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ΣΦ.

Saul changed his name to Paul. 
Sigma to Phi. 
Saul is a good name, a decent name. Paul is from Paulus - little or  
insignificant. 
For Lacan the sigma stands for sinthome, the loop or hoop which contains 
the Imaginary, Symbolic and Real aspects of  our subjectivities. And phi 
stands for Phallus - which is a re-presentation via object of  the sexual 
member of  both sexes. 

S(acred) P(rofane). 

“The profanation of  the unprofanable is the political task of  the coming generation.”
In Praise of  Profanation
Giorgio Agamben 



(Religion is not a church.) 
A camera is not an object it is a thing. 
The camera is an object not a thing. 

The trick is that the agencies we are subject to are rarely the same ones 
that we understand ourselves to be victims of. 

The issue with a dick pic is that it isn’t a dick. The issue with a dick pic 
is that it is a screen. A dick pic is most often a phone. But still, I say - 

“The illusion, the base trick of  photography is realised in me, It oper-
ates without mediation. I do not understand things or objects re-un-
concealed via the screen. I re-real-ise photographs at the level of  direct 
symptomatic narcissism. I do not perform any form of  reality testing. I 
respond by a performance of  symbolic disgust in response to an image 
of  what disgusts me, un-real-ate-d to my envy. I wish that I had such a 
thing in order that I could dis-re-member it thus. Here is the thing itself, 
that secret route to the pleasure which I am denied. Here lies the secret 
of  the other-er which I am not and do not wish not to be, I resist the 
challenge of  the human.”

(In the case of  an unsolicited dick pic the difference lies only in so much 
as it demonstrates a double failure, that of  the receiver and the sender. 
A symptom responds to a symptom, stupidly. This is to say both reso-
nate within the Law rather than with the Truth which would render all 
and any dick pic as only a cry in the waste land. The dick pic is in itself  
hysterical, the hysterical squeak of  the castrate. The disgust with which 
it is received is the death of  the Law speaking in the unliving.)

In the Real of  the photographic a dick pic is the figure of  criminal cru-
cifixion, the always already castrated member of  the sons of  woman.    



Ding. (the hole in the whole is the Real in the real)

What if  this thing (penis) is not meaningful? 
What if  this thing (photograph) is not meaningful?
What if  this thing (penis) is not an object but only a thing?
What if  this thing (photograph of  penis) is not an object but only a 
thing? 
What if  the meaning of  this object (photograph of  penis) is not that this 
penis is an object but that by having been photographed it has become 
of  the register “photographic” and, therefore, necessarily only of  the 
index of  things? 

“What if  God chose those objects, chose to bring to nothing those objects which are 
some thing, in order that they might, again, become  
nothings?” (Cor 1.29 NSRV)

There are so many derivations of  these equations of  things and objects. 
And then we get to photography, and She brings to nothing things that 
are some thing. And chooses the weak to confound the strong? Yes, but 
no one reads it that way. The photographic event failed to stop at truth 
by declining the dimension of  the Real in favour of  a degraded  
integration into reality. 

She said “You are no longer dead, furthermore you can be alive if  you would like to 
be?” 
You said “No.” 

It still unsettles us to look at the blood from our own stigmata, better to 
look at mothers tears and the flowers which, as if  by magic, burst out 
from the earth where they fall. 

Photography becomes the deresurrection of  the light in the dark. The 
always forever already dark, darkening, getting darker. The new dark.



After the Law. 

 “You are insatiable.” 
Before the Law
Franz Kafka 

The photograph is meaningless, kataholic and universal. So are all Her 
actions. There is nothing to justify after the law by which everything is 
rendered equal in its meaninglessness. After the law there is a photo-
graph of  the courthouse. 

Why didn’t the woman from the country go through the door, it was  
designed only for her? And why did you go through after your father 
had not? What did you do, after having given yourself  her name?  
Having taken the mark of  power that was hers? 

Do not tell father that She is useless, She will haunt you from the  
surfaces of  all of  the photographs that remain after her death. All of  her 
gestures and objects will re-present themselves there to punish you with 
your desire, to punish you with what you cannot have and did not want 
but took, anyway. 

You passed through the doorway to the law based on a photograph of  
what you would find there, and now the door has been closed behind 
you and you are lost. You proved to your father that She was meaning-
less and She died of  a broken heart, her spirit smothered by the stench 
of  your vanity. The desire and anxiety of  all humankind are the result 
of  your unpunishably cowardly and revolt-ing treason. 

“For we are saved by hope; but hope that is seen is not hope. Who hopes for what she 
has seen? But if  we hope for what we do not see, with patience, we wait for it.”
Rom 8.25-25



Criminal Justice Act 1925.

41 Prohibition on taking photographs, &c., in court.
(1)No person shall—
(a)take or attempt to take in any court any photograph, or with a view to 
publication make or attempt to make in any court any portrait or sketch, 
of  any person, being a judge of  the court or a juror or a witness in or a 
party to any proceedings before the court, whether civil or criminal; or
(b)publish any photograph, portrait or sketch taken or made in contra-
vention of  the foregoing provisions of  this section or any reproduction 
thereof;
and if  any person acts in contravention of  this section he shall, on 
summary conviction, be liable in respect of  each offence to a fine not 
exceeding fifty pounds.
[F1(1A)See section 32 of  the Crime and Courts Act 2013 for power to 
provide for exceptions.]
(2)For the purposes of  this section—
[F2(a)the expression “court” means any court of  justice (including the 
court of  a coroner), apart from the Supreme Court;]
(b)the expression “Judge” includes . . . F3, registrar, magistrate, justice 
and coroner:
(c)a photograph, portrait or sketch shall be deemed to be a photograph, 
portrait or sketch taken or made in court if  it is taken or made in the 
court–room or in the building or in the precincts of  the building in 
which the court is held, or if  it is a photograph, portrait or sketch taken 
or made of  the person while he is entering or leaving the court–room or 
any such building or precincts as aforesaid.



ShitPiss.

In order to sustain a place, when all meaning is obviously gone from the 
world and from all objects, in which meaning once existed, I had to do a 
jobby on the floor. 

At least I think it is a jobby, it looks like a jobby, it smells like a jobby 
and tastes like a jobby. It is lucky that I didn’t make a cunt of  myself  by 
standing in it. 



a -  

a/א/A/∀/A 

agalmata - 

Objet petit a/Anxiety/other/others/Other 

The Law is not the opposite of  desire, it is not even relative to it, it is 
directly commensurate with it. Anxiety is the obverse of  desire qua Law. 
The Law is not anxiety. 

The object of  desire is that which prevents the subject’s realisation of  
her desire. 

Her desire is the desire of  the other. 

The object gazes at her while she desires it. Gapes at her.  

In order to achieve the satisfaction of  her desire it is essential that the 
object stand in the way of  its realisation, that is what it is for. Where the 
assumption of  her desire relies on the obscuring object being there, it 
is only by a seemingly momentary displacement of  the object that she 
might be satisfied. 

The object is not displaced, it is rather by a momentary suspension of  its 
symbolically necessary position that it can be temporarily bypassed. The 
momentary illumination of  a possible parallax. 

If  this object is identified, symbolised and thus able to be articulated, it 
becomes the object of  guilt and is neither desirable nor anxiety  
inducing. Don’t show it to her. 

Having been momentarily bypassed the object then returns to its orig-
inal position. If  it does not - desire is attached elsewhere. This is. The 
end. 



The Camera Never Lies.

Photography is not a truth mechanism, it is a fact mechanism. 

Photography in this sense is like money. Money does not produce truth, 
it is merely a fact. 

Photography in this sense is like a jobby. A jobby does not produce 
truth, it is merely a fact. 

It is factually the case that one can accumulate, or not, money. It is not 
meaningful to do so. 

It is also factually the case that one can do a jobby. It is not meaningful 
qua truth to do so. 

If  the progression is something like - 

- Be influenced by something we take to be true. 
- Follow this path despite the other options available and problems en-
countered. 
- Become capable of  participating in humanity on this basis. 

We could also thing of  the three steps in this order 

- Begin as nothing at all. 
- Choose a value 
- Begin becoming. 

or  

- Pistis 
- Elpis
- Agape

or



- 0
- I
- II

If  we choose money at point one there is nothing to progress to, nothing 
valuable other than financial value as such, nothing at all to hope for. 

One can approach the fact of  money, or the fact of  photographs but 
they stop at the point of  imagination. That some thing is shown to have 
become object by its factualisation. 

The photograph falsely sustains the semblance of  the place of  genuine 
desire. A photograph maintains a relation to the promise of  the feeling 
of  desire based on the promise of  the object. Where the original pho-
tograph by a parent of  their child playing might sustain a memory, the 
photograph by a photographer of  an others child has no value other 
than the value of  making us imagine that the photograph made was 
inherently valuable despite or regardless of  the child. The value of  the 
child is displaced in favour of  the value of  the re-presentation of  the 
image of  a child. 

Putting a photograph in a gallery is tantamount to putting a shit in 
there, twice. Not to put two shits in a gallery, not to shit twice in a gal-
lery, not to use a mirror to duplicate the shit in the imaginary, to have 
one shit that is two. In this precise sense there may be a magic of  pho-
tography. 

The photograph provides a cheap and fast way to make it clear that not 
only is there nothing to put in the gallery but that the gallery itself  can 
no longer be sustained. 

The therapeutic institution has become a merely bureaucratic institu-
tion, one which does not proliferate but only preserves the double shit of  
Marcel Duchamp’s scentless, ironic single shit. 
We are so embarrassed by the idea of  any remainder of  meaning in a 
place that we strive, via relentless spreadsheets brimming with facts, to 



sustain the possibility, in difference, of  proving the desperately obvious 
lack of  any real engagement with lack. It is not that nothing is sacred, 
not that it never was, it is that we cannot find the courage to believe in 
anything which might betray the hole in the whole. What is offered in 
the bureaucratic institution is precisely the same as that which is offered 
in the bank. 

This is why we see the radical simplification of  art into a kind of  “con-
ceptual illustration” rather than a theory or truth procedure in and of  
itself. We see art demolished and degraded by  institutionally confused 
“post”modern self  parody. Galleries shitting the rabbit pellets of  a 
constipate into themselves having read that “GUT” book that everyone 
loves to read on the way to Yoga. 

There is nothing to persist in illustration, one only needs the article in 
the Guardian (at best the documentary pop-science book recommended 
in the article in Guardian) on which the “traces” of  an exoticist walking 
pilgrimage are “traced”. Most often the article itself  is too much. That 
we then have to look at the photos of  the photos of  the places where 
Robert Burns didn’t go, it is far more than too much. 

There is nothing in a fact, only a truth can offer faith or hope. And it is 
only via these things that we might begin to approach agape. 



For I am not ashamed of  the gospel. 
Rom 1.16

We are humiliated by “meaning it”. 
We aren’t happy to mean it, we are happy to not mean it, we are happy 
to know it, so that it can’t hurt. We can mean the truth. We can only 
know a fact. 
We are happier to die than to love. 

“Frigid people really make it!”
Andy Warhol

There are two ways to read this snippet.
Boring losers really have great sex. We could imagine that simply follow-
ing the law allows losers to transgress it with gusto. If  you are not into 
the discussion or liberal naughtinesses of  sex you might actually enjoy it 
more based on the fact it is solidly not ok to do and therefore solidly ok 
to do. Prudes and bureaucrats might have a super time. 

Or we might say that although the prudes and bureaucrats who pretend 
perfectly to follow the law, to diligently tick every box, really make it in 
the world, that is to say that by giving up on the one thing (sex) they gain 
another thing (career success). 

So either we follow the rules and really make it in bed or we follow the 
rules and really make it at work. Both of  these options are abyssal and 
deathly. 

We must understand that desire is the Law, work, and then stop working 
on this basis, and then break the law, in order to love. 

Don’t make it. There’s only it. 



Jimmy Hendrix.  

There is a mature student in my first year class this year, let’s say he 
is called Jimmy Hendrix. He says that writing anything down about 
photographs is horseshit. It is a widely held belief  - the “beyond words” 
approach. 

I wonder if  Jimmy knows what he is asking for here? He wants to re-
duce the symbolic to nothing leaving only the imaginary and the Real? 

In a most insufficient recapitulation of  the terms we might say the 
Imaginary is what we experience as “reality”, the Symbolic is what we 
make of  the dumb Imaginary realm by speaking, and the Real is what 
evades both of  these others, a remainder, of  sorts. The Real is where 
desire and anxiety “are”,  these things seem on one hand to be sort of  
nothingy, but they are what give a kind of  absolute or core or interior to 
the experience of  being a human rather than an animal, they come out 
of  our being both.  

But if  we take away the symbolic words (and by doing so some aspect 
of  the imaginary too) we are left with, I assume, the purely imaginary 
of  photography and this strange supplemental Real, then what do we 
actually have? Basically the bit in which we are animals (Imaginary) 
and the bit in which we are the most utterly, terrifyingly human without 
the structure which holds these two together. This is of  course a radical 
simplification but it is interesting, perhaps, as a photographic thought 
experiment. 

If  we then take a similarly cursory Paulinian approach for a moment, 
and happily confuse language with Logos and/or conflate its role as 
symbolic orderer with the Law then we could place photography as 
Paul’s alternative to these two - “the cross” - that which is beyond and 
before - in terms of  being - these others? The thing with the analogy 
of  photography as cross is that the cross, the image of  the cross, relies 
entirely on the others to pre-exist, there has to be a law and a  
cosmologically imaginary Logos to enable a consideration of  the cross - 



we have to have understood the Law to break it, if  we do not  
understand it we aren’t breaking it we are only ignorant of  it. This is 
also to understand that in order to have a metaphysics we must also 
understand cosmological physics in some sense, there can’t be a cross if  
there is no law and no logos. Just as without art there is no possibility of   
transcending scientistic being as subject to fact or as being slave to  
criminal jurisprudence. 

We might, then, say the same thing about the missing Symbolic. It can’t 
actually be missing, only retrospectively fantastically ignored. Lacan 
“knots” the three terms together, the loss of  one results in the total  
disassembling or unravelling of  the others resulting in complete  
subjective breakdown. 

(At this point then we get the fourth terms of  these “tripartite” systems 
- the psychoanalytic sinthome (symptom - which protects and encapsu-
lates the borromean knot of  Imaginary/Symbolic/Real, allowing it to 
continue without unravelling on the basis of  some fantastic “neurotic” 
behavioural crutch)  and the obscurantist mystic singularity state of  
“advanced” religious belief. This is, in reality, where belief  in the photo-
graph as cross exists, as a form of  divine narcissism declining the  
symbolic and/or legal rather than transcending them.)

Don’t break down and let it all out. Don’t wear yoga clothing. Think. 



Cinéma. 

I can’t remember what I had to do all day that meant I could listen to 
music for several hours while doing something and I can’t remember 
what made me choose to listen to all of  Erik Satie’s piano music rather 
than something else, but this is what happened. 
I like the bits that everyone likes - Gnossiennes, Nocturnes, Gymnope-
dies, Sports et Divertissements, Vexations etc. During the day of  entire 
solo piano works though I noticed another bit, and then another bit. 
Both of  which seemed to be, at least in part,  “on a theme of  Chopin”, 
specifically the Marche Funebre from the Piano Sonata Number 2. The 
first bit was Embryons desséchés and the second bit was called Cinéma.

The first bit was, is, interesting in a kind of  Satie-ish way. This is not to 
suggest that I know a great deal about Satie, or music, or music theory 
or history or anything like it. I do like Satie though, in the bits above 
there, he seems kind of  interstitial to me, somehow, as though between 
causes, and humorously so, tricky and difficult and unrelenting. What 
I do “know” about Satie, from occasional googling, is that he was a 
bampot. He set up a church of  which he was the only member and 
liked little jokes and funny titles and didn’t seem to give much of  a fuck 
about what anyone thought about his lunacy. Nice to be able not to give 
a fuck, interesting things happen when you can not give a fuck. The first 
bit sounded like he didn’t give a fuck. When I looked it up the subtitle 
he gave it was - “Citation de la célèbre mazurka de SCHUBERT” - 
which is, roughly, “Homage to the mazurka of  Schubert”. There is no 
mazurka of  Schubert. 

The second bit, though, where the theme of  the opening of  the Marche 
Funebre seemed to occur after about five or six minutes of  an already 
very odd piece of  music was what caught my perverted photographic 
eye/ear/imagination. It seemed to be a very photographic piece of  
music. It was all in these little bits that repeated in seemingly arbitrary 
counts and loops, sometimes with distortions to harmony or timing. As 
though each little bit was a scene or a view, a type of  a view, and then 
a parallax and then another, and then something with a very wide lens, 



and then a very narrow one, something about it seemed like the scenes, 
I suppose, in a film. When I looked at the title and it was called Cinéma 
it made more sense. But still not sense sense. 

The piece of  music was composed for the 1924 film “Entr’acte” be 
René Clair which was a kind of  introduction and intermission for a Bal-
let called Relâche which is based on a book by Francis Picabia. Satie did 
the music for the film, and the music for the ballet. The film has Satie 
and Picabia and Marcel Duchamp in it, amongst others. The story, such 
as there is a story, is about a man who shoots an egg releasing a pigeon 
which lands on his head, he is then shot in the head by another man try-
ing to shoot the pigeon, there is a funeral for the man (hence the theft of  
the Chopin, again) during which a camel pulls a herse leading a cortege 
of  funny walking and leaping people who appear in slow motion, until 
the camel is unhooked and the hearse starts zooming off very quickly 
causing the cortege to have to run after it, past an advert for some soap. 
Eventually the coffin falls out and rolls into a field where the remaining, 
perplexed mourners sort of  stare at it briefly before a magician appears 
and makes them all “disappear” in the classic cinema jump cut tech-
nique, POOF! Then it says FIN, it is written on a large piece of  paper 
through which Francis Picabia bursts and is then booted in the head 
back through in reverse so it ends saying FIN again. 
The music, then, is photographic, was meant to be. It is interesting to 
hear the photographic, to hear the chopping up and staging and to 
feel the poking in a direction. Even when the direction is wilfully mis-
leading. The film and the music do not “go together” in any traditional 
film score like way, but they were designed to, perhaps. Wikipedia says 
Cinema was the first music ever designed to be played along with a film. 
Which is also the reason that the repetitions seem so repetitive, and why 
it sounds so strange to be played as a piece of  music apart from its “pur-
pose”, why it resonates so photographically, perhaps. Films and sound/
music weren’t synched, in 1924, so the repetitious pieces had to sort of  
flow into one another on some level so as not to seem to strange when 
the scenes changed at totally different times to the tunes. 

You can watch the movie on Youtube, Pathe uploaded it so I assume it 



is even legal. It is interesting to watch the influences of  surrealism and 
“post”surrealism, the surrealism of  the medium of  film being joked with 
and played with in really pretty complex and comprehensive ways. It 
seems extremely bold by the standards of  today, when I am able to look 
at it, in terms of  the standards of  days, which, perhaps, I am not. But 
even the music, out of  context, on its own, seems to resonate more with 
the photographic than many, almost any photograph says about the 
photographic now. Satie regards the photographic in sound. We decline 
the photographic in fantastic idiot photographs of  ourselves made up 
like painted buffoons. Fucking boneheads.



Symptom/penis. 

What is this symptom (the subject of  the photograph)?
What is this symptom (the photograph)?
Is this a symptom (the subject of  the photograph)?
Is this a symptom (the photograph)?
This symptom (the subject of  the photograph)?
This symptom (the photograph)?
This, symptom (the subject of  the photograph)?
This, symptom (the photograph)?
Symptom (the subject of  the photograph)?
Symptom (the photograph)?

Symptom

(Photograph)

Subject. 



The Subject. 

The penis is a symptom. 
Symptom is the new penis. 
The penis is a disease. 
The symptom is not a disease it is the method for dealing with a disease. 

The penis was the disease. 
The symptom is not a penis. 

My symptoms are inauthentic. 
My penis is authentic. 

Your symptoms are inauthentic. 
Your penis is inauthentic. 

Once we pretended to have penises and really had symptoms.
Now we have diseases and pretend to have symptoms. 
The fiction of  the penis has become Real. The symptom has collapsed. 

We do not want to catch your disease. 

A camera is a not-penis which makes diseases which we try to imagine 
are symptoms. 

(Despite this I miss her). 



The Penis. 
(dick pic) 



She said.  

You are half  animal and half  not-animal. 

Freddy warned us  
The shadow on the wall of  the cave, it will need to be killed too. 
Listen to the madmen in the market. 

The not-animal was your not animal spirit. 
The word spirit is inadmissible, now, of  course. 

1840/1880/1900

Weapon/Murder/Resurrection. 

The screen will always be dark without her. 



In Dreams…

If  reality is the place for people who are too scared to dream then  
photographs are cheap maps for people too scared to do either. But 
there’s the rub, they look really realistic. And suspend time into an 
dreamily infinite recapitulation of  death. That they are too boring to de-
scribe in words does not make them outside of  the prison of  language, 
not beyond it, it makes them only an effluent of  it, an excrement of  it. 

Walker Evans passed through the eye of  the needle of  language, fell into 
the rapturous gutter of  the horrifying real, and was reborn as a record-
ing angel. Like Andy. 

(The society supplement. 

Everyone knows that what is in those photographs are not your dreams, 
they are, at best, your “dreams”. They are the same as everyone else’s 
platitudinous sputum, dribbled in place of  the words which haunt your 
dreams, structure your reality and keep out the Real. 

Bear the minimal weightlessness of  your camera, you obscene little 
coward!) 



This is the End. 

Photography did not stop anything except development. 

Things became true, it is true, but the camera never truths, it only facts. 

We never developed a taste for the bathwater with which we were 
thrown out. 

We wish for our “events” to become events by being photographed. 
The photographs we pay for prove that this is not possible. No one ever 
photographed an event, only an “event”. 

A photograph is a Thing of  the photographic. An animal death rite, an 
exposed totem. Death is not the end. Photograph is the end. Love does 
not die, but you have to choose not to, too. 



You stupid little boy!

Form offers the production of  transgression, that we might approach an 
exception. 

Photography is a dictator - a cheap and determinate “creative” power 
You can pretend not to understand the chemistry. Or pretend to under-
stand it but ignore it. You can pretend not to understand or to under-
stand. You can make “mistakes”. Now you can make mistakes where 
you see them before you inflict them. You needn’t understand them at 
all. Before, or after. Or ever. You can make novelties. Or “enigmas”. 

Learning to say something merely ignorant is not at all the same thing 
as saying something truly stupid. 



The Key to the Whole Thing.

Helen said that in the show the last photo was the one that was the key 
to the whole show. Because it showed the making of  all the things that 
were in the show, the photos in the show were mostly photographs of  
cut up bits of  other photographs, but the last photo was a photo of  the 
cut up bits of  photographs being photographed. 

I didn’t understand, really, when she told me why this made any differ-
ence to any of  the rest of  the show, they still looked like cut up photo-
graphs. Maybe it was ironic, but it didn’t seem to be. Sometimes in films 
the camera tracks back, out of  the set, so you can see all the fake walls 
and things, to have some sort of  “post” meta meta effect of  revealing 
the trick, like when the lady looks right at you at the end of  Family Plot, 
she looks right down the camera right at YOU!

It only seemed to me that the ordering, or revealing key didn’t seem to 
reveal very much about the “concept” of  what was going on. There 
seem to me to be a lot of  confusions in a lot of  art shows about whether 
or not “materiality” has anything to do with anything or not. I think a 
much simpler word might be to say the spirit of  the show, the belief  or 
the faith of  it. But of  course these words don’t mean anything, anymore. 

This is to say, why produce a key to something which aims to be outside 
of  the order of  language? Why try to make something visual, purely 
visual, which retains the necessity for a door to be unlocked in order 
to access its meaning or grace or, even, pleasure? Why set up a system 
whereby the system as such is what is required for understanding? I 
would be better to be told the system as it is so that I might judge the 
system itself  on its merits without the seduction of  all these pretty or 
ugly things. I suppose it depends whether it is a theory I am looking at, 
or a definitive concept. When you are told the concept it is difficult to 
consider the theory. 

If  we are operating in the Imaginary but referring to the Real then 
presumably the Symbolic is something which must already always have 



assumed to have been passed through. We must assume, trust, that 
our artists are not just sort of  silly soothsayers drinking craft lager and 
spouting forth about their idiotic recombinations of  orders of  histories 
they have no understanding of  or interest in, either they have accumu-
lated all of  the understanding of  that which they can, possibly, from the 
symbolic order and are then, bravely (otherwise they are insufferable 
cowards) progressing beyond merely language and into the abject terror 
of  the image after the law. Perhaps looking up Satie on Wikipedia isn’t 
sufficient research on which to base a body of  work? 

An artist must be quite as intellectually rigorous as a doctor, as a philos-
opher, a professor, a mathematician, a scientist, a priest… An artist must 
have read the world as much as they can. And in reading have worked 
out that their precise and specific role is to work at the horizon of  imag-
ination and Reality. That they are a tightrope walker without a baton. 
Or a rope. Or clothes. 

Arche-objects are all that there are. There are no present objects. The 
object does not, consciously, exist. The moment at which we identify an 
object it is already post thingness. It has ceased to be a thing by the work 
(in language) of  becoming an object. 

Works of  art are those very rare objects which have passed through the 
eye of  the needle of  language and have turned around to talk about the 
cave. Photographs return every object to the status of  thing. This is their 
power and their horror. A photograph can never be a key to a concep-
tual order, a photograph is a marker of  the theory of  death whose only 
positive purpose can be to remind us of  the truth of  our resurrection 
which it has failed entirely to negate.  



Aphotogriphic (Entyloscopy). 

logogriph (n.)
type of  word puzzle based on synonyms, etc., and often in the form 
of  a verse, 1590s, from French logogriphe, from Greek logos “word” 
(see Logos) + gripos/griphos “riddle,” a figurative use, literally “fishing 
basket, creel,” probably from a pre-Greek word in a lost Mediterranean 
language. “The variation [p/ph] is typical for Pre-Greek words; such an 
origin for a fisherman’s word is quite understandable” [Beekes].

photograph (n.)
1839, “picture obtained by photography,” coined by Sir John Herschel 
from photo- “light” + -graph”instrument for recording; something writ-
ten.” It won out over other suggestions, such as photogene and helio-
graph. Neo-Anglo-Saxonists prefer sunprint; and sun-picture (1846) was 
an early Englishing of  the word. The verb, as well as photography, are 
first found in a paper read before the Royal Society on March 14, 1839. 
Related: Photographed; photographing.

envy (n.)
late 13c., from Old French envie “envy, jealousy, rivalry” (10c.), from 
Latin invidia “envy, jealousy” (source also of  Spanish envidia, Portu-
guese inveja), from invidus “envious, having hatred or ill-will,” from 
invidere “to envy, hate,” earlier “look at (with malice), cast an evil eye 
upon,” from in- “upon” (from PIE root *en “in”) + videre “to see” (from 
PIE root *weid- “to see”).

Envy is a similar feeling toward one, whether rival or not, who already 
possesses that which we greatly desire. Jealousy is enmity prompted by 
fear; envy is enmity prompted by covetousness. [Century Dictionary]



revere
1660s, from French révérer, from Latin revereri “revere, fear,” from re-, 
intensive prefix (see re-), + vereri “stand in awe of, fear, respect,” from 
PIE *wer-e-, suffixed form of  root *wer- (3) “perceive, watch out for.”

reveal (v.)
late 14c., from Old French reveler “reveal” (14c.), from Latin revelare 
“reveal, uncover, disclose,” literally “unveil,” from re- “opposite of ” (see 
re-) + velare “to cover, veil,” from velum “a veil” (see veil(n.)). Related: 
Revealed; revealing.
Rêve (to dream)
From Middle French resver, from Old French resver (“to consider, 
reflect, be delirious”), of  uncertain origin. The Trésor de la langue 
française informatisé links it back either to an unattested *esver (“to 
wander”) or to Latin *reexvadō, from re- + ex- + evadō - (again + 
by + evasion/escape/avoidance). 

alethea
fem. proper name, from Greek aletheia “truth, truthfulness,” from 
alethes “true,” literally “not concealing,” from privative prefix a- “not” 
(see a- (3)) + lethe “forgetfulness, oblivion, concealment,” from PIE root 
*ladh- “be hidden” (see latent).

rhapsody 
1540s, “epic poem,” from Middle French rhapsodie, from Latin rhapso-
dia, from Greek rhapsoidia”verse composition, recitation of  epic poetry; 
a book, a lay, a canto,” from rhapsodos “reciter of  epic poems,” literally 
“one who stitches or strings songs together,” from rhaptein “to stitch, 
sew, weave” (from PIE root *wer- (2) “to turn, bend”) + oide “song” 
(see ode). Meaning “exalted enthusiastic feeling or expression” is from 
1630s. Meaning “sprightly musical composition” is first recorded 1850s.



hysteria (n.)
nervous disease, 1801, coined in medical Latin as an abstract noun from 
Greek hystera “womb,” from PIE *udtero-, variant of  *udero- “abdo-
men, womb, stomach” (see uterus). Originally defined as a neurotic con-
dition peculiar to women and thought to be caused by a dysfunction of  
the uterus. With abstract noun ending -ia. General sense of  “unhealthy 
emotion or excitement” is by 1839.

pregnancy - “from Old French preignant, present participle of  prein-
dre “press, squeeze, stamp, crush,” from earlier priembre, from Latin 
premere “to press, hold fast, cover, crowd, compress”” 



anxious (adj.)
1620s, “greatly troubled by uncertainties,” from Latin anxius “solicitous, 
uneasy, troubled in mind” (also “causing anxiety, troublesome”), from 
angere, anguere “to choke, squeeze,” figuratively “to torment, cause dis-
tress” (from PIE root *angh- “tight, painfully constricted, painful”). The 
same image is in Serbo-Croatian tjeskoba “anxiety,” literally “tightness, 
narrowness.” Meaning “earnestly desirous” (as in anxious to please) is 
from 1742. Related: Anxiously; anxiousness.

*angh-
Proto-Indo-European root meaning “tight, painfully constricted, pain-
ful.”
It forms all or part of: agnail; anger; angina; angry; angst; anguish; anx-
ious; hangnail; quinsy.
It is the hypothetical source of/evidence for its existence is provid-
ed by: Sanskrit amhu- “narrow,” amhah “anguish;” Armenian anjuk 
“narrow;” Lithuanian ankštas “narrow;” Greek ankhein “to squeeze,” 
ankhone “a strangling;” Latin angere “to throttle, torment;” Old Irish 
cum-ang “straitness, want;” Old English enge “narrow, painful,” Old 
Norse angra “to grieve, vex, distress,” Gothic aggwus”narrow.”

https://www.etymonline.com/



Long Circuit. 

The order before the law 

Noumena - Phenomena - Verba - Logos

The order after the law 

Noumena (the thing) - degraded “logos” as 2nd noumena (the photo-
graph) - Phenomena (the viewing of  a photograph of  a thing which 
is translated into an demi-object by being a photograph) - Verba (the 
second object and first object are reversed by having been seen, initially 
in a photographic re-presentation, a phallus of  the object, the naming, 
then, is distanciated from the reality of  the object, inverted, almost) 
- Logos (of  the second object as noumena - art criticism) - Logos (of  
the first noumena - sociology) - Antilogos (the “natural” eye “for” and 
“understanding” of  photography contra the photographic, this is the 
horseshit protocol). 



Gaze. 

“But there standeth among you one who you know not” 
John 
1.26

See - “to follow with the eyes”
Gaze - from “Gape”. 

The subject can see. 
The object can gaze. 
No subject can gaze. 
And no object can see. 

The gaze is not embodiable. 

The gaze does not penetrate, it gapes. 

The gaze is not a thing which can be removed from a body, or attributed 
to one. 

The gaze exists as a function of  our own seeing. This is not to say it is a 
subject. The gaze is not you, not “in” you - it is produced in the becom-
ing of  being. 
- We see and by this recognise that we are able to be seen. 
- We are seen and by this intuit that we are also gazed upon. 
- Sometimes we are gazed upon, sometimes we are seen. 
- We are always gazed upon when we see, or are seen. 
- No one ever gazes at you. 

We can only feel ourselves being gazed at, the gaze is a function of  our 
own seeing, not of  the seeing of  an other, not of  an other or the Other. 
Because the gaze develops when we acknowledge the other as such we 
can not infer that the other is gazing. You are your other, in this and 
almost every other instance. 



In fact if  we cease to feel ourselves being gazed at we feel really quite 
odd, quite unpleasant, being gazed at comes from our sense of  seeing, as 
a return of  our own sense of  seeing, so if  we are not being gazed at then 
our own sense of  seeing is somehow broken or incomplete. 

We perhaps need always to remember, again, the non biologically male 
status of  the phallus. The phallus is not male, it is not of  men, it is  
masculine. It is of  the “gender” “male” not of  males. 

The phallus is a re-presentation to which all of  us relate and none of  us 
do not relate. This is to say that we all “have” “a” “phallus” regardless 
of  sex or gender orientation. 

So if  there is a “male gaze” then it is a re-presentation of  a re-presenta-
tion which is specific to no one. It is to say, in fact, that we have never all 
not been trying to be male gazers. Which is to accept a basic misunder-
standing on our own part about the potential embodiment of  the gaze 
as such. The gaze is ours, to say that it is male is to say that our own 
gazes are phallic, which is, for the most part, probably accurate, but not 
in the way that we assume that it is. 

However on the basis that we assume there is what might be considered 
a “male gaze” which is produced by a function of  all of  our seeings, 
objects gaze back at us as we subjectively see, then each of  us, we might 
posit, is always regarded by this gaze as female. This unless it is only 
biological females who can see?

We can mistake a male or female gaze as coming from a male or a fe-
male. Neither are, ever. 

It might also be useful to interrogate what it is that we might imagine 
less threatening about a “female gaze”. There being, presumably,  
nothing inherently favourable about any one or other gender. The (now 
canonical) 70’s descriptions towards or of  the “female gaze” are, quite 
precisely, phallic.



We could also say that the gaze which is felt as threatening and some-
how “knowing by seeing” looks upon the part of  us which we do not 
and cannot explain, it is that the gaze somehow embodies the part of  us 
which we feel escapes signification but “knows” something about us that 
we can’t. I used to fear being an organ donor, I assume, for exactly these 
reasons. After I am dead it will be the still lingering undead gaze that 
will see all the filth of  my organs and terrible harm I have done to them 
by smoking and eating grotesque shite for years.

It is quite different then from the experience of  being seen. We might 
very well see someone seeing us - this is not to be confused with the 
gaze, this is merely reciprocal seeing. You see and they see you seeing. 
This is a subjective and symbolisable exchange - you can say “I can see 
that you can see me” and they can say the same. The gaze would be the 
instance where it was not possible to ennunciate this statement, you can 
“feel” gazed upon but there is no subject who you can (authentically, at 
least) attach to the source of  the feeling. 

The gaze is constitutive, therefore, of  a gap or lack in itself. There is 
always a missing “subject” who gazes. This subject we variously name 
- Father, Other, God. Although we may find it helpful or necessary to 
situate the gaze in an other it can only exist in a non-existing  
self-produced “other”. While it is comforting to place the feeling of  anx-
iety onto an object (or actually existing other) all we are actually doing is 
transferring a primary response into a secondary one. (Anxiety changes, 
when it is assigned to an object, into guilt. The placement of  the gaze, 
insisting on its situatedness is our attempt to convert anxiety into merely 
guilt. To apportion our discomfort into the judging eyes of  another.)

We know that this subject, onto whom we project our anxiety of  being 
seen, quite frankly does not give the first shit about looking at us. And it 
is in this that we may feel most unsettled, most non-existent, in fact. It is 
here that we, as women gazed upon, do not exist. 

Seeing concerns reflected light. Gazing concerns projected light. We do 
not produce light that others can use to see. We can drink liquids which 



cause us to emit light, but even then it is not light that we can see. 

(The Sun is the big big Other.) 

On those rare occasions when we become conscious of  our own gazing 
we can feel the wind of  the wing of  madness passing over us, a madness 
of  desire and anxiety at one and the same time. We become God, brief-
ly, and She sees too much. 

Just as the only figure capable of  receiving the impossible demand of  
the love of  an adult is God, so Her vision is unbearable to us. We see in 
the realms of  the imaginary and occasionally symbolic. The Gaze skips 
the symbolic, it is usually, bearably, unsymbolisably imaginary. On those 
rare moments it seems to become Real… we are fucked. 

The prophet of  anxiety sees and see themselves gazing at themselves at 
once. The diagram looks like overlapping knives. 



That time order was disordered. 

(On the basis that the law is death and the law is desire and desire is 
anxiety -)

When order takes the form of  disorder the ontological consequences 
are devastating. Nothing can transgress the law if  the law has no coor-
dinates. We cannot break the law and become living if  the law is not 
accessible. It is not even that the law might change its coordinates under 
our noses, it only does not have any coordinates and is de facto utterly 
inconsistent. 

Under conditions where things specifically do not make sense the re-
sponsibility of  the law falls entirely to individual subjectivity. We are not 
equipped for such a task. If  leaders, governments and institutions are 
openly criminal the individual is left with two options 
- follow your leader or 
- internalise the responsibility for the institution of  an understandable 
law. 

An internalisation of  Law means you are responsible for your own 
death and desire and anxiety. Desire seems to be a way out, but we can 
only enjoy everything or, if  we are capable of  thinking at all, nothing. 
(We might consider civil disobedience were we are able to afford the 
t-shirt.) 

By factually describing the material circumstances of  the nature of  an 
“event” the possibility of  its truth is rendered null/nil. Only a fiction 
can sustain truth. Photographs function as facts of  desire not fictions of  
truth.  

Desire only needs an object to stand in the way (a lily, perhaps). Love 
requires an unphotographable other (don’t change your hair for me). 

A photograph of  your lover is a photograph of  their death. It is their 
reflection rendered thing, thing which will outlive them. And outlive 



your love for them. 

It is only by bringing forth from the murmur of  the photograph, via the 
photographic, that we can decline our reification in the pure meaning-
lessness of  agape. 



Kill yourself.  

You are the one who standeth among you. 

We cannot ask the other to bring us back from the dead. (We can only 
hope that they might try to hold us when we fall.) To give our life for 
romantic love, to be a lover, is to charge our beloved with murder. Only 
God can sustain your love, and only She has the power to make me live, 
again. 

(Imaginary, Symbolic, Real)
(ISR)

(Imaginary Suicide, Symbolic Suicide, Real Suicide) 
(ISSSRS)

Sinthome, Symbolic, Real, Imaginary
(SSRI) 

(img0078.jpg) 



The Waste Land.

Eugene Atget photographed the buildings falling apart long before the 
coffee shops moved in, Lewis Baltz photographed the desert as we de-
graded its uninhabitability, Robert Doisneau photographed the vulgari-
ty of  our hubris at having done so and then Gursky had his slaves paint 
the buildings out so we could return to an image of  the sacred aliena-
tion of  the wasteland. 

Born out of  the symbolic, photography kills her mother. 
Depriving the symbolic of  its functional resonance photography whim-
pers and screams only in the registers of  the meaningless imaginary 
and/or the too terrifying Real. And there is nothing else to talk about. 

If  only there were a handful of  broken images left. 
But every image is successful, now, successfully demolishing the possibil-
ity of  symbolic dialogue. Words are the wasteland where photography 
fills the gaps. Like monolithic dumb storage sheds for Amazon. And our 
photographs of  the sheds can only really be a dry onanistic dribble in 
the face of  your own thingyness. 

The wasteland has been successed rather than succeeded. 

(“We have to be in a desert, for he whom we must love is absent.”  
Simone Weil 
Gravity and Grace)



Antigonos balloon knot. 

For those who know that they do not wish to know what it is that they 
themselves do not know of  themselves those others who know that they 
do not know what they do not know about themselves but wish to try 
to find out are missing out on the divine obscurantist pleasure of  cheap 
mysticism.

To fiercely protect one’s right not to think about what one does not 
know about oneself  is to protect the right to subjective declination. 

They idolise her (messianic saint shit trumpet).  

(Oh! I hope my she will outlive me, bury me somewhere remote, and 
piss on my grave forever...) 



Murmur.

On its own a photograph is only nature.   
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