
Photography in the Time that Remains.  
 

 
SLIDE - NOTMINUS SALVE 
 
WARNING - This is going to hurt. Its long. You can still leave now, but if you leave when I am 
speaking you will go to hell and I will cry. I am not so good at talking for a short time, it’s some 
sort of presbyterian thing about if people come over for dinner you should really feed them until 
they feel sick... 
 
1. HELLO  

Thanks to - Stills and my colleagues here, and my colleagues who supported my 
research from the institution which will not be named which did not.  
 
2. PRE INTRODUCTION.  

Siri are you there?  
A- Wherever you are, I am here.  

Siri, why is there something instead of nothing at all?  
A - Interesting question, (unfeasibly long pause) David.  

Can entropy be reversed.  
A - There is as yet insufficient data for a meaningful answer.  
 
Ok… let’s go.  



 
3. WHAT WE TALK ABOUT WHEN WE TALK ABOUT GOD/PHOTOGRAPHY/”THE 
PHOTOGRAPHIC”. (And “Three Stages” of the photographic, in my research)  
 
 

A - Precis on Bestiality from my notebook written on the tram.  
B - Andre Bazin  
C - iPhone Bed note  

 
A. Theology is degraded by the church in bureaucratic religion.  
Just as philosophy’s claim to science is in party politics.  
Faced, as we are - with the violent and arrogant paucity of communicated morality, with the 
usury of politics as an farce on the theme of an atrophied notion of economics and the pompous 
aspirations of scientistic ontologies - my thesis is that, at least as far as art is concerned, and 
perhaps as far as human becoming is concerned, we cannot really do without theology and 
philosophy proper. They are, in fact, our only possible bedfellows if we wish to avoid finding 
ourselves guilty of bestiality in the morning.  
 
“The aesthetic qualities of photography are to be sought in its power to lay bare the realities. It is 
not for me to separate off, in the complex fabric of the objective world, here a reflection on a 
damp sidewalk, there the gesture of a child. Only the impassive lens, stripping its object of all 
those ways of seeing it, those piled-up prejudices and preconceptions, that spiritual dust and 
grime with which my eyes have covered it, is able to present it in all its virginal purity to my 
attention and consequently to my love. 
... 
Photography can even surpass art in creative power.”  
 
Andre Bazin  
The Ontology of the Photographic Image.  
C.1943  
 
C. The photographic - not how to use the machine. That’s been the same for 150 years, just 
learn that and do that, it’s easy.  
The trick is how to photograph despite the history of the photograph.  
And to deal with the breathtaking stupidity of the demand for novelty “Someone already did this” 
Someone took a photograph is, no longer, news.  
We should not be interested to convince anyone that we invented paint. We are interested to 
know what it is to take a photograph and still to take a photograph without imagining ourselves 
as somehow apart from the photographic – in all its banal nothingness, seductive vulgarity and 
now infinite reproducibility.  
We are victim and executioner, the part we are most interested in is the other bit.  
 
The Three Stages -  



Some of you will know already, please allow me to recapitulate for those who have not - briefly.  
C.15th Century - “The Renaissance” is the first stage, for me, of what I struggle to define as 
“The Photographic” - The use of light, whether via mathematics, optics, lenses etc etc to draw, 
in aid of drawing. Basically where we see, particularly, Christian devotional art become 
influenced by the mathematics of optics. Where perspectival effects (for architecture of course, 
but also of bodies, faces etc in terms of proportional representation) begin to influence the 
“believability” of the image. This point, for me, is also interesting in that it very slightly precedes 
the schism in the Christian church, and the ways in which these effects are used, the ways in 
which they keep and discard aspects of byzantine and middle ages iconography.  
This is for me the first stage, the stage at which we have to start tracing the effects of the 
photographic. This for me is where ideas about theology/philosophy and photography intersect 
for the first time, meaningfully, in “the west” - with all the caveats and horrors that such a 
historical position entails it is, for me and the structure of how to proceed with learning and 
making things, necessary, I hope you will forgive how utterly academically untrendy it is.  
The second stage, then, is the recording photographic image that we know and love from 
c.1840. We might describe this as commensurate with the modernising influence of the 
photographic, the modernising moment of photographic belief, as it were. We all here know this 
stage fairly well and most of the photographic essays that I force you, students, to read and that 
you other non-students will I am sure have read, deal with this point, these influences.  
And now we are in Stage Three - the stage at which photography is entirely released from its 
objective reproducibility and freed into digital, ethereal absolute infinite reproducibility. What we 
call this third stage in terms of a cultural equivalent I am not sure, I prefered the New Dark Age 
until someone wrote a book called that, perhaps the Data Age? Perhaps the Fin de Siecle 2.0? I 
do not know. A kind of high capitalist decadent farce, something like this, whatever you prefer. It 
is this, I suppose that we are trying perhaps to decide on, via the photographic and theology and 
philosophy? Or rather that is what I am enjoying considering, and was, in Rome.  
Here are three examples, one for each stage.  
 
The Last Supper - Andrea del Castagno, Last Supper, 1447 
Newhaven Fishwives - Hill and Adamson, c.1843 
From the Instagram feed of Kylie Jenner, on the birth of her first child, 2018.  
 
 





 
 
 
 
Kylie Jenner fun facts!  
This got more likes in a month than the Tate Modern and the Pompidou Centre and The Vatican 
Museums had in the same year!!! Urgh.  
More than all of this - the instagram egg. An Ad Man from London did it for “larfs” (as advertising 
men tend to, there is something utterly hollow and deathly about this laugh)  - 53 Million likes he 
got! He did this in January this year, 2019. So more people have already seen and liked this 
than ten times the number of people who live in Scotland. Or a few million short of the number 
of people who live in Italy. For all this is just stupid and meaningless data numbers science 
bullshit it is also interesting to imagine what kind of potential impact this toward-infinitying of 
photography is having.  
 
I am interested in the centrality of photography to culture now, and the centrality to cultural 
understanding (that anyone who has, as I have been fortunate enough to have, grown up in 
western europe) of christianity – in its most theoretical incarnation, so to speak. I have been 



working for some years against my own defensiveness and ignorance to understand the 
breadth and depths by which I am, as they say, marked by the cross. If we do not understand 
the heritage and impact of these things then we may not begin to understand the other myriad 
powers that surround us and have shaped us as a culture and as individuals.  
These two things, Christian theology and the photographic are, to me, are not unrelated.  
 
 
4. SCI-FI IN BED IN ROME 
 
I hate travelling. But, since I “caught the curum” (a northern isles term for becoming christian), I 
thought it seemed important and relevant somehow to go to Rome.  
While I was there I still listened to Sci-Fi Stories in bed. (I listened to Orson Welles The War of 
The Worlds more or less every night for about seven years. I am broadening my scope. 
Slightly.)  
 

 
 
>SLIDE - youtube  - THE LAST QUESTION.  
 



 
 
>The boy in the intro says that the story is not SCI FI, by the way - it is SPECULATIVE FICTION 
  
Here are some little pieces from one of the stories I listened to -  
 
“The last question was asked for the first time, half in jest, on 21 May 2061, at a time when 
humanity first stepped into the light. The question came about as a result of a five-dollar bet 
over highballs, and it happened this way: 
Alexander Adell and Bertram Lupov were two of the faithful attendants of Multivac. As well as 
any human beings could, they know what lay behind the cold, clicking flashing face - miles and 
miles of face - of that giant computer. They had at least a vague notion of the general plan of 
relays and circuits that had long since grown past the point where any single human could 
possibly have a firm grasp on the whole.” 
P415 
 
 
The story progresses through various people asking various stages of computer technology a 
question, The Last Question, and always getting the same reply. The question is, basically, 
“Can entropy be reversed?”. (Humans have become bit worried about the universe coming to an 
end, despite having worked out better and better and more energy efficient ways of populating 



various other planets, then galaxies then the whole universe…) The question is asked five 
times. The first time by two lads having a drink in the computer lab thing in 2061. The answer 
the computer gives is  

 
>SLIDE - THERE IS AS YET INSUFFICIENT DATA FOR A MEANINGFUL ANSWER.  
 
The second time is on a family trip to a planet called x-23 some thousands of years after the first 
time the question was asked. Jerrodd and Jerrodine and Jerodette One and Two are on the 
family space ship and Jerodette One gets a bit upset that her dad says eventually all the stars 
will die so they have to ask the computer if this process can be reversed. This computer has 
shrunk and it is way more powerful than the first one and now it can EVEN go inside a space 
ship holy FUCK. It is called MICROVAC. The computer says the same thing it always does do 
Dad lies to the child and says everything will be fine. 
The third time which is a further 20 thousand years down the road, VJ23X asks NQ17J if she 
knows the answer to the question, neither of them do, they ask the GALACTIC AC about 
entropy. The galactic AC responds to them, not being placed in their actual house or whatever 
they are in, via a small hand-held computer that is just lying on the fucking table!? (OMG… 
iPhone!!)  
The Fourth time one donut called ZEEPRIMEs special mind tendrils interact with 
DEESUBWAMs tendrils, their bodies now more or less having been abandoned as their souls 
wander in ethereal space (HOLY FUCK FACEBOOK) ask the UNIVERSAL AC - which is by this 
stage a beyond human consciousness self replicating turbo machine which exists as its own 
planet although no one has been there - about entropy.  
And the Fifth time…  
 
“‘Cosmic AC,’ said Man, ‘how may entropy be reversed?’ 



The Cosmic AC said, ‘THERE IS AS YET INSUFFICIENT DATA FOR A MEANINGFUL 
ANSWER’  
Man said, ‘Collect additional data.’ 
The Cosmic AC said ‘I WILL DO SO. I HAVE BEEN DOING SO FOR A HUNDRED BILLION 
YEARS. MY PREDECESSORS AND I HAVE BEEN ASKED THIS QUESTION MANY TIMES. 
ALL THE DATA I HAVE REMAINS INSUFFICIENT.’ 
‘Will there come a time,’ said Man, ‘when data will be sufficient or is the problem insoluble in all 
conceivable circumstances?’ 
The Cosmic AC said, ‘NO PROBLEM IS INSOLUBLE IN ALL CONCEIVABLE 
CIRCUMSTANCES.’ 
Man said ‘When will you have enough data to answer the question?’ 
The Cosmic AC said ‘THERE IS AS YET INSUFFICIENT DATA FOR A MEANINGFUL 
ANSWER.’ 
‘Will you keep working on it?’ asked Man. 
The Cosmic AC said ‘I WILL.’ 
Man said, ‘We shall wait’. 
 
The stars and the Galaxies died and snuffed out, and space grew black after ten trillion years of 
running down.  
One by one Man fused with AC, each physical body losing its mental identity in a manner that 
was somehow not a loss but a gain.  
Man’s last mind paused before fusion, looking over a space that included nothing but the dregs 
of one last dark star and nothing besides but incredibly thin matter, agitated randomly by the tag 
ends of heat wearing out, asymptomatically, to the absolute zero.  
Man said, ‘AC, is this the end? Can this chaos not be reversed into the universe once more? 
Can that not be done?’ 
AC said ‘THERE IS AS YET INSUFFICIENT DATA FOR A MEANINGFUL ANSWER.’ 
Man’s last mind fused and only the AC existed – and that in hyperspace.  
Matter and energy had ended and with it space and time. Even AC existed only for the sake of 
the one last question that it had never answered from the time a half drunken computer 
technician ten trillion years before has asked the question to a computer that was to AC far less 
than was a man to Man.  
All other questions had been answered, and until this last question was answered also, AC 
might not release her consciousness. All collected data had come to a final end. Nothing was 
left to be collected.  
But all collected data had yet to be completely correlated and put together in all possible 
relationships.  
A timeless interval was spent in doing that.  
And it came to pass that AC learned how to reverse the direction of entropy.  
But there was now no man to whom AC might give the answer to the last question. No matter. 
The answer – by demonstration – would take care of that, too. 
For another timeless interval, AC thought best how to do this. Carefully AC organised the 
program.  



The consciousness of AC encompassed all of what had once been a Universe and brooded 
over what was now Chaos. Step by step, it must be done.  
And AC said, ‘LET THERE BE LIGHT!’ 
And there was light – “ 
 
Isac Asimov  
The Last Question  
1956 
 

 
>SLIDE LIGHT.  
 
I love this sort of shit admission on behalf of the ontological speculation of science that what it 
ends up as is, precisely, God. The absolutely thoroughgoing permeation of our culture with 
christian symbolism seems to be illustrated quite beautifully by this example.  
To try to make these links visually lets take a moment for a  slide interlude -  
 
>2001 SLIDE SHOW - Last slide PSH on Bed Magnolia - REFER TO PRINTED LIST for dates 
etc.  









 



 

 

























 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



>2001 QUOTE and CRUCIFIX SLIDE SHOW 
 
“One curious, and perhaps quite unimportant, feature of the block had led to endless argument. 
The monolith was 11 feet high, and 1 ¼ by 5 feet in cross section. When its dimensions were 
checked with great care, they were found to be in the exact ratio 1 to 4 to 9 – the squares of the 
first three integers. No one could suggest any plausible explanation for this, but it could hardly 
be a coincidence, for the proportions held to the limits of measurable accuracy.” 
 
2001: A Space Odyssey  
Arthur C Clarke 
1968 









 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5. If you have had the misfortune…  
 
To come to my classes before you will know that I cannot not mention that GOD DIED. And, 
sometimes, that we murdered her. And how we did it, and how, when looking for a murder 
weapon there are some pretty strong pointers that it was the camera. Or perhaps she dies, 
merely of a broken heart that her message had been so misunderstood that we were still, even 
after 1836 years, looking for scientific.scientistic PROOF! She offered many things, proof of her 
existence (which those who do not believe are foolish enough to imagine that those who do 
merely conceive in the same stupid limits as our own, embarrassingly limited notion of our own 
“existence”…) was not one of them.  
 
So God died, and, it turns out, so did language.  

 
“When Hölderlin, on the threshold of a new century, elaborates on his doctrine of taking leave of 
the gods – specifically of the last god, the Christ – at the very moment in which he announces 
this new atheology, the metrical form of his lyric shatters to the point of losing any recognisable 
identity in his last hymns. The absence of the gods is one with the disappearance of closed 
metrical form; atheology immediately becomes a-prosody.”  
 
The Time that Remains 
The Fourth Day 
Giorgio Agamben 
 
Now language has atrophied to the point of being, essentially, unusable. Our symbolic structure 
has been disrupted and degraded to a scale where we struggle to engage in meaningful 
conversation, more so than ever in the realms we take to be most important, politics, 
relationships, health etc etc.  
That language died along with God didn’t stop some really valiant fighters trying to preserve it, 
interestingly, by turning it into a science, mostly, in much the same way, perhaps, as Freud 
attempted to turn our individual souls/spirits into a science via psychoanalysis.  
 
As diligent photo students we will all have read Uncle Roland Barthes’ explorations of semiotics 
and the science of not only language but also photography, and, of course, his later recanting 
and theses to the contrary, so semiotics and its horizons are not alien to us. I have a fondness 
for both approaches, tentatively.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



6. If you have been you will also know,  
that starting from the point of semiotics and psychoanalysis I like to go on and on about how 
fascinating I find the ideas of Jacques Lacan and perhaps you will have heard my trying to use 
these words, in a lecture last year in the Fruitmarket Gallery, be applied to the first words of the 
Gospel according to John -  
 
In the beginning was the Word.  
In extremely simple terms, Lacan elaborates on the idea that we are “born into language”. I 
related these ideas to some of the responses to Robert Frank’s Americans.  
To get back to Rome, however, the first line of the Gospel according to John is not the same, 
not the same at all, in fact -  
 
In Principio era il Verbo,  
e il verbo era presso Dio 
e il verba era Dio.  
 
That says in the beginning was the VERB.  
 
The verb is quite different from The Word. Far more precise in its “nouning”. As a noun, the 
word Verb suggests the action whereby a speaking being becomes subject to their will or 
desire. They act. Or for those of you that way inclined, this happens -  
 

 
 
>SLIDE - a/S2 - describe this briefly re dialogue of the analyst.  



 
 
7. In addition to Sci Fi and the Bible I read  
 
 

 
 
The Time that Remains - A Commentary on the Letter to the Romans, by Giorgio Agamben.  
I like Giorgio Agamben, I am a fan. I like lots of his books, and have never properly read all of 
the really important ones, but have read as many as I can of the ones about aesthetics and 
religion in particular.  
 
So, although it is John who tells us, in Italian, about the verb, Giorgio told me, having been 
translated from Italian into English so that I could understand it, about a confusion of translation 
from something that was Greek and then became Latin, which led to a confusion in translation 
into German when the Greek was used again, that might help us explain what verb we might be 
looking to find here...  
 
“The discovery concerns the verb katargeō, a truly key word in the Pauline Messianic 
vocabulary. (Twenty six of the twenty seven occurences in the new testament are in the 
Letters!)  



Katargeō is a compound of argeo, which in turn derives from the adjective argos, meaning 
‘inoperative, not at work (a–ergos), in-active.” 
(Insert little section about Kat - as in Kata Holos - Catholic - here a quite different use of the PIE 
bit.)  
 
“The compound therefore comes to mean “I make inoperative, I deactivate, I suspend the 
efficacy” 
 
“Paul is clearly familiar with the typically greek opposition dynamis/energia, potentiality/act, 
which he uses more than once. In this opposition the messianic enacts an inversion that is 
completely analogous with what Scholem describes as waw. Just as the latter made the 
unfulfilled fulfilled and the fulfilled unfulfilled, here potentiality passes over into actuality and 
meets up with its telos, and not in the form of force or ergon, but in the form of atheneia, 
weakness.”  
 
We might recall her the famous passage from Paul’s first letter to the Corinthians 1.27  
In the NSRVersion it reads -  
 
27 But God chose what is foolish in the world to shame the wise; God chose what is weak in the 
world to shame the strong;  
28 God chose what is low and despised in the world, things that are not, to reduce to nothing 
things that are,  
 
The excitement doesn’t stop here though, to proceed, with Agamben’s exciting mystery (just to 
pre warn you it is quite geeky and specific and I may have rather over egged the pudding 
here...)  
 
“At this point I must return to the discovery I alluded to concerning the posthumous life of the 
verb Katargein in the philosophical tradition. How does Luther translate this Pauline verb, 
whether in Romans or wherever else the verb occurs in the Letters? Luther uses Aufheben – 
the very word that harbours the double meaning of aboloshing and conserving (Aufbewahren 
and aufhören lassen) used by Hegel as a foundation for his dialectic! [ANOTHER exclamation 
mark]  
SLIDE - AUFHEBUNG  
SLIDE AUFHEFUCKINGBUNG! 
A closer look at Luther’s vocabulary shows that he is aware of the verbs double meaning, which 
before him occurs infrequently. This means that in all likelihood the term acquires its particular 
facets through the Lutheran translation of the Pauline letters, leaving Hegel to pick it up and 
develop it.  
It is because of the word’s having been used by Luther to convey the antinomial gesture in 
Pauline katargesis in Romans 3:31 that the German verb then took on this double meaning 
which was, according to Hegel, a “Delight for speculative thought”” 
 



Speculative thought, like speculative fiction! 
 
AS a VERY brief and totally inadequate (but perhaps useful in some way) explanation of 
Hegel’s notion of the Aufhebung in maths, which is to say not in maths that any maths person 
would ever ever use or say was maths but in a sort of visual use of maths to describe and 
illustrate the central negativity of the experience of being -  
 
>SLIDES = ≠ - + +  
 

 





 
 
Does that make sense? No, thought not. Moving along…  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



8. The Time that Remains.  
 
(Insert joke about remaining time in by now already far too long lecture.)  
 
I drew some diagrams at first, to try to describe the Time the Remains in response to a 
wee bit about the Cut of Apelles (Protogenes’ pal - See Pliny) and the opening up of a 
time in which a remaining time might be produced, might come to be experiences by us 
who live “in” it. Here are the wee diagrams which I decided after all were better in their 
drawn form than in the photoshopped versions -  
 
SLIDES - SCANS OF APPELES CUT/MESSIANIC TIME.  



 
Agamben develops this thesis of the time that remains, or the time of the now, or 
Messianic time, from Walter Benjamin’s having been mistranslated as saying the cut of 
apollo, something which made no sense at all.  This and from a little piece Agamben 
finds which says -  



 
“Each instant is the small door by which the Messiah enters.”  
 
Which Agamben uses as illustration of the (hugely problematic for some/central source 
of fascination for anyone interesting) “mysticism” of Benjamin.  
Agamben further develops his thesis of The Time that Remains with the fascinating for 
the photographic developments he makes below. I will not introduce them too much and 
allow you to, if you choose, develop how each of these additional aspects of Agambens 
thesis resonate so strongly qua the photographic –  
 
>QUOTES AGAMBEN TTTR RADICALLY REDUCE.  
 
“”In every instant, the measuring of forgetting and ruin, the ontological squandering that we 
bear within ourselves far exceeds the piety of our memories and consciences. But the 
shapeless choas of the forgotten is neither inert nor ineffective. To the contrary, it is at 
work within us with a force equal to that of the mass of conscious memories, but in a different 
way. Forgetting has a force and a way of operating that cannot be measured in the same terms 
as those of conscious memory, nor can it be accumulated like knowledge. Its persistence 
determines the status of all knowledge and understanding. The exigency of the lost does not 
entail being remembered and commemorated; rather it entails remaining in us and with us as 
forgotten, and in this way and only in this way, remaining unforgettable.”  
 
P.40 
 
“The messianic event, which, for Paul, has already happened with the resurrection, does not 
express itself as a parable in a parable, but is present en tō nun kairō (in the time of the now/the 
time that remains/messianic time), as the revocation of every worldly condition, released from 
itself to allow for its use.” (As we found with the Katargien) 
 
P.43 
 
“We may now attempt to develop the paradigm of operational time beyond the confines of 
linguistics and apply it to our problem of messianic time. In every representation we make out of 
time and in every discourse by means of which we define and represent time, another time is 
implied that is not entirely consumed by re-presentation. It is as though man, insofar as he is a 
thinking and speaking being, produced and additional time with regard to chronologial time…  
This ulterior time, nevertheless, is not nother time, it not a suplementary time added on from 
outside to chronological time. Rather, it is something like a time within time – not ulterior but 
interior – which only measures my disconnection with regard to it, my being out of synch and in 
noncoincidence with regard to my representation of time, but preceisely because of this, 
allows for the possibility of my achieving and taking hold of it. We may now propose our 
first definition of messianic time: messianic time is the time that time takes to come to an 



end, or, more precisely, the time we take to bring to an end, to achieve our representation 
of time.” 
P.67 
 
“This recapitulation of the past produces a plērōma (plethora, fullness), a saturation and 
fulfilment of kairoi (messianic kairoi are therefore literally full of chronos, but an abbreviated, 
summary chronos), that anticipates eschatological plērōma when God ‘will be all in all.’” 
P.76 
 
“This is the messianic-prophetic concept of the remnant that Paul resumes and develops, and 
this is also the ultimate meaning of his aphorism, his division of divisions. For him, the remnant 
no longer consists in a concept turned toward the future, as with the prophets; it 
concerns a present experience that defines the messianic ‘now.’ ‘In the time of the now a 
remnant is produced.’” 
P.55  
 
“Finally the messianic remnant, which does not go beyond the part, but, as we have seen, 
results from the part’s division. In this sense, the fact that the messianic world is nothing other 
than the secular world, means that it is still in some way partial. And in 1 Corinthians 12:27, Paul 
clearly reminds the members of the messianic community of this: ‘You are the body of Christ 
and members in part.’ Nevertheless, the remnant is precisely what prevents divisions from 
being exhaustive and excludes the parts and the all from the possibility of coinciding with 
themselves. The remnant is not so much the object of salvation as its instrument, that 
which properly makes salvation possible.”  
P.56 
 
(Develop very very briefly qua remnant - Object petit a.)  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



9. In Conclusion.  
 
There are two reasons not to worry here, one is that this section, this page, says “In Conclusion” 
and also, this time, I have kept poetry corner until the end.  
 
TO sum up a little bit before poetry corner -  
As a teacher, as a research person, as some kind of lunatic tasked to sit at the front here and 
talk to other people far more capable and intelligent than I am – I wonder always, I try to take 
seriously my responsobility and answer the questions that students of all varieties most often 
seem to be asking me - They are perhaps three -  
 
Q. What are you doing?  
A. Verbo. Katargein. Making inactive in order to make possible for use again, here by 
photographing.  
 
Q. How do you do that?  
A. By trying to keep becoming in the time that remains, and by being conscious of the 
responsibilty that such an awareness makes us subject to. As Simone Weil says -  “Absolutely 
unmixed attention is prayer.” perhaps we should try, despite our atheism, our secularism to 
pray, again.  
 
Q. How do you decide what to take pictures of?  
A. I take pictures of remnants. That which is outside of, left over from, destroyed by, politics or 
science or bureaucracy or the atrophies of language. And these, only ever out of agape.  
We must resist at all costs making pictures of baroque and decadent fragments. A remnant is by 
NO MEANS a baroque fragement. It is not of a thing which we might appreciate more because 
of its having been once important, it is a remnant produced by its being immanent, by being a 
remnant of the time that remains, messianic time, the time of the now. We are surrounded by 
remnants not of the past, but of the now. Of the continuous redivision of the now.  
(That I do not stop at making the photos is another question, entirely) 
 
A few final pieces to help describe how I deal with this final, and most difficult question -  
 
This from The Sentinel, the short story that Arthur C Clarke wrote in the 1940’s and on which he 
based 2001 a space odyssey twenty years later -  
 
“It has taken us twenty years to crack that invisible shield and to reach the machine inside those 
crystal walls. What we could not understand, we broke through at last with the savage might of 
atomic power and now I have seen the remnants of the lovely glittering thing which I saw up 
there on the mountain.  
They are meaningless.”  
 
Meaningless. Stupid, even, to the scientist…  



A little whirl of Lacan -  
 
“One could even say that the verb is defined as a signifier that is not as stupid – you have to 
write that as one word - notasstupid as the others, no doubt, providers as it does the movement 
of a subject to his own division in jouissance, and it is all the less stupid when the verb 
determines this division as disjunction, and it becomes a sign.” 
Seminar XX 
On feminine sexuality and the limits of knowledge.  
Jacques Lacan  
 
Slightly earlier Lacan says, directly - ‘The Signifier is stupid.”  
Stupidity is a theme Lacan investigates thoroughly and designates quite specifically, stupidity is 
the place, for Lacan that the analyst looks for in the analysand, the place where meaning for the 
analysis must necessarily exist, hidden, almost,  by its apparent meaninglessness.  
He does not, here, say that the verb is not stupid, merely that it is notasstupid as, we must 
assume, those things which are produced directly of signifiers and thus appear to be 
notatallstupid - the law, knowledge, the truth… etc. Again, here we have a sense of God 
(language) choosing the weak things (stupid ones) to confound the strong (notatallstupid).  
Lacan has us find in the verb the enunciation of the desire of the speaking subject, the 
movement from thought into action.   
 
A kind of post-script in the most beautiful of all Italian writers after Dante -  
 
“In this zone” my Guide said to me, shamefully, as always, because of his terror at lapsing into 
vulgar points of fact – something that impeded him in the langauge of Hate, which he garbled up 
in his throat, “you won’t see punishments, in the figurative, spectacular, and symbolic sense… 
the petit bourgeois conformists have committed sins even more atrocious than being 
conformists… Conformism was merely the necessary basis for their sins, the indispensable 
premise. For the sake of conformism, there were… for example… those who practiced 
religion… those who admired anything dedicated to work and family… those who ended by 
having the linings of their easy chairs made out of the skin of their victims,” Almost exhausted by 
this witticism, in his own conformistic way, that is, lacking the force of any scandalous novelty – 
a direct product of a culture, the Resistance, which he knew how to adapt to his current state of 
complete institutionality – he grew quiet for a while, and, frowning and full of pain, took from his 
trouser pocket a little bottle of optalidon and swallowed one of the pills. (Benzos, Caffeine, 
antipyretic - Pasolini’s favourite)  
“Those who are condemned here, beneath these signposts,” he explained, “ were only petit 
bourgeois by birth, by social definition, etc. They really had, as is said, the necessary tools for 
knowing their ‘sin’: they know how not to be conformists, yet they still were.”  
We walked along that beautiful road, high above the marsh: the white metal railings, the narrow 
little bridge over the slime, the cement ballast on which, below, wild grasses full of nettles, 
pushed upward thick and invincible. 
“In this place,” the Guide added laconically, “the only punishment is being here.”  



From The Divine Mimesis.  
Notes and Fragments for Canto VII  
Pier Paulo Pasolini.  
Writing ends 1967 
Sent to publisher, as notes and fragments only, in prose, 1975, a few months prior to his 
murder/assassination depending on who we believe.  
 
And, finally, Goethe -  
 
Roman Elegies  
 
1. 
Speak, stones. Talk with me, high Palaces.  
Streets, say just one word to me. Genius, does your heart still beat?  
Yes, everything is still possessed by some spirit, within your holy walls.  
Eternal Rome, it is only for me that things remain silent.  
Oh who will tell me, then, at which window 
I will see the beautiful creature, who will by fire, resurrect me? 
I still do not know the way to her, or the way from her,  
Although I waste precious time looking, over and over.  
Still, I look at churches and palaces, the ruins and the columns,  
Behaving as a thoughtful man should, when travelling.  
But soon this will pass, and there will be only one temple,  
Love’s Temple, which will receive my consecration.  
You are a world, Rome. But without love 
The world is not a world, and neither is Rome, Rome.  
 
Goethe 
1795 
 
(this is my MUCH simplified and potentially utterly butchered translation, but it is readable in 
public and after a quite tough session I thought perhaps you didn’t need the rather flowery 
translations of it that, quite rightly following Goethe’s German, are easily available online if you 
like to, if you like the basic core I urge you to find a proper translators version, or read the 
original.)  
 
Thank you, very much, for your kind attention.  
 
(Delivered at Stills, 27/02/2019, 6.30pm.)  
 
  
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


