artifice, this leap through what is only the semblante of a
instruction, a dream object, delimits a new starting point, constitutes a break. The othe
movements, the hands, voice, and eyes, were rather the force of stasis. This is the
hystericala faire, a to do with love, which holds out the possibility that she may find
herself quite somewhere else after all is said and done.
Scales do not fall from his eyes, his eyes fall like scales...Isn't it thysolgect that we
see Oedipus being reduced to, not to being subjected to castration but | would rather say
to being castration itself? Namely, what remains when one of the privileged tsugipor

the object disappear from him in the form of his eyes —Lala® Other Side of
Psychoanalysis



119

The Smile of My Master

If he smiled why would he have smiled?

To reflect that each one who enters imagines himself to be the first to enteasvhe is
always the last term of a proceeding series even if the first teanswdceeding one, each
imagining himself to be first, last, only and alone, whereas he is neitstendir only nor
alone in a series originating in and repeated to infinity (J&@9@2, p. 731).

Thought depends as Badiou says on the impossibility of angels. As much as he
pokes fun at philosophers who want to shelter philosophy and save it from annihilation, it
is his own agenda. | see him there in all white, his mysterious smile, hésrseléd
dignity. He is the announced master and the axiomatic nature of his work means,
following Lacan, that it is only necessary that he authorize himself. He adda sa
conversation that he was the super-ego of philosophy. But what functions as the super-
ego for a super-ego? His attraction to infinity, immortality, truth, amilisubjectivity,
and universality, is both Badiou’s virtue and his failing. The enjoyment buried in the
commands of the super-ego will lead not away, as is his wont, but directly towards
annihilation.

It is at the limit of his work that this enjoyment creeps in and what could be the play
of a semblance instead becomes a rather unfortunate pretence. For ttegtsoeilishave
to become clear Badiou has disavowed the value of semblance and therefore he has
disavowed its inherent play. What he is doing is always real. It is firsbbHesthetics
and not fiction. He must make absolutely sure of that. Otherwise he feels thlatrioiss
system would be nothing but a sophistry. | learned this system of his, | took it in, it was
important in learning how to rethink Lacan, to think against Adorno, to get away from the

traps of nihilism. But what once (and still from time to time) evoked enthusiasm, his
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belligerent rhetoric and the audacity of his formalization, leaves me, in the tad, ra

cold. It has less to do with his concepts and everything to do with the place from which
one encounters his voice, his command out from within his discourse. Perhaps this is the
place where one would assent to Badiou. Agree to follow him as master, indeel.ds trut
for one could imagine such a thing while knowing that after Adorno it isn’t any longer
really a possibility.

Badiou allows one to use him which is an interesting fact of his work. With Badiou,
my rather tenacious tendency towards hysteria is most useful to medgdaoates the
position of the master. And yet, because he is a self-declared master one doesn’t
necessarily have to work so hard to prop him up, and in the end, he will find his own way
down. Badiou it seems will be his own undoing. It has nothing to do with me. While the
hysteric is loath to know this- as Lacan says, she wants to be the price of hisdgew|
perhaps here, for the first time | can see my own way through.

Badiou, one could say, is this real master that Lacan said everyone has forgotten
about and so fails to understand, particularly the hysteric. It is also the mostmpor
figure for psychoanalysts to begin to comprehend again. This real master is onewe ha
to read from Freud'$otem and TaboandMoses and Monotheisrthe primal father
with all the women. The myth for Freud is always aimed toward elucidatingrinsuse.

It is against this master that the real prohibition is leveled, particukagpgychoanalysis.
There is no such thing as “all the women”. We have come to think that the prohibition
was always against the mother, the incestuous love of her, but, for Lacan, there was
someone prior to her. This is why the father in the mother is of such crucial ingeotta

Lacan.
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‘To be deprived of woman,’ this is what castration means. One is enough. Indeed,
Lacan jokes that she is already too much, which is why he would go further to say, tha
even if there is a ‘One,” woman did not exist. | have likened the analyst to tiiesad
a woman, a debtor, a dupe. These are different images of castration. What wasethe val
of castration? Well, we said it rather ironically allows one to follow theetod
enjoyment. If Badiou is the master, does he enjoy?

I don’t think | know what Badiou enjoys after all is said and done. One might say
that he rather enjoys himself, his laugh or his smile, you see, always t@#giran there
but only to return there once again. | like his laugh. If you've ever heard hinathes r
charming, disarming even, but it is, in its way, radically self-containesidifferent with
Lacan. He initiates laughter because it addresses you. The true joke che ong/that
knows how to follow the logic of desire.

Badiou, and it must be said, radically dislikes desire. That may seem a bit strong,
but he links desire to individual or even animal self-interest, a trap in any cdasmdha
must radically transcend or break free of. As we said before, for Freud, debeeonly
possibility of transgression. Badiou, Bilosophy as Biographylescribes the
development of his thoughts on love and desire:

Just like everyone, in the 50s and 60s, we were tormented by sexuality. This
torment is certainly still very perceptible in my first novélbnagestesin 1964

and therPortulans in 1967. But literature is a filter here. In the end, this trouble
is foreign to philosophy strictly speaking., in conformity to its great icialss
tradition. | would say that | learned little by little why. It is certdhat sexual
situations are fascinating, and it is also certain that the formalismsaf the
situations, the erotic formalism is extraordinarily poor. And all its force depends
on a repetitive injunction, with variations of little amplitude. 1 would say then that
little by little in life a relation of charmed connivance is establisheld thit
formalism. Finally neither transgressive fascination, nor the represihe

superego are really at their place in this affall that is delicious, and, after all,
without great consequence for thought. | have come to conclude philosophically,
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that as acute as this pacifying charmed connivance might be, at least for m
desire is not a central category for philosophy, and cannot be. Or rather desires
only touches philosophy - just as well as jouissance - as bodies are seized in love.
That is why, from this long crossing through sexual torment the final resa#t is
had already said for other reasons that love, and not desire, must instantly return
into the constitution of the concept (Badiou, 2008, p.15).
Love is a central category for Badiou. He includes psychoanalysis under thie gerier
procedure of love (along with mathematics, art, and politics). Psychoanalgsis
discourse that thinks the difficulty of the two- be it the unhappy coupling of life atid dea
drives, or, man and woman. But Lacan, as much as he talked about love was always a
theorist of desire, which was never reduced to being blatantly sexual. Therevewss a
knot formed betweengve, desire and jouissance
Imaginary solutions to the complexity of this knot proliferate throughout istor
from divine love to courtly love. Faithful to Freud however the impasse is the imgasse, i
must be said, between logad desire. Psychical impotence being the psychic division
such that “where they love they do not desire and where they desire they cannot love”
(Freud, 1912, p.183). And the tendency towards debasement in the sphere of love follows
with a special-type of object choice- a taken one, one of ill repute, or, the continuous
series of them despite the fact they announce their love to be a singular event whose
“demand for fidelity” appears singular (Freud, 1910, p. 167). Freud says, “we hae lear
from psychoanalysis in other examples that the notion of something irreplaceadhe
it is active in the unconscious, frequently appears as broken up into an endless series:
endless for the very reason that every surrogate nevertheless fails tte phevdesired
satisfaction” (ibid., 169). And the last word for Freud is that debasement of the love

object was rather a result of an elevation of love above desire, and with a vayemil

says perhaps man should learn to think less highly of his wife and come to tenrttsewit
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idea of incest. Otherwise the fantasy stemming from the prohibition idlsaictesire, as
sexual, is like a pollutant of the body.

Laughter comes from a body and a body cannot but be one that has a sex, however
much it loves and remains faithful. I'm sure that Badiou gets hungry from timeep tim
much as Levinas said that it seemed to himDi@seinwas never hungry taking aim at
the lofty heights of Heideggerianism. Neither is this exalted subject cbBadio has
done everything in his being to attack Heidegger. It is the view from above thatcreat
the trouble not necessarily desire from a Freudian perspective. My mapemndimother
always used to tell me that love doesn’t put dinner on the table. | suppose that iswhy I’
always in debt. Badiou, in clearing away the mistakes of philosophy, the traps it has
fallen into, seems to me to abhor debt as one must if one wants to rid themselves of this
trap of desire- if one wants to de-pollute this body of philosophy.

Like the master then, and in fact quite like Adorno, he is blind to the extent that his
work is a work that wants to exclude fantasy- to exclude what in knowledge is sexual.
The sexual from this vantage point becomes a foreign and excluded horizon, notably the
horizon of woman herself, of which he is always deprived as a master without quite
knowing it. This is psychic impotence.

This lot, this problem of love and desire as psychical impotence, is as Freud says
quite in the spirit of Badiou, our “universal affliction under civilization” (ibid., 184). And
Badiou would like philosophy not to be so “flaccid”, “defeated and limited”, to stop
acting like a “valet” that serves one master, and for philosophy to finaliylepuiself-
accusatory vacillation” in the face of the crimes of the holocaust. Thusrékel Fhe tries

to think through the modern aporia of psychic impotence, his solution a steady
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rearmament of philosophy with its original weapons- systematic thouggetalgood

hysteric who loves obsessional men, his constant and rather distant labor of love grabbed
my attention. But if it is true that where one knows one does not enjoy, then his labor
would be too much without enjoyment to be at all satisfying there where he wowd reall
have to risk his own continuity, his own presence. The obsessional above all else removes
himself from this dilemmagphanisisas Lacan called it, or the fading effects on the

subject of the signifier. The hysteric demands a master but she ultimagebsdmn

analyst.

So I wouldn’t say that it was his systematizing or mathematizing tihao gne
such that | could think of his brilliance or his power, but his attraction to saintliness, his
hatred of simulacrum and all that he will attach to that. A fantasy of puritye Tie
both then get away from being objectgamfissancean enjoyment that always harbors
death in its shadow.

Lacan says it is the master who deserves to be loved. Why? Because from the
master’s discourse we will glean the true place obthject petit aFrom there we can
introduce a little air into it. What he says is revealed by his discourseabjtat aas the
crystal of language, the place where language, for a time, cantedadf/hold of another
person. That the master believes he is identical with himself means he israpnsny
with what would be the imaginary mythic moment before the creation of theiesignif
This mythic moment, as a kind of phallic totality or completion, breaks with the law of
the signifier- that it be radically independent of the signified, represambtha split
subject, the division word representation/thing representation, the absence of thatobject

the foundation of psychic reality, and all that follows psychoanalytically.rGive, in
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no short time, the master will expose his castration, not least of all in histineblibve
a woman. As an analyst | will have read his discourse here, through to its necessa
castration which will only but turn on this semblance of saintliness.

And in a strange turn, Badiou declares much like Adorno, an end to the age of poets
culminating in Celan. Somewhere he must know that he is breaking this Law and
preemptively he banishes the word, not because of Auschwitz as was the case with
Adorno, but because the circle has been completed- from poetry to philosophy, from the
pre-socratics to Plato, and in one more turn, from philosophy back to poetry, from Plato
to Heidegger. Now philosophy must take up the reins once again. He will say in praise of
the poets that while their project dis-objectifies, shows that one cannot remhaa on t
threshold of presence, uses a language that leaves you on trace of the mgthemeg ca
the obscurity of time in a poetic disorientation, it does so only in order to orient geu on
more to the task of philosophy. If philosophy after Heidegger sutures itselftty,pbe
philosophers from Derrida, to Gadammer, and onwards, relegate the project of
philosophy to poetry, then to remain in this suture is a betrayal of Celan becausest me
that his poetry was the end of thought.

Philosophy, for Badiou, must discern its future- it culminates precisely indHe
of Badiou himself. How convenient! | am in the descent of his event. How maryelous
particularly when we know that my timing, as my tact, is always a disasédw, with an
air of justification, | can say with Badiou, that he is, for his part, alwagsht@d, never
dislocated, impassable.

His dream of the axiomatic principle at the heart of mathematics, valeahlcalled

Yahweh's invective ferocity, becomes the site from which he announces his gotyerei
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over the prostitutes of philosophy, the sophists. And to the extent that this impasée is suc
that it requires the exclusion of psychoanalysis- perhaps one more sophistry- his
discourse depends on it in which case he makes it his slave. But, since | have #agd tha
analyst is by right a dupe, a slave even, then perhaps | will by right know what tddo wit
my Master, Alain Badiou.
These are hard times for psychoanalysts and here | am, articuldiegrathat
goes for broke like the institutes themselves. In any case, our offeesaty. Our
phones do not ring. There doesn’t seem to be a demand for analysis. The universities
have banished our scholarship. And | am incredibly lonely, with or without patients, in
this community in exile. Through Adorno, Lacan, and, Badiou, | am trying to chart my
particular dislocation. But this is, psychoanalysis at its epitome of succest, my lot.
And it is after all, not such a bad one. So as | take up Badiou, the last in the series.
Badiou has been there all along in this work, from the beginning and now on into
its dead end. He is a very different character for me now than he was which gyt t
that | don’t remember who he was to me in the beginning, but it is a very different
relationship. Perhaps one may say that it is one more ethical, or if you will, more
psychoanalytic in nature. Ethics as we know requires an encounter which is alway
failure, in particular in the confrontation withe Other side of psychoanalysighich is

always the discourse of the Master.

Against Human Rights
To begin with Badiou, | will chart out how | have made use of him, his ethics, for

the sake of psychoanalysis. His knowledge, his extension of the discourse of thesmaste
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important for the psychoanalyst, as we have said, not in order to take up the running but
to see perhaps what Lacan will call the “impotence of truth” with respdogto t
psychoanalytic act. In any case, truth is never really all that enjogabléhe trace of
enjoyment is a bit beyond truth as Lacan points out, which is why if one gets pitten b
this intoxicating bug of truth, one falls asleep letting ‘the real faleen his fingers.’

The analyst has to be a ‘dupe of the real’ not a ‘dupe of truth’. So while Badiou has a lot
to say about truth and from this we have a great deal to learn, we cannot forget the
fundamental analytic position.

What the Master’s discourse teaches us, the real classical mastenyvey in
which one gets caught in this trap of truth precisely as an effect of thipasie holds.

If psychoanalysis does not cure through insight and requires the radicalmrancg®f

the place of the analyst, we have to get a bit deeper into this idea of the position of a
speaking subject, of his agency, the place from where he is caused to acblke a g
agent. Here the meaning of the word ‘agent’ takes on its true definition which mclude
the notion of being driven.

The series, Adorno, Lacan, Badiou, while ending in the master, is in fact fam Lac
set off by him because in his speech he takes himself to be “univocal” and “self-
identical” and hides the fact of his castration which, however untrue, has its.effec
‘Everyone jumps,’ says Lacan. In hiding his castration what is required is tisatigve
language down to the bare minimum to reveal the structure, the original ‘sotdtthe
law of the signifier”, the “ultra-reduced myth of being identical with one’a signifier”
(Lacan, 1991/2007, p. 90). So to our mythic Badiou. Let’'s see what curative effects he

has on the analyst. What better use of my time than a failing strategy. Go ohbé wil
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marvelous.
Following Badiou’s stringent logic with respect to ethics he offergtigue. He
finds what | take to be the proper analytic position. He says that one that aimarfor
indivisible experience of absolute difference which leads to a new kind of subjective
freedom that can be “universalized.” What is entirely mine is also alveayghtin a
radical particularity that is also for all. Truths have always, back to theod&fato, held
this structure. To adhere to it, to follow out its logic, is his new philosophicakeathic
which he is undisputedly the master.
In a critique of the concept of human rights he cuts to the core of our current
conceptual crisis. Under the rubric of human rights we can assess a subjdwirfor w
analysis would be a relationship wherein we can determina @viori. The laws of
human rights follow. Evil determines our categorization of the Good and the subject. Law
in this case, Badiou will say, is first of all and only a Law against Evil. Ablbetse
Doctor, do no harm. Metaphysics creeps back into Ethics. From this Badiou will posit a
cluster of convictions:
We posit a general human subject, such that whatever evil befalls him is
universally identifiable (even if this universality often goes by theyattter
paradoxical name of ‘public’ opinion), such that this subject is both, on the one
hand, a passive, pathetic, or reflective subject- he who suffers- and, on the other,
the active determining subject of judgment- he who, in identifying suffering,
knows that it must be stopped by all available means... ‘Human rights’ are rights
to non-Evil: rights not to be offended or mistreated with respect to one’s life (the
horrors of murder and execution), one’s body (the horrors of torture, cruelty, and
famine), or one’s cultural identity (the horrors of the humiliation of women, of
minorities, etc.) (Badiou, 1998/2005, p.14).

These human rights structure our current conception of ethics and in doing so destroy

exactly what it means to be a subject through forbidding the subject from thihking t

void- pre-determining the Subject (who assess the situation of a violation of onarright
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another) and the criteria of Evil. From this we are set to act against ttesijaarobject
in our humanitarian agenda. “Finally, thanks to its negative and a priori determination of
Evil, ethics prevents itself from thinking the singularity of situations als, sulaich is the
obligatory starting point of all properly human action” (Badiou, 1998/2005, plrig)is,
one might note that thinking this singularity is the obligatory starting pointesf/e
analysis which must begin as if anew, each time, with each patient.

Under a system where evil can be predetermined, our poor sufferingghaagat
no other right than to identify with our power to pull ourselves up by our own bootstraps.
Be strong like me. | once knew suffering but know it no longer. And yet | am humble,
after all I went into this ‘helping’ profession, which makes me subjectuo suffering.
And | have the strength to withstand and carry on. This defines me as ansdgshdw
you suffer. | will speak so that you no longer have to be a victim.

While this is an admittedly extreme characterization it makes evitestriucture
that Badiou points to. The naturalized and rather conservative ethics of humahagghts
as its counterpart, its double, for Badiou nihilistic and relativistic ethics.xaonge,
the latter includes that of Alasdair Macintyre who famously said that tie inehuman
rights is on par with a belief in unicorns and witches. Both of these however, the absolute
conviction in Human Rights and a kind of post-modern relativism, fail to the extent that
in the place where one solidifies truth in advance, the other equates thisviditure
nothingness. Rather, for Badiou there is still the possibility of a radical
desubstantialization of truth and from this a subject who can seize its efiemtalysis
do we not provide this possibility for our patients? The requirement is that we empty

ourselves of any preconception of truth. Like Bion, we are to be without memory and
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without desire. | think this is quite close to how Badiou reads Laaaiception of truth.

If not, the patient has little room to be anything else than, like you. This is for
Badiou, the logic of the same. This mirror image by which the patient [disktl as a
victim gives to the analyst his identity as a figure of human rights, a bemrefachan of
tolerance, and a subscriber to an ethics, ironically, of difference. As Badi@ayyi
“become like me and | will respect your difference”. It is a formula. d¢t®n is
generalizable, even manualizable, and, in this hides a surplus value.

Difference within this logic of the same renders truth insignificanticodeirly
when it is thea priori foundation upon which anything may be discovered. This forbids,
for Badiou, the naming of that which, as yet, has not come to be. The place of the void
has not been relegated. This is not tolerance. It is not a tolerance of Otheraess, it
disqualification of the Other. It is only in what is truly Other for Badiou thawa ethical
relationship can be established between a subject and a world. brefact this situation,
there is in a sense, no subject and no world, there is only difference and multiplicity.

Difference is merely the situation of what there is which is to say nothialdy We
would do better as Freud well knew to say nothing at all. Most of all then say thss. “It i
only through a genuine perversion, for which we will pay a terrible historicad,ghat
we have sought to elaborate an ethics on the basis of cultural relativism. k®tdhis
pretend that a merely contingent state of things can found a law” (Badiou, 1998/2005, p.
28). In the words of Badiou, human rights are a betrayal. The predetermination of the
very concept of a subject, the contents of the unconscious, or how one should be in the
world, is likewise to foreclose the possibility of anything atyuamerging in an analysis.

It functions rather as something like a prescription for action- desfi@andards of one to
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be followed by all. On the other side, there is the passive, pathetic (despite being
valorized at times in this) victimized subject who stands in the place from whishde i
be ‘acted’ upon.

Who wants to be a victim? Psychoanalysis has given the answer that ityenever
in the neurotic structure of fantasy. And yet somehow analysts know better? kience t
necessity of their exalted character as figures of enlightenmentntoascious has
been mastered. “At the core of the mastery internal to ethics is alwaysviiee to
decide who dies and who does not” (Badiou, 1998/2005, p. 35).

A child is being beaten stands as the hallmark of the repressions of the Oedipus
Complex- to wish to stay a helpless infant bound within the family complex, the
incestuous love of a Father, and the fantasy of the alleviation of guilt by pwmshm
Under the ethical system of human rights one can identify this ‘victimization,” but one
taken as a material rather than fantastical reality. The identifiarso¥ittimization is
positioned against it, while, also somehow being free of it. This is the necessdityon
for his authorization to act in the name of these Laws, to ‘free’ others into his own
position. These figures are then an embodiment of the Law and so not entirely subject to
it. This is the perversion for Lacan of the master, his avoidance of castratiorddgew
the figure of human rights in this scene not lapse into the beating fatherpl¢ ¢na
most recent call to action under a system of human rights in the figure of ‘democracy
(generalizable now to the entire planet) in the Middle East has bred “disaster.”

I am slightly amused with the fact that we have come back around to the original
argument concerning the seduction theory in psychoanalysis. If Freud had notichange

his vision from one of reality to one of fantasy there wouldn’t be ‘psychoanalykis.” T
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change of frame provided the measure of freedom necessary for Freud to learcho s
out the derivatives of the unconscious rather than uncover a real traumatic maimery
consequences for the turn also change the meaning of ‘cure’ from one of abreaation t
subversion of the neurotic transference to overvalued figures of authoritiydmg we
wish to be ‘beaten’, in a manner of speaking. How can the analyst hold himself above or
against such a wish, a wish moreover, understood as universal?
The materialization or substantialization, rather than mere elaboratiofgrabay
is a disaster for the work of analysis. Certainly, as well, the pathos ofé¢hgky man,
the special child, is overturned in an Oedipus complex that we share universally whose
endpoint is castration. What is shared universally, what is for Badiou, ‘for allhea
thought. At the very least, when thought as an element of fantasy, psychoatalygcal
begin to chart out the unstable identifications which force us to all too fluidly lapse
between the positions of the omnipotent beating father, the victimized beaten, but loved,
child, and, the ‘neutral’ third party voyeur who cries out, “a child is being beaten.”
In this fantasy, the limits of analysis are clear. The acceptance ob@wen
clearer. Those who choose, choose to live as analysts do. The rest can continue to die or
be unhappy, each in their own way. Yet we in our happy and resolved state maintain a
fascination with everyone else’s attachment to suffering and death:
Here ethics is at the junction of two only apparently contradictory drivese i
defines Man by non-Evil, and thus by ‘happiness’ and life, it is simultaneously
fascinated by death yet incapable of inscribing it in thought. The upshot of this
compromise is the transformation of death itself into a spectacle maderagtis
as possible, a mere disappearing, regarding which the living have the right to hope
that it will not disrupt their delusional habits of contented ignorance... Considered
as a figure of nihilism, reinforced by the fact that our societies ah@utita future
that can be presented as universal, ethics oscillates between two comgigment

desires: a conservative desire, seeking global recognition for thenegytof the
order peculiar to our ‘Western’ position- the interweaving of an unbridled and
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impassive economy with a discourse of law; and a murderous desire that promotes

and shrouds, in one and the same gesture, an integral mastery of life- or again

dooms what is to the Western mastery of death. Against this we can set only that
which is not yet in being, but which our thought declares itself able to conceive ”

(Badiou, 1998/2005, p.36-38).

The ethics of ‘that which is not yet in being’ is synonymous with Badiou’s event.
Contrary to this, in both human rights and psychoanalysis the confrontation with the
demands of Badiou’s formalized ethics can be taken, unfortunately, asti@sitia
impossibility and resistance, or, as an ambiguous and tenuous position which must be
substantiated or given validity. This is the action of nihilism against whatastmfir

only resource. Multiplicity must, at all costs, be preserved in thought. Withokinthef
singular thought Badiou is trying to articulate, we fall prey to the complangsystem

of a desire for happiness and resolution, which lapses into a desire for death.

To my mind, the elusive continuity provided by the unconscious and its logic is
one that is not and will never be immediately available. It is not directliablato
consciousness and yet manifests itself when we can uphold a certain position gharted b
Badiou with his concept of the void, the event, and the subtractive qualities of truth.
Anxiety quickly moves towards the extremes of excess and lack and only in ¢olerati
and moderation, even regulation, can thinking be sustained. For Badiou, he “can manage
this only by adhering to his own principle of continuity, the perseverance in being of
what he is, by linking (for such, precisely, is consistency) the known by the not-known. It
IS not an easy matter to spell out the ethic of a truth: ‘Do all that you can tugrerse
that which exceeds your perseverance. Persevere in the interruption. §ewrelhaing

that which has seized and broken you™ (Badiou, 1993/2001, 47). This not-known is, for

myself, the multiplicity of an unconscious from which we are always barred. Wle mus
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follow the derivatives. We must persevere in this which exceeds us, seizes usaiad bre
us. The refusal to continue along this path is like the negation internal to everyedefens

furthering inhibition and acting out. Like the internal negativity of the splkectd the

victim within human rights, one is then haunted by the oscillation between desires and

their prohibition, a tautology that takes the form of a scene where a child isieaiten.

At the very least, to subscribe to an ethics of the unconscious means we are not
bearers of the Law, freedom, justice, or truth. Truth comes to us in an ethical position
maintained by the subject. This unleashes the possibility of ‘freedom ané’justc
new configurative vision. But it is not ours. In the words of Badiou, truth “befalls” and
“seizes” us and this is not a process that we can control nor master. Comnakmaent t
the form of hope or faith, an act of self-delegation, which has no representation of a
future outcome (neither in the form of reward or punishment) and is thus the meaning of
fidelity.

This likewise has nothing whatsoever, for Badiou, to do with opinid@oag It
traverses opinion- avoids it ultimately through its foundation in universatitysa
avoids what is most dangerous about conformity. “Thought is subjected to the ordeal of
conformity and only the universal through an uninterrupted labor, an inventive traversal
that relieves it... Far from fleeing the century, one must live with it, bimowrttletting
oneself be shaped, conformed. It is the subject, rather than the century, who, under the
injunction of his faith, must be transformed (Badiou, 1997/2003, p. 110).” Let me give
another local example here.

Psychoanalysis has become, especially in the American variety, cedagith

its public reception, with opinion as it were. The calls for scientific validiyofpr
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accounting, have created entire genres- neuro-psychoanalysis, mehtisiapy,

outcome studies, all of which include vast emendations to theory and technique. Were not
these criteria and demands for scientific validity present from the vgimriveg of
psychoanalysis? What does it mean to meet them now? Certainly imgstdfthis

project with dreams, jokes, and slips, Freud adhered to a system whose internal gontinuit
and logic mattered more than scientific feats of proof. And yet, there waseiat &r

basis for proof in the singular work with patients in analysis.

For Badiou, in succumbing to these external demands we have allowed ourselves
to conform to the century having lost our faith and commitment to the unconscious, to
Being, as so to the event. At the very worst, we have abandoned the singular ethics
available to us and the transformative possibilities of thought. Now we want proof and
outcomes foretold in advance before setting out on any path. ‘It's only for the Good’, one
might argue. But that is precisely the problem. In his conception of ethicaghmereer a
nameable good and certainly not an object. “The effect of seizing... drives philosophy
with a singular intensity. This intensity comes from love, but love without the quesidar
of object love, without the enigma of its difference” (Badiou, 1992/1999, p. 126). The act
of justification is not a radical act of commitment. In fidelity, as in loke,gheer
intensity of the subject’s passion in a singular situation is the only foundationedvesl|
little room for justification.

Let me say a few more words here about multiculturalism and difference, as
opposed to a concept of universality which functions through singularity. The former for
Badiou hold within them a theory of cultural relativism that is essentially ogpgose

notions of universal truth (which is always patriarchal, western, obsolete, fund#iynent
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racist, etc) except the universal truth that truth is relative and must trespicularity.

Badiou declares (quoted above) that this notion of relativism is a great historical
perversion for which we will pay the price. Why? Well, let me give a slight
psychoanalytic reading. It is based on a neurotic fear of perversion, which potats t

very vitality within fantasy life and thus makes one prone to enactment in thesagce
recourse to defensive acts of negation that must be repeated. The lingering bekind ever
door of racism, misogyny, homophobia- perverse attitudes which must be found,
combated, prevented, exiled- itself begins to resemble the authoritariarsshesigned

to combat. The similarity exists most strongly on the level of repetitivevigsh is the
hallmark of perverse actions- to do it to oneself or the object again and againiand aga

It is never only one murder, one violation, one punishment. Perversion as the negative of
neurosis holds in place the force of the repetition compulsion- the sound and fury of
action and inhibition.

The good of freedom and equality that is ‘for all’ lapses into a system whereby
some as opposed to others are in possession of truth. How does something aimed at a real
problem lapse into exactly that against which it was aimed? This is thalgaoblem
for Freud in taking on the repetition compulsion and the death drive. The multiculsuralist
have, for Badiou, silenced the possibilities for elaborating what in our very tdieg
part in universality- beyond race, gender, or sexual orientation. Without this uhiversa
foundation we may have set upon a path that while surely static, at worst, indisis sta
repeats acts of violence itself. While one does not declare that misogysw,raci
patriarchy, homophobia, are illusions, certainly they are not, perhaps thesahiyen

the logic of the unconscious is another less ideological avenue to travel. Thatrikeist s
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one as a rather strange proposition. Let’s posit a theoretical, seemingly ibiprafaot
merely elusive, construction like the unconscious or the void of Being, over and against,
real problems of violence by people against people.
It is the only possibility for thought to be set up as one of endurance, prudence,
perseverance, reserve, and responsibility. Here thought is set up as thecldivi
subject in his singular situation (which may be one of bearing the weight of theceole
of racism, homophobia, misogyny etc) which may open up a new vision of equality none
of us yet know. It is certainly true that we do not know it. Equality known becomes one
that must be made real which all too easily lapses into repetition and a hastistowa
violence.
Furthering this last statement, Badiou declares that we must forget histoder
to transform history. The call to remember the past made by multicultorabsaccount
for and remember atrocities of the past is nothing more than the aftes@iféetror. In
this he is also responding to so many of those philosophies that declare an impasse with
the advent of World War Il and a constant reckoning with the horrors of the holocaust.
This memorializing activity is not exactly remembering. It is rathiefisiic thought:
It must be bold enough to present its concepts without first bringing them in front
of the tribunal of their historic moment... This imperative of forgetting [hy§tor
is a method, and, of course, in no way is it an ignoring. To forget history- this at
first means to [finally] make decisions of thinking without returning to a supposed
historical sense prescribed by these decisions. It is a question of breaking wit
historicism to enter, as someone like Descartes or Spinoza did, into an
autonomous legitimating of discourse. Philosophy must take on axioms of
thinking and draw consequences from them. It is only then, and from its
immanent determination, that it will summon its history.... [It] determirsedfit

in such a way as to judge history itself, and not have its history judge it” (Badiou,
1992/1999, p. 116).
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The reigning effect of terror upon thought creates a temptation, a hastdgsowar
substantializing a truth (in order to circumvent atrocity). This is why tlegoaration of

evil, from the Nazis of the middle of this century and the fight against anti-semib

racism, homophobia and misogyny of today and the laws of Human Rights that follow, is
such a crucial example for Badiou’s work.

Here the act of committing oneself to the thinking of truth, in philosophy, in
psychoanalysis, in science, in art and in politics, summons history and trangforms i
Badiou gives us back to the transformative power of such categories as thoughtand trut
much like psychoanalysis gave transformative power to thgaate of love and speech.
What Badiou posits as thinking (linking, delimiting, persevering) is close to the
Freudian notion of sublimation. It concerns the sheer power of universalitydaruBa
which in its ‘for all’ (having cultural value- with and for all) is the only posgipbfor
freedom, choice, and radical self-determination.

For myself, | find Badiou’s thought useful to psychoanalysis in a perhaps more
broad fashion then he would ever be comfortable with. His ideas seem close to how |
read Freud. Freud (1905), in Aikree Essays on the Theory of Sexudlitycovered the
universal truth of the sexual instincts and their work in childhood development and adult
character. He did so first through understanding the aberrations of sexsratligse of
the criminal, the perverse, the infantile, and the nmadxtremiselucidating a universal
structure. For this he could be considered one of the great equalizing writess of thi
century. We were not so different from them as he made clear.

It was also this position that to my mind made his writing inherently ethical and

informed psychoanalysis as a clinical practice. Clinically Freudesaiat provide



139

patients with the power to choose, without telling them what should be chosen. To be
chosen always implicated one in a transferential hierarchy.

The work of the analyst thus depends upon the subversion of a structure that seeks
to maintain a power hierarchy, the analysand in the transferential relati@nanalyst.

This question relates to the larger context of academia which has alwdgsl teelo
more than merely produce masters and disciples. The subversion of this steuittere i
very work of a psychoanalysis. Psychoanalysis is predicated on the ptyssfhiiiith
and thus a measure of universality, say of the existence of the unconscious and of
transference love. But, it is also predicated on the possibility of absolute sitygtia
analytic process given specificity by each patient alone by the mappingitof
unconscious desire.

These two have always existed side by side in Freud. The difficulty of
maintaining a position which adheres to both universal truth and singular truth is at the
heart of the current ethical crisis. How do we think about human rights when the
language of human rights seems defunct particularly as a result oplitsation in
justifying imperialist wars- for example the American war in Iragwttan we speak
about what is universal to humans in a time when one must respect cultural diference
which implicitly supports a relativistic conception of truth- only the singutghs of a
culture as universal truth is considered from this perspeatpreori biased.

This crisis seems to echo the Freudian universal crisis of loving and déiseing
same person in neurotic suffering. Neurotic splitting, or the effects of sardonihilism,
force love or desire to eclipse one another. Here we have the divide found so often in art

and literature between love as everything, the most important aspect ahtiflgve as a
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charade whose truth is narcissism and deception. | think for Freud, love is neither this
idealization nor disappointment, but tied to a continual labor. It is a labor which
perseveres despite idealization and disappointment. It was alwayadwerk. This is
close to what is the core of Badiou’s ethics.

The infantile fantasy sets up ethics and love as one structured by figures of
authority and an abdication of choice when confronting an ambiguous and threatening
situation. Psychoanalytic ethics of transference love is antithaditiaist structure while
nevertheless understanding the motivation behind it. It forces one to think at thatgunct
of impossibility which leads to the analytic act. It is essentially initisiénce,

“objectless”, for it depends on the sheer force of the patient and analystiao faithful
to the unconscious and to the unfolding process. In this there is no conception of a Good.
There is no object that tells one how to come out the other side, or even what there will
come to be so, so that one may continue with a little more ease. Choice is always a
difficult one.

As in the prior example of human rights the desire to master the impossibéity,
ambiguity, the multitude, in a sense to find a stable unity, is not to make a cholcé at al
is ultimately to abandon the possibility of choice. The difficulty of choice &ulid&u
characterizes modernity and forces him to place this difficulty at theragitis ethical
system and concept of subjectivity. As we quoted before, “modernity means not being
able to choose reasonably in what concerns the relation between mastery and truth”
(Badiou, 1998/2005, p. 53). Modernity then, to the extent that it is merely a neurotic bind,
must reckon with Freud’s understanding of the subject, the unconscious, and the structure

of fantasy.
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Badiou will call ethics the immortal of a resistance, which, as we nmagmer, is
on the side of the positive transference for Lacan precisely becausst# seggestion,
resists mere sophistry, and any ‘in vogue’ brands of therapy that hold out anokiject
patient. What a relief a patient’s resistance should be as we aredeeweas said, of
having to be the bearer of truth or of right. Truth befalls. Truth fells. We only bave t
listen- “off you go, say anything, it will be marvelous.” The passion containéieb
resistance, contained in the symptom, has merely to be brought to light in the work of
analysis with unconscious desire.

In the name of singularity, human rights and an ethics of difference, pass over
singularity. Psychoanalytically, historicism materialized in the sphoae’s
unconscious erases the relation of a subject to “a place that deploys unnamable names
(Badiou, 1998/2005, p. 42). What other place that deploys unnamable name can there be
than what we have outlined as the unconscious? What we know is that overdetermination
of the unconscious provides no basis for knowledge. “Overdetermination puts the
possible on the agenda, whereas the economic place is that of well-ordered atability
the statist place that makes individuals function.... It must be said that overdateom
belongs to the subjective realm (choice, partisanship, militancy) even though it knows no
subject-effect (such effects are statist), nor does it verify, or cofsanycobject” (ibid.,
65). Rather in the moment of subjectivization, Or Lacan’s term for it, castrate lose
the privileged supports of the object. These supports are always normative bgivirtue
constructing an objeet priori. It is for this reason that over-determination in Badiou is
stripped of content- it is merely the exigent character of the drive hatlnass@rocess

of choice and militant fidelity to a truth. “What is at stake is not the conjunction of a
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norm and the statist figure, but the political process as self-termination, dethefia
process that would carry out the withering away of the figure of the Sta¢erbinating

the principle of sovereignty. The notion of ‘withering away’ is not part of the normative
guestion about the persistence of the State [life and death]. On the other hand, if the
ultimate aim of politics is the good State, or the preferred State, then thgeeceof a
norm is inescapable” (ibid., p. 82). This withering away is close to the fall of thgsainal

Like the three dreams there is the place of self-interest, the forcangashe for
what can only be void, dimensions of power, sentimentality, romanticism, and only the
mere designation of some withering away, the fall of the analyst. Instraciohow to
fell a tree with little knowledge about what passes beyond that fall. I'nwiithethose
mere instructions, in the exact way that | can read his politics and his phila®pbyne
form of an instruction to psychoanalysts. Instruction as Badiou would say on how to
think. For this, | am quite grateful to Badiou, and his radical diagnosis of the powsr-pla
inherent in theory, the subtle but brute materialization of truth, and his adherence to a
fragile principle of the void of truth, has been invaluable.

And yet | must ask what effects this has on his own position? In what way is he
absolved or not from these dilemmas? This struggle, this question of the one who knows
but doesn’t escape the symptom, has always been the struggle between steaadaly
his patient. Lacan only unraveled this dilemma by forcing the analyst tfvanit
knowledge. Perhaps Badiou knows too much, or better put, there is with him, too much
knowing without as it were being in the know, which is for Lacan, to be where one is not.
While both of these figures, Lacan, Badiou, were surely masters of therasiiing of

philosophy, particularly its classical dimension, Badiou leaveseen§) rather excluded.
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The position of the master always invokes that excluded figure amdbjenet athat he is
forced to renounce in order to maintain his position as master. It is the hytbiesplit
subject and her jouissance. At a historical point in time it was the slave amjoyisent,

an enjoyment most resented by the master. If this is so the psychoanalystioager
follow in Badiou’s footsteps. Let us turn to this discourse between the hysteric and the

master.

Badiou and the Borderline

What If the French are right? Let us assume that | haven’t drawn conclusions
already. Let us assume that | am not offended as a woman and an intdbe tihea
diagnostic category of Borderline pathology. Let us assume that | havend f
legitimacy to the feminist pleas to be spared this fate. Let us assumartihabt deeply
worried about the ramifications of these ideas for the future of psychoanabtsis
assume that my outrage does not overshadow my attempts at clarity. Leims #sat |
can believe for a minute, so as not to echo the sentiments | seek to deny, that we can ha
a reasonable discourse on such matters. Let us assume that | will nothdomofara
point outside the two sides, to find out what it would mean if the French were right-
without presuppositions. Let us assume, on one side or the other, that we feel the stakes
are high. Let us assume that these assumptions are possible when we both know that they
are not.

Here as American | speak and | know: Borderline Personality rechdmiza 1)
non-specific manifestations of Ego Weakness 2) Identity Diffusion 3) Shifrdowa

Primary Process Thinking 4) Primitive Defenses such as Splitting and Desuing in
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blurring of ego boundaries such that (i) lack of the development of primary autonpmy (ii
lack of anxiety tolerance (iii) excessive frustration in realiy éixcessive aggression 5)
omnipotence and devaluation of self and other. From this | might recognizi. myse
Affirmatively | am- ego strength, identity coherence, utilitariarhiought, reflective,
integrated, bounded, autonomous, satisfied, capable of genuine love and empathy. And to
move on to the negations, | am- not deficient, not intolerant of anxiety, not full of rage,
not full of myself, not empty of myself, not needy, not desperate, not naively hopeful and
not crudely pessimistic. | am, in a word, not Borderline.

Love and work: | was once told by a friend that in a meeting of some
psychoanalytic association they were trying to define the differenceéetw
psychoanalysis and psychotherapy. In the end it seemed as if the only thing that
determined whether one was a psychotherapist or analyst, was the position téttie pa
lying or sitting, in front of them. “All you have to do is look, and you can know what you
are”, he said to me. In love perhaps it is through the Borderline that | know who | am
undefeated, steady, satisfying, tender, empathic, whole. How uncanny it feels to know
who | am by what enters my gaze, the image shaping my thoughts, defining my plac
granting my authority. Yet by the very necessity of an external positiamgdixcus
internally, I am stripped of the very image and place of my authority.

Is there any way around this logic of identification- the image taken in, the other
who defines- positive or negative- in an unceasing dialectic? Analyst and Borderl
forever wed- and maybe the hope that comes when one knows that time marches on- she
and he might remarry. For now they are something so indissoluble. The Borderline is the

love and work of the analyst. Or is the analyst the love and work of the Borderline? |
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remember Brecht- "art is not a mirror held up to reality, but a hammer witln whic
shape it." The question that remains for me, in the case of a psychoanalysitds- i
misfortune the mirror or the hammer in the place of the analyst or Borderline?

If one reads Kernberg- the borderline’s confusion of self and object land the
analyst in a place where nothing new will arise except a situation such thas\are
seems to know who is doing what to whom. Violence is straight-forward, the mirror is
empty, or is the other way around? The choice seems to be a false one and they might
bare within them a crucial relationship.

Even the fact that contemporary psychoanalysis is constantly caught in a strange
duality, mirrors this couple- our analyst and borderline. What | am refewirs the false
dichotomies that are the choices one must make as an analyst these daygelmtraps
intersubjective, repression or dissociation, the relationship or the inteigretgeech or
insight. Perhaps Brecht too was a little naive, and | for one would like to smash that
mirror with a hammer or somehow be rid of them both. At least that is a dream | had.

And this couple no doubt dreams of one another. The French went so far as to say
that the Borderline comes closest to the dream of the analyst. But they fotgle¢ tha
reverse is just as much the case and they are both no doubt a consolation to one another.
Boethius in theConsolationdegins with his dream of woman:

'‘But now,’ said she,' is the time for the physician's art, rather than for

complaining.’ Then fixing her eyes wholly on me, she said, 'Are you the man who

was nourished upon the milk of my learning, brought up with my food until you
had won your way to the power of a manly soul? Surely | had given you such
weapons as would keep you safe, and your strength unconquered; if you had not
thrown them away. Do you know me? Why do you keep silence? Are you dumb
from shame or from dull amazement? | would it were from shame, but | see that
amazement has overwhelmed you.' When she saw that | was not only silent, but

utterly tongue-tied and dumb, she put her hand gently upon my breast, and said,
‘There is no danger: he is suffering from drowsiness, that disease which sttacks
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many minds which have been deceived. He has forgotten himself for a moment

and will quickly remember, as soon as he recognizes me. That he may do so, let

me brush away from his eyes the darkening cloud of thoughts of matters
perishable.” So saying, she gathered her robe into a fold and dried my swimming

eyes (Boethius, 1902, Book I, Section II).

Matters perishable clouded his sight, and she restored him, by entering igéadisle

had forgotten himself, and so she gave him back his immortal soul. The physician finds
his way back to his love and work in the end through the recollection of heroes in
discourse with this woman philosophy. He is given back his weapons. His work with her

a rearmament. Psychoanalysis today- a time for the phys@anand not for complaints.
There is no danger, be consoled. But silence begs the question. Why? Are you dumb from
shame or from dull amazement? | wish it were from shame myself.

In love, the Borderline is defined in essence by lack and excess (lack of
development of primary autonomy, lack of anxiety tolerance, excess aggressess e
frustration, excess of impulse), reproducing the very phenomenology of the driveg rippi
through soma and psyche, in what can only be described as, not enough and too much,
pain and pleasure inseparable sincelimee EssaydBut let me ask a question, if we
suppose the symptom to be a question and these are the Borderline’s symptoms, “What is
it that has trouble getting up, trouble staying up, trouble not beinguabout being up,

a problem about falling down, a problem having fun, and a problem coming down? | trust
| do not need to provide the answer” (Schneiderman, 2005).

And if she embodies the pleasure-unpleasure principle, then perhaps it is up to her

lover to be the penetration into that of reality- defined as it in accordantefbiness,

completeness, strength and vitiation. Here, in Boethius’ dream, and in our pair, the

woman gives the doctor back to his work, and the doctor restores the woman to her body-
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both under the sign of the phallus. And I'm sure they would not have it otherwise. But at
the very least | cannot take sides, they are dependant upon one another. To denounce one
is to obliterate them both, you cannot choose which one to destroy.

Is there another way out then of this fortunate or unfortunate coupling?
Moustapha Safouan formulates the question this way:

the social bond is in two dimensions. On the one hand, social identity is
transmitted from generation to generation along with the name, and forms a bond
between the members of a society, which they will readily admit when fated wi

a stranger. On the other hand, within each generation, where it is not the question
of a victory for anyone, there is set up a world of festival and entertainment, the
world in its narcissistic structure. From this angle, the social bond whiclstons

in hatred toward the outside, is woven on the inside out of a refusal to mourn. But
to whom or to what might the mourning refer?

It would be flying in the face of the evidence to answer that mourning here
concerns those we have loved and lost. For the fact is that we feel such losses
only too deeply. But those whom we have loved and lost are also those whom our
titles to love would seem to have uncontested validity, and it is only natural that
we should think to hold these titles by virtue of what we are. And yet we need to
know what we are, or rather, to know the absence of what we are beyond the
reference to our image.

This question can be formulated another way: what becomes of the subject
if ever he is obsessed by the question of his origins, like the Wolf-Man on the
approach of his fourth birthday? The answer is that he is paralyzed, petrified by
the gaze, at the outermost edge of the visible, which masks the impending
dislocation of his organic integrity, the gaze of the wolves perched on the tree and
wishfully supplied with magnificent tails (Safouan, 1993/2003, p. 67).

Can we see our physician, upstanding member of society, consolidated identitgnande
name, one flag, one land, perhaps one institute, but wary of the stranger, the outsider,
matters perishable, and the clouding of his gaze which must search anxieustyizon.
With an eye for the one who is vanishing. And she the carnival, festival, entertginment
image incarnate, and likewise deaf and dumb, as the flesh is in all its dgrguidg
narcissistic fullness. It is a matter of time and space that is thértbibetween these two,

the first the frozen image, a-historicity- no time, the second the unceasiogduof the
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image, history’s march- no space, no stopping. Both wind their way to immediage im
or word.

And if the physician dreams of his own land as borderless, she dreams of a land
made simply of borderlines- both in any case a no-man’s land. And if the Bordedine ha
almost all symptoms- neurotic and psychotic alike, it insures that “she igatient,
and he will be her everything-analyst,” especially “if he takes heoedeBine and
accepts her demand that she be taken thus” (Schneiderman, 2005). How strahge that t
every patient and everything-analyst dream of a nothing land. Surely thieeengsh for
relief from always having to be everything. The trouble is that, just as Safates, she
problem is elsewhere. Or it is the elsewhere that is the very problem, thieatdatan
only locate and recognize myself elsewhere, or only everywhere eladénd | look.

More and more our doctor and his patient are caught in a reciprocal gaze, and that
elsewhere is relegated to the dream of border-lands. And so it is realltea ohaptics

that separates these two, she constituted by the gaze downward from above, and he by
that from her from below.

| am reminded of a recent talk by Glen Gabbard. He was mapping the deficient
brain of the Borderline. He glossed over it, but | caught it out of the corner eyengn
one of his slides- they had discovered the area of the brain associated with psychic
emptiness (a terrible problem for these everypatients and everytlalygtah But what a
conundrum- If you remove this part of the brain, make a hole there thdmatio you get?
How do you make a hole out of a hole? Do you get an intensification of emptiness or its
relief- which would be paradoxical to say the least, if not totally absurd, suandkang

a hole in the brain would bring psychic fullness? The Borderline and her anabyst thr
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back at us this dilemma of presence and absence. It would be nice, in any caskleo be a
to escape the whole problem.

The Borderline cannot be the unsung hero | want her to be and the analyst neither
the monomaniac ego, or in any case they can be both at once not in order to break out,
but to support one another in their place- to give back to one another the recognition
through the image or the word. Fragmentation or coherence- both seem to travel under
the sign of the whole, the all, the one, which is as much as to say the hole, the nothing
and the negative. The feminists will be angry with me, but then again | am angry wit
myself for having been caught in this dilemma and still having no way out.

To be on one side is find your way back onto the other, Borderline or analyst,
patient or doctor, French or American. | suppose these dualities are as urssthble a
borderline herself and the analyst in the face of her. They both increase explgrardia
these patients are turning up in huge numbers as do the texts which tell us how to manage
her. Let us look there then, in lieu of remaining embroiled in this abstraction of their
romance.

| had run across this once a long time ago- it comes from Kernberg (1989). Taken
from reality, no one could have written it any better. It carries within ibthesty of
Beckett- actions that run through themselves with vacuity but seem necessatiigron
less, affect- absent or utterly exaggerated, indifference to human differeshé@iman
difference so extreme it begs indifference, and in the last analysasri¢hbcombat
which is drained and depleted but persists so painfully one cannot but envision the

tragedy and the hope for something else, somewhere else. Could we not have specified
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more clearly the play of the Borderline patient and her doctor? It neededatgrpm
the transcript:

Therapist: Well, so we are starting our psychotherapy today.

Patient: Uh-huh

Therapist: Is there anything on your mind?

Patient: (long delay) No

Therapist: | have been talking on the phone with your brother, who called me te tell m
that you wouldn’t come to the Tuesday session because you made a suicide attempt and
were in the hospital. He said that he expected you to be here today. Of courssethis ra
immediately the question about whether you're really being able to gagththis. You

didn’t call me, you didn’t explain anything.

Patient: |1 did call

Therapist: You called after your brother talked with me. You told my secrétrydu
thought that I might be annoyed because you hadn’t called. Your brother had told you
something like that. So you gave indication that you called after thinking thght be
annoyed. But, uhm, you didn’t call before that.

Patient: | was very out of it (silent laugh)

Therapist: But, but you didn’t really take the initiative to start our with, to éeknow

that you wouldn’t show up at your session, at a point when you knew that—

Patient: (interrupting) can | tell you that I didn’t even know what day édallwas very

out of it.

Therapist: Well, let me share with you what your brother said. He saigaindiad been
taking some kind of medication or over-the-counter drug, and that’s why you conveyed
the impression of being out of it. Is that a fair statement?

Patient: No, it was really an overdose

Therapist: An overdose of what?

Patient: Elavil and Valium

Therapist: Well that's what | was referring to. So if you were out dfwas because you

had taken all kinds of drugs.

Patient: Right

Therapist: So | am talking about the decision you made to take those drugs.

Patient: Hmmm

Therapist: From experience you know that once you take drugs you are out of it and you
should have called me saying ‘Il am about to take those drugs and | am not showing up on
Tuesday.” And you didn’t do that [look at the wonderful mix of tenses- past, present,
future perfect, future anterior!]

Patient: It doesn’t seem to me to be a normal course of procedure to call someone up and
say I'm going to be taking an overdose.

Therapist: Well then we have to talk about this, because unfortunately that witbHaee
normal procedure if you want to through with this treatment. In other words, weédave
talk about how we can maintain the regularity of our sessions and at the same time, wha
our understandings are about your responsibilities regarding your lifeo&do yindergo

this treatment, to come regularly, twice a week, as we are going ttustriucas we have
decided for you to do, it is important that you take responsibility for your dialy |
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Otherwise you cannot commit yourself to such a treatment. So what | would likesto do i
to spell out what | see as a minimum requirement for our really carryingisut t
psychotherapy and then see what you have to say about that. OK?

Patient: If you like

Therapist: What | would expect for you to do is whenever you feel that you aret@bout
make such a gesture, regardless of the reason for it, at that point you go into & hospita
immediately.

Patient: | won't go into a psychiatric hospital

Therapist: Ok, then | won't be able to treat you. (pause) then we have reached the end at
the beginning.

Patient: You were the one that said to me that you do not feel that | would bemefit fr
hospitalization

Therapist: Absolutely sure, but this is not in contradiction... certainly once yawaoé
control somebody has to evaluate whether you need further hospitalization and I am not
going to do that.

Patient: You can’t do that on an outpatient basis?

Therapist: | will not do that. Once you are in psychotherapy with me my respiysibil

will be to help you understand what this is all about, and the only way | can do that is by
staying totally away from all the management issues regardumgsyicide attempts.

Every time | read it, it has the same impact on me- the wondrous reversal a@fnsositi
patient turned analyst with her, “hmmms” and finally, the kill, her “if you likehdseg

back the analyst’'s demand through his questioning “OK?” And then the Analyst turned
patient- who does all the talking and in the end must hear his own contradiction- | must
not manage you, | can only manage you.

In form what | find is only the futility of each of their actions, an inabiiity
empathize with either of their actual plights but with their words which cardend and
never meet one another, until as is said, they have both reached the end in the beginning

On might generalize from this. Why so many Borderlines, or rather, if she
constitutes the outside edge, what is this “Borderline state of humanity”:

This female Christ is a mutant who, through his/her “suffering” causes the

inhuman to arise in humanity. This physically psychic suffering is her/hts fles

The incarnation is the work of disintegration of time that produces the reverse

side of the face. That is what the incarnation of the inhuman is...The borderline
state of humanity was, as it were, fixed backwards and yet without a past, Surely
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then, being deprived of the anxiety of a catastrophe is a sort of proof of the
inhuman, just like the inability to feel fear or dread, which are human feelings.
And so the suffering that tormented her was like flayed skin that has to be rubbed
all the time so that one can feel alive...The Borderline state of humanity is the
fulcrum at which the grimaces, simulating affects, of anonymous normagdity, t
over into the slow destruction of their appearances. It is also the exhaustion of the
dream by the insomnia of cruelty... If the suffering of the psyche was supposed to
be, for the woman, the true flesh of her sex, then this borderline state of humanity
can avall itself of the most intimate acquaintance with the suffering astCivho
is, in some way, the mirror of all symptoms of the human- the ultimate
mishappeness (Fedida, 1999, p. 64-65).
But what is to become of this inhuman brought to the surface in work with these
Borderlines, who show not that they are Borderline, but that humanity’s other face is a
Borderline state- tormented flesh, the disintegration of time, catastrophleene i@ be
found in the real? Is it in fact to say anything very new? Or is it pointifgetéatt that
nothing new can be said and that to call someone Borderline is in fact to say nothing?
For myself | cannot but think of Freud’s notion that neurosis is a failed rebellion.
And if the analyst is wed to the Borderline, then his rebellion from the father Freud, his
charting of new territories and categories through her, is likewiséugetand if her
insomnia of cruelty forces the reproduction of his dreams, his dreaming givée her t
impetus to roam only in the desert. In this they resurrect one another and thatis not i
fact the drama of Christ’s crucifixion who until the very end had no hope for resonrecti
and felt forsaken by his own father. “The destitute condition of humanity, if itauvaes t
fully restored, had to be lived all the way through, pressed to the extremeflamit
descent into the hell of meaninglessness and desolation, rather than disavowed, patch
up and short circuited. Only by being ‘made sin’ in the Pauline phrase, turned into some

monstrous outcast symbol of humanity, can the scapegoat go all the way through that

condition to emerge somewhere on the other side” (Eagleton, 2003, p. 37). It is not clear,
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but it seems that the Borderline hardly risks such a fate. She makes herséifect of

“dull amazement” as much as she brings scorn and condemnation upon her. Hissfailure i
perhaps not to be dully amazed. And in condemnation or praise, one hardly finds any risk
at all, which is why this dialogue is characterized by- being stuck. Theite hea yet

another way out of this dilemma than what can only be seen manifestly asotsha

patched up and short circuited.”

In this suturing of the void, the short circuit, something must be learned if not
the temptations themselves for these kinds of solutions. If on a bad day | plattimys
utmost contradistinction to my American bedfellows, disavow everything thabKegy
stands for, his commandment is a strength in me. | am not alone, and | am hardly a
martyr. It is an attraction to an ethical imperative to which | might compigvolt
which makes me one with that which | seek to disobey. As Safouan puts it, “The
existence of the commandment is not asserted to a lesser degree in revolstiman it
obedience. Indeed it could even be said to be more strongly asserted in revolt. For one
can obey out of mere force of habit, whereas he who commits himself to an ordeal,
necessarily does so under the gaze of the All-powerful” (Safouan, 1993/2003, p. 59). This
is why |, at my worst and perhaps at my best, like the analyst of borderichéisea
borderline herself, amounts to little more than a failed rebellion.

But in that being One, the answer may in fact lie. Because somewhere else, the
elsewhere where | need to find myself, would have to be found away from any kind of
being One if by that we mean any kind of specularized or dual relation, any kind of
optical trick of perspectival change- the fullness given when the drive is dauphat

kind of a circuit or exchange. The chasm here is precisely what is stooitexr and
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reality is given over to infinite regression as a mirror of the drive tioaight it into
awareness. Safouan asks, “What happens when the subject is obsessed with the question
of his origins?” and answers, “he is paralyzed by the gaze of the wolves and their
magnificent tails.” This is the gaze that deposits you on the one side or theather, t
uphold precisely that- the face and its reverse, Borderline and Analyst, widaleta
whole, phallic completeness with incompleteness as its referent or incengdgtunder
the sign of the phallus. Nothing else, nothing more, no more of an elsewhere from one
position to the next.
| suppose a matter of value can be claimed to be the stakes of this game. You or |
prefer one or the other. In this we might never meet. You prefer say adaptation, and |
prefer mal-adaptation. | can do no more than to assert that | do not like where you are
coming from. | can level all kinds of criticism in the direction of authoritasia or
whatnot. Multiculturalism has been one of the ways in which such a position ingsntiat
itself- differences that are rendered impossible for the next to comprehend @lotigew
commandor respect despite the incomprehensibility which is also a commandment. This
has been part of the relational vs classical psychoanalytic debates weathoine
nothing more than rent our field in two to the point that it is being driven into oblivion.
The all-powerful looms large on either side when the only stakes that canrbecckre
those of a particular opinion and vall®mxa Such is the way that the Law comes into
play and, as Badiou would say, under the sign of death:
The fundamental question is that of knowing precisely what it means for there to
be a single God. What does the “mono” in “monotheism” mean? Here Paul
confronts- but also renews the terms of- the formidable question of the One. His
genuinely revolutionary conviction is that the sign of the One is the “for all” or

the “without exception”... The One is that which inscribes no difference in the
subjects to which it addresses itself... For Paul, the law always designates
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particularity, hence a difference. It is not possible for it begaration of the One,
because it addresses its fallacious One only to those who acknowledge and
practice the injunctions it specifies... The particular which pertains to opinion,
custom, law, cannot be inscribed in the One (Badiou, 1997/2003, p.76).
The Law here of the fallacious One of course speaks exactly to multiiattueand the
ethics of difference which could do no more than grow more and more moral. However it
equally applies to the analyst of Borderlines who, as we saw, can find himosglére
else but in the place of a case manager- acknowledge and practice thgimguthet |
specify. Through clarification, confrontation, and interpretation, he dediggesll and
his Law. But the Borderline herself is also implicated in this schema ar s@ he is the
revolt from the Law, wherein the Law is given substance morethelessallnyg the
autonomy of desire “sin” [and thus transgression] when its object is fixed hpivie
commandment, designates the effect of the latter as the subject’'s comiogpy tie
place of the dead” (ibid., p. 80). So it is no wonder that she incarnates the inhumanity of
humanity- as the French say- but not under the aegis of radical transgression. Each
fallacious One is based on the exclusion of the other, is in fact held in place in this way
this is what it is to be caught in a reciprocal gaze.
Rather than continue in praise of ill-defined sacrifice we have to, astsdbke
a more extreme risk. There has to be an effect on my subjective position which cannot be
a masochistic submission to the all-powerful. It might well remain a masiachi
submission but certainly not to an idea of the all powerful. Here at least,reven i
submission, the circuit opens rather than being short-circuited.
This opening is at the heart of Badiou’s logic. Any transfer in the direction of an

Other has to do with a radical redistribution of life and death back to their rigtattdsl

This giving of life and death back to their place- for Badiou- is maddeningly ant
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dialectical. But first, he says, we must understand how they found their wayitbeto e
side of the chiasmus.

My indebtedness to dialectical thinking, which brought me to psychoanalysis in
the first place, is at risk with an acceptance of Badiou’s thought. What he isrehcer
with is the production of something new which for him can only take place through a
radical break, a radical and wholly subjective declaration, commitment, andhesk. T
movement of dialectics, historical truth, the becoming of being, cannot ground this
ethical subject. It is just one more permutation of inner and outer, domination and
submission, finding itself on either side of the chasm that separates themydgidgly
makes its way along. This is not what he has in mind.

The problem that Badiou has, is that regardless is what position is taken what
seems to be most at stake is charisma, proofs, conceptual leaping about, and not
necessarily truth in the way he is trying to conceptualize it. Badiou afé:st

The declaration will have no other force than the one it declares and will not

presume to convince through the apparel of prophetic reckoning, of the

miraculous exception, or the ineffable personal revelation. It is not the airtgul

of the subject that validates what the subject says; it is what he saysutindd f

the singularity of the subject... it must be borne humbly, with a precariousness

appropriate to it...[it] must be accomplished in weakness for therein lies its

strength. It shall be neither logos, nor sign, nor ravishment by the unutterable

(ibid., p. 54).

The problem is that the Borderline and her analyst make one another the exception to
their rule- they expose one another’s lie. The Law as absolute excludes, asd make
present this unutterable as the reverse side of the face. Now one mighttgayas a

truth process, is this not enough? | have always said yes, and furthermores tisatr tith

itself making itself present in the becoming. | am a good Hegelian amalidtieorist. |

love Adorno, and, for that matter, the Borderline herself, for manifestingehis |
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exception, and breakdown. | am charitable to her in this regard. “You, analyst of
Borderline’s are not, and will grow obsolete. | am proof’. Badiou’s answeris;o
proofs, pure beginning.

This historical particularity cannot sustain a universal truth. It is mere qugbbl
which, in truth, is the state of psychoanalysis today of which | am a part ipdsisAnd
psychoanalysis historically has only been able to move along from one chiarisgoae
to the next for whom you sit and wait. In the end this figure moves from scandal, to
gratitude, and on to reification, with various groups making claims to his thoughtifor the
own purposes, a thinking that is increasingly moralized as the figure him off reersel
increasingly valorized. Their gaze in this process is increasingly fixes.igwhat
Badiou calls the problem of saints becoming priests. Nothing new arises andiesth g
way to simulacrum.

In this perspective the Borderline does not create anything new, she mekely
present what is lost in the perspective of a fixed gaze. | assume, asswanhtdhtitvas all
that could be made present. Truth found in the return of the repressed or the appearance
of disappearance itself. She is to be congratulated for such a feat. Fau,Badioot
radical enough, it does not break with the older logic. It does not relegateditkeath to
their places but merely shows that where one thought they hadmdelves of the other,
they were in fact wrong. It substantiates failure in the relation, but itreeshow the
way out, it does not provide a way out, it does not involve the risk which is inherent in
the getting out. The only way out is to find oneself outside is through a radical break with

this Law, this logic, this system.
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For Badiou the problem is the division of the subject, the subject that has “exited
from unity” and finds that the Law, whose order is that of Death, the No, and repressi
gives life to the subject, but as sin and automaton (of desire). And, since the g is r
it is life, and life is brought to the side of death. It is not | who live and act buttie si
me in accordance with the Law. “With the law, the path of death, which was itadlf de
becomes alive once more. The law gives life to death and the subject as litkractmor
the spirit falls onto the side of death... the death of life is the Self and the lifatbfide
sin.” This leaves for Badiou the utter separation between knowledge and will, and,
agency and action:

Let us generalize a little. For Paul, the man of the law is one in whom doing is

separated from thinking. Such is the consequence of seduction by commandment.

The figure of this subject, wherein the division lies between a dead Self and the

involuntary automation of living desire, is, for thought, a figure of powerlessness

Basically, sin is not so much a fault as living thought'’s inability to prescrib

action. Under the effect of the law, thought disintegrates into powerlessmss

endless cogitation because the subject (the dead Self) is disconnected from a

limitless power: that of desire’s living automation (ibid., p. 83).

Salvation is defined by this un-separation of thinking and doing which comes with the
resurrection which accords life and death back to their places through foundingainiver
truth that is a for all, against the particularities of the Law that dividsubgct and

divide subjects- powerlessness on the side of the subject, and generalized wan betw
subjects.

Power is not to be found through negation, or negative dialectics. With St. Paul
such an operation falls away. With Saint Paul, the Jews and the Greeks are ndt negate
they are not rendered inconsequential or obsolete. Paul states, “circumcision doe

matter, and non-circumcision doesn’t matter.” In the affirmation the negalisafay.

They no longer commingle infinitely like life and death which creates powedsssand
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blind action. In the affirmation one finds that the power produced by the declar&isn ta
the form of hope which has no representation of a future outcome (neither in the form of
reward or punishment- here we escape masochism as a submission which $iesédiins t
powerful) and is thus pure fidelity. This has nothing whatsoever, for Badiou, to do with
opinion. It traverses opinion- avoids it ultimately through its foundation in uniugrsal
“Thought is subjected to the ordeal of conformity and only the universal through an
uninterrupted labor an inventive traversal relieves it... Far from fleeingetitery, one

must live with it, but without letting oneself be shaped, conformed. It is the subject
rather than the century, who, under the injunction of his faith, must be transformed (ibid.,
p. 110).”

With this last statement, we see the untruth of the Borderline. And we might have
sensed the untruth of psychoanalysis, which always traveled under the cover dtslialect
But transformation has always been its business and its problem has always bee
conformity, of the patient, of the analyst, of the patient to the analyst, and perhags of t
analyst to the patient as well. If psychoanalysis is to get out from unddogue that is
not just stuck in the endless interplay of analyst and borderline, but is also caeimg i
itself, it must reckon with Badiou. By Badiou’s logic it matters not that heeisdfrnor
that | am American, neither that he is a philosopher nor that | am trybertme a
psychoanalyst. This argument is rendered inconsequential as | cannot spedk/tuior a
from one position or another if | am to speak the truth by maintaining the universal and
not conformity or flight.

Psychoanalytic quibbling of opinions and allegiances, vigilance of the teespas

or the sign, endless waiting for the next cult of personality, exhausting all césmives
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of power when we render thought powerless to act, is to lose any foundation in
universality. The split between humanities and the sciences is just one stanecta to

the division of the subject that Badiou speaks about which while not untrue, doesn't make
its way toward universal truth. If anything the Christ event in psychoasaiys the
declaration of the existence of the unconscious and the logic that proceeded. Hiais is w

to my mind has been foreclosed.

The universality of the unconscious is lost in the particularity of the historical
figures that psychoanalysis valorizes, as well as their infighting andrdinfior proof,
which we both conform to as we find our way towards the very commandment itself. It i
no longer enough that we say it. And so then it follows that the speech of our patients and
the interpreting of the analyst will never exceed themselves towartdBatdeau will call
grace. Action is rendered impossible without the allowance of grace. Analysis
interminable, subjectivity is terminable. We will, as Badiou said, never hughta
unaware” which is how the event arrives, which is as much as to say that the unconscious
is lost. There is in this state, no psychoanalysis.

To declare that the unconscious exists and that we know nothing, and need not
know anything more about it, is inherently a weak position that we must bear out if our
discipline is to have any effect of truth:

[It confounds] those who ‘when they measure themselves by one another and

compare themselves with one another, are without understanding’, ascribes no

redemptive signification to the apostle’s tribulations. Here againnaysl it is a

guestion of the earthen vessel, of the post-evental bearing of weakness, of the

destitution of worldly criteria of glory: ‘if | must glory, | will glorynithe things

that show my weakness’... Paul's preaching includes no masochistic propaganda

extolling the virtues of suffering, no pathos of the crown of thorns, flagellation,
oozing blood, or the gall soaked sponge (ibid., p. 104).
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The French are right then, to answer the question with which we began, to thehattent t
they do not redeem the Borderline, but redeem neither the borderline, nor the analyst of
borderlines, nor do they condemn either. In fact this holds for the psychoanalyst and the
analysand, universally as opposed to those whose subjective position gains strength,
through an illusory gaze- glory, tribulations, pathos of suffering. Psychoanahgits

proofs, scientific as well as that of the analyst’s mastery of thenpaind their dynamics

(the multitude of case studies), have been the conditions upon which it saw itself ga
strength. This is also the condition under which psychoanalysis is driven into death.

The Borderline is she who holds up the mirror as the reverse side of the face-
death brought to the side of life. The analyst of Borderlines submits to thetiogflend
embodies a dead law whose extolled virtue is supposed to give life. The unconscious as
an event that the two share is eradicated from their relationship as thatalrmiecs
exceeds them. In fact again and again we are told to have no faith in her unconscious and
a total mastery of our own- our theories which show that we should have no faith in what
she comes to say to us as analyst- blind primary process, as if personadityelalgure
evacuation, incapable of analytic symbolic work, non-specific manii@ssaof ego-
weakness- as it is, in short, detestable weakness. We shall counter it underetioé guis
strength which is why analysis has to go down the path of arm-wrestling theriBad
out of helplessness.

Ah, the indelible problem of her subjective position of weakness, economic drain
that she is since hospitalization only makes her worse, and you have to, in the end, beg
her to leave your office. We cannot hear her, but I, hearing Badiou, say, here, “Do not

work from within her gaze and her weakness will be transformed, which is as much to
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say that our weakness is transformative.” Such will have been the anidigdity to the
unconscious, our uninterrupted labor to remain in fidelity within a century whose ordeal
is conformity.

This fidelity to the unconscious seems to me to define what it is to be an analyst.
What | do not know as weakness is transformed into a state of grace whenrmg#eifs
to be caught unaware which is to accept the not-known, the unconscious, as the only
power of the known. Weakness, being a dupe, declaring that the ineffable unconscious
exists, is the only way to open up possibility. To enter into grace. Such will havenlyee
burden as an analyst:

This is a detour that calls to mind- if we are not to say that it calls to mind the

subject of the unconscious- another, namely, the one leading us to the fact that it

is through the law of the name that the subject is constituted as subject of desire.

It is thanks to its grace that the subject escapes madness where it has no choice

but hurl itself desperately at all-powerfulness, assuming it does not laytol&;

just as it is by the demand signified in it that it is invited to its position asubj

In this regard, it is at the source of what one may term the analyzing function of

the latter (Safouan, 1993/2003, p. 63).
Again, | am grateful to Badiou. | am in his debt. And through this debt | know what kind
of analyst | would like to be and in the end it has little to do with who Badiou is. In fact it
prohibits it for the very reason that from within this | cannot be a philosopher as he has
conceived it, as he has ultimately conceived of himself. | use him, I've used him this
entire time, and in the end | let him go, with all of the shame that this brings upon me. It
is a better shame than the one he induces as the master who gathers the conditions of
everyone’s truth and who, like the analyst of borderlines, will only but confront the
contradiction within the position that he holds. | am the one in the process of vanishing,

out from under his gaze from above, not to lapse into the borderline, the attractive

immanence of her truth, but to finally find the position of the analyst. This is the
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consequence of my fidelity to his thinking, of having loved him in the way he couldn’t

have loved anyone else, even himself. Impossible without desire.

On Love and Shame

So itis as a clinical psychoanalyst that | must return to Badiou. It isafnoeny
different place than that in which his philosophy is articulated. There is ¢rbeb.
Psychoanalysis has maintained a kind of self-imposed exile from acadeniigmast
extreme here in America—with fewer and fewer clinical analystsaihato speak
outside of their institutes and enclaves as clinical analysts. But in thevamst try.

The great contradiction in addressing Alain Badiou is that he told me that he
wished to know nothing about psychoanalysis and that if | liked | could call this his
symptom. How do | take such a rebuff from my master? | don’t think he’s alone in not
wanting to know anything about psychoanalysis. Oddly, psychoanalysts themselves
display this tendency through their own withdrawal.

But what do we make of this decision? Badiou is a philosopher who considers
Lacan his event. He is, as he has said, a great “Lacanian.” But then we have to take
account of the fact that Lacan was first and foremost a psychoanalyst,pxétttiae and
a discourse that was meant to speak to analysts about analysis.

| think we all too easily forget that in this age of cultural criticism. And do we not
then fall into the trappings of a symptom when we promote this wholesale repression?
passion for ignorance—as is the case with symptoms.

Psychoanalysis is, in Badiou’s system, like symptoms themselves, evegywhe

and nowhere. One can read from this a structure—it is centered around a hole, but one
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which has come to be filled with a little symptom that cannot be known, cannot be
spoken. For Badiou, psychoanalysis is a part of the truth procedure of love but not
equivalent to it, is taken up in Lacanian structures that inform him, has some logaang
theory of the subject, and yet, the clinical dimension is dismissed, benatsert
Badiou, should always be free. Perhaps it can be subsumed under some idea of an anti-
philosophy, but, in the end, the final word is that it cannot, and should not, be confused
with philosophy. Mums the word, while that was, I'm sure, a mouthful.

But let us try to seriously consider the question of the relationship between
philosophy and psychoanalysis (lest we lapse into mere cultural criticisenagain). |
often think of philosophers like Derrida or Deleuze, or even Zizek, for whom a concern
with psychoanalysis was central. Their discourse was a perpetualagdant-da, and,
for my part, | recognize little in them that resonates with what | dgpaacéicing analyst.
Badiou is something else entirely, ironically: he is the one philosopher who has those
disavow this confrontation with psychoanalysis.

Here | speak as a psychoanalyst who takes Badiou at his word. He determined a
large part of my formation, as we call it, as an analyst. His discourse hafdanal
effect on my reading of Lacan, and it led me back to a particular straintbbhight, in
particular on the question of modesty. This is perhaps not an obvious point, even if it has
become all too obvious to me. | forget the clichés that subsume Lacan. Theevtodéenc
still provokes. Perhaps the glare coming off of so many Lacanian objectsargbn,
mathemes, formulae, graphs—prevents one from seeing this other side of Laean. | s
him a modest analyst, in love with madness, feminine madness in particular, but through

a real sense of limitation, not in the sense of a discourse on finitude, but that which comes
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from understanding what it means to be an analyst, to act from that impossible place
Badiou, for me, reads Lacan here.

All that blather of Lacan’s about the analyst playing dead, playing dumb, allowing
himself to be a dupe, and love the unconscious, becoming, as he says, as stupid as a
cabbage. Certainly, if a symptom is a passion for ignorance, the analyst pgpfedse a
lively and knowledgeable fellow would get nowhere. Impossibility has to delsi
Badiou says, the conditions of possibility. Or further, this is the very “power of the
impossibles.” For Lacan, to be an analyst means learning to live through tbe wért
the analytic position, being put in the position of supposed knowledge and having to find
the way both to accept that position and yet internally to refuse it. One alsbrdubke
way to allow oneself to be discarded, in the end, by another. At that junctureoicaah f
to confront a divide at the place of this symptom of Badiou’s, as he calls it, ixdere
no longer locate my place in his discourse for the reason that there is a difference
between a discourse on modesty and a modest discourse. It is to the lathes tiaitkt
was always aimed no matter how often it failed, no matter how often my vdex fai
could have taken up a position of mastery, even as | eschewed knowledge. It would have
made writing much easier. | have tried something else. | have wrappeadthisva
conceit of dreams.

So then let me tell you about one last dream. | walk into a library to look for my
husband, but | do so by looking for another man, a philosophy professor of mine who is,
in fact, dying. It is a disorienting and strange tactic, no doubt, but who am | to atbue wi
the logic of dreams. A third man, who | will find out later is a visiting professks me

if | am just going to stand there with my mouth agape. | am enraged andatedyiind
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a sense of shame, like finding yourself naked in public, overwhelms and paragizés m
almost apologize and give way to inhibition. Instead | find myself sayirfqnd'imy way
by looking for the man who | know will never be there.” The word left in my mouth
when | awoke, was not in fact “agape” but Agape—Christian Love of thy neighbor.
Certainly, one can glean a certain hysteria in this, an old and not so trugtworth
friend. She usually leads me astray, except, of course, when it comestaragqezstion
of truth. Lacan, famously said that if there is anything the hysteric ldusgruth, and
she brings one into question precisely there. She raises the value of the symptom to the
level of truth, which, as he says, is always the truth that the master a&axstr
The difficulty with hysterics is that they never lay a hand on truth, and, as it goes,
she usually winds up with precisely what she claimed not to be looking for (as @ & sai
master). So, perhaps, knowing a certain inclination | have that is paljicudad to
escape, | reverse strategies, and find exactly what | want, preloysielgking for
something else.
This something else—in the case of the dream a someone else—that will never be
in his place, means one can find the right place, at the right time. It is abouteatstdnc
one occupies as a matter of tact. There are four figures in this dreaett, @yd three
men—the interlocutor, my husband (whom | presumably find), and the absent one.
Lacan states that for the hysteric, it is only if things are well with tieev@o is
dead, who is not there, that she can do anything with a real man. Otherwise, mte run i
the perennial problem of the love of a hysteric that flows in the beauty of a virile
identification, the “implacable erotic transference” (Badiou, 1998/2005, p. 53), as Badiou

calls it.
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And in the case of my interlocutor, he is that figure Lacan called the non-dupe-e
the one who refuses to make a mistake and so goes astray. For this figure, tHeo@od w
dead is clearly not dead enough and the indictment of what should be done properly in
libraries, rather than standing around with our jaws dropped, mouths wide open, shows
that he is up to his ears in a shame before this God, with which he can do little else than
dump it onto his neighbor. | could have crawled off in the face of him. We are sosetime
at our best in dreams.

And, of course, there is this question of the living husband and the absent man.
One of the thoughts | had upon awakening was that it is impossible to look for someone.
The more you look for the signifiers you expect to see, the more you are &d Astr
least for me, the moment that | drop the intensity of my gaze, | suddenlysalioe/ new
sign into consciousness that allows me to find what | am seeking. In a crowdarfgplex
| look for some obvious sign—my husband’s bald head, his interminably black shirts—
and not until | stop looking do | find what will actually let me locate him—the slouch in
his shoulders, his particular gait, a thickness of neck.

This is a description of the tact of the analyst. The stupidity and possibility of
surprise allows one to find her way to speech; it opens up a space, a gap. Without this
gap? Without the man who will never be in his place? There are a thousand ways one
goes astray between the beginning and the end of analysis, in the spaca tegjape’
and Agape (with the embarrassing allusion | cannot help but hear—from the oral
dimension to sublimation proper).

For Lacan, one of the signs that one is approaching this hole, this gap, is not in

fact Love, but shame. It is only through shame that we pass towards a doing wall wit
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“God who is Dead.” The dilemma here is close to what we already mentioned as the
impossible choice of modernity for Badiou- the inability to chose betweennmnasie
truth. Badiou would prefer that “truth be articulated onto the void,” to “discover a
thinking of choice and of the decision that would go from void to truth without passing
through the figure of the master” who is either, invoked again and again, bysstand)vi
professors, or sacrificed, in the immanence and immobility of a hystesroad (ibid., p.
53-54).

Lacan took from Hegel the link between the Death of God and love of one’s
neighbor. The destruction of the Law into the pure formality of Agape—the maxim t
“love thy neighbor as thyself"—contains the risk of going to the heart of sege
emptiness. For Hegel, what dies on the cross is not a finite representative of Gloe, but
God beyond himself. Man stands alone in the face of the Other who becomes an abyss. It
is only this structure that allows us to truly love in that uniquely Christiare seom
that edge.

This is how Lacan understands the problem of sublimation. The good is sacrificed
in the name of desire, because what one comes to know is that desire is alvaysdsacr
in the name of a good. The good, even when it is the love of a spouse, makes that other a
counterpart to the detriment of a sublimation that must attempt to recoup otherwise.

In his book on St. Paul, Badiou shows how the Christian discourse is an articulation
based, itself, on a man who is not there or never will be in his place (dare | saytite em
tomb) and Agape. The impossible (as a belief in the resurrection) is whasyemgth

to the place of the Pauline discourse. Love in Paul, says Badiou, is the abfirofatie

labor of truth, the power of thought in a universal declaration that cuts unilat&atly
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we cannot forget that this declaration, this mighty affirmation, comesdrpoint of near
impossibility and radical emptiness.

What | would like to say about Badiou touches upon this scene in the library. Itis
about the stance that one occupies in relation to shame, modest discourse, and this
symptomatic ignoring of psychoanalysis. Where in Badiou does this symptom of
psychoanalysis rear its head? | would like to say in the absence of shamapa cert
fatigue with the attempt to master everything, and the only place whens &
articulated in the name of a Good—the idea he has of the Good of philosophy, its
separation in function from the truth procedures. Badiou, | think, loves philosophy very
much. But it is possible to love too much. Psychoanalysts have learned that &lysteric
ideals with respect to love are always at the heart of symptoms. One nutrsuiie
again. Love as labor means love comes later, like an aftertaste left in @ugts m

Lacan reminds us of this phenomenon, referring to a peculiar fact we see
endlessly in our offices: what if, for the sake of your wife’s happiness, yoficayour
own—only to find that hers will vanish before your eyes? “Enjoy with the vatelgve”
is indeed the height of this paradox, because it is precisely loving her thas¢heat
obstacle (Lacan, 1991/2007, p.190). Rather than take this direct path of love, Lacan
suggested we approach it from another angle—that we go in the direction of shame.

Do a bit of analysis, Lacan says, and you will see that you already haygheno
shame “to open a shop” (ibid., p.182). This was brought up in the context of the events of
May 1968, when Lacan said that what the revolutionaries did not understand was
precisely this shame, the system that produced the immense shame of livingndméhe

of the shame of others, they took to the streets as if they were out from under it
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themselves. “You cannot get out without entering,” he cautioned them, and further,
“What you aspire to as revolutionaries is a master. You will get one” (ibid., 207).

As analysts, the use we can make of shame is the only bit of tact left to usewith t
symptoms of our time. For Lacan there is only one virtue: modesty. He vate'$t is
impossible for the honest to die of shame. ... You know . . . that this means the real. . . .
If it happens now, well then, it was the only way to deserve it. . .. You were lucky.”
Otherwise you do not die and you are left with a life of it “by the bucketful lyevif
the fact that it's not worth dying for.” This, he says, is what “psychoanalisisvers”

(ibid., p. 181-182).

The closer one gets to shame, the closer one is to the hole in the real from which a
new truth might arise. We must get as close as we can to this hole if we whimggitry
do with the subversion, or even just the rotation, of the master’s discourse where
everyone is sold short on love. What is the problem with the master? It is a sé& ma
that Lacan says everyone forgets, especially in a hysteti@asts him as a sort-of tyrant.

Lacan, like Freud, was, at times, seemingly no friend of the philosophers. In the
1968 seminar, he says, “Philosophy in its historical function is this extractiauld
almost say this betrayal, of the slave’s knowledge, in order to obtain itstrei®n
into the master’s knowledge” (ibid., p. 22) Moreover, he asks, “Does the master who
brings about this operation of displacing, the conveyancing, of the slave’s knowledge
want to know?” His answer, “A real master . . . doesn’t desire to know anythirlg-at al
he desires only that things work” (ibid., p. 24). One might add: that work militantly at

that.
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This master, Lacan says, is, like the benevolence and love of most Fathers,
thoroughly castrated. It is this position which makes his discourse so unasstilable
for this reason, this structure, that the tools of the analyst are the poWwernmigossibles.

We learned this from Dora, who gave the key to Freud in the very discovery of her
transference (our greatest resistance and our greatest ally).

So what is it about these fathers that their daughters find so hard to know? It is
that they want to make too many women happy, all the women (and then the whole world
to boot), to be precise. Think of all the jewelry Dora’s father had to buy for his véfe, hi
lover, his daughter, and the cases to enclose them as well. And, as captains ¢f industr
they feel it their duty to get the whole world up and running, which is, to their great
shame, impossible. Impossibility wears them down and tires them out. Thisdaéser
nothing more nor less than occupy the contradictory place of not knowing what he wants
and always ending up at some distance from it—the women and his work. On the other
hand and on the other side, “being deprived of woman—this, expressed in terms of the
failure of discourse, is what castration means” (ibid., p.154).

Shame, when working on that side of the truth of desire in analytic work, holds up
the power of the impossibles rather than grinding away in the face of it. Tlei®kdg
impossibility, and the shame at the sham of what one does, is the only way | can work
clinically. Orienting oneself, knowing how to find one’s way, is different fronatvone
may call the register of having—possessions, accumulation—and this holdsrjustlas
for truth itself. Something must be done with the philosopher’s truth, because in and of

itself, it is a trap. As Lacan writes, “One doesn’t marry truth; tharebe no contract



172

with her, and even less can there be any open liaison. She won’t stand for any of that”
(ibid., p.184-185).

Lacan said that the analyst is the one who “leaves the thread of . . . truth to the one
who already has his worries with it” (ibid., p.186). He will have to worry about i&like
curse and go to work. In the end, the function of this curse of truth is a “collapse of
knowledge” which holds up certain self-fashioned laws. | hear such a curse inie “w
of my interlocutor in the dream, the visiting professor in the library.

Lacan continues, if many believe that | am in possession of truth, or have begun
to worry about it, they say, as a result of me, “it’'s through not giving the egreaof
having laid a finger on it” (ibid., p.185). This act of refusal in the position one holds,
which one might imagine as a form of exclusion, is actually the only path toward
collaboration. This is why it is at the foundation of the analytic act. If yot wa
subversion, you have to love the impossibility, the shame, of never being able to die from
impossibility or shame. It provides you with that mysterious thing catkezt™that gets
things moving—not too much, not too little.

One might ask: Isn’t it modest to take away from the philosopher in the viety fie
in which he works, being able to produce a truth himself? Does Badiou not say that
philosophy limps behind its four truth procedures? The false modesty of a symptom is
cunning. Here philosophy oscillates symptomatically between being andeaatte
depraved figure much like the hysteric herself and the father who shé¢asiaausly
tears off the pedestal only to seat him there once again.

Let me say then that this separation between philosophy and psychoanalysis, this

separation between the gathering of the conditions of truth and those four little sekscour
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that go to work for the great father, is also (for better or worse) impasSdiene, it is
matter of understanding what to do, tactfully, with this impossibility. | do not pedjoos
have an answer as to the similarity or difference between psychsiaraiyg philosophy
except to begin to address it through the division Badiou makes and the strange place to
which he has relegated clinical psychoanalysis. The minimal differeaceasts itself in
relation to shame. It is only this that holds the limit. The master has none, besiipi
has too much, the hysteric speaks its truth only in her symptom, and an analyst finall
makes do with its impossibility.

The system, Lacan says, despite producing the immensity of the shame of living,
“has no shame. . .. This translates as—it's impudence” (ibid., p. 190). So it would do
one well not to go in that direction. It is here that one finds the only law that could be
taken as moral in Lacan. Thievery, tyranny of knowledge, forcing truth, are othlg of
order of the structures of discourse—they are impossible by virtue of thef fagihg
structures of discourse but, as such, are unavoidable and so cannot be taken morally.
They are always at work. If one allows this shame its place, she lawil bérself to slip
between these structures of discourse—to find her way towards tact; able to, in&adioui
fashion “labor under truth, labor as love” (Badiou, 1993/2003, p. 96) But here, then, there
cannot be a neat division. We have to slip in the vertigo of this impossibility. Our
discourse must bear the trace of this shame.

No one comes to know shame better than the analysand in the encounter with an
analyst. Perhaps one experiences shame only in the face of an analyst théseotays
particular reason—he represents the consolidation of the law in the supposed subject of

knowledge. One goes for no other reason. Even, miraculously, if one is aware oftthat fac
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And one might say about Badiou that he wants to know nothing of psychoanalysis to the
extent that his desire is that philosophy gets back to work on the level of truth. tAnd ye
we find in this desire an underlying love of truth and, like the hysteric, a centdri
discourse around a kernel of symptomatic refusal.

Symptoms attest to that divide between thinking and doing, between mastery and
truth, which leaves psychoanalysis in a domain where insight is valued over speech,
which, in effect, changes nothing for a subject in relation to mastery. Philgsoghis
same vein, can speak about modesty but never from within a position of modesty—
which, ultimately, | think, is the lesson of Badiou’s work, even the heart of his
revolutionary politics. As a philosopher, Badiou does not create, he merely gatlafs, a
this is not the thievery of the master, then perhaps it is too much like the discotese of t
university and the gathering of knowledge, the systematizing of truth—antpeft
desire in any case. None of this discussion would stand as a condemnation to the extent
that we no longer take any of this to be anything other than the permutations of discours
(impossibility).

But not to condemn brings into question one’s relation to shame. If there is glory
to be had it is more certainly to be had as a philosopher than as a psychoanalyse We ha
long since left the best-sellers list. That doesn’t mean that | do not procunalyst a
certain force of intrigue. It may be my only cache. But itis pricteere where | can
think of little else than shame. That is my experience.

The proletariat can be redeemed, as can the professor. Also woman, at times, in
her particular elevation. Even our elusive master, who tires when he trieke¢dhma

whole world happy. But what does the analyst do? Whatever it is, it is Giariyd,
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making himself the cause of desire, of what Lacan will call the insanatmpeof a
psychoanalysis. The shame | experience after sessions pivots betwethdwehhdone”

and “why, in God’s name, did that work?” Perhaps analysis takes this shamland.its
Badiou was one of those who taught me—strength in “weakness,” not a weakness made
strong.

If any academic with a penchant for radical leftist ideology feels slzrthe
abstraction of his work, psychoanalyzing takes this abstraction beyond angfpoint
recognition, into pure semblance. It may be this that holds as the subversive pdwer of t
analytic discourse. If the hysteric ends in a deprivation worn on one’s slee\akasaff
running around the streets, the analyst does nothing but sit. Knowledge does not progress
through critique or filter or force but through an audacious leap through artifidach w
we give truth back to God. The analyst’'s atheism is a strange one—shanadiful, re

As Joyce said to Nora, in love letters that show the power of wrestling with one’s
relation to shame, “I gave others my pride and joy. To you | give my sin, my fojyly
weakness and my sadness” (Joyce, 1966, p.107).

But there’s the rub. Badiou encountered an analyst about whose work he says he
wants to know nothing. I think, in the end, that is right. | would say that his encounter
allowed him to function in the place of a master signifier. His is a new discautbef it
is an audacious leap through artifice. If psychoanalysts do not any longer know of this
master’s discourse, then it is clear that we need Badiou, that | needed Badithata
philosophy needs Badiou. To the extent that his philosophy, separated out from
psychoanalysis through the force of a particular kind of ignoring, makes oheae

and yet gets one to work, there is no harm, merely shame. It cannot be tragsgreiss
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on one side or the other. All that one has left is to wait for the fall. If it is nobBadho
disappears at this point, then it is I.
The leap through artifice requires that we give truth back to God. | givebaok
to the philosophers. | give truth back to Alain Badiou.
To end by quoting Badiou himself on Beckett: It will always be a question of
making sense of the magnificent formula frélee Unnamablé1953/2006): “I alone am
man and all the rest divine . . .” To relegate the divine and its curse to the periphery of
saying, and to declare man naked, without either hope or hopelessness, relentless,
surviving, and consigned to the excessive language of his desire” (Badiou, 2003, p.117).
Lacan, like me, speaks alone as a psychoanalyst. To do so is the only fragile and
risky guarantee that we have to give, which is essentially nothing. A Isaed, Love is
to give what one does not have. What bearing does this have for the philosopher? Like a
good analyst, | will end provocatively by saying nothing at all, in the spirit of

collaboration.
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Call in the Reserves or Last Remarks

Leclaire’s notion that there is no truth beyond or before unconscious desire, which
supports truth as much as it veils it, is the premise on which this work has beam writte
Like Alain’s three second book, likened to the three second session, it both supports his
truth, that of the formalization of philosophy, along with his desire for the absolute
formula to be synonymous with himself. It also veils his desire that this famouso in
order to eclipse precisely desire which extends in particular to psychsianahich he
would like to eradicate from his knowledge. Perhaps it means he breaks free of his debt
to Lacan, just as Freud’s book of dreams was the beginning of the dissolution ofdnis tie t
Fliess, which ended, as we might remember, in his failing to give him crediefor t
theory of bi-sexuality.

In any case, this fact about unconscious desire, in the end, has nothing to do with
me or with Badiou. | can only offer the semblance of an instruction which is thetdlose
have gotten to any formula. As for psychoanalysis | learned from Badiou Wérad
come to see as our only fighting chance- to remain in complete fidelityite-dég
militant maintenance of a strength to stand there when “nothing is promised to us but the
power to remain true to what comes to us” (Badiou, 1998/2006, p.23), even if that is
nothing. As these dreams progressed, from the first to the third, | had the strange
sensation of being able to write less and less about them, as if one wasodioiser t
supposed formula of desire- the place where interpretation stops, the momeps perha
when an object comes closest to the thing and no longer requires the supplementation of a

meaning.
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What does this mean for writing? It is surely different from Badiou’siiiiefi
production of texts out from under the ‘truth’ that he has grasped. His work, asdlike
tell us, is planetary. He is “living in thought like someone who had fallen upon an oil well
an inexhaustible intellectual energy lay at my disposal” (ibid., p. iv).

A truth, Badiou has said, is “scarcely-said”, and yet, miraculously, he findst gr
deal to say about it. For Lacan though, the ethics of the analyst is quite difitesent
precisely predicated on this Thing which means that truth must be creation from nothing
He asks:

what sort of disaster does analytic knowledge produce? That is what was in

guestion, what has been in question for as long as it has not made them all itching

to become authors. It is a very curious thing that the non-signed [the analysts]
should appear paradoxical, whereas of course over the centuries all the honest
men there have been have always acted as if someone had torn their manuscript
from their hands, as if someone played a dirty trick on them. No one expected to

be sent a note of congratulations on publication” (Lacan, 1991/2007, p. 191).
The anonymity for Lacan was important, and in a way, these dreams greasingty
anonymous. This also holds true for our three figures. Even further this somehow makes
writing increasingly difficult which also meant that in order to do so, one had to star
taking risks. Anonymity might be the cover that allows that work togped from one’s
hands, to call in the reserves.

Badiou will say about it that “ethics... consists entirely in exercising ao$ort
restraint with regard to its powers... the reserve of the non-saying; in iheflitne
voice vis-a-vis that which shows itself; in that which is subtracted from the absolut
imperative to speak the truth” (Badiou, 2004, p. 116). This quality of reserve came to

guide my idea of the ethics of psychoanalysis precisely as prudence, teetamc

modesty which were only possible as linked to the feminine. This was done in
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accordance with the Lacanian collapse of the feminine and the unconscious- te#&yneces
for a confrontation with castration. That it took my finding my way out from under
Adorno’s seductive weight, out from under the betrayal of Lacanians, then with Badiou,
it was a relationship such that his inability to subtract himself from his dszooeant |
must go to the very edge of my own, precisely in order to uphold it. If I hadn’t graspe
this possibility before | entered into his thought, and it is unlikely that he taughitvere
his particular inclinations, | certainly have an indication of it now. Likewhig, it is
only through a series that is set off, Adorno, Lacan, Badiou, that one can discover what
belongs to them- that one can discover what it is to be given back their desire.

So | have tried and most likely failed to write this kind of ethics in settinthisff
series. It is a task slightly different from any writialgoutethics, and tries to remain
closer to desire pure and simple. It has meant, I'm sure, that my passion theeslpgsit
of me, which will no doubt turn-off a great many of you. Obscurantist non-seras& it t
as a compliment, as did Lacan, since the attempt to invoke desire might mean an
inspiration towards judgment. Impetuousness has more possibility than the supposed lack
of it.

Psychoanalysis, one could say, if it does anything, truly initiateses sarchain
of associations, a set of signifiers, which begins to articulate desiresMiny i
movement is so important. One could say that that is all that a psychoanalysis thoes- ge
things moving. It is around these figures that it begins to highlight the subgecgdi
who no doubt condense with the analyst him or herself on whom its final act will turn. By
virtue of this it gives rise to a singularity, not of the others, but of the subjpobdiices

a subject in rendering this other utterly anonymous, nameless even. Nohary riat
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my mother, not my maternal grandmother, not Adorno, not Lacan, not Badiou. But not
nothing either.

This other who had paralyzed the subject with his imagined watchful gaze returns
to the mere fact of an encounter. Someone | came to love and came to leave. It happened,
that’'s about all that needs to be said, and it has its effects, structural onésviitzic
was what | was after from the beginning. The slow rate of change.

This is Lacan’s definition of truth- universal in structure, singular in contieat
formula as formula with the particular words and images which decipher it. titates
a psychoanalysis oriented towards the future and by virtue of this may be theeanke m
for addressing its life and death. With the past relegated to the past whas msattieat
is said.

So truth be told, a great deal of this work is wrapped in a complete conceit- the
future of psychoanalysis and my dreams? Are you joking? Why does it thatte
psychoanalysis disappoints you and whether or not you get out from under that? With a
grandiosity you'll no doubt fail not to detect, | suppose with Freud | must ask thex read
“to make my interests his for quite a while, and to plunge with me, into the minutest
details of my life” (Freud, 1900, p. 121). | will, with a lingering tinge of hyaieake the
life and death of psychoanalysis as my own.

Badiou wrote that “what [truths] produce (the unnamable in language itself, the
potency of the pure letter, general will as the anonymous force of every namilgldad
the Two of the sexes as what has never been counted as one) in variable situation is never
but a truth of these situations... onto which no knowledge can ‘pin’ its name, or discern

beforehand its status” (Badiou, 1989/1999, p. 107). So the situation was mine own, it was
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the time | had spent with psychoanalysis as a discipline in various contexds, my
educational experience, it was, of course, my analysis, and it was these. dseatoe

much to say that each dream falls into these effects of the truth of a sitia¢ion

unnamable in the memorial, the letter, the general will that fells, and thbaing hever
counted, the always absent one? If it is only there where | am not, that | amghthkit

one can locate the periphery of the human- then dreams are one place that we can think in
the place of non-knowledge. This non-knowledge as truth must find a means of
articulation. I took the risk of bringing it to that through the series of tramsfese

Adorno, Lacan, Badiou.

Dreams, it is said, take hold when a transference is at work “raising theoquesti
of the secret of phantasy... the profound passion that drives the discoverer of enigmas
and the explorer of origins... That passion is manifest at once in the intensity of the
transference” (Leclaire, 1968/1998, p. 62). These two taken together point to a writing
that complicates the process of exchange, destroys any supposed symtweien liee
partners, and in this risks losing them completely. It does so founded on little else tha
guiding ethics and an intensity of passion. It aims for a fundamental cimetihgenature
of discourse. Whether that happens is not up to me anymore. You will read this as you
chose.

With every one of these thinkers there was for me in the beginning a kind of
madness, reading for hours on end, you couldn’t get inside it enough, much like the
beginning of any common love affair. | used to, I'm sure you can imagine, become
increasingly disappointed. The reading would trail off with a mild depressi@mtitike

that so much for me anymore. It's more like enthusiastically waiting todp&réd again,
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perhaps with an anxiety that the last may truly be the last. A change of disisourse
indicated by Lacan in that something has fallen. Love is in the air. A turning hatethi
a delicate but powerful chain of events that cannot be stopped, that one would never let
stop. It is there that it becomes a matter of life and death.

In the final editing of this piece of work | had a dream | think, perhaps, in order to
finally close it. | was in a train with someone who is of immense importance snth
also to this piece of work. The train is strewn with objects whose quality as obijees
across very clearly somehow- they seem to have no utility whatsoeverarehalynost
like an object purified as thing. One of them starts screeching. He pigksatkes out a
screw-driver, and makes a quarter turn in a switch on the back. He looks at me and says,
“some of them are made for that, you just might not necessarily know it.tiheet to
its status as thing.

| think I could properly say that this is the formula for my desire- the impatanc
of the turn, the one who isn’t afraid of the object that screeches, a knowledge one doesn'’t
know, the one who in fact has a know-how about it, and the idea of being made a thing. If
being made a thing had its previous echoes in the idea of sacrifice, submissioowit is
this thing in the hands of my friend that epitomizes for me the feminine as d@lace
desire, the possible elevation of the object. He is of course, for me, the dnalyst.
Lacan’s theory of discourse there is the quarter turn between the hgsigtice analyst
and | don’t think it is possible without a deep love and respect for the unconscious. We
are made for that even if we don’'t know it.

To conclude, Celan, someone who | constantly turn to in order to rehabilitate my

relationship to language, to arouse again some obscure piece of desire, coanes clos
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this in his name for poetry. A breathtuAtemwendehe called it. He says, “it is no

longer a word. It is a terrifying silence. It takes his and our breath and axweys

Poetry is perhaps this: #temwendea turning of our breath... It is perhaps here, in this
one brief moment, that Medusa’s head shrivels and the automatons run down? Perhaps,
along with the I, estranged and freed here in this manner, some other thing is also set
free?” (Celan, 2005, p.162). Perhaps. For the life of psychoanalysis, | offereéhisesil

that freedom. As for me, I'm over it. I'm happy.
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