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This piece is dedicated to — and in loving memory of 
— Sylvère Lotringer (1938-2021).  
 
The thoughts in it were inspired by texts made by and 
involving his good self; alongside conversations and 
seminars with him — tracing the, playing with, 
confluences, convergences, conversations, 
divergences, disagreements, dances of, what has 
come to be called ‘French theory’; with a particular 
emphasis on the thoughts that were brought forth by 
and through Kathy Acker, Jean Baudrillard, Gilles 
Deleuze, Michel Foucault, Félix Guattari, Henri 
Michaux, Georges Perec, Paul Virilio, amongst others 
— primarily at The European Graduate School.  
 
‘The curator’ — in the spirit of Sylvère’s approach to 
thinking — attempts to not so much to lay out but to 
play out constellations of  
« ideas » such that they are, as he might say,  
« part of some kind of movement that takes you from 
one thing to the next », bringing forth —  echoing his 
long-time partner-in-thought, thus crime, Chris Kraus 
— more an « atmosphere of meaning than any 
particular meaning ».   
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Sylvère Lotringer at The European Graduate School, June 2016 
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A figure, in the precise sense of one who cares for 
(cura) — books, works, texts, people, ideas, people, 
oh people —, one might even say a guardian of ideas 
and people, persons with ideas, is no longer with us 
...  
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Most everywhere else, they have already been 
swallowed by the rise of the salesperson. Or the 
gallerist, if you prefer the other name with which 
they go by. And here, it is not too difficult to hear 
echoes of Sylvère and Jean Baudrillard, both of whom 
continue to teach us that use-value is a misnomer: 
for, the value of something lies in it being exchanged, 
in its exchangeability, is premised on, can only be 
generated through, exchange. Thus, exchange-value 
is tautological. One might even say that the term use-
value attempts to maintain the notion, even illusion, 
that materiality has an inherent value, that there is a 
‘proper use’ for something — and, in that way, is an 
attempt to hold on to the fantasy of a means of 
production where exchange is not an abstraction; 
where we are not alienated, always already 
separated, from that production. And stave-off the 
fact that our relationship with materials, with the 
world, with any and every other — even if it involves 
production — is always already mired in exchange, in 
valuation, in consumption. 
 
In movement — ideally with a maximal circulation, at 
the highest acceleration possible: « and the faster 
you go, the farther you have to look, and you lose 
lateral vision. You are fascinated … From now on 
everything will happen without our even moving, 
without our even having to set out » (Paul Virilio) [1]. 
 

No wonder art history has recently achieved a new 
visibility. The more blurred the boundaries, the more 
necessary it becomes to keep everything in its proper 

place. [2] 
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Which is no fault of the gallerist as such: after all they 
are merely living up to their call to play to the gallery.  
  
And, it is perhaps of no coincidence that galleries 
quite possibly bring with them echoes of church 
porches (galilea), albeit from afar (which might well 
be apt seeing that a portico is part of its structure) — 
after which, the klang of coins is never far behind … 
 
… render unto Caesar. 

 
Curatorial language is the language of people  

who are afraid of not having ideas. [3] 
 
Perhaps though, « the whole art is know how to 
disappear before dying and instead of dying » (Jean 
Baudrillard) [4]. For in disappearing, one plays the 
final trick — might get to have the last laugh, as it 
were — not by returning, resurrecting, but by 
completely vanishing. 
 
Even more so when something has gone well: for, 
whenever there is a model it’s going to be duplicated 
and then it becomes an industry. [5] And, « as soon as 
a programme is presented, it becomes a law and 
there’s a prohibition against inventing » (Michel 
Foucault). [6] Thankfully, once you’ve realised what 
everything is and how it works, how it’s going to 
repeat itself, endlessly, you just step out of it, and 
affirm other, positive values. [7] « I do not want to 
accuse; I do not even want to accuse those who 
accuse. Looking away shall be my only negation. And 
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all in all and on the whole: some day I wish to be only 
a Yes-sayer » (Friedrich Nietzsche). [8]  
 
However, as Nietzsche also warns us, one should 
always be wary of one’s disciples. For the « yes » of 
affirmation has nothing to do with yes-men; 
affirming life, saying « yes » to life, generating, 
creating, has naught to do with agreeing-with, even 
less so with being an agreeable sycophant. Nor with 
disciplines, which do nothing other than 
programatise (quite often under the banner of 
pragmatisation): it’s order that has become criminal, 
abnormal … [9]  
 
 
 
 
Or, even worse, aligning oneself with, saying  
« yes » to, positive-sounding terms, like humanism 
for instance: maybe we’re not conscious enough of 
the inhumanity of the idea of humanity presented to 
us … the inhumanity of the kind of civilisation we’re 
trying to produce … if you can call civilisation this 
craze for worldwide annihilation. [10] 
 
However, « choosing resistance is not opposing 
yourself to new technologies, but refusing to 
collaborate » (Paul Virilio). [11] For, to resist is to 
attune oneself to the resisting possibilities in each 
tekhnē, to the possibilities of resistance brought forth 
in each technology — all while trying to remain 
aware (insofar as this is possible) of its potential 
catastrophes, « refusing to collaborate » with its 
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programmatic designations where possible; I see it as 
a complete refusal to compromise [12]; perhaps by « 
looking away », turning (strephein) away, even down 
(kata); whilst remaining open to the possibility that 
there are happy-accidents, and recognising them, 
listening to them, hearing a resonance, a source of 
resonance from that huge rupture. [13] For, it is not 
about refusing to making books because books have 
also become mere objects of exchange; but, instead, 
bringing forth texts that refuse to be put-to-work 
(labore) in the same way as the rest of the shiny-
shiny, are even-whilst-small too-big to be bite-sized, 
cannot be shelved-away, placed on display, shoved 
aside, easily palatable, resolutely remain 
uncomfortably unconsumable.  
 
« My books to do not settle down. I like books that 
slip away, the escapees » (Hélène Cixous). [14]  
 

Perhaps if one listens to oneself, one starts to hear 
better. [15] 
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II 
 
 

Mark Von Schlegell  What do you want 
it* to be?  

 
Chris Kraus I want it to be 

beautiful. [16] 
 
 
 
[*it here being Hatred of Capitalism which 

Mark had edited sections of]  
 
 

// 
// 

 
Sylvère Lotringer  When I was doing a 

lot of interviews it 
was because I 
wanted theory to 
become ideas, that 
would have a direct 
impact. That would 
be grasped as 
naturally as you 
breathe. 

 
Chris Kraus  Conversational 

theory. 
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Sylvère Lotringer  Yeah. Interviews was 
one way to do it. The 
other was to 
surround it with 
other stuff, ‘til it 
became part of 
something more fluid 
and couldn’t be 
isolated. Documents, 
images, quotes, 
ideas being part of 
some kind of 
movement that takes 
you from one thing 
to the next, and 
changes everything 
about the world. [17] 

 
 

// 
 
 
 

 
Chris Kraus  … it’s more like an 

atmosphere of 
meaning than any 
particular meaning … 
[18] 

 
 

// 
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Which might well be why the magazine — 
consciously or otherwise, can one really ever tell the 
difference; we might all well be mad like Artaud — 
was first named so: « I look through your magazine 
and I was repelled by the title, Semiotext(e). It’s so 
dry, you just want to throw it in the trash, which I 
did. Listen: Hatred of Capitalism would be a much 
better title. It’s stunning. The world is starving for 
thoughts. If you can think of something, the language 
will fall into place, but the thought is what’s going to 
do it » (Jack Smith). [19] 
 
One can well imagine Sylvère chuckling upon hearing 
this. Chuckling: « the greatest enemy of authority is 
contempt, and the surest way to undermine it is 
laughter » (Hannah Arendt). [20]   
 
 
And then going on, alongside Chris, playing along 
with Jack’s idea to name the ‘2001 Semiotext(e) 
reader’ as such, in fact foregrounding it in the 
epigraph: not because it would capture more 
attention, increase sales, or any such thing — nothing 
that banal — but in memory of an era (1974 – 2002) 
[21]; not as some act of nostalgia, for this is a 
dedication to an « era » extending past the time of 
the collection, to a certain future that perhaps can 
only be glimpsed at through the past. For, even as 
the time in which all of these pieces have been 
written has past, it is not as if the time of the texts 
themselves have: capitalism hasn’t disappeared. It’s 
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repercussions are even more momentous than 
before, but no one can seem to grasp them. [22] 
 
 

What happened is that we forgot that capitalism 
even exists. It has become invisible because there’s 

nothing else to see. [23] 
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Perhaps if one listens to oneself,  
one starts to hear better. [24] 
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« Underneath all reason lies delirium, drift. 
Everything is rational in capitalism, except capital or 
capitalism itself … it is completely delirious, it is mad. 
In this sense we say: the rational is always the 
rationality of an irrational » (Gilles Deleuze). [25] 
That’s what Dada began questioning: logic, dialogic, 
rational thought — these processes that allow one to 
speed through without truly grasping things. [26]  
 
 

This book is like a homing head,  
finding issues that are urgent in the midst of this 

diffusion. [27] 
 
 
Something Sylvère clearly not only understood but 
embraced: who else would have made, would bring 
forth, books that were so unique in their singularity 
and then ensured that they looked pretty much 
exactly the same, except one who realised that not 
only are things same same but different, but it is only 
in recognising the repeated sameness that difference 
is brought forth — that same has to happen twice for 
it to generate difference. Literature is like putting on 
glasses. I see the world differently … I’m able to see 
things that would otherwise remain invisible. [28] 
That things are not in themselves different, but with 
each other, alongside another — in relation to an 
other — engender differences: to surround it with 
other stuff, ‘til it became part of something more 
fluid and couldn’t be isolated. [29]  
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That it is not in tragedy but in farce that resistances 
lie.  
 
Chuckle.    
 
One has to be mad enough to do so. Why can we 
accept certain things about Druids, and consider their 
beliefs legitimate — but when someone takes himself 
for a Druid and ‘becomes’ a Druid, we lock him away? 
If that’s madness, then doesn’t madness teach us 
about our own history? About who we are? [30] And, 
perhaps as crucially, « not just anyone can go mad » 
(Jacques Lacan). [31] 
 
For, to think is quite possibly to do nothing but to be 
done with the judgement of God.  
 

Our society desperately needs monsters  
to reclaim its own moral virginity. [32] 

 
With all of the risks it entails. 
 
 
When I started Semiotext(e) in 1974 we were in the 
last gasp of Marxism, and I knew the terrorists were 
right, but I could not condone their actions. That is 
still the way I feel right now. [33] « One knows 
nothing about terrorism if one does not see that it is 
not a question of real violence, nor of opposing one 
violence to another (all real violence, like real order 
in general, is always on the side of power) but to 
oppose to the full violence and to the full order a 
clearly superior model of extermination and 



 

 16 

virulence operating through emptiness. The secret is 
to oppose to the order of the real an absolutely 
imaginary realm, completely ineffectual at the level 
of reality, but whose implosive energy absorbs 
everything real and all the violence of the real power 
which founders there … A challenge that is symbolic 
before becoming real … » (Jean Baudrillard). [34]  
 

Ahh chérie … 
you always have to pay  
for the symbolic … [35] 

 
And Sylvère’s challenge — to the university; to so-
called intellectuals hiding behind desks, ossified 
podiums, increasingly rarefied spaces, within 
institutions; to the « art world » ; to the attempted 
commodification of thought and continual attempts 
to commodify anything and every thing — was to 
offer a kind of protection, a shelter, a space: it was 
people moving around doing their things and I was 
just trying to do mine and it didn’t matter if it went 
anywhere or not … You don’t always have to try to 
make a point. [36] Nor have to subsume every 
decision under a ratio, reason; « a lot of the people 
that we publish were crazy » (Chris Kraus) [37] ; The 
Madness of Truth. [38] A challenge in which all the 
books looked almost exactly the same,  
« completely ineffectual at the level of reality » — a 
challenge to the very imagination of capital, bearing 
in mind that the condition of exchange is 
differentiation, that one object is differentiable from 
another. The very same condition that the police 
need: that it is YOU and not another who did it — 



 

 17 

identify yourself! Point that person out! Raise your 
hand! Stand out from the crowd! Even to the extent 
of fabricating a difference where there is none. 
   
And, in doing so, offering shelter — to writers, 
thinkers, artists; to all who were considered, who 
might well have been, mad. Sylvère, who would 
cover us, shade us, offer us the protection of the 
shadows; all while saying so, admitting to it, openly 
signing-off to the fact that he was indeed our friend 
of the woods (silvestris).  
 
So, always already hiding in plain sight. 
 
 
 
 
 
Like the very best kind of password.  
 
Secrets: « the sacred is nothing more than a 
privileged moment of unity in communion, a 
convulsive moment full of what is normally 
smothered » (Georges Bataille). [39]  
 
The type that can sometimes be found in  
little black books.  
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With a smile, his sly almost shy smile: not because 
‘everything will be better’ (he is no naïve optimist) 
nor that ‘things can always be worse’ (resigned 
nihilism would be too easy) but with an optimistic 
nihilism: repression, actually, is an ongoing creation 
… [40] 

 
Forgetting does not lack anything.  

It even becomes assertive, or affirmative … [41] 
 
There are so many rulers now.  
Authority is everywhere. I could do with a little more 
chaos myself … [42] 
 
For maybe, to care is to get out of the way, so the 
works, words, thoughts, ideas, people, can speak for 
themselves. I was trying to disappear for years by 
doing interviews. [43]  Where to disappear is always 
also to diss-appearance itself.   
 
 

« One does not dream anymore; 
One is dreamed of, silence »  
 
~ Henri Michaux [44] 

 
 
 

III 
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« At any rate, nothing just vanishes; of everything 
that disappears there remain traces » (Jean 
Baudrillard). [45]  
 
So perhaps the question is not just what has Sylvère 
left us?: that is more straightforward — his teachings, 
writings, books that he has made, been a part of, 
people he has taught, inspired, ideas he has unleased 
that are so much part of the world that they are 
grasped as naturally as you breathed [46], all that he 
has curated, cared for; but, rather, what remains that 
we have not-yet-quite-noticed, that we think are not-
there, future-possibilities in the precise sense of 
pasts-which-have-not-quite-yet-happened.  
 
Perhaps the fact that we are still — I certainly am — 
continuing to ask this question suggests that he has 
taken up the suggestion of his old friend, understood 
it, heard him, better than any of us: « disappearing 
should be an art form, a seductive way of leaving the 
world. I believe that part of disappearing is to 
disappear before you die, to disappear before you 
have run dry, while you still have something to say … 
» [47] 
 
So, despite wanting the dance of signs to continue, 
perhaps indefinitely, I am probably better off going: I 
will, here and now, stop wanting the story to go 
somewhere. I will forget what I know feebly, in 
advance, in order to gather the whole complexity of 
forces at play. I will learn to resist the melody of 
casual relations and the torpor of narrative 
accumulations in order to reinvent the intensity of 
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risks, ceaselessly menacing and forever being reborn. 
[48]  
 
For, it’s not about some telos, some known end point 
— it’s preposterous to think there could be any kind 
of ending or conclusion [49] — nor about defining, 
declaring, some metaphysical notion of a life, a life’s 
work, even less so ‘what life is’ — « I think it’s 
important to destroy ‘big’ notions » (Félix Guattari) 
[50] — nor is it about being on some path, journey, 
launching path to life, but lies in realising one is 
always already in life: « life, to be eaten on the spot, 
like fresh donuts. It’s a very simple secret … » (Chris 
Marker). [51] 
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Sometimes, I catch myself wondering if thinkers who 
posit that beauty and truth are one and the same 
thing, or at least can be found in the same realms, 
were wondering if moments of truth (or even 
glimpses of truth) come, The Madness of Truth [52] 
comes, to us not just through but as moments of 
beauty.  
 
That glimpses of truth come to us at the very 
moment when we are moved beyond ourselves, 
when we are, at least momentarily, no longer quite 
ourselves, that truth is a moment that comes to « 
take my breath away » (Berlin). [53] 
 

Forget meaning and with it the subject. 
Beauty will be amnesiac or will not be at all. [54] 

 
Perhaps I should …  
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