
FUTURE AS PHENOMENA 

 

As this is being written I’m wishing it were more surprising. Instead, I feel like a world that, having 

said it all already & now with no capacity to retract what was said, asks again looking back, have 

I then said it? For example, I had the image, no not the image, the words, a porpoise in a 

Lamborghini, and I felt it to be the least surprising thing not to know why. I mean if the past is 

neither dormant or submerged, if we simply live next to its nightmarish signs, I can’t see the point 

of journaling it. Regardless of what I write, I wrote, I’ll be just like a chemist on Pluto, a location 

that might no longer be itself, choosing the past of least resistance b/c I’m trying to persist in the 

narrow range of some tenuously controlled heuristic, that is I’ll be an I trying to be itself. What this 

writing might’ve been if it wasn’t this, I think that’s what I’m writing. Or, to try & write this again, 

b/c it’s now clear that our species will perish a realness has settled over us, but b/c there is no 

visible limit in the pause until then, we’re like a mason w/o that basic material, like they’re sitting 

there smoking in their well-constructed workshop’s sad shadow lusting nostalgically for stone to 

work. Yes, and we’re still alive, we’re still feeling a kind of pleasure, a naive madness, standing 

here in front of the fridge leafing thru an inquisition of the lettuce. What I’m trying to write is that 

there’s not actually any sign to maintain anymore. I mean we domesticated a lot of animals, right? 

& then we fetishized their mystique, & whatever animals didn’t perform quite right we just ate. I’m 

just writing that there’s something similar to writing in this, there’s something similar to writing like 

how nudity is incidental to sex but we get why it’s become so related. What I’m trying to write is 

that in our moment all the useless things have suddenly become more vulnerable. The slinky, the 

seance, the error, they’re all really vulnerable right now, and any question, which like writing bears 

an eternal semblance, is suffused now with a tremulous morbidity, points first to its own corpse. 

It’s like the way verse in poetry sometimes feels to me now like a list of its own corpses 

photographed as they step from the limo pausing to pose for a moment before entering the 

premiere. I mean I care about this, I take some pleasure in this, but I’m also violently bored. 

 

On a different note, a bird is now sitting on the bench where I’d wanted to sit. And despite all the 

shit, I’ll state for the record, I love the way the high ceilings and large automatic sliding doors of 

airports combine to provide an indoor habitat for birds. Our world, I’m thinking, is perhaps too full 

of stuff for any serious consideration. A car, for instance, can pass us on the street with the full 

force of our culture’s indifference, and later that same day it can be so humid out that all the 

crispness in our creases melts, and we feel married to a kind of shabbiness our new clothes have 

failed to extinguish; we’ll never be a success, we feel like quitting. I don’t know, the instant feels 



like a measure mostly of confusion, a space to stop by writing it, the utter disorientation of an 

epoch that’s outlived its rationales for the uselessness or utility of beauty. 



Speech on the Question of What Is Fiction? 

 

Esteemed Friends: 

 We have embarked upon an inquiry, we have been led by a central question. Perhaps it hasn’t felt 

to us like an inquiry at all, perhaps we have from the very first only said what fiction is not, which as far as 

we know is nothing. Perhaps we have succeeded only in abolishing any categorical distinction about the 

essence of fiction that has been raised. Perhaps we might say we have succeeded in some small measure in 

identifying fictions upon which fiction itself might seem to rest, fictions of the book, the author, the self 

made by the other as it appears to the self as other in writing, the other that writes from behind the self’s 

back, dorsal in its turns. But these fictions, like the fiction of the author that absorbs as indispensable the 

time of not-writing into the time of writing, are perhaps all ways of stating that the fiction of fiction 

consumes everything and thus they bring no relief to the task of our inquiry.  

Most modes of the definition, most definitions of the definition, are essentialist, rely upon the 

isolation of several essences, essential qualities thru which an object in question might be identified & thru 

which other objects may be disidentified. It is clear to us that such a definition of fiction, at least in the 

ways in which we have broadened the philosophical dimensions of this term, is unavailable, because fiction 

is not opposed to what is real but constitutes our understanding of the real at every moment. We simply 

cannot name what fiction is not. This is at the heart of our definition of fiction.  

I shall try now to state what is entirely beyond fiction: deadness, not dying or death but actual 

deadness. I cannot say it, and I do not believe this to be only true.  

I will try now to state what fiction is: It is what we are inside of. It is what we feel as around us, or 

what feel ourselves to have entered, or what we feel we are entering thru. Then there is another interior. 

When we exit what we were inside of we find we were in another interior. Perhaps it was yet another interior 

that has lead us to feel that it was the precisely the previous another interior that precipitated our exit. This 

sequence that we feel is a fiction & it is a fiction that it is meaningless & it is a fiction that it is itself & it is 

a fiction that it could be otherwise. We couldn’t say whether it is only the construction of a fiction of fiction 

that has us feeling that there is, beyond all fictions, something outside of what we are within, or even that 

we are already outside of what we are within, that the outside and the fiction are in truth not apart. Perhaps 

we could say that those fictions that seem to be pointed towards such possibilities are compelling for us to 

be within, but what use is that? 

Perhaps then to offer this definition of fiction is to offer not even nothing. We’ve been grounded, 

we’re confined to our rooms b/c we cannot go outside as ourselves, but only to another room or to some 



unrecognizable state (are there parents in this fiction?). We are, in our interiorities, fundamentally fictions, 

fictions of fictions we cannot know, we are not in control and we cannot know we are not in control, we 

are not what we are and we cannot know that we are not we are. 

 I thank you for your attention. I thank you for your energy and work. 




