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      Anniverse

      In lieu of a preface, a brief reflection on the body to come. Or rather, on a body that has come and gone, and come back. A reflection on but also of a body yet to appear, in advance, a preflection. This face improper to the body it reflects, turns, returns, and turns away; acephalic and without sovereignty. What comes before even the preface, a look without form, without even eyes. In lieu of a preface because the body to come is itself a preface, unformed. A face in excess, surface, an inscription that takes place in lieu of any place within or without the text, faceless save in reflection. Such preflections are also reflections in reverse; images without origin in the world.

      More than ten years after his death, Jacques Derrida’s thought lingers in the field of cinema. His face appears on its screens in more places than one. A face become surface that survives. Without designating cinema as an object of inquiry, as he did with painting, photography, video, and television, to name some of the media he did speak and write about, Derrida gestures toward cinema, speaking of and to it in passing, provoking a series of spectralities that allow him to appear and disappear in the passage. His is a theory of cinema en passant. It leaves no reflection.

      Derrida’s phantom intervention on cinema is bound to his discourses on spectrality, autobiography, and narcissism; it is a thought that effaces the sovereignty of thought as such but that resurfaces frequently in the many visages that form his oeuvre. Yet what remains unthought is the influence that Derrida’s corpus has had on the study of cinema and its praxes. They are refractions perhaps, rather than a series of sustained reflections, typically appearing in the trajectory of another thought, although in some instances, he addressed the camera and spoke of projection, eye-lines, and the “science of phantoms.” The work of thinking through these flashes or glimpses without an oeuvre remains among the tasks of following Jacques Derrida.

      What follows, then, remains a draft, a sketch or design of a work that might one day or one night appear. But this draft is also a current of air: slight shifts in the environment one senses in the presence of a specter. Draft, drift, thought “adrift,” to borrow Derrida’s idiom. A specular machine meant to forge an encounter between Derrida’s oeuvre and the thought of cinema, a spectral reunion achieved in the postponed temporalities of a poetics in reverse, anniverse. Its objective is to trace some of the many contours in Derrida’s thought that appear to point toward the cinema and that form deictically a secret thesis on film, written elsewhere, a scrypt.

      Timothy Holland and James Leo Cahill organized a special issue of Discourse, in which a portion of this work appeared; both are also critical interlocutors in this project. I am grateful to both for their invaluable suggestions. Ozawa Kyoko translated an earlier and abridged version of the piece into Japanese for Shisô. I am indebted to her for her careful work and many insights. A brief selection of this work appears in French translation, in Rue Descartes. Safaa Fathy, Jennifer Fay, Julián Gutiérrez-Albilla, Scott Juengel, Peggy Kamuf, and Panivong Norindr offered generous responses at various stages of the work, as did lively interlocutors in Paris and Prague and at the University of Michigan, Vanderbilt University, and the University of Southern California, where I had the opportunity to present portions of this work.

    

  
    
      Plus Surplus Love

      
        Tears that see. … Do you believe?

        —Jacques Derrida, Memoirs of the Blind

      

      Even if one were to believe in the melancholic visuality of tears, what do tears see? Tears that suffuse the eyes and distance sight while making tears themselves visible, can they see anything beyond the visuality of tears as such? And which tears? Tears or tears? The homophony of tears binds the two forms of tearing together. Tears are fluids and lacerations that prevent one’s eyes from seeing everything, or even anything; from seeing enough to believe. Tears prevent me from seeing you. Through tears, one sees only tears. In place of what one does not see, one sees that one does not see. What might it mean to see that one does not see, to see unseeingness in the form of tears? Is there a mode of seeing unique to tears?

      To tear, two words folded into a single grapheme, indistinguishable until uttered. How to know the difference between a tear (that drops) and a tear (that cuts)? The difference between two forms of tearing? Each effects a veil that keeps me from seeing, from a perspective that would incite my subjectivity as voyeur. Each keeps me from the reciprocity of vision, from an economy of seeing that would return through you to me. Instead, I see through tears, only a reflection, myself. (Tears that remain in the eyes form liquid and fractured mirrors, restraining vision within the eye.) What I see through tears are tears. Myself reflected in the liquids and lacerations that prevent me from seeing outside. In such returns, I am lost to the world as a seeing subject, as the subject of the visible. And if I cannot see beyond a torn visuality, then who sees in my place and in place of me, you? Do you see? Do tears implant another point of view in lieu of me? If a certain history of vision and of visuality has been built on the premise of a subject that sees—“I see,” video—then might one imagine another history of vision and visuality, a second history located in what you see? A second person that sees in place of me? A second person visuality, “you see,” vides, an empty visuality at the site of the subject. “Do you believe?”

      And what if there were no difference between the homophones? What if tearing were always also tearing, and tears were also always tears, rendering the two forms one and the same? Blind visuality converging in the tear, at the site of a tear.

      During a cameo appearance in Ken McMullen’s experimental film Ghost Dance (1983), Jacques Derrida invokes a spectral dialectic: “Cinema plus psychoanalysis equals a science of phantoms.” In algebraic idiom, Derrida’s algorithm moves from cinema and psychoanalysis to the science of phantoms. The interstices of his equation are designated by the trope of a “plus,” a mathematical tissue that connects each of his variables.1 The scene, as remarkable for Derrida’s appearance as for his transmission, puts into play a constellation of terms defined by an arithmetic of additions and equivalencies A + B = C. Despite the seeming certainty of this and all formulaic assertions, Derrida’s communiqué never leaves the realm of pure algebra; the variables remain without reference both within and without the equation, suspended in a state of animated variability. For Derrida’s “science of phantoms” is no more a discernible resolution of cinema plus psychoanalysis than is the paradoxical science he names. Everything left in suspense without finitude; a formula without end, destined to return time and again to the site of its own irresolution. Still, Derrida’s formulation suggests montage, an editing of scenes to form a sequence without closure. Such is the science of phantoms, as is Derrida’s thesis on cinema (psychoanalysis, science, and phantoms) delivered by Derrida from within the very site of his reflection: cinema. Derrida’s speculation on cinema takes place in reflection, his enunciation in echo. He is already elsewhere, absorbed by the cinema he imagines.

      In this scene, Derrida improvises a series of interventions on media technologies and their relation to phantoms during a staged conversation with actress Pascale Ogier.2 “Cinema,” says Derrida, “when it is not boring, is the art of allowing phantoms to return.”3 It is the advent of oneself as another, as a phantom second person, “you.” I address myself, this other self that departs from and returns to me, in the second person. I name this narcissism “you.” “Narcissism,” says Derrida elsewhere and in reference to video, “set adrift.”4 In those phantoms, I see myself adrift, “arriving and deriving [dériver],” as Catherine Malabou says, happening.5 For Derrida, the paradox of science, its technē and media, is that far from banishing shadows, shades, science calls them back, makes possible their return. In a later conversation with Bernard Stiegler, Derrida retreats from his use of the word “science” without retracting it completely. “Of course, beyond the improvisation,” he says, referring to his phantom equation in Ghost Dance, “I’m not sure I’d keep the word ‘science’; for at the same time, there is something which as soon as one is dealing with ghosts, exceeds, if not scientificity in general, at least what, for a very long time, has modeled scientificity on the real, the objective, which is not or should not be, precisely phantomic.”6 Because phantoms transgress a concept of scientificity modeled on objectivity and the real, a science of phantoms would constitute a science in excess of scientificity. Derrida’s science beyond science is already under partial erasure, a phantom science as much as a science of phantoms.

      If so, then Derrida’s “science of phantoms,” forged in the alchemy of cinema and psychoanalysis, determines an impossible science (and illicit technology), an unscientific science, or a science without scientificity. Derrida’s phantom formula opens onto a scene beyond the gaze of science, onto a surplus science, séance. In his televised conversation with Stiegler, Derrida conjures the scene of an earlier conversation with Ogier, who had since died; he opens a conversation within a conversation staged as the return of a scene of mediation within another medium. Ogier returns here and elsewhere, as she is destined to from the moment she is filmed. She is already consigned while living to return as a specter, summoned by a medium within a medium, in the form of a double séance or mise-en-séance. The phantom returns through a medium, cinema; through a medium within a medium (cinema in television); but also through the figure of the medium, a spiritual medium that facilitates the return of ghosts, in this instance a role assumed by Derrida himself. He is the medium that allows Ogier’s return. She returns to him, but also in him, through him. This passage is made possible, according to Derrida, by the phantom economy of an eye-line that crosses the thresholds of frame, screen, and world.

    

  
    
      Eye-Line

      During the extensive rehearsals for their scene together, Derrida says, Ogier explained to him the function of the eye-line in cinema, “the fact of looking eye to eye.”1 The eye-line match is an editing technique that maintains visual continuity between subject and object and between subjects. It creates imaginary lines in space—sight lines—that match subjects to the objects they see and the look of subjects to one another. An eye-line is the trajectory of a look charted in space. If an individual looks in a particular direction, and the following shot shows an object along the same axis of sight or eye-line, then the object appears to be seen from the point of view of that individual. It is a way of showing what is seen, of marking an object or scene as seen. It inscribes the visibility of a visual object. The eye-line is also a means of extending space beyond the frame—of aligning noncontiguous fragments of space into the semblance of a whole. By drawing a line between two eyes or sets of eyes, by aligning the angles of those eyes, the coordinates of two or more beings can be set in space and in relation to one another. From eye to eye, and across spaces bound together by shared eye-lines, this form of continuity can create, says Derrida, “unreal intensity.”2 It becomes a way of achieving a spectral (“unreal”) contact between two beings across great distances and even across dimensions of space. The eye-line can also overcome time. It establishes a point of contact between beings in space—a point of convergence even if the bodies themselves are no longer present. It is an extension of the eye, a line or look that emanates from the eye. This prosthesis of the eye, or spectacle, allows for the encounter between two bodies, an exchange of looks, an eye for an eye. Like photographic light, and the light of stars, the eye-line ensures the survival of a look, even when the subjects of the look may have long disappeared. Plus surplus light.

      Roland Barthes invokes the economy of eye-lines in his speculative discourse on photography, a medium he describes as “the impossible science of the unique being.”3 In the opening lines of Camera Lucida:

      
        One day, quite some time ago, I happened on a photograph of Napoleon’s youngest brother, Jerome, taken in 1852. And I realized then, with an amazement I have not been able to lessen since: “I am looking at eyes that looked at the Emperor.”4

      

      The transfer of looks that Barthes describes takes place across time and history and is not only the uncanny semblance of looking between two beings separated in time and space, nor the deferred convergence of luminous points in the universe. Beyond the transgression of time and space in Barthes’s scene of amazement lies another phenomenon, the notion of a look (a light or emanation) stored within the eye itself. (“The eye hidden in the camera,” says Derrida elsewhere, the look organized and incorporated.)5 In Jerome’s eyes, Barthes discovers the trace of a look; within the eye is stored the memory of a look, its record. The emperor and brother, Napoleon, is also there within sight, within the eye and its lines. In those eyes—and the eye-lines that bind them to other eyes—one discovers an imperial, fraternal museum. He is there as trace in Jerome’s eyes, and the spectator sees this specter in reflection. The picture is stored in the eye forever.

      And like a photographic image, the eye itself never ages, according to Derrida: “What interests me about the eyes,” says Derrida in the eponymous film Derrida (2002), by Amy Ziering Kofman and Kirby Dick, “is that they are the part of the body that doesn’t age. In other words, if one looks for one’s childhood across all the signs of aging in the body the deterioration of musculature, the whitening of the hair, changes in height and weight, one can find one’s childhood in the look of the eyes. And what’s striking about this is that a man of my age keeps the exact same eyes that he had as a child.” The eyes preserve sight and are themselves preserved on the body, arrested in time like a photographic record of childhood, while the rest of the body continues to age, to move through time. “One’s eyes are the same,” says Derrida, “all of one’s life.” Unaging eyes are suspended in time.

      “The act of looking has no age,” insists Derrida. A perpetual present remains in the eye, all light stored in the eyes, a repository of everything everywhere. Like the unconscious of light. The eye-line, line of sight and geography of visual order, is located on the body, in the eye: a history of light achieved, reflected, archived in the eye. (“That which is light,” says Jacques Lacan, “looks at me, and by means of that light in the depths of my eye, something is painted.”)6 The eye-line is an extension of the eye, which expands the locus of the eye across the entire body until the eye becomes a metonymy of all the body’s sensuality. For Barthes, eyes are punctures in the body, orifices that allow photography to enter the body’s sensorium. Such eyes are opened by light. “A photograph’s punctum,” says Barthes, “is that accident which pricks me (but also bruises me, is poignant to me).”7 Certain photographs, for Barthes, enter the body quasi-violently, puncturing and bruising it. Barthes collapses the dialectic of opticality and tactility in the photograph, achieving the phantasm of a virtual sensuality felt throughout the body. Affect felt physically, a physiology of feeling: opticality plus tactility.

      Following Barthes, Derrida locates in the punctum a site of metonymy, of an illicit, even supernatural, exchangeability. The punctum facilitates metonymy, even “induces it,” Derrida says, because the punctum is “outside all fields and codes.”8 It enters the body as surplus:

      
        As the place of irreplaceable singularity and of the unique referential, the punctum irradiates and, what is most surprising, lends itself to metonymy. As soon as it allows itself to be drawn into a network of substitutions, it can invade everything, objects as well as affects. The singularity that is nowhere in the field mobilizes everything everywhere. It pluralizes itself. If the photograph bespeaks unique death, the death of the unique, this death immediately repeats itself, as such, and is itself everywhere.9

      

      Barthes’s punctum opens a private orifice in the spectator’s body, a secret passage through which sensuality and affect enter the spectator from outside. Its singularity becomes metonymic once it enters the body, surprisingly, and “pluralizes itself.” Suggesting luminosity at the point of entry, the “punctum irradiates,” says Derrida, and makes possible the exchange of one singularity for another, me for you. Its “irreplaceable singularity” and unique referentiality are an effect of the outside, of an external light that enters into the system of representation through a puncture on the human body. Exteriority enters the world and corpus, singularity made metonymic. “This is its force,” says Derrida.10 Opticality for tactility, one life for another, life for death, my life for yours. Once inside, the singularity of the punctum joins, says Derrida, a “network of substitutions” that “can invade everything, objects as well as affects.” The punctum moves from the outside into everything inside (in the world, or field), enabling the repetition and multiplication of the singular; in this sense, the punctum becomes not only a form of photographic affect but a metonymy for photography itself, along the lines articulated by Walter Benjamin: plus surplus reproduction.

      Derrida’s “everything everywhere” becomes a figure for omniscience that transcends the eye, reaching a surplus visuality at the site of the punctum. In excess of visibility, beyond the dialectic of sight, the punctum becomes a metonymy for a phantasm of the eye. In this configuration, the eye is no longer a metonymy of seeing, a figure for knowledge achieved in and through sight (savoir), but rather the entire world, “everything everywhere,” is mobilized as a metonymy of the eye. Everything else is a metonymy of the eye, including my “unique death,” which “repeats itself, as such, and is itself everywhere.” The transition from subject to object, myself to phantom, and me to you—and the return of each to me—takes place in this metonymy. Everything but the eye itself appears in this metonymy. Only the eye is excluded from everything everywhere reflected in it: the eye never sees itself seeing. The eye only becomes visible to itself in the act of seeing metonymically, which is to say, in another’s eyes.

      Between photography and eyes—in the eye-line that connects the two—appears a history of light rendered sensual. And between the two, photograph and eye, a secret exchange, plus surplus. One becomes the other; each assumes the other’s properties, creating between the two a unique apparatus, a medium forged in the specificities of each. The eye becomes a surface, the record of an image, or rather of the light that makes the image possible, while the photograph acquires the ability to see, specifically to see “you.” This phantasmatic medium produces what Derrida calls the “visor effect,” in which “we do not see who looks at us.”11 The visor effect is marked by dissymmetry and asynchrony, according to Derrida, by the absence of reciprocity in the field of vision. “This Thing,” says Derrida, of Hamlet’s ghost, “meanwhile looks at us and sees us not see it even when it is there. A spectral asymmetry interrupts here all specularity. It de-synchronizes, it recalls us to anachrony.”12 In this eye-line, an economy of vision and visuality is lost, along with the temporality of sight. Instead, “this thing,” a metonymy of lost reflection embodied by the phantom. The dissymmetry of the phantom gaze turns me into you. Visor and visage, from vidêre, “to see.” Everything returning to the inevitable reflexivity of “v.”

      Although the eye may be visible, what cannot be seen in the eye’s picture, according to Derrida, is the act of seeing. Of the gaze and its relation to the field of vision, and particularly to the subject that sees, Derrida says,

      
        The gaze is presumed to be what the subject himself cannot see in his own life. When one looks at oneself in a mirror, one sees oneself either as seen or as seeing but never as both at the same time. One believes that in principle the camera—photographic or cinematographic—should capture or hold a gaze which the looking eye cannot see. I am seen as you see me speaking, etc., seen by you or photographed by you, but with a look that I, who am alive now in the present, cannot see. And therefore when I give someone my gaze, my look, the photographed double of my look, I give him something with which I see but which I myself cannot see.13

      

      To see oneself as seen and to see oneself as seeing, says Derrida, never coincide in one look; one or the other, but never one plus one. The photographed or filmed look promises to give to another, “something with which I see but which I myself cannot see.” What is transferred, from one to another, is an eye-line, a line of sight in which the subject itself is not visible. Subjectivity arrives only in the field of the gaze, which comes from outside. “What determines me, at the most profound level, in the visible,” says Lacan, “is the gaze that is outside. It is through the gaze that I enter light and it is from the gaze that I receive its effects. Hence it comes about that the gaze is the instrument through which light is embodied and through which—if you will allow me to use a word I often do, in a fragmented form—I am photo-graphed.”14 I am constituted from the outside: “The gaze is outside,” says Lacan, “I am looked at, that is to say, I am a picture,” photo-graphed (grafted) onto the visible as light embodied.15 Visible only to you, my mirror.

    

  
    
      Ultraviolet Light

      Light that travels from eye to eye, says Barthes, reflects the universe, traversing it like the rays of suns, the very source of light in the universe:

      
        The photograph is literally an emanation of the referent. From a real body, which was there, proceed radiations which ultimately touch me, who am here; the duration of the transmission is insignificant; the photograph of the missing being, as Sontag says, will touch me like the delayed rays of a star. A sort of umbilical cord links the body of the photographed thing to my gaze: light, though impalpable, is here a carnal medium, a skin I share with anyone who has been photographed.1

      

      The light of photography, the light that makes photography possible, says Barthes, comes from the source of light itself, the light of stars, of suns. A Darwinian logic enfolds Barthes’s discourse, as if in every photograph, alongside the carnal transmission of unique beings, is also an originary light, the first light of the universe, recapitulated in each image and entering the spectator’s interiority through the force of puncture. A phylogeny of light within each ontogenetic flash.2 Light, which is impalpable, becomes carnal in photography, forming an umbilicus that connects the spectator’s body to the “body of the photographed thing.” The carnality that Barthes invokes is not only the carnality of two bodies (photographed and viewed) but also the carnality of photographic light itself. Photography turns skin into light and light into skin; and between them, “a carnal medium,” pellicule.3

      The medium light that appears in a photograph, and which illuminates it, is more than light captured and retransmitted, emanations and radiations from one body to another, but light as such. It is a vital light (living light and light of life) that brings another to life, or back to life. Oneself reborn elsewhere as another, as a second person. On the occasion of being photographed, of being aware of being photographed, Barthes says, “Once I feel myself observed by the lens, everything changes: I constitute myself in the process of ‘posing,’ I instantaneously make another body for myself, I transform myself in advance into an image.”4 He is becoming Narcissus without (yet) any narcissism, repeating the originary gesture of discovering oneself as image. “The Photograph is,” Barthes concludes, “the advent of myself as other.”5 I lose sight of myself here but reappear elsewhere, a Narcissean transfer. In the maternal glow of photographic light, the subject is reborn as another. Neither here nor there, but always between the two, this phenomenon takes place within the photographic frame and is an effect of photography. The subject returns like a phantom to the site of an originary light—imaginaire—contained within every photograph. In the glow of an ultraviolet light, I no longer see myself but rather you.

      At the limits of the visible spectrum, violet: beyond this threshold, everything becomes invisible light, ultraviolet. Light without luminosity, avisual.

      The umbilical effect that Barthes describes is not a feature of still photography, of immobility, but rather of the passage of light, of its movement and transmission, of kinesis. Photographic light is restless and never remains in one place. Although Barthes’s reading of photography remains adamantly within the stillness of the photograph, with the immobility it procures in time and space, and with the moment it suspends for all time, and although it would be a misreading to allow Barthes’s conception of photography to wander distractedly into the realm of cinema, the animation that Barthes ascribes to the movement of light in photography, and to the complex economies of sight lines and an other’s eyesight, might be superposed to the movements of the same in cinema: movements that are distinct from the moving images that occur elsewhere in the cinema. That is, Barthes’s conception of the punctum animates photography, animates the funerary stillness of photography without disturbing this stillness.

      Barthes’s umbilical line can be said to extend into cinema, and into Siegfried Kracauer’s discourse on film specifically. In his Theory of Film, Kracauer underscores the expansive reality that constitutes the cinema, a reality in excess even of the reality it depicts photographically. He says that the realities that emerge in cinema “point beyond the physical world.”6 Like Derrida’s “science of phantoms,” Kracauer’s “redemption of physical reality” involves the return of reality to the material world. The reality that returns to the world in cinema, says Kracauer, “may fittingly be called ‘life.’”7 Mere reality becomes life, real life, in the cinema. Kracauer’s logic suggests that reality originates elsewhere and that it comes to life from a place beyond life. Reality is constituted and reconstituted in Kracauer’s cinema as a type of phantom reality that exceeds the flat reality depicted photographically because cinema life “is still intimately connected, as if by an umbilical cord, with the material phenomena from which its emotional and intellectual contents emerge.”8 Because the reality that film renders exceeds the realities made possible by science, it has to return to be redeemed, or rather its redemption occurs in its return to life. Reality reborn. Cinema determines, for Kracauer, the medium through which reality is realized in return. The reality and physics of that return in cinema are neither a meta-reality nor a meta-physics but a surplus reality and physics that appear in reflection, in communication, in transition from one site to another, a discovery that Derrida communicates in each of his site-specific media venues.

      Across his interventions on cinema, Derrida deftly articulates a theory of film that takes place in film, on film, as film: a theory of film inseparable from its practice, medium specific. Derrida’s theses on film and media, his hypotheses, come from within the frame, from the place to which his theses are destined. In a few but crucial film, television, and video appearances, along with many filmed and recorded interviews, Derrida turns the frequently biographical nature of his address into a theory of cinema, of film and other media, from photography and phonography to film and video. If there is a theory of film, if Derrida has indeed formulated such a theory, then it is performative, which is to say, it takes place in taking place—a site-specific theory of film that occurs on-screen. A cinema without reflection. One might consider Derrida’s phantom theory of film a metamorphormalism = phantom plus form plus philosophy plus film. At its end is always Derrida himself, a theory of cinema embodied, autobiographical and narcissistic.

      Derrida’s dictum “cinema plus psychoanalysis equals a science of phantoms” operates according to the interplay of philosophemes and phonographemes, aural images that appear and disappear from one element to another in his unique algebra. Derrida’s haunted dialectic (dialectic of haunting) disappears virtually at the moment of its enunciation, A + B = C (or rather C + Ps = S [of] Ph). At first glance, Derrida’s quasi-dialectic appears to follow the pattern of classical film montage articulated by Sergei Eisenstein and others, but on closer observation, the ABCs of the Soviet schemata (both its foundation and its alphabetics) are replaced by a series of silent letters: phonically, the formula could be rewritten S + P = S [of] Ph, creating a circular economy between Derrida’s terms, cinema, psychoanalysis, science, and phantom. (In English, the P is replaced by an S, pronounced “sychoanalysis,” whereas it remains in French and German, a slight punctuation. Cinema echoes science, whereas film echoes phantom.) The appearance and disappearance of letters, the tear that separates phonography from photography, forms one basis for a Cinema Derrida. An apparatus that makes words vanish, or turn into images, visual and sonic, only to reappear as other sounds and images, traces.

      One element of Derrida’s algorithm, psychoanalysis, provides another iteration of phonographemic cinema. Freud uncovers it in his analysis of the “Wolf Man,” “From the History of an Infantile Neurosis” (1918). The discovery converges on the Roman numeral V, five, which assumes multiple visual and aural forms in Freud’s treatment of his Russian analysand, Sergei Pankejeff. After having established that Pankejeff’s attacks of fever and depression occur typically around five o’clock in the afternoon, Freud notes his patient’s fascination with insects—butterflies and wasps, in particular—whose wings form, from his perspective, the shape V. Freud describes Pankejeff’s further extension of his V semiology:

      
        Many months later, in quite another connection, the patient remarked that the opening and shutting of the butterfly’s wings while it was settled on the flower had given him an uncanny feeling. It had looked, so he said, like a woman opening her legs, and the legs then made the shape of a Roman V, which, as we know, was the hour at which, in his boyhood, and even up to the time of the treatment, he used to fall into a depressed state of mind.9

      

      The numerical five, which designates in one register time, merges with the V shape of an insect’s wings opening and closing, which further returns Pankejeff to a scene of childhood eroticism, Freud speculates, a “girl whom, when he was a small child, he had first seen making the movements with her legs which he had fixed in his mind with the Roman V.”10

      From number to shape, time to body, this mobile V travels across a semiotic spectrum until it erupts into phonography and returns to the subject of psychoanalysis, its secret name, proper name, “V.” It marks the transition of V from a graphic to a sonic signifier. The phonographic moment comes to Pankejeff in a dream; Freud recounts the scene:

      
        “I had a dream,” he said, “of a man tearing off the wings of an Espe.” “Espe?” I asked; “what do you mean by that?” “You know; that insect with yellow stripes on its body, that stings.” I could now put him right: “So what you mean is a Wespe [wasp].” “Is it called a Wespe? I really thought it was called an Espe.” (Like so many other people, he used his difficulties with a foreign language as a screen for symptomatic acts.) “But Espe, why that’s myself: S. P.” (which were his initials).11

      

      The homophony of Espe, Pankejeff’s symptomatic mistake for Wespe, a wasp, connects the visual and aural dimensions of the figure V; from insect wings and a woman’s legs to S. P., Sergei Pankejeff. His proper name echoes in each of his signs and symptoms. Freud’s remarkable apparatus transforms linguistic and phonolinguistic images into lines of thought and affect, creating in montage a semiotics impossible in any medium except cinema. Cinema plus psychoanalysis.

      Pankejeff’s V cinema returns to the proper name, the secret name that ends psychoanalysis, according to Derrida, who says elsewhere, “The ideal pole or conclusion of analysis would be the possibility of addressing the patient using his or her most proper name, possibly the most secret. It is the moment, then, when the analyst would say to the patient ‘you’ in such a way that there would be no possible misunderstanding on the subject of this ‘you.’”12 It is the articulation of an absolute and indivisible singularity, the advent of a second person (“you”) within (or alongside) the subject. This “you” ends (in) psychoanalysis, serving as its terminus, the place where analysis vanishes. For Pankejeff, the secret name erupts from the signifier V, which traverses multiple names until it resounds in the mispronunciation of a wasp extracted from the V. It allows Freud to utter the secret name aloud, “you,” S. P.

    

  
    
      ♥

      Another signifier that follows the vectors initiated by Pankejeff’s V is the symbol for love, attachment, preference—a heart, ♥. It forms a secret trajectory between the love that consumes S. P. and the Vs that mark this love for him everywhere, specifically at the heart of his and every other body through which his Vs extend. Jean-Luc Nancy has perhaps more than any other thought of and from the heart, an experience, experientia, of knowledge that comes out (“ex-”) of repeated experiments and trials. In Nancy’s experience, this knowledge comes from the heart, out of the heart, even if this heart is not originally his own. From another’s heart transplanted, Nancy is compelled to think the strangeness of an organ that is typically considered essential, essentially proper, the essence of one’s being and capacity to be. Of his new transplanted heart, of the outside and other substance that now occupies the core of his physical and affective interior, Nancy says,

      
        My heart became my stranger: strange precisely because it was inside. The strangeness could only come from outside because it surged up first on the inside. What a void suddenly opened up in the chest or the soul—they’re one and the same—as soon as I was told: “You will need a transplant.” … Here, the mind pushes against nothing: nothing to know, nothing to understand, nothing to sense. The intrusion of a body foreign to thought. This blank will stay with me like thought itself and its contrary, at one and the same time.1

      

      Nancy’s is a heart that remains outside, experienced but never absorbed into the deepest interiority where one imagines a heart to reside. His is a heart that beats from without, irreducibly proper to another. It is the condition of all hearts, worn out and outside, on one’s sleeve. Pinned to the body rather than implanted in it, because it belongs always to another. And for Nancy, the heart that forms a void, nothing in the place where it belongs, is linked “at one and the same time” to “thought itself” and its antithesis, thoughtlessness. This is its strangeness and propriety; it exposes the self as an image, as a signifier for a thought that only takes place outside, in reflection.

      Nancy’s heart is a thought not of nothing but of the other, of you. It marks the transition of a self that comes to realize itself as other, in the face of another. He says,

      
        A heart that only half beats is only half my heart. I was already no longer inside me. I’m already coming from somewhere else, or I’m not coming any longer at all. Something strange is disclosed “at the heart” of the most familiar—but “familiar” hardly says it: at the heart of something that never signaled itself as “heart.” Up to this point, it was strange by virtue of not being even perceptible, not even being present. From now on it fails, and this strangeness binds me to myself. “I” am, because I am ill. (“Ill is not exactly the term: not infected, just rusty, tight, blocked.) But this other, my heart, is done for. This heart, from now on intrusive, has to be extruded.”2

      

      You are the other half of my heart. The occasion for Nancy’s realization, the narcissistic shock that separates his illness from his “il”-ness, his body from himself—the realization that his chest and his soul are one and the same—is a visceral form of narcissism: the discovery of oneself outside, strange, stranger, estranged.

    

  
    
      A Stranger Cinema

      The line that connects S. P.’s and every other V with a heart, ♥, with V, signals the “plus” that renders Derrida’s cinema plus psychoanalysis a “science of phantoms.” The heart, the irreducibly other heart of another, says Derrida, fuses me to life, to death, to a future “incalculable and undecidable,” and always to you, to your life, to a life I share with you. To a life lived and to live as well as a death to die with you:

      
        Only a living being as finite being can have a future, can be exposed to a future, to an incalculable and undecidable future that s/he does not have at his/her disposal like a master and that comes to him or to her from some other, from the heart of another. So much so that when I say “my life,” or even my “living present,” here, I have already named the other in me, the other greater, younger, or older than me, the other of my sex or not, the other who nonetheless lets me be me, the other whose heart is more interior to my heart than my heart itself, which means that I protect my heart itself, which means that I protect my heart, I protest in the name of my heart when I fight [en me battant] so that the heart of the other will continue to beat [battre]—in me, before me, after me, or even without me.1

      

      The other, says Derrida, “lets me be me.” My life, my living present, and my future death depend on “the other whose heart is more interior to my heart than my heart itself,” on the other’s heart that beats “in me, before me, after me, or even without me.” It is not my heart reflected in you, nor your heart reflected in me, but rather a single heart that traverses two bodies, two beings, two images, without reflection.

      Because the other’s heart already beats in me as a condition of life and the possibility of a future death “incalculable and undecidable,” Nancy’s transplanted heart opens a passage to a plus surplus ♥. A heart that beats in me but belongs always to another is a phantom organ that turns me—heart and soul—into you. And in this equation, your heart, which replaces mine and which now beats in me, becomes a phantom plus sign that sutures me to you and confers on me my secret and true name, yours truly. + sur + ♥.

      (Derrida’s equation “cinema plus psychoanalysis equals a science of phantoms” mobilizes a series of S. P.’s, phantom Ss and Ps, heard and unheard, mediated and unmediated—although spelled with a c, for example, the first sound of “cinema” is an s. In his taxonomy of compelling photographs, Barthes creates two distinct categories, studium and punctum, s and p.2 Between S and P extends Barthes’s spectrum of photographic affect. As if an echoed refrain, Derrida again invokes the consonants in his seminar “The Beast and the Sovereign.” Of the sentence “The beasts are not alone,” which he proposes as a guiding axiom, Derrida says, “It would be preceded or followed by no other sentence. It would have the authority and cutting edge of an aphorism, i.e. a sentence that is separated, dissociated, insularized, a verdict, a judgment in the form S is P, a subject + predicate, a sententia inscribed in stone, given over, entrusted to a stone found on the beach, on an island where we would have just come ashore.”3 “S is P, subject + predicate.” In addition, Derrida’s “plus,” the operation that brings together the elements, also echoes S. P., in reverse, surplus. Peggy Kamuf notes the sonic properties of the s in plus and Derrida’s use of the ambiguity it creates. She says, “In French, an expression says at the same time more than one and other than one: plus d’un. Depending on whether or not one pronounces the ‘s’: plu(s)/plus, the expression shifts registers from that of counting by ones to that of counting without the number one, or of taking account of the other than one.”4 Plus and minus s.)

      Derrida’s end of psychoanalysis does not always assume the form of language. The secret name, “his or her most proper name,” he says, “the absolute idiom, is not necessarily on the order of language in the phonic sense but may be on the order of a gesture, a physical association, a scene of some sort, a taste, a smell.”5 But when it ends, one might say it ends in cinema. For isn’t cinema also the site in which a proper name appears, the semblance of an absolute singularity, the apparition of this second person “you” where I am? Derrida’s proper name that comes at the end of psychoanalysis, and that is not necessarily a word, is already a type of cinema, synesthetic, assembled from the vast media that constitute the world “everything everywhere.” And it returns always to the subject, to the proper name, to you. It is what makes possible my encounter with you.

      The end of psychoanalysis coincides, for Derrida, with your return (your “redemption,” in Kracauer’s idiom) and the return of the unique being as an image, a voice, a gesture or quality of light, your most proper name, revenant. But this subject is achieved only in the second person, which is why such subjectivity is always phantomic and filmic and never takes place in advance. In Ghost Dance, Derrida responds to Ogier’s question “Do you believe in ghosts?” with the assertion, “You’re asking a ghost if he believes in ghosts. Here, the ghost is me [Ici, le fantôme c’est moi].” “Here” in the space marked by the frame and screen, the mediated space between two beings secured already by a future whose return has been inscribed in the present, Derrida declares himself (already) a ghost. It is with an eye to the return of the missing being, an absence engendered by the medium, that Derrida elaborates his theory of cinema and his phantom narcissism.

      Film, in Derrida’s discourse, is inextricably bound to biography, which is in turn haunted by thanatography, the inscription of death at the instant of representation. That is, cinema concerns the inscription of life and death, the living and the dead, but also liveness and the absence that haunts all living phenomena, phenomenology alive. Between each element and in their mediation, cinema becomes possible; in these plusses, cinema comes. In the surplus that flows from each plus. Derrida explains this condition in Ghost Dance. Because he is playing himself in a film, Derrida says, he lets the phantom (his voice and image) speak on his behalf. It takes over and takes his place; he yields to it, but it also becomes him and marks his return. This return is bound to his essential displacement, lost, as it were, in the film image and on the occasion of the film image, of its advent. The other Derrida on-screen is a phantom second person (you) that takes his place. “Since I’ve been asked to play myself,” he says, “in a film that is more or less improvised, I feel as if I am letting a phantom speak for me.” In acting like himself, in letting another (even his own other) speak in his place, Derrida yields to the phantom, allowing it to return to the place where he is and to replace him. Not any phantom, says Derrida, but “my own phantom,” one that returns only ever to him. This exchange of one for the other, a proper other, but also the impropriety of one for another, founds Derrida’s theory of film, his algebra of phantoms.

      The phantom reflection (eye and I) emerges in the interstice between life and its reproduction, between a being and a thing. It is Narcissus’s dilemma. This process begins in photography, as Barthes notes: “The Photograph … represents that very subtle moment when, to tell the truth, I am neither subject nor object but a subject who feels he is becoming an object: I then experience a micro-version of death (in parenthesis [sic]): I am truly becoming a specter.”6 Photographic media invite death in parenthesis, suspending the subject in transition from life to death, between subjectivity and objectivity and producing in the spectacle of this metamorphosis, a specter: life plus death, subjectivity plus objectivity.

      Between a being and a thing, “a who or a what,” as Derrida frequently says, the specter appears. The specter takes place in the middle, between being and nothingness, in the medium that opens between the two. In Specters of Marx, Derrida offers this description of specters and their particular relation to carnality:

      
        The specter is a paradoxical incorporation, the becoming-body, a certain phenomenal and carnal form of the spirit. It becomes, rather, some “thing” that remains difficult to name: neither soul nor body, and both one and the other. For it is flesh and phenomenality that give to the spirit its spectral apparition, but which disappear right away in the apparition, in the very coming of the revenant or the return of the specter. There is something disappeared, departed in the apparition itself as reapparition of the departed.7

      

      Without incorporation, there can be no appearance of the specter; it would remain disembodied and adrift. To exist, it must assume a phenomenal form and occupy some body. But such embodiment can never be like that of living beings. The “flesh and phenomenality” of the specter disappear at the moment they appear, “in the very coming of the revenant or the return of the specter.” At the instant of its appearance, the specter disappears. It flickers, this thing “neither soul nor body, and both one and the other,” flashing between appearance and disappearance, presence and absence, light and shadow.

      Derrida continues:

      
        One does not know if it is living or if it is dead. Here is—or rather there is, over there, an unnameable or almost unnameable thing: something, between something and someone, anyone or anything, some thing, “this thing,” but this thing and not any other, this thing that looks at us, that concerns us [qui nous regarde], comes to defy semantics as much as ontology, psychoanalysis as much as philosophy. … The Thing is still invisible, it is nothing visible … at the moment one speaks of it and in order to ask oneself if it has reappeared. It is still nothing that can be seen when one speaks of it.8

      

      Between the “unnameable” and “almost unnameable” is “this thing that looks at us.” A spectral eye-line connecting sites of visuality that occur beyond the economies of vision. Ultraviolet sight. The point of contact established by an eye-line is technically no place; it points to an atopic space between the name and the proper name, the “unnameable” and “almost unnameable.”

      The basis of the film work, for Derrida, begins when the body is displaced and replaced by images and sounds that are nonetheless proper to it. A second person appears. It is how film is constructed: biographically, life rewritten (overwritten, Übersetzung) with life, with surplus life. Cinema begins at the moment when I start to become you. Shot by shot, scene by scene, life is replaced with ghosts that resemble life and redeem it, to use Kracauer’s term. Cinema is the reinscription of life as a return to life. Biography in cinema is inseparable from thantography not only because it signals in advance an absence to come that is in fact already there but because the biograph splits the unique being into multiples (and hence the impossible science of phantoms). Where there was once one is now one other. A second one, a second person, you. For Derrida, a theory of the medium, of its specificity, is formed in this irreducible multiplicity; the medium is always media, just as a single life is made possible by an aggregate of biographies and takes place in the transition between lives. To repeat Derrida’s punctum, “The singularity that is nowhere in the field mobilizes everything everywhere. It pluralizes itself. If the photograph bespeaks unique death, the death of the unique, this death immediately repeats itself, as such, and is itself everywhere.”9

    

  
    
      Echopoiesis and Narcissism Adrift

      In Kofman and Dick’s film, Derrida is asked yet again to play himself: in his various film, video, and television appearances, Derrida is never asked to assume a role other than that of himself, always cast as himself, a doppelgänger. But Derrida “himself” is also always another Derrida, a second person; Derrida returns repeatedly to this distinction. In one scene, Derrida comments on the myth of Echo and Narcissus, a privileged narrative throughout his oeuvre and one that allows Derrida to reflect on the conditions of his discourse, seated alongside a mirror and before a camera. By “focusing on the treatment of the image and not on the love story in the myth of Echo and Narcissus,” says Derrida, “one sees the myth as about the relationship between specular image and voice, between sight and voice, between light and speech, between the reflection and the mirror.” The myth of Echo and Narcissus provides an illustration and orchestration of Derrida’s film thesis, not only because it invokes the image and voice, reflection and repetition, but also because the dialectical structure set forth by the myth—beginning with sexual difference—is resolved through a series of phantomic incorporations. In particular, the myth narrates the transgressive incorporation of bodies across genders and the collapse of one’s proper images and voices.1 It is, for Derrida, about radical metamorphosis.

      On Echo’s propensity to repeat the last syllables of another’s speech, a condition, according to Ovid, that is imposed on her while she still had a body (“her power of speech [then] was no different than it is now”), Derrida notes that she manages, in her “cunning,” to “appropriate” Narcissus’s language.2 “She speaks in such a way,” says Derrida, “that the words become her own.” She deploys her repetition strategically (or perhaps fortuitously) to create a simulacrum of conversation, a technics of exchange that yields the result she seeks: “In repeating the language of another, she signs her own love. In repeating she responds to him. In repeating, she communicates with him. She speaks in her own name by just repeating his words.” At work is an echopoiesis: agency realized in Echo’s automatic discourse.

      For Derrida, Echo’s repetition is marked by its own singularity, which he calls “untranslatability.” What is untranslatable in Echo’s mimicry, says Derrida, is her love (“your love,” he says in the second person, as if speaking directly to Echo), expressed in (within and inside) another’s speech. From Derrida’s reading of Jean-Luc Nancy:

      
        Whence the all-powerful logic of narcissism: not as the experience of the gaze, but as the painfully ironic discourse of the confession that mimics the appropriation of the unappropriable, you, my Echo, when you ruse, as I do, with the divine interdiction, when you deceive it in order to speak in your own name and to declare untranslatably your love while pretending to repeat the end of my sentences.3

      

      The narcissism that Derrida locates in Echo is intimately connected to her voice and to the “ironic” disappropriation and reappropriation it enacts with regard to her disclosure of love, to her declaration forged in the language (in the words and speech) of another. It is ironic, or perhaps, more accurately, a form of inverse or reflexive irony, because Echo achieves her articulation not in the dissociation of a self from her expression but rather in the recovery of a self in the words of another. It is in this sense, perhaps, that Derrida refers to Echo’s love as untranslatable: her expression of love is never in a language that she originates or that originates in her; hers is already the reine Sprache of a phantom translation without logos.

      In Rogues, Derrida elaborates further on Echo’s use of repetition as discourse. On Echo’s other language, Derrida says,

      
        Echo thus lets be heard by whoever wants to hear it, by whoever might love hearing it, something other than what she seems to be saying. Although she repeats, without simulacrum, what she has just heard, another simulacrum slips in to make her response something more than a mere reiteration. She says in an inaugural fashion, she declares her love, and calls for the first time, all the while repeating the “Come!” of Narcissus, all the while echoing narcissistic words. She overflows with love; her love overflows the calls of Narcissus, whose fall or whose sending she seems simply to reproduce.4

      

      Echo’s “love overflows,” says Derrida, she loves too much. And even though she repeats “without simulacrum,” a second simulacrum that restores her speech “slips in.” Although Juno has taken away Echo’s language, she has left Echo with her voice. Echo may be incapable of logos, of originating speech, but Echo is still able to situate her voice in the language of another, “thus disobeying,” says Derrida, “a sovereign injunction and outsmarting a jealous goddess.”5 Echo overcomes the foreclosure of language by extending her body and subjectivity into her voice. In fact, Echo’s rhetoric has always resided in her voice and not her language.6 Like an eye-line, Echo’s missing agency reappears in her echophony, a surplus orality that extends beyond her body, or rather that extends her body deep into the places where she is not and eventually is no longer. As Echo’s repetitive speech, a metonymy of speech, reveals that language does not have to be one’s own for it to be proper. One can inhabit, according to Derrida, another’s discourse and possess it, like a phantom, or rather as a medium, and deploy it in the service of one’s expression. It is already a feature of Derrida’s thought and his mode of communication. As Hélène Cixous says of Derrida’s own displaced languages, “I cannot emphasize enough that his whole philosophy is a consequence of the displacement of everyday language.”7 Like Echo’s discourse, which takes place in and as displacement, elsewhere from the everyday. Echo, without any words of her own, and without a body, manages to maintain her subjectivity, which, in contrast to Narcissus’s, survives. She outlives her body and her language, becoming in the end a surplus subjectivity, there without being anywhere.

      Hers is a voice that is “an unnameable or almost unnameable thing,” because it has lost its body and point of origin without losing its propriety. It is still hers, even if she herself no longer exists. The language that she borrows and projects still returns to her. Echo remains in the present to the extent that she is always able to reappear in another’s voice; as long as the other arrives, she returns. The living Echo (proper name) is a plus, a supplement to the speech of others, while the disembodied echo (thing) is a surplus voice that returns to no one in particular. This logic is similar to the one Derrida describes on the occasion of Pascale Ogier’s return to the present on a Texas screen. Returning to the scene of his scene with Ogier (the scene within a scene and séance), Derrida describes the return of Ogier as revenant:

      
        But imagine the experience I had when, two or three years later, after Pascale Ogier had died, I watched the film again in the United States, at the request of students who wanted to discuss it with me. Suddenly I saw Pascale’s face, which I knew was a dead woman’s face, come onto the screen. She answered my question: “Do you believe in ghosts?” Practically looking me in the eye, she said to me on the big screen, “Yes, now I do, yes.” Which now? Years later in Texas, I had the unnerving sense of the return of the specter, the specter of her specter coming back to say to me—to me here, now: “Now … now … now, that is to say, in this dark room on another continent, in another world, here now, yes believe me, I believe in ghosts.”8

      

      The eye-line installed by Derrida and Ogier within the film and at the time of its production now enables the transfilmic effect of reconnecting Derrida and Ogier “on another continent, in another world.” The eye-line here performs a metaphysical plus. It allows Derrida and Ogier, one living and one dead, to meet again across the worlds that divide them in a present that exists only between them. The “now” that Ogier utters, and which Derrida locates in his present, is the effect of an eye-line that brings the present into a medium, a middle moment between two incommensurate temporalities. Of the “now” that Ogier invokes, Derrida says,

      
        But at the same time, I know that the first time Pascale said this, already, when she repeated this in my office, already, this spectrality was at work. It was already there, she was already saying this, and she knew, just as we know, that even if she hadn’t died in the interval, one day, it would be a dead woman who said, “I am dead,” or “I am dead, I know what I’m talking about from where I am, and I’m watching you,” and this gaze remained dissymmetrical, exchanged beyond all exchange, eye-line without eye-line, the eye-line of a gaze that fixes and looks for the other, its other, its counterpart [vis-à-vis], the other gaze met, in an infinite night.9

      

      Like Echo and Narcissus, it is neither image nor voice that makes this reunion possible but rather the transgression of each, one within the other. Eyes and mouths become indistinguishable in the phantom body; they form a punctum, a metonymy. “As always with speech,” says Derrida, “one is blind. To speak is to not see. So all speech is to some extent blind.” Echo’s speech, says Derrida, is blind, and in her affliction, one recognizes the essential blindness of “all speech.” Plus surplus, “an infinite night.”

      In a rare interview on cinema, “Cinema and Its Ghosts,” conducted in 2001 and published in the Cahiers du Cinéma, Derrida acknowledges the voice as an originary element of the cinema: “The voice, in cinema, does not add something: it is cinema because it is of the same nature as the recording of the world’s movement. I don’t believe at all in the idea that one must separate images—pure cinema—from speech: they are of the same essence, that of a ‘quasi presentation’ of an ‘itself there’ of the world whose past will be, forever, radically absent, unrepresentable in its living presence.”10 In cinema, speech is already there in the image, even when, presumably, the image is silent. Speech echoes within the image, a surplus from within the image and not appended to it later. Speech in cinema is an originary echo of the image. And the image is already an element of sound. Cinema forges the plus that makes this metonymy apparent.

      Like Echo, Ogier borrows another’s words: her own from a future self destined to return. Her words at the time of production anticipate the return of a self not yet present, a self lost on the occasion of the utterance, but whose presence will be affirmed on the occasion of her return. At that moment, she will have been. And it is through those words that she is able to return, to resume a presence in the present. She returns to the present in order to return those words, to give voice to Pascale Ogier here and now, however elsewhere. In this way, like Echo, Ogier is able to inhabit her own language, indeed, her own body, through a logic of haunting made possible by cinema. And if Echo can possess another’s speech, and if one plays oneself in a film, as Derrida says, then isn’t it also the case that one can possess one’s own speech as another’s? That is, not only can I allow another to speak on my behalf, to speak for me and through me, but I can also speak in the voice of another. I can use the other’s speech as my own, as my medium. The two vectors of phonic dispossession are the same. This may be Derrida’s claim when he says in Ghost Dance, “Therefore, if I am a ghost, but believe I am speaking with my own voice—it’s precisely because I believe it’s my own voice that I allow it to be taken over by another’s voice, not just any other voice, but that of my own ghosts—then ghosts do exist.” My speech, the speech that I mouth, is mine only to the extent that I believe it is mine, even if it is (as is the case with all language) always first another’s. But the film scene puts this condition on display, turning me into a phantom destined, like Echo, to speak another’s language.

      The trope of belief returns in Derrida’s interview (always interviews) on cinema. In “Cinema and Its Ghosts,” Derrida underscores the unique mode of “believing” particular to cinema. He says, “If I were to write about film, what would interest me above all is its mode and system of ‘belief.’ There is an altogether singular mode of believing in cinema: a century ago, an unprecedented experience of belief was invented.”11 A belief in ghosts, perhaps, enabled by a new technique, cinema. This machine allows one to believe another’s image, another’s voice, to be one’s own, as an image and voice proper to oneself, but also as one, image and voice. This is a psychic apparatus that fuses image and voice into one. This is the singularity of cinema: not that it projects images and sounds as if live but that it brings the image and sound together, into an impossible metonymy of the subject, of myself. “The risk of cinema,” says Timothy Holland, reading Derrida’s invocation of cinema and belief, “is therefore believing it not to be cinema; one runs the risk of cinematic disbelief.”12

      And it is in this unity that cinema believes and makes believers of its spectators. The belief that cinema inspires is not of the unique being (of any individual’s singularity), of the propriety of one’s own image, nor of the exchangeability of the body and its reflection on film; all of this belongs to the belief system of photography. The belief that cinema invokes concerns the essential unity of the body itself: cinema exposes the originary disunity of the body, its disorganization, which the film phantom reverses. Only in reflection does the body come into its own, elsewhere. Cinema restores my true self, (to) you. It opens a passage to the other through narcissism.

      Cinema is not only the passage, the medium through which I arrive; it is itself also the site of the apparition. It is where the ghosts are and is itself ghost. An apparatus for seeing and hearing apparitions, for manufacturing appearances. This distinction is crucial, for apparitions are phenomenal: they must appear and be perceived to exist. What renders their phenomenality singular is that they are the appearance or reappearance of what has once disappeared; they are images of what no longer exists. In this sense, they are also time-images. Their phenomenology requires mediation: a spiritual or technological medium renders them audible, visible. Mediation makes their disappearance visible as appearance, as apparition. Cinema’s phantom-machine repeats, as it were, a similar apparatus that Freud locates in the formation of all egos, an apparatus he calls narcissism.

    

  
    
      On the Disappearance of Narcissus and the Reappearance of Narcissism

      In his brief intervention on narcissism, marked in advance as a prefatory inscription, “On Narcissism: An Introduction,” Freud attributes a primary narcissism to all human beings. This narcissism—more accurately an auto-eroticism in which the infant takes itself and its “mother,” which it sees as an extension of itself, as an object of desire—serves as the point of origin for the appearance of the ego, which is formed in the process of experiencing, renouncing, and then reconstituting the ego-libido as an energy that alternately takes itself, then an other or others as its ego-object. These ego-objects forge for the emerging subject an ego-ideal. Primary narcissism, says Freud, which takes place in the nascent psyche of an infant, becomes the basis for all initial and subsequent cathexes of the ego-libido. The “auto-erotic instinct” in infants turned away from itself and outward makes possible the necessary differentiation for the creation of the ego. Freud says, “A unity comparable to the ego cannot exist in the individual from the start; the ego has to be developed. The auto-erotic instincts, however, are there from the very first.”1 The appearance of the ego, understood in Freud’s idiom as a “unity,” emerges from the fragmented and fragmenting desire of the ego-libido, which does not distinguish at first between itself and another (an eternal object or ego-object) in the pursuit of its desire. All objects of desire are initially interchangeable, including myself. In a sea of desire, I am only one destination among others, indistinguishable although unique, like you. I am like you. In the auto-erotic sea of primary narcissism, I take me for you, and experience me as you, and vice versa.

      The developing ego is eventually forced outside of its auto-erotic solipsism by the intervention of exterior (as well as ultimately interior) forces that demand an exchange of myself for external erotic-objects and the construction of an ego-ideal. My desire is now directed toward an other, mediated by an ego-ideal that is formed as the projection of a lost (abandoned) self. The ego appears as an effect of expression. These two elements—external objects and an ideal—establish the presence of an ego, facilitating the appearance of a self in the constitution of an ego reflected both in others and in an ideal. Primary narcissism, says Freud, is repressed (it never entirely disappears), and the force of the subject’s dislocation relocates the ego elsewhere: the ego appears in the world as an effect of its expulsion.

      In turning the libidinal energy outward, an ego appears in relief; it appears as the difference between a self now constituted in opposition to the outside world and an idealized projection, the ego-ideal or imago. The ego appears in the renunciation of auto-eroticism and the extension of desire outside, elsewhere. The newly formed ego replaces the formless object of a self not yet visible, what in the Lacanian idiom is called “imaginary.” With the appearance of the ego, formlessness disappears; it is transformed, one might say, from the imaginary into an image.

      Secondary narcissism, according to Freud, occurs when the subject withdraws her cathexis from external objects and redirects them, once again, toward the self. “The libido that has been withdrawn from the external world,” he says, “has been directed to the ego and thus gives rise to an attitude which may be called narcissism.”2 Narcissism is defined as the resumption of auto-erotic impulses, which, Freud says, are originary in the individual but precede the existence of an ego. But what happens to the ego once it withdraws from the world, because it its very constitution depends on its presence in the world, on its worldly cathexes and general exteriority? Does it linger in the outside as a trace, even after it has disappeared? And what of the ego that returns to the site of its auto-erotic origins: does it remain an ego proper, because it was, strictly speaking, never present to begin with in that state? Does it reappear, or is it once again dissembled into a formless pre-ego once it reenters the auto-erotic economy?

      One discovers in Freud’s account two separate accounts of the ego’s appearance and disappearance—an allegory of the ego, one is tempted to say. In one scenario, the ego forms in the world, which rescues the unformed subject from a perpetual auto-eroticism and makes possible its transformation into an ego. An ego can only exist in relation to the world, by investing in the world but also by entering into an economy of difference that distinguishes one ego from another, mine from yours. Secondary narcissism interrupts the ego’s trajectory and causes it to regress, returning to the place where it no longer is and never was. A virtual and phantom ego, revenant. But a second possibility also emerges in Freud’s account of the ego’s narcissistic retreat. In the narcissistic withdrawal of the ego from the world, a (secondary or second) self appears within the auto-erotic realm. The return to auto-eroticism installs “you” in place of “me,” a second person that takes place in but also takes the place of a first person, without eliminating the specter of a first person. By withdrawing from the world, another, phantom subject emerges as a kind of island, an isle, or “île/il(e)” as Derrida says—an isolated self or himself defined in contrast to the otherness of worlds.3 The narcissistic subject is defined not in distinction to a world of differences but rather in distinction to the world as such. Secondary narcissism marks both the appearance and disappearance of the subject, of the ego, from the field of representation.

      You are born/e in me; and in this instant, I vanish from the world in which I had been visible. This reversal or return generates a second set of appearances and disappearances and, with it, another realm of images or of imagined appearances. A self that had never existed in the first place returns like a revenant to the site of its origin. It takes place, this imaginary ego, for the first time in its return. This self now appears as the object of the ego’s desire, establishing the self not merely within a field of formless auto-erotic impulses but as a libidinal destination, a second person, “you.” The creation of a second person, or rather the designation of the self as a second person, you, establishes, according to Freud, “an attitude which may be called narcissism.”

      On first glance, the withdrawal of the libido from the world, the renunciation of the exteriorized ego-ideal, and the resumption of auto-erotic cathexes would appear to be the sign of a disorder. The ego has collapsed and returned to a state of undifferentiated formlessness (chaos). But as with virtually every pathology in Freud, a second, contradictory narrative appears to be at work throughout his intervention, one that questions the perverse designation of narcissism.

      The second ego, constituted both as subject and object (a subjectivity defined by taking itself as object and an objectivity established by the investment of itself as subject), is a surplus ego, formed apart from the world. It takes the place of a world-subject or ego and opens onto a secondary, surplus cosmos. It doesn’t necessarily replace the world-ego but forms in addition to it as supplement, in the sense that Derrida uses this term. In this second order, the ego takes the form of an image, not only a figure that appears and disappears (in and out of the world) but a figure for the surplus economy of appearing and disappearing. The very economy of narcissism is founded on a perpetual state of appearing and disappearing, of reappearing and withdrawing, as both apparition and disapparition.

      On the surface, Freud’s argument seems clear enough: primary narcissism is an originary condition shared by all subjects, a developmental stage that makes possible the formation of the ego. The eventual renunciation (or repression) of auto-erotic desire is necessary for the appearance of the ego. One gives way to the other. Turned outward, the ego is defined by its exteriority and idealism. Narcissism, a disorder (chaos) or pathology, occurs when the ego withdraws, for whatever reason, from the “external world,” erasing itself from the world and reappearing as the subject of its auto-erotic cathexes. This breach in the life of the ego, its departure from the ostensibly normative journey of the ego outward into the world, signals the advent of narcissism, the appearance of a secondarily primary narcissism and the coincident disappearance of the ego—of the self and subject—from the world. In narcissism, the ego disappears from the world and reappears in the imaginary realm of an invisible interiority. But Freud undermines this account from the beginning (and in the end) by suggesting that the eventual return of the ego to its pre-egoical state might be overdetermined and might have been the proper destination of the ego all along, anticipated from the start. (This would be consistent with his theses on repression, which are never true erasures.)

      What if the ego’s return to auto-eroticism were not the collapse of an order but rather its fulfillment? What if the ego’s true appearance takes place in secondary narcissism, and the world-ego is only a transition en route to this terminal? If so, then secondary narcissism, what is typically called without modification “narcissism,” may be predetermined from the start; the repression of primary narcissism might already anticipate the eventual, perhaps inevitable return of the ego to the site of its origin. “Narcissism in this sense,” says Freud, “would not be a perversion, but the libidinal complement to the egoism of the instinct of self-preservation, a measure of which may justifiably be attributed to every living creature.”4 The point of departure from which the ego appears may then also be its destination, driven by “the instinct of self-preservation.”

      What happens in this scenario to the abandoned world-ego? Does it disappear or remain in the world as the shadow of an ego now fully activated within an auto-erotic economy? What if both egos exist simultaneously?

      If, as Freud suggests, the withdrawal of the ego into an imaginary cosmos, an image of cosmic undifferentation, is not a “perversion” (neither a turn nor a return but rather an arrival), then the auto-erotic impulses that define the preexistence of the ego, and that disappear (or recede into a deep sea of repression) on the occasion of the ego’s emergence into the world, could be said to serve not only as the imaginary foundation for the ego and its cathexes but also as the opening to a cosmos that welcomes the ego back. It is in this reversal that the ego could be said to arrive properly. And the world-ego, then, would be the revenant, the phantom ego, suspended in transit, dispersed between the others and an ideal that sustains them, it. In a manner not uncommon in Freud’s rhetoric (in which he seems to be arguing against himself or undermining the terms of his own apparent discourse), Freud suggests as much.

      Narcissism is not necessarily a perversion, an inversion or reversion, he says. In contrast to “paraphrenia” (paranoia-schizophrenia), which maintains in phantasy its libidinal cathexes to external objects, narcissism redirects the libido back to an originary object that becomes one on the occasion of its recathexis. (Not exactly a recathexis, because the primary cathexis is never lost, only repressed, according to Freud.) Where there was once no ego, one now appears. And this surplus ego comprises at once a subject that loves and an object that is loved; it is, for Freud, “a happy love.” Freud says, “The return of the object-libido to the ego and its transformation into narcissism represents, as it were, a happy love once more; and on the other hand, it is also true that a real happy love corresponds to the primal condition in which object-libido and ego-libido cannot be distinguished.”5 In narcissism, the love for oneself and the love for another occur at once, indistinguishably. One is at once in love and loved, one plus one, you and me, together again, at last. No longer a disorder (neither chaos nor pathology), narcissism constitutes another order (cosmos) in which the ego is both the subject and the object of desire, consummating a “real happy love.” “Being in love,” says Freud, “consists in a flowing-over of ego-libido on to the object.”6 Real surplus love.

      In place of the substitute object and the virtual idealization of desire, an actual object of desire appears: me. Or rather, a second me, which I call “you,” and which enables a “real happy love.” Freud’s “real happy love” creates an unexpected passage back to the narrative from which narcissism derives its name: the myth of Echo and Narcissus.

      If Echo learns to inhabit the language of another and make it her own, then Narcissus similarly releases his subjectivity from his body’s spectrality; he separates himself from his image and becomes a spectator to his own spectacle, to the spectacle he becomes. He comes to inhabit the spectacle as a specter. The image he sees is a shade, and his fixation on it will eventually turn him also into a shadow, as if the phantom-effect were contagious. From Ovid, Narcissus “fell in love with an insubstantial hope, mistaking a mere shadow for a real body.”7 Narcissus’s transaction with his shadow, his exchange, takes place along an eye-line that leads to the point of contact between Narcissus’s two bodies. “Spellbound, he remained there motionless, with fixed gaze.”8

      In this state of transfixion, Narcissus is not yet a ghost because he does not recognize the image as his own; unlike Echo, who throws her restricted voice into the speech of others, using another’s language as a vehicle for her own, Narcissus is in love with an image he takes to be another. “Poor foolish boy,” says Ovid, “why vainly grasp at the fleeting image that eludes you? The thing you are seeing does not exist: only turn aside and you will lose what you love. What you see is but the shadow cast by your reflection; in itself it is nothing. It comes with you, and lasts while you are there; it will go when you go, if go you can.”9 Narcissus’s absolute fixation with his reflection, which he fails to recognize as himself, but also as a reflection, assures his immobility, his inability to “turn aside.” Not only does Narcissus mistake himself, his image, for another, he also mistakes an image for the body, a representation for the flesh. This is already the precondition for cinema, the phantom-effect that Derrida describes.

      Narcissus’s confusion, not only of himself for another but of the moving image for a body, establishes the condition of possibility for the advent of cinema; for the image reflected in the water is a moving image that moves in consort with Narcissus. “Water,” says Gilles Deleuze, “is the most perfect environment in which movement can be extracted from the thing moved, or mobility from movement itself.”10 Water makes movement as such visible by extracting it from bodies, and from movement, mobility itself. Water for Deleuze is the medium that makes visible movement as such, mobility distilled to its essence. If Narcissus is not, along with Echo, a figure for the advent of cinema, of kinematography, he is certainly a figure for cinematic identification, the originary attachment to movement itself—animation.

      Absorbed by the moving image, Narcissus nonetheless does not die in a state of misrecognition. Ovid suggests that near the end, perhaps what precipitates it is Narcissus’s realization that he has mistaken himself for another, but perhaps more significantly, that he has fallen in love with a moving image:

      
        When I stretch out my arms to you, you stretch yours towards me in return: you laugh when I do, and often I have marked your tears when you are weeping. You answer my signs with nods, and, as far as I can guess from the movement of your lovely lips, reply to me in words that never reach my ears.11

      

      Narcissus’s tears enter the water that holds his image, creating between his own body and the other’s a common medium, liquid. His tears turn his body into the same substance that holds the object of his love, like Alice nearly drowning in her own tears. The medium that reflects Narcissus so perfectly is a water mirror, which both facilitates and prevents sight. A mirror of tears. Ozawa Kyoko says, “Narcissus’s mirror is a water mirror that can provide a flat serene reflective surface, but can also become an undulating, semi-transparent veil.” It is thus the surface that both facilitates and prevents visuality. “Eyes,” she continues, “can also become water mirrors.”12 The water in which Narcissus sees his own reflection is already there in his eyes; his tears are already the ground that supports his image. And the water in which his image is reflected can be seen as an extension of his tears. His tears are his eye-lines; they flow from his eyes to the mirror and constitute it as an extension of his body. Narcissus’s body is attached to his image through the fluid mirrors that form within and around his body. These mirrors reflect him clearly but also veil his eyes. Of tears and their relation to eyes, Derrida says, “Deep down, deep down inside, the eye would be destined not to see but to weep. For at the very moment they veil sight, tears would unveil what is proper to the eye …—that tears and not sight are the essence of the eye.”13 Narcissus is blind not because he sees only himself in reflection but because his eyes are filled with tears. A tearing Narcissism, torn.

      It is in and through these tears that Narcissus produces a form of tearful torn visuality. He sees what he has not previously seen but sees also that he has not seen: he sees in the moment of self-discovery his own blindness. Regarding Oedipus, another Greek figure who misrecognizes himself until too late, Derrida imagines a line between Oedipus’s tears (his torn eyes) and blindness; “the blind man weeps,” says Derrida, “for a tangible light, a light caressed, a caressing sun.”14 An embodied light induced by this blind exile’s tears. A tangible light that glows in the image of an other. Through his tears, Narcissus discovers the other; but in the other’s tears, he discovers his own desire, which leads to the moment of recognition:

      
        Alas! I am myself the boy I see. I know it: my own reflection does not deceive me. I am on fire with love for my own self. It is I who kindle the flames which I must endure. What should I do? Woo or be wooed. But what then shall I seek by my wooing? What I desire, I have. My very plenty makes me poor. How I wish I could separate myself from my body!15

      

      Narcissus’s wish is the desire to separate himself from his image and to love himself from a distance: to love himself as if he were another. As if he were you. Which is to say, to both love as another and be loved by another. A real, happy love. It is the advent of oneself as a phantom second person without reflection. In this instant, Narcissus confers life to the image, like Dorian Gray, transferring his life to his image. “I could wish that the object of my love might outlive me.”16 Narcissus gives life to the image; Narcissus gives his life to the image, conferring on the image survival. Tearing free from narcissism, he falls instead into a deep and narcotic cinephilia.

      And in this moment, Narcissus becomes narcissistic, Narcissus-like, and perhaps in the end a true narcissist. By engendering his image, Narcissus collapses forever the distinction between the self and its image, appearances and disappearances, appearing and disappearing, you and me. He is joined in this moment with Echo, who has, according to Bachelard, always been him: “Echo is always with Narcissus. She is he. She has his voice. She has his face. He does not hear her in a loud shout. He hears her in a murmur.”17 Without the capacity to articulate difference, they become one, Echo and Narcissus. It is not himself that Narcissus sees in reflection but rather her, you. There is no reflection in the water, only cinema. Cinema here takes place in the water.

      The myth of Echo and Narcissus, of voice and image, of expropriation and return, allows Derrida to move closer to a theory of cinema articulated without the use of its proper name. For the cinema that Derrida imagines is articulated in echophony and without proper names. At work in this theory of cinema is the disappearance of the proper name, the secret signifier of the unique being. Any theory of cinema must address this disappearance and its after-images. Derrida’s is a work of mourning not only for those lost in life and preserved on film, nor for a lost cinema, but also for the process of returning that is the work both of mourning and of cinema.18 (Of another film in which he appears, Safaa Fathy’s Derrida, d’ailleurs [1999], he says, “It’s a film about mourning [the death of cats, the death of my mother], and it’s a film in mourning for itself.”)19 What returns in the myth of Echo and Narcissus is the gesture of turning—Narcissus’s inability to “turn aside,” a gesture that would release him from his fixation—as a secondary gesture that turns the subject into an object by returning it to an essential site of proper objectivity. Turning and returning define the metamorphoses and phantom returns that make cinema possible.

      Derrida links the turn and return of the self to Echo and Narcissus and the arrival of another yet to come. He says, “If I seem to be insisting a bit too much on these Metamorphoses, it is because everything in this famous scene turns around a call to come [à venir]. And because at the intersection of repetition and the unforeseeable, in the place where, each time anew, by turns [tour à tour] and each time once and for all, one does not see coming what remains to come, the to-come turns out to be the most insistent theme of this book.”20 “At the intersection of repetition and the unforeseeable,” of what has already been and continues to be over and over, and still what is to yet come and is unforeseeable, is metamorphosis, the transformation of oneself into another, into the other that one calls forth. Turning toward and turning into another. The story of Echo and Narcissus, says Derrida, turns around a call to come. “‘Veni!’ says Narcissus; ‘Come!’ ‘Come!’ answers Echo. Of herself and on her own. We all know what comes next.”21 It is the invitation that brings to each the other, each other in the form of a second person. What comes becomes.

      The trope of the turn and return, of turning and returning, provides the title of Derrida’s book with Safaa Fathy, Tourner les mots, their reflective collaboration on the film they made together. Derrida explains the title:

      
        “Tourner les mots” means to avoid words, to go around them, allow the cinematic to resist the authority of discourse; at the same time, it was a matter of turning words, that is, of finding sentences that were not sentences for interviews, courses, lectures, sentences already favorable for a cinematic frame; finally one has to hear “tourner,” one has to understand how to “tourner” in the sense of shooting or filming words. And how to film words that become images which are inseparable from the body, not only from the body of the one who says them, but from the body, from the iconic ensemble, and which nevertheless remain words, with their sonority, tone, tempo of words?22

      

      Words become “images which are inseparable from the body,” which are in turn like the incorporations Freud describes, surplus words. The cinema provides a technics that turns life into images and sounds (into gestures and movement, colors and light, speech and noise, and much more) but also—at the same time—a technē that returns life to life and brings back the phantoms to the place where they can once again take place in the present. To return the “now” to its proper place in the future, a place from which one will have said, and will always have said, “now.” Only elsewhere, in cinema, will such presence have been possible.

      Both Echo and Narcissus are figures for desire expressed in the sounds and images of another, each other. Not only a desire for and of the other but in the other: the other’s desire channeled as if one’s own. The dialectic of desire in the myth of Echo and Narcissus is not the resolution of time and space, life and death, voice and image, disunity and order, and sexual difference but rather the recognition of the irreducible alterity of a subjectivity found in you. A subjectivity I find in you, my subjectivity lost and found (regained and redeemed) in you. This is the logic of a narcissism that exceeds the closed economy of a blinding and deafening subjectivity. I see and hear and, in turn, am seen and heard, always in reflection, in response, and in the language of another, your language. It is in you, before you, that I discover myself, that I recover myself. “The sameness of myself is derived from the other, as if it were second to the other,” says Derrida, retracing Levinas.23 I arrive in turns and returns, reflection and echo, through a mediation that summons a phantom subject in my place. I turn and return to you, and then turn into you. “Here,” says Derrida in Ghost Dance, “the phantom is me.” Both Echo and Narcissus perform this turn, building a site of radical subjectivity as the originary embodiments (and disembodiments) of cinema. Echopoiesis allows me to be myself as you, to express myself in your language without renunciation. And my narcissism adrift leads me to you and to the discovery in reflection and without foreclosure of absolute otherness, absolute exteriority, and absolute desire. Such economies of turning and returning realize cinema.

      In the end, at the end of sexual difference, of difference as such, is me. I am borne in the interstice, as a surplus of the operation, plus. I survive life in the form of another, in another’s form—image and voice—in you. I become in cinema a second person. In you, I am resolved, not as a science of the unique being nor as the proper name that I sign and assign to myself, but as the virtual singularity born of difference; montage without synthesis. Neither achieved nor negated, montage is suspended. Neither Echo nor Narcissus (nor some phantasmatic synthesis of the two), neither female voice nor male image, but a necessity that envelops both and binds them together in the plus sign. Derrida is himself, such a plus, the medium that embodies both Echo and Narcissus. Reflecting on his presence on film, he says, “I am acting as both Narcissus and Echo at one and the same time.” In the middle, mediating between Echo and Narcissus, voice and image, voices and images that are not his own (nor theirs), Derrida is between Echo and Narcissus, their medium. Echo plus Narcissus.

      Derrida’s film theory articulates a medium specificity not in the sense of a formal or technical infrastructure (Clement Greenberg, Rosalind Krauss) but rather in the sense of the specific place of the medium in the middle, as a plus, a spiritual medium whose task it is to enable through eye-lines and echophony the radical transition of one to another. His is the specificity of a medium that channels. In this scenario, Derrida is himself the medium, a figure that intervenes but is also marked by the intervention: by the specific aspecificity of that which comes in-between, the medium. It is the place (always elsewhere but in the middle) in which the subject appears at the moment it recedes, the place where phantom subjectivity takes shape. In transit, in the interstice, the place that Derrida has already, long ago, designated for the trace of subjectivity. It is cinema. And in this sense, Derrida has always been thinking about cinema in one form or another, calling it by its secret, and middle, name. “Cinematic perception,” he says, “has no equivalent.”24 Neither the first nor last word on cinema, his is the medium word. An echo, response, whispered in the image and language always of another. An end of cinema discovered in the middle, Derrida’s “science of phantoms” takes place in the “plus” between cinema and psychoanalysis.

      Cinema provides in Derrida’s thought a way out of the restricted economy of narcissistic subjectivity. It sets narcissism adrift, releasing it into the world, into a general economy of desire, as surplus narcissism or narcissism unbound. And although narcissism assumes an ineluctable singularity—me—there are in truth multiple narcissisms, according to Derrida. He says,

      
        Narcissism! There is not narcissism and non-narcissism; there are narcissisms that are more or less comprehensive, generous, open, extended. What is called non-narcissism is in general but the economy of a much more welcoming, hospitable narcissism, one that is much more open to the experience of the other as other.25

      

      According to Derrida’s logic, there is no condition outside of narcissism. Even nonnarcissism, or its antithesis, represents a more “welcoming, hospitable” form of narcissism, “one that is much more open to the experience of the other as other.” This other narcissism does not foreclose an encounter with another, with the other—with you—but welcomes this encounter. This is perhaps what Bachelard calls “cosmic narcissism”: “the cosmos,” he says, “is … clearly touched by narcissism.”26

      In his homage to Hélène Cixous, Derrida develops further his view of a narcissism that exceeds itself, a surplus narcissism that reaches the absolute limit of narcissism in the encounter with an other. This is because there is no outside of narcissism, no beyond: “Narcissism has no contrary, no other side, no beyond,” says Derrida, “and love for the other, respect for the other, self-denial in favor of the other do not interrupt any narcissistic movement.”27 In other words, at the limits of narcissism, at its end, is already a surplus narcissism in which the other appears. An image of the other, an echo.

      So why call it narcissism?

      Because narcissism provides the only way out of narcissism: an “infinite increase” sets narcissism adrift and takes me out of an endless circularity that returns always to me. Narcissism adrift leads me to you, to a turn or return outside the restricted economies of subjectivity. “To arrive, by drifting,” says Catherine Malabou, “in a foreign place: such is the order that renders possible the unveiling of the other.”28 Narcissism adrift derives from the other, arrives elsewhere, and takes place in you. Without return. It is, in Derrida’s idiom, “a gift,” a gesture that demands no reciprocity. Of giving oneself over to another’s look, Derrida says, “This is an experience of the gift of what cannot return to me.”

      
        Obviously, an infinite increase of narcissism cannot be absent—or in any case cannot be theoretically determinable as absent—in this gift and in this heteronomy: look at me, here is my image, this is my body, etc. But at the same time, this narcissism gives to the extent that this does not return to it, or to the extent that it is lost. It is lost because it gives (the sign of) a look that it cannot see. At that point narcissism is somehow interrupted or obligatorily drawn into an infinite increase in which the distinction between renunciation and the promised reappropriation becomes undecidable.29

      

      Narcissism raised to an “infinite increase,” set adrift, allows for a turn and return to a limit beyond myself. This “welcoming, hospitable” narcissism takes place in the gesture of giving the image over to another, to you—of giving myself over to your look. In this gesture of trust, “the distinction between renunciation and the promised reappropriation becomes undecidable.” I am constituted here in your eyes, in your eye-line, by you.

      Without narcissism, without an initial loss of self in the image of oneself, and without the reappropriation of this lost self as the recognition of difference—différance—there can be no genuine realization of the other in relation to myself. Not the reappropriation of the other as myself but the recognition of an irreducible otherness within me already. Difference apart. Derrida says,

      
        I believe that without a movement of narcissistic reappropriation, the relation to the other would be absolutely destroyed, it would be destroyed in advance. The relation to the other—even if it remains asymmetrical, open, without possible reappropriation—must trace a movement of reappropriation in the image of oneself for love to be possible. Love is narcissistic.30

      

      Without narcissism, says Derrida, love is not possible; “love is narcissistic.” And elsewhere, “narcissism is the elementary condition for love.”31 With regard to the other, the love of whom narcissism makes possible, Derrida says,

      
        It is my own interest, the interest of my life, of the heart of the other in me, that makes me responsible both for the other and before the other who is in front of me before me [devant moi avant moi]. Even when the other is beside me, or right up against me, or close to me, the other is first of all in front of me before me in me. And as I am in front of him, or her, he or she is also behind me, invisibly.32

      

      “In front of me before me in me.” The “welcoming, hospitable” narcissism adrift makes love possible, leaving me open to the other, and to you. Love appears in the plus surplus between renunciation and reappropriation. Derrida extends this logic in On Touching to a shared self-love: “It is necessary to love oneself, each other [il faut s’aimer], says every ‘I love you,’ and without this (impossible) auto-affection, without the reflected experience of impossible auto-affection, without the ordeal of the possibility of this impossibility, there would be no love. It is necessary for us to love ourselves—each—other: ‘il faut s’aimer.’”33 To love each, says Derrida, we must love ourselves, a shared narcissism or auto-affection that returns to the other, to another self constituted in a self-reflexive second person, “you.”

      “Beyond that,” Derrida says, “there are little narcissisms, there are big narcissisms, and there is death in the end, which is the limit.”34 Cinema is the narcissism that extends beyond this limit, the survival of all the little and big narcissisms that lead me to you. In the plus surplus of life, connected by the eye-lines that traverse space and time, I discover you. At the limit of life, love, language, and world, I find you. There before me, and therefore you. And in this discovery, I return to life. In a fashion unique to cinema, all of the impossible unities and singularities are achieved there, in echopoiesis and narcissism adrift. It is Jacques Derrida’s cinema without figure, without distance, without reflection. In this place I see in lieu of reflection, the second person appears avant moi, “in front of me before me in me.” And without difference, I recognize you in and as me.

    

  
    
      Postscript (PS): Exverse

      In his last seminar and near the end of his living discourse, Derrida says, “There is no world, there are only islands.”1 Following a line of thought that relegates animals to a world of poverty (weltarm), Derrida imagines a departure from the world entirely and the rhetoric of entirety, from which particularly human concepts like community and solitude emerge. Against the dialectic of building and poverty in Heidegger’s thought, Derrida’s world gives away to a series of isolated surfaces in the sea. No longer the plenitude of a shared ground but rather an archipelago of solitudes bound together by tides, torrents, and flows. An oceanic force submerges the earth; and passage from one to another, from me to you, is possible only along temporary flows and overflows. Without terra firma, the routes that move between us and that move us take place only on streams of water, as jet streams. Along with a world underwater, all words are vaporized, forming a fluid verbarium and liquid archive. Archive liquefied.

      In this seminar, Derrida turns repeatedly to the possibility that “there is no world.” He says, “Perhaps there is too much world in the world, but who can assure that there is a world? Perhaps there is no world. Not yet and perhaps not since ever and perhaps not ever.”2 Against the apocalyptic tone of such reflections, Derrida proposes the singularity of islands:

      
        The solitude of worlds, the undeniable fact that there is no world, not even a world, not even one and the same world, no world that is one: the world, a world, a world that is one, is what there is not. … This can also mean that there is solitude, the isolation, the insularity of islands that are not even in the world, the same world, or on a world map, that there is no common world, be it a life-world.3

      

      The end of the world, for Derrida, appears not in its destruction but rather in the realization that there is no world but only islands. A series of singularities, an archipelago of subjectivities in lieu of a subject. The “world is a word,” says Derrida, “a life belt on the high seas that we pretend to be leaving.”4

      The world, in Derrida’s formulation, is a singularity at times without definite article, “world.” Following a long history of the usage of world as concept, this world is always a totality in which the subject is sovereign. The world is rendered total by the very force of sovereignty. Islands, by contrast, are irreducibly plural, like animals. They are a plurality formed by a constellation of singularities, of imperfect sovereignties. Such singularities—islands—are neither totalities nor worlds themselves but inversions of an other totality in reflection, the world in reverse and its inverse. They represent the impossibility of worldliness and globalization, and of sovereignty. Rather, islands are topologies, tropes that find their place in reflection, in a relation to somewhere else. Narcissus is such an island, as is Echo. Each island is a unique narcissism—narcissism adrift in a worldless sea. Those islands are bound together only in reflection, in repetition, in reverberation.

      And if there is no world, no totality into which a universe might be projected, then there are also no universes, only a geography formed in the sea, a constellation reflected in the water—a cosmos in reflection, stars like teardrops in reverse. “The reflection in the water,” says Bachelard, “is the first view that the universe has of itself.”5 Islands in the sea, in and under the sky, are like stars falling in the night; they form a universe in reverse, inverse, exstellatio. A blue planet comprising islands, a constellation of singularities without totality or even multiplicity, signals the end of the world. A disaster wrought by stars falling into the sea, reflecting an image of the universe in the ocean’s mirror, Narcissus’s reflection: face-to-face, universe to universe, versus, no universes, only verses, reverses, and inverses.

      The end of the world, its threshold by the water’s edge, is brought about by falling stars, by disaster. A disaster without violence and catastrophe without fatality, this constellation in the sea reflects a secret, fluid passage between finitudes. A departure, apostasy. Falling stars (disaster) spiraling downward (catastrophe) re-form in the sea as islands without world, an exverse: a poetics without world, outside of language, but also of the outside. A poiesis without poetics. No longer a poetics because no longer bound to the world or to world building (poiesis), exverses are disaster’s lyric, its apoiesis. In the end, not even a reflection remains.

      In the exverse, worldlessness and wordlessness are one, bound by the faint sound of a single letter, a line, lowercase l. Without world and without word, solitude is undone in the nonreflective space of an exverse. Without reflection. If, as some believe, Earth and its moon were formed in the collision between two planets, Earth and Theia, in which Earth absorbed the rogue planet Theia, then Earth is formed in the incorporation of a foreign body. At the very heart of its corpus, Earth is two; an alien body at its core. Earth’s elements, its surfaces and atmospheres, are from the beginning not one but two. Another world absorbed in this one and reflected across its surfaces. In and through this world that other one reverberates. Versus, verses: a planetary revenant returns in the form of an echopoetics, reverse (reversibility). These verses are Echo’s song, her response to the lost universes that resonate in Narcissus’s image without reflection. And in every return, an anniverse. Together, between Echo’s poiesis and Narcissus’s drift, islands are brought out of isolation, neither merged nor submerged, neither world building (weltbildend) nor worldless (weltlos), these islands in the sea are otherworldly, unfolding in other words: they are the place where I am you, and vice versa.
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