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Аннотация
Throughout Pascal Quignard�s distinguished literary career, music has been a recurring obsession. As a musician he organized the International Festival of Baroque Opera and Theatre at Versailles in the early 1990s, and thus was instrumental in the rediscovery of much forgotten classical music. Yet in 1994 he abruptly renounced all musical activities. The Hatred of Music is Quignard�s masterful exploration of the power of music and what history reveals about the dangers it poses.
From prehistoric chants to challenging contemporary compositions, Quignard reflects on music of all kinds and eras. He draws on vast cultural knowledge � the Bible, Greek mythology, early modern history, modern philosophy, the Holocaust, and more � to develop ten accessible treatises on music. In each of these small masterpieces the author exposes music�s potential to manipulate, to mesmerize, to domesticate. Especially disturbing is his scrutiny of the role music played in the concentration camps of Nazi Germany. Quignard�s provocative book takes on particular relevance today, as we find ourselves surrounded by music as never before in history.


Pascal Quignard
The Hatred of Music


First Treatise. THE TEARS OF SAINT PETER

We wrap in cloth an extremely injured and infantile acoustic nudity, which remains without expression deep within us. This cloth is of three kinds: cantatas, sonatas, poems.
That which sings, that which sounds, that which speaks.
With the help of this cloth, just as we try to keep most of the noises of our body from the ears of others, we keep from our own ears certain more ancient sounds and groans.
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Mousik��says a verse by Hesiod � pours small libations of oblivion on sorrow. Sorrow is to the soul in which memories build up what dregs are to the amphora filled with wine. All we can wish for is that they settle. In ancient Greece, the mousa of mousik� was named Erato. She was a prophetess of Pan, the god of panic, traveling in a state of trance under the effect of drink and the consumption of human flesh. Shamans were inspired by animals, priests by immolated humans, bards by the muses. Always victims. Works, however modern they pretend to be, are always more untimely than the times that welcome or reject them. They are always inspired by �panickeas.�1 Panickeas, accompanied by shamanic thyrsi, Pan flutes, and hoarse, mimetic singing, in Latin bacchatio, consisted in putting a young man to death by tearing him apart while still alive and immediately eating him raw. Orpheus is eaten raw. The muse Euterpe brings a flute to her mouth. Aristotle says in his Politics that the mouth and the hands of the muse are occupied exactly like those of a prostitute who, with her lips and fingers, reinflates her client�s physis in order to make it stand below his belly, in such a way that it emits his seed. Works (opera) are not made by free men. All that operates is occupied. The �preoccupation� of sorrow. In French souci.2 The deposit in the amphora: the cadaver, the dead that is peculiar to wine.
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It was Athena who invented the flute. She fashioned the first flute (in Greek aulos, in Latin tibia) to imitate the cries she had heard escape the throat of the gold-winged, boar-tusked snakebirds. Their song fascinated, immobilized, and allowed them to kill in the moment of paralyzing terror. The paralyzing terror is the first moment of omophagic panic. Tibia canere: to make the tibia sing.
Marsyas the Silenos pointed out to Athena that, as she imitated the song of the Gorgon by blowing in her tibiae, her mouth was stretched out, her cheeks swollen, her eyes bulging. Marsyas cried out to Athena:
�Put down the flute. Give up that terrifying song and the mask disarranging your jaws.�
But Athena did not listen to him.
One day, in Phrygia, as the goddess was playing on the bank of a river, she caught sight of her reflection in the water. The image of an occupied mouth frightened her. She immediately threw her flute far into the reeds along the bank. She fled.
Then Marsyas picked up the flute the goddess had abandoned.

[image: ]

I am examining the bonds between music and acoustic suffering.

[image: ]

Terror and music. Mousik� and pavor. I find these words to be inextricably linked � however allogenic and anachronistic they may be in relation to each other. Like the sex and the cloth that covers it.

[image: ]

Cloth is used to bandage a gaping wound, to hide a shameful nudity, to wrap the infant coming out of the maternal night and discovering its voice, letting out its first howl, initiating the rhythm peculiar to the �animal� pulmonation that will be its own until death. The old Roman verb solor diverts from our obsessions. It assuages what weighs on the human heart and sweetens the bitterness that eats away at it. It dulls what painfully lurks there and ceaselessly threatens to rise up, to leap out in anguished and feverish panic. That is why we say in French that the muse �amuses� pain. This is the origin of the word consolatio. When the Roman Empire disintegrated province by province, when the social bond and the religio that united the territories were torn asunder only to be reconstructed according to the will of the Christian party and the barbarians who themselves were Christian � at least Aryan � in the early years of the sixth century, a Roman scholar was imprisoned by order of king Theodoric of the Ostrogoths, first at Calvenzano, later in a tower in Pavia. There, the young scholar, the patrician, the Neo-Platonist, the Porphyrian, the Ammonian Boethius, husband to the great-great-granddaughter of Symmachus, husband forever deprived of his wife�s body, composed De Consolatione Philosophiae. Has philosophia ever been much bolder than this solor of the soul? The book was interrupted by the stroke of an axe, one fall day. It was October 23, 524. His name was Anicius Manlius Torquatus Severinus Boethius. Before his decapitation, in the jail in Pavia, the spirit of the world of the dead, the imago, the �consolatory figure� appeared to him in the form of a woman. I quote Prosa I in the first book of the Consolatio: �As I meditated in silence, as I noted down my silent groan on the tablet with my stylus, I sensed that an immense woman had risen above my head, standing very straight, now young, now old. Her eyes were two flames �� The Conservatory. The Consolatory. Joseph Haydn noted, in the small journals/checkbooks he would bring with him on his travels, that he sought to assuage an old acoustic suffering that originated in Rohrau, on the border between Austria and Hungary, and that dated back to the 1730s: the murmur of the Leitha, the wheelwright�s workshop, the illiterate father, the wood used in wheelwrighting, the familiarity with elm, ash, oak, hornbeam, the shafts, the wheels, and the beams, the blacksmith�s anvil, the jolts of the mallets, the saws and their teeth � in a word, all the pathos of the childhood bond rushed forth into his rhythms. He defended himself by composing. Until the months leading up to his death, months during which these rhythms increasingly buried Haydn at a speed that prevented him not only from transforming them into melodies but even from noting them down. Both everything that cannot be translated into language in order to be retained and nothing that can be hailed by language to be expressed and put to death. The unverbalizable. Haydn said that within him were hammer blows as God heard them, nailing his living hands, hammering his joined, living feet, on a stormy day as he found himself fastened to a cross, at the top of a hill.
We sit in a chair. The tears we dry are very old, more ancient than the identity we invent for ourselves. The tears are, like the woman rising up beside Boethius�s bed, �now young, now old.� Between two expressions: �We listen to music,� �We dry tears similar to those of Saint Peter,� I find the latter formulation to be more accurate. A distant farmyard crowing all of a sudden makes a man standing in the corner of a porch break down in tears, in the early days of the month of April, a few minutes before daybreak bleaches all shadows. The crow of a cock that has since been stuck (probably to mark the memory of these enfevered moments that sounds sanction or even announce by triggering them) atop the steeples of churches in the Christian world.
Vestiges predict the weather, foretell the future.
Certain sounds, certain hums tell what �past� is presently within us.3
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Sei Shōnagon in the year one thousand, in the empress�s palace, in Kyoto, on multiple occasions, in the diary that she rolled up and stuffed inside her wooden pillow as she lay down on her bed, noted down the noises that moved her. The sounds on which she dwelled the most frequently, seemingly without ever having grasped their full meaning, or understood their reasons, because of the solitude and celibacy suffocating her, and which every time brought her the feeling of joy (or the nostalgia for joy, or perhaps the present appealing illusion that characterizes the nostalgia for joy), consisted in the noise of wagons on the dry road, in the summer, at the end of the day, when shadow encroaches on all the visible land of the earth.
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Empress Sadako�s confidante added:
Hearing behind the partition the sound of chopsticks clicking.
Hearing the noise that the handle of the rice wine jar makes as it falls back down.
The faint noise of voices through a partition.

[image: ]

Music is primordially linked to the theme of the �acoustic partition.� The earliest tales make use of this theme of pricking one�s ears, of overhearing confidences, behind the curtain, in the castles of Denmark, behind the wall, in Rome or Lydia, behind the palisade, in Egypt. It is possible that listening to music consists less in distracting the mind from �acoustic suffering� than in struggling to reestablish animal alert. What characterizes harmony is that it resuscitates the acoustic curiosity that is lost as soon as articulated and semantic language spreads within us.
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Apronenia Avitia, in Rome, in the early years of the fifth century, in the letter that begins with the words Paene evenerat ut tecum �, briefly mentions the �enthralling noise of the dice cup� that affects her violently. Then she moves on to something else. There are noises that have �enthralled� themselves in each of us. Although she belonged to the pagan party, she was related through the bonds of gens and patronage to Proba (the Christian patrician who opened the gates of Rome to Alaric�s Gothic armies) and to Paula (Saint Paula). A painting by Claude Lorrain kept in the Prado museum, entitled Embarkation of Saint Paula Romana at Ostia, allows us to imagine Apronenia�s silhouette, beside that of Eustochia, in 385, accompanying Saint Paula to the sea.
The sea is calm. The light spills out of the space of the sky; it tears apart the forms on which it settles by amplifying them. All is silence before the island where the Sirens lie in wait.
The Sirens are Apronenia, Eustochia, Saint Paula.
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In all favorite music there is some ancient sound added to the music itself. A mousik� in the Greek sense is added to the music itself. A sort of �added music� that makes the ground fall away, that immediately takes aim at the cries from which we suffered without our being able to name them, when we could not even see their source. Nonvisual sounds, forever withdrawn from sight, roam within us. Ancient sounds tormented us. We did not yet see. We did not yet breathe. We did not yet scream. We heard.
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In the rarest moments, music could be defined: something less acoustic than the acoustic. Something that binds noise. (In other words: a piece of tied-up sound. A piece of sound whose nostalgia intends to remain in the intelligible. Or this simpler monstrum: a piece of semantic sound devoid of meaning.)
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What constitutes the pavor, the terror, in memories is that childhood is irreparable and that the irreparable part was its amplifying, vigorous, and constructive part. We can only stir up these sediments that are �semantic without meaning,� these asemic semes. We can only make them howl like when we pick at wounds to examine their state. Like when we rip rotting and infecting threads from the pink lips of wounds.
The scar of childhood, like the one that preceded it and that opens up in nocturnal sound, will be a flat electroencephalogram.
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Horace never wrote a single line about his memories of his mother. From Varius, from Messalla, from Maecenas, from Virgil, we know how difficult it was for him to speak. His delivery was fragmented; he butchered the cases. In the Epistle to the Pisos, he wrote:
Segnius irritant animos demissa per aures
Quam quae sunt oculis subjecta fidelibus.
Father Sanadon chose to translate these two verses in the style of a measured and somber maxim:
Ce qui ne frappe que les oreilles fait moins d�impression que ce qui frappe les yeux.
4
Theophrastus asserted on the contrary that the sense that opens most widely the door to passion is acoustical perception. He said that sight, touch, smell, and taste subject the soul to a less violent distress than that caused, through the ears, by �thunder and moans.�
Visible scenes stupefy me and expose me to silence which itself is a song by privation. I have suffered from mutism: a deprived song. A dance: one sways back and forth. Or one�s head turns from one ear to the other. Silence is rhythmic.
But most piercing screams, certain crashes overwhelm me beyond measure, to the point of arrhythmia.
Sounds plunge us into a silence of hearing more torn asunder than the silence of sight which Horace claims however to be the first esthetic tearer.
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Music alone tears asunder.
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Horace also affirms that silence cannot divide itself entirely. Acoustic annihilation cannot reach the end of its division: complete silence. Horace says that even at noon, even at the moment of greatest torpor, in summer, silence �buzzes� on the stagnant riverbanks.
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Our familiarity with light, our familiarity with atmospheric air � these are as old as we are. In our societies, our age is counted not from the moment of conception, but from birth, in the familial, symbolic, linguistic, social, historical order.
Our familiarity with an acoustic world without the capacity for expression in return, without the capacity for apprehension or for verbal reaction, and even the ear of the language into which we will be born, these precede us by several months.
By two to three seasons.
The Acousticals predate our birth. They predate our age. These sounds even predate the sound of the name that we do not yet bear and that we never bear until well after it has resounded around our absence in the air and in the day that do not yet include our face and that are oblivious to our sex.
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Mousik� and pavor.
The pavor nocturnus. Noises, gnawing of field mice, of ants, water dripping from the faucet or from the gutter, breathing in the shadows, mysterious wails, muffled screams, silence that suddenly does not meet the norm of the sound of silence of that place, alarm clock, branches lashing or rain pattering against the roof, cock.
Pavor diurnus. In the sanctuary. In a corridor on Rue S�bastien-Bottin5 for twenty-five years: no one there and still we speak softly. Monklike whispering. Occasional meowing laughter. We are wicker puppets, what the Romans called larva, and the older, ancestral dead pull the strings.
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The living reside more often than they know with the before-living or in the world of the dead.
This was the knowledge of shamans, and this presumption was the foundation of their skill in healing the body: the mania of an ancestor lies in wait for you. A word was pronounced seven generations before your birth.
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Something said in confidence, in a forest, thirty-two years ago.
We were alone among the yellowing leaves and wavering rays of light: she lowered her voice to a faint whisper, deafening my perception, confiding to me her every desire.
I could not understand what she said. I was wrong half the time. Who was she afraid might overhear? A deer? A leaf?
God?
Her lips brushed against my ear.
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Pavor that will not be remitted. Pavor connatural with children playing marbles. They have one knee on the ground. They aim at a marble while on the lookout for something else.
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Permanent lookout for irruption, for arrhythmia, for war, for uprising under the threat of death. Passivity before the intrusion from which nothing protects us. When has night ever been less deep than in the state that precedes birth, which is the third intrusion of life? What man has escaped the death lying in wait for him, ready to pounce, preparing the death rattle?
In what place does the ground cease to open up suddenly beneath our feet?
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Reading in the garden in the heat, the languor, the slowness, the drowsiness that come together in summer.
A lizardling�s foot, as it moves a dead leaf, produces a crash that makes the heart jump.
You are already on your feet, trembling all over, in the burning grass.
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In nature, human languages are the only sounds that are pretentious. (They are the only sounds, in nature, that pretend to give a meaning to this world. They are the only sounds that have the arrogance to pretend to provide those who produce them a meaning in return. A hammering of feet that makes the earth resound: expavescentia, expavantatio, which is the sound of humans who ceaselessly trample the earth, fleeing, terrified, nearness to place.6 Nearness to place, before the Neolithic, was the abyss.)
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The beginning of Fronto�s Principia Historiae:
Vagi palantes nullo itineris destinato fine non ad locum sed ad vesperum contenditur. (Wandering, scattered, their journeys have no goal, they walk, not toward a place, but toward the evening.)
Non ad locum:
not toward a place.
Man�s den is his Occident. The world of the dead, there lies his dwelling, where the sun leads him each day as it dies before him.
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There is a fragment by Pacuvius that formulates what interrupts the plurimillennial hammering march. In 1823, J. B. Lev�e translated it thus: �Ce promontoire dont la pointe s�avance dans la mer.�7
Promontorium cujus lingua in altum projicit.
A lingua8 is that with which a society juts out into nature. Language, strictly speaking, does not extend what is. It exteriorizes. It introduces outside into plenitude. Introducing delay into the immediate: this is music (or memory) and that is why mn�mosyn� and musica are the same. Logos insinuates two into one. Anno Domini 520, the Greek philosopher Damascius, in Athens � before he was expelled from the empire and pushed toward Persia by the Christian edicts � wrote that all logos was the foundation of a kingdom of dissidence in a continuous universe.
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Lingua grows the �outside,� the �afterward,� absence, discontinuity, death, binary division, couple, interval, duel, sex, struggle.
Just as negation in the eyes of the linguist does not subtract anything: it adds to the positive sentence the marks that negate it.

[image: ]

At the beginning of language, all languages acquired sounds whose purpose was to subtract�whose purpose was to excise what was just said, and that must be put forward in order to subtract it.
Thus lingua is a Tarpeian Rock and the flow of words the mass of a crowd pushing a man who falls into the vertical void that separates him from the sea. In the language of the Ancient Greeks the word problema signifies this very escarpment rising above the waves below, on top of which the city sacrifices by pushing a victim over the edge. It is curious � it is almost Fescennine � that promontory, language, problem, death are the same.
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Promonotorium, lingua, problema.
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�Sounds whose purpose is to subtract� define music.
The sounds of music subtract from human language in the same way that they separate from the natural Acoustic.
Sounds of death.
Hermes empties the tortoise, steals a cow and cooks it, cleans the skin, stretches it over the shell emptied of its flesh, then finally attaches it and strings across it seven sheep entrails. He invents the kithara. Then he gives his tortoise-cow-sheep to Apollo.
Syrdon, in the Book of Heroes, finds bodies of his children boiling in the cauldron, strings the veins from the twelve hearts of his dead sons over the bones of the right hand of his eldest. Thus Syrdon invents the first foendyr.
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In the Iliad, the kithara is not a cithara: it is still a bow. And the musician is still Night, that is, nocturnal panic hearing. It is the opening, the first book, verse 43: �Apollo came down from the summits of Olympus. On his shoulder were the silver bow and his tightly closed quiver. Each step he took in his heart�s fury, the arrows resounded on his back. He strode, like the Night (Nukti eoikōs). Apollo positioned himself away from the ships. He shot an arrow. The silver bow emitted a terrifying bark (dein� klagg�). First he hit the mules, then the dogs that run so fast. Finally he pierced the warriors. The funeral pyres burned without end. For nine days the arrows of the God rained down on the army.�
At the other end of the work, at the end of the Odyssey, Ulysses solemnly enters the palace hall. He draws his bow. He prepares to shoot his first arrow, signaling the massacre of the suitors, another sacrifice once more assisted by Apollo the Archer. Book XXII: �Just as a man knowledgeable in the art of the lyre and of singing, having attached to the ends of his instrument a string made of flexible and acoustic entrails, easily tightens it by turning a peg and tunes it, Ulysses, all of a sudden, effortlessly arched his formidable bow. To test the string he opens his right hand. When released, the string sang beautifully (kalon aeise), with a voice (aud�n) like a swallow.�
Once again the lyre comes first. The bow comes second. Ulysses� bow is like a kithara. The archer is like a citharede. The vibration of the bowstring sings a song of death. If Apollo is the quintessential archer, his bow is musical.
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The bow is death from afar: inexplicable death.
More precisely: death as invisible as voice. Vocal cords, lyre string, bowstring are a single string: entrails or nerves of a dead animal that emit the invisible sound that kills from afar. The bowstring is the first song: the song which Homer says is �like the voice of a swallow.� Strings of stringed instruments are strings-of-the-death-lyre.
The lyre and the cithara are ancient bows that fire songs at the god (arrows at the animal). The metaphor Homer uses in the Odyssey is harder to understand than the one he presents in the Iliad, but it is perhaps indexical: it purports that the bow is derived from the lyre. Apollo is still the archer hero. It is not certain that the bow was invented before stringed instruments.
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Sound, language are heard and not touched or seen. When song touches, 1. it transfixes, 2. it kills.
Gods are not seen but heard: in thunder, in torrents, in clouds, in the sea. They are like voices. The bow is endowed with a form of speech, in distance, invisibility, and air. The voice is initially that of the string that vibrates before the instrument is divided and arranged into music, hunting and war.
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The prey that falls is to the sound of the bowstring what lightning is to the sound of thunder.
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The Rigveda says that the bow carries death in the taut string that sings like mothers carry their sons in their womb.
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A language.
First, a promontory. Then, a problem.
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The tenth hymn of the Rigveda defines humans as being those who, unknowingly, have hearing as their ground.
Human societies have their language as their habitat. They are not sheltered by seas, caves, mountain peaks, or deep forests but by the voice they exchange among themselves and its strange accents. And all acts of trade and rites are performed inside this acoustic marvel, invisible and without distance, which everyone obeys.
What allows humans to hear and understand one another can hear and understand in turn.
Thus archers become Vac, Logos, Verbum.

[image: ]

When Greek words became Roman, when Latin words became French, their meaning changed more than the face of the sailors and the traders who brought them. Than the face of the legionnaires who shouted them. Faces of the court of Augustus, of the court of Charlemagne, those surrounding Madame de Maintenon nestling in her damask niche, those that Madame Juliette R�camier receives in her salon on Rue Basse-du-Rempart. Words changed. The beards and the ruffs a bit as well. But one can imagine the same faces.
Eternal sexes.
The same gaze upon nothing, at the bottom of which desire throws off the same terrible glare, and which the ever constant progression of aging similarly torments, the fear of suffering�s intolerable passivity, the unverbalizable certainty of death in its moan and in its cry, in its last breath.
I see the same faces. I sense the identical, inadequate, frightened, comical naked bodies through the cloth that covers them. But I hear accents and words that I have trouble grasping.
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I ceaselessly devote all my attention to the sounds that I have trouble grasping.
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Tr�ō and terrere. Tr�mō and tremere.
Lips that tremble from cold in winter. Consul Marcus Tullius Cicero�s trementia labra. Words themselves tremble when the lips that pronounce them tremble. The little doll of hot breath itself trembles in the cold of winter.
Lips, words, and senses. Sexes and faces. Breaths and souls.
Lips that stammer in sobs.
Lips that quiver when we hold back the tears � or when we read at the birth of reading.
Earthquakes and the ruins they protect, hiding them under themselves, in order to wait, like witnesses, nineteen millennia for a cave to open up.
Tremulare in Latin does not yet carry the markedly sexual sense of a jolt: it is the flame that flickers in the oil of the grease lamp.
Soft-boiled eggs. Tremula ova.
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Catillus�s javelin in Virgil vibrates like a harmonious string.
Herminius dies.
Never did Horatius Cocles� companion wear a helmet or dress in armor.
He fights naked. The mane of a �wild beast� falls from his head onto his shoulders. Wounds do not frighten him. He offers all of his body to the blows that rain down and that run through. Catillus�s javelin, vibrating (tremit), buries itself between his broad shoulders. The pain (dolor) doubles him over. A black blood (ater cruor) streams everywhere. Everyone celebrates the funeral. Everyone seeks a beautiful death (pulchram mortem) through the lips of his wound.
Beautiful sound is tied to beautiful death.
Hasta per armos acta tremit. A vibrating javelin, buried between the shoulders.
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Every sound is a minuscule terror. Tremit. It vibrates.

[image: ]

In Tunisia, at the beginning of the fourth century, near Souk Ahras, in Thubursicum Numidarum, the grammarian Nonius Marcellus inventoried all Roman words in twelve books. He entitled the work Compendiosa Doctrina per Litteras and he dedicated it to his son. In a column in volumen V, Nonius registered the word terrificatio. Nonius Marcellus is the only one to recognize this word. It is not attested in any of the ancient texts that have been preserved. He explains its meaning: scarecrow.9

[image: ]

Music is an acoustic scarecrow. Such is birdsong for birds.
A terrificatio.
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Terrification in Rome, or in Thubursicum: after the bow, a crude dummy with a human shape, dyed red and placed in grain fields.
It is an acoustic and tintinnabulating bogeyman. Scarecrow in classical Latin is formido. Whence the French formidable, which means dreadful.10 The formido was made out of a simple string (linea) on which tufts of feathers (pinnae) dyed in blood were fastened here and there. It is the ancient Roman hunting method par excellence: the beaters move the scarecrows covered in red feathers, the slaves raise the torches, the dogs accompany them, barking and seeking to fill the pursued monstrum with panic, forcing the wild boars deep into the forest, howling and pushing them toward the hunters holding spears, in short tunics, bare hands and faces, leaning firmly on their right foot in front of the nets.
Romans describe the terrifying flapping, the roaring of the linea pennis in the wind, forming the access corridor trapping and forcing the beasts in the direction of the nets.
The terrificatio is no longer exactly the formido. We believe that a branchy man smeared with vermilion will pass as human and hope that it will instill fear. It is no longer a question of boars and stags. We are determined to keep out curious little animals who love seeds and who, with the help of their former fins covered in feathers, are able to move about in the air and whom we call birds.
In the well of the small, dark cave that is located near Montignac, near the dead desirous man, there is a stick driven into the ground surmounted by a bird�s head.
An inao. A terrificatio.
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From the beginning of book I of the Consolatio, as Boethius, in 524, imprisoned in the tower in Pavia, enumerates all of the senators who abandoned him to distress and to death, the philosopher evokes his terror, his dejection, shows the chain that is fixed to his neck, describes the maeror that, diminishing and blunting his own capacity for thought, is altering his perception of what he is and the evaluation of what he is worth. In two gripping verses, Boethius shows the unintelligible paralysis in which pain imprisons its victim and evokes the obedient stupor in which tyranny imprisons man. He compares these two enigmatic lethargus, which are far from characteristic of humans since they derive from animal fascination.
��Sed te, the beautiful and immense woman, whom he has named Philosophia and who stands over his bed, suddenly interrupts him, stupor oppressit.
�But stupor oppresses you as well.�
It is then blindly, without any of his volumen within reach, that Boethius, as he endeavors to analyze the gradual establishment of Theodoric�s tyrannical regime, constructs for the entire Middle Ages the mythical figure of the tyrant. Yokes of imagines become dialectical couples before they transform themselves into emblematic pairs: Zeno and Nearchus, Cassius and Caligula, Seneca and Nero, Papinian and Caracalla. Finally himself, Anicius Torquatus Boethius, against Flavius Theodoricus Rex.
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Scarecrows: terrificatio.
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Dread. Inspiring fear. Perspiration from fear, horripilation, pallor, immobilization, shitting. Shuddering, shivering, trembling, doubling over. To terror I prefer horror. The word is hardly more precise, but it happens to emphasize disgust and show hatred. What world do we imagine when we act surprised at the sight of terror mixed with the predation of power? Can we separate love from terror in its means, in its manifestations and in its end? (Anguish, trembling, anorexia, pallor, diarrhea, arrhythmia, death rattle.) Can beauty be cleansed of terror? (Stupefying, silencing, keeping at bay.) Do we know a god free of terror? The hand of the gentlest, the most Greuzian, the most Diderotian father is larger than his son�s head and, when he stands up, the child sees nothing but knees. Where are the hands that were given as the whitest? At the end of Erzs�bet B�thory�s arms in Csejte, in the snow, on a spur of the Lesser Carpathians, in November 1609. Richelieu replied to Father Mulot, who asked him how many Masses had to be said to pull a soul out of purgatory: as many as it would take snowballs to heat an oven. Terror is in the depths of my heart. It is the depths of my heart. To restrict it I trust only those who see themselves as completely soiled at least by the sound that announces it. This sound preceded my birth, the inspiration of air and the contact of day. Our ears were pricked and terrorized by unintelligible signs under the partition of skin even before our lungs functioned and allowed us to scream.
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Man re-creates the partition of a woman�s belly in drum skins, which are the cleaned skins of animals that are hailed by the sound of their horns.
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Reconciliation, peace, divinity, goodness, purity, fullness, civilization, brotherhood, equality, immortality, justice, and they would slap their hands loudly against their thighs.
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Everything is covered in blood related to sound.
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War, the State, art, religions, earthquakes, epidemics, animals, mothers, fathers, factions, coercion, suffering, disease, language, hearing sounds, obeying. I brace myself against them.
Getting away from the gang; out of the corner of one eye watching out for the oh-so-funny and unexpected buckets of cold water over every door that swings open, out of the corner of the other the gaping mouths of wild beasts; fleeing at full speed whenever I catch sight of bodies that have any sort of faith in any sort of institution or being; fleeing the feebleminded and atrocious conviviality of our time; building a lesser dependency within a small network of polite expressions,
of harmonies between grammatical tenses and musical instruments,
of small softer regions of the skin,
of certain berries, of certain flowers,
of rooms, of books and of friends,
this is to what my head and my body devote the essential part of their reciprocal, always unadjusted, finally almost rhythmic times. This was what the emperors and interior ministers of two millennia ago used to shame the disciples of Epicurus and Lucretius. Virgil�s sorrow. Vergilius�s sorrow on the road from Pietole, on the banks of the Mincio, in Mantua, in Cremona, even in Milan � the author of the Bucolics, the disciple of Siro, the Vergilius of friendship and flute duos that stretch the lips and make the cheeks swell.
Menalcus turned to Mopsus and said: �Let us read to each other what we are writing.�
The Vergilius of Rome exempted from taxes, ambitious, domestic, white-fingered, three fingers clenched around a stylus that crosses out Cornelius Gallus�s name; reading aloud while dining at Octavian�s; reading aloud while dining at Maecenas�s.
Vergilius ashamed. For whom silence was suddenly a shore.
Finally the Publius Vergilius Maro on September 21, 19 before the era, sick with malaria, bedridden, sweating in a room in Brindisi, shivering with cold despite the late summer heat and the fire in the brazier that spits its flames in the middle of the room, pleading while dying that the boxwood tablets and already transcribed cantos of the Aeneid be gathered from the chests in the room and retrieved from the homes of his closest friends so that he might personally burn them all.
His hand trembled. His lips trembled as they pleaded. Drops of sweat trembled on his face that begged for his books.
And those who surrounded him in his agony, not moving, refusing him both his tablets and his scrolls, impassive, Octavianists, weary of his cries, immobile.
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Horace ages. Quintus Horatius Flaccus reflects on the course of his life. Straightaway he considers it justified because he will have been �dear to his friends.� Carus amicis. These are the words that Horace inscribes with a trembling stylus.
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In the fifth century before Christ, Confucius died. He had taught in a small town in Shandong. He was buried at Kong Lin, where his relics were preserved.
There are three of these relics: his hat, his guitar, his chariot.
�Confucius saw life as a perpetual cultural effort, made possible by friendship and frank courtesy, pursued privately, like a prayer, but a selfless prayer� (Marcel Granet, La pens�e chinoise, Paris, 1950, page 492).
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Like the Augurs in Rome tracing in the air with the tip of their lituus the imaginary space of the temple. The small, comforting square. Examining the directions of the birds� flights as they spread their wings and projected their songs within the square of this feigned space. My life is a short recipe that I am still perfecting. If I had before me five or six millennia, a sort of feeling dawns within me that tells me that I would be afraid to finish.
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Magnets spontaneously attract minuscule bits of iron, cobalt, or chromium. Magnets are like a mother�s smile. A mother�s smile immediately leads to the imitation of a curling up of the lips on the infant�s face. A mother�s smile is like fear: in fear the contagion is called panic. We are all, from the moment of our emergence, before our emergence, from the most extreme infancy, even before our birth, completely mimetic, as reproductive as our mothers were in order to conceive us. We are all completely panicked. Music is like panicked smiles. Every vibration resembling a heartbeat and the rhythm of breathing causes the same involuntary, irresistible, panic contraction. Smiles, which reveal the teeth of tigers, hyenas, and humans, are remnants of panic. We are all defenseless in the face of panic (the panic rock, the mother�s magnetic smile, the panic pole, the mental compass. We are all those little �nickel filings.� We are all those fragments, those contractions before the �bluish rock,� before concupiscence, before violent dread, before death).
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How can one look down upon death? Intending to disapprove of it? I disapprove of the Acheron. I disapprove of shadows. Declaring that it is too unjust? That it is illegal? How can one reprimand domination or sickness? Sexuation? How can one say no to terror? How can one disagree with what is?
The recent religion of happiness turns my stomach.
People who decide to evade dread, I do my utmost to keep my lips from quivering and stretching, I pinch myself until I bleed in order not to laugh.
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Surging hums.
Words form chains in breathing. Images form dreams at night. Sounds also form chains as days pass. We are also the object of an �acoustic narration� that in our language has not been given a name, like �dreams.� I will here name them surging hums. Hums surging unexpectedly when we walk, surging suddenly, according to the rhythm of our gait.
Old songs.
Hymns.
Childish and protective refrains.
Lullabies and nursery rhymes. Polkas and waltzes. Sing-along tunes and popular melodies.
Bits and pieces of Gabriel Faur� and Lulli.
Wicker trunks in the dust of the attic in Ancenis, in the acrid smell of the dry, fine dust, in the rays of light concentrated by the narrow dormer windows. Almost like a plaster powder that reverberated off the ancestors� sheet music, written by lines of Quignards one after the other, all organ builders and organists in Bavaria, in W�rttemberg, in Alsace, in France, in the eighteenth century, in the nineteenth century, in the twentieth century. Most of their works were written on thick, blue paper. Gold would fall from the only dormer, allowing them to be read, inciting to dust them off, encouraging to hum them. The first rhythm was the heartbeat. The second rhythm was the pulmonation and its cry. The third rhythm was the cadence of walking upright. The fourth rhythm was the assailing recurrence of the waves of the sea breaking against the shore. The fifth rhythm removes the skin from the meat that was eaten, stretches it, attaches it, and attracts the return of the beloved, dead, devoured, desired animal. The sixth rhythm was that of the pestle in the grain mortar, etc. The unexpectedly surging hum immediately informs us about our state of being, about the mood that will govern the day, about the prey that we hail. When taught in music class it was known as the key signature. The hum sets the tone for the space of the body. It distributes the number of sharps and flats that one will have to remember while playing the day�s piece until night�s progression envelops body and face, without in the least muting the world.
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The impatience and the irritation when we cannot recognize the name, the title, the lyrics that would allow us to master the resurgent hum. Not knowing the name of what haunts us in sound. Not knowing with what material, around what motif everything will suddenly be �woven together,� will suddenly �coalesce.� Frightened curiosity in regard to this impalpable, acoustic regurgitation, which is after all exactly like that of a mother�s milk or of vomiting. Fit of distress that �gets into� your head and spreads to the respiratory rhythm, seizes your heart, clenches little by little your stomach, that stings your back � like cow�s milk that �turns� upon contact with a suddenly adjacent heat. Suffering from words that fail, that are absent as sounds, that are the Absent, that remain absent on the �tip� of the tongue. On the �promontory,� on the probl�ma of language.
On the lingua of language.
Before a sacrificer throws the scapevictim of the Acoustical into the ocean, which is to say into affect: the-man-who-is-the-sacrificed-of-language. The man who is the obeyer.
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I am like the thief in the ancient Indian tale who plugged his ears when stealing bells.
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I know only four oeuvres in which joy was considered as the highest human quality: Epicurus, Chr�tien de Troyes, Spinoza, Stendhal. At the end of their adventure, Chr�tien de Troyes�s heroes receive Joy as their reward. It is still not clear what that might have been. Joy was either a magic horn that forces one to dance, or a horn that makes one drunk, or a game, or pleasure. Jocus is the game of jubilation. To be speechless with joy at the end of language, at the denouement of the adventure, opening oneself to the silence or to the music of the horn that forces the soul into silence, this is the aim of authors as it is the prey of heroes.
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Chr�tien de Troyes wrote William of England. During the reunion banquet, William of England did not even pay attention to his wife: he immediately lost himself in �thought.� He sees a stag. He pursues the sixteen-pointer. He suddenly cries out: �Hu! Hu! Bliaut!� The sequence is purely acoustic and it is so loud that the scream tears the king away from the vision from which it came. It is only after the scream to his dog and directed toward the stag that he can recognize his wife�s body and ask her about her life since they parted, more than twenty years earlier.
These are otium. Empty hiding places subject to the archaic influence of the predations that formed them. Completely secular ecstasies. These are �dead intervals.� In all of Chr�tien de Troyes�s romances, they are what the author profoundly refers to as �thoughts.� Thoughts are not ideological sequences. �Thoughts� are �eclipses.� Erec�s oblivion thinks. Yvain�s amnesia thinks. Lancelot, suddenly losing his name, thinks.

[image: ]

Perceval leans on his lance. He contemplates three drops of blood on the snow, which the whiteness and the winter cold are slowly drinking. Chr�tien writes: �He thinks so much he forgets himself.�
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Marcel Proust reconnected with this medieval stupor. The narrator of In Search of Lost Time, hunched over his boot in the Grand H�tel in Balbec, cries out in tears: �Stag! Stag! Francis Jammes! Fork!�
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The noise of the spoon tapping against the faience plate and, under the haze of the soup that it is trying to scoop, the design caught in the faience, which little by little will be revealed under the thick consistency, cannot yet be made out.
The spoon, tapping the container, chimes.
The spoon scraping, the stag at the bottom of the plate reemerges from prehistory.
The musical bow reemerges.
The hum resonates with the individual acoustic molecule, older than day. The old asemic string vibrates little by little to the harmony of the seemingly absurd semantic song that evokes it. Emotion overcomes us all of a sudden. Once more, everything suddenly disrupts all the rhythms of the body, but no real meaning has been provided.
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Stupor. Falling into a faint. Faintness defines fainting. Saint Peter in Annas�s courtyard in Jerusalem. Augustine in the garden in Milan associating the crow�s caw with an old children�s song he had heard in Carthage and whose title he can no longer recall. Saint Augustine�s insomnia in Cassiciacum. The persistent murmur of the steam that disturbs him. The nibbling of the mice (and Licentius who sleeps next to Augustine and who taps with a piece of boxwood on the foot of the bed in order to scare them off).
The noise of the wind in the leaves of the chestnut trees in Cassiciacum.
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There is an old French verb that expresses this drumming of obsession. That denotes this group of asemic sounds that disturb rational thought inside the skull and that awaken in the process a nonlinguistic memory. Tarabust, rather than hum, is perhaps the word that should be suggested.11Tarabustis is attested after Chr�tien de Troyes, in the fourteenth century.
�Something tarabusts me.�
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I am searching for the acoustic tarabuster that predates language.
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Tarabust is an unstable word. Two distinct worlds meet in it, attract it, and thus divide it according to two processes of morphological derivation that are both too plausible for the philologist to decide between them. The word tarabust is itself disputed between the group of that which belabors and the group of that which drums. Between the rabasta group (the noise of quarreling, the belaboring group) and the tabustar group (hitting, talabussare, tamburare, the family of resonators, of drums).
Either vociferous human coitus. Or percussions of hollow objects.
Acoustic obsession is unable to distinguish in what it hears between what it ceaselessly wants to hear and what it cannot have heard.
An incomprehensible noise that belabors. A noise that could either be quarreling or drumming, panting or blows. It was very rhythmic.
We come from this noise. It is our seed.
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Every woman, every man, every child immediately recognizes the tarabust.
Salmon swim upstream and back in time in order to die at the exact spawning ground where they were conceived.
And spawn, and die.
Bits of red skin fall to the bottom of the bed.
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Werner Jaeger (Paideia, Berlin, 1936, volume I, page 174) asserts that the oldest trace of the word rhythm in the Greek language is spatial. Jaeger, as Marsyas does with Athena�s flute on a riverbank in Phrygia, gathers the remains in a fragment by Archilochus:
Dare to know what rhythmos holds man in its net.
Rhythm �holds� man like a container. Rhythm is not fluid. It is neither the sea nor the pulsating song of the waves that come in, break, retreat, amass, swell. Rhythm holds man and attaches him like a skin on a drum. Aeschylus says that Prometheus is tied for eternity to his rock in a �rhythm� of steel chains.
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Hums encrust the heart of man as quickly as rust encrusts iron.
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There are things that we do not dare reveal to ourselves even in silence, even in our dreams. Phantasms are a kind of mannequin located behind images and memories, and which hold them upright. We are entirely obedient to them, although we dread glimpsing these ancient and rather obscene armatures on which our vision focuses and which preform it.
There are more ancient acoustic structures than these visual terrificatio. Tarabusts are the phantasms of rhythms and sounds.
Just as hearing precedes sight, just as night precedes day, tarabusts precede phantasms.
Thus the strangest ideas have a purpose, the oddest tastes a source, the most surprising erotic obsessions an irresistible horizon, panics an invariable vanishing point.
Thus the wisest animals can be fascinated and, paralyzed, await the death they fear and that comes to them in the form of a mouth that opens, that sings.
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What is in my thoughts belongs only to me.
But the self does not belong to itself.
Phantasms are involuntary obsessive visions.
Tarabusts are the involuntary, besieging, tormenting, haunting acoustic molecules.
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In the Odyssey, in the twelfth book, verses 160 to 200.
The Sirens are singing in a flowering meadow, surrounded by the remains of bones of consumed men.
It would seem that when we are still deep in our mothers� sex, we cannot mold wax borrowed from beehives to make ourselves earplugs. (Bees around the garden flowers, wasps before the storm, flies in the rooms with open shutters, buzzing around, are the first tarabusters of the ears of the smallest children at the hour of the ritual afternoon nap.) We cannot not hear. We are tied hands and feet to the mast standing on the deck, minuscule Ulysses lost in the ocean of our mother�s womb.
What Ulysses says after the Sirens have sung and after screaming for the ropes that bind him to the mast, for pity�s sake, to be untied, so that he might immediately head toward the incredible music that fascinates him:
��Autar emon k�r �thel� akouemenai.
Ulysses never said that the Sirens� song was beautiful. Ulysses � who is the only human to have heard the song that kills without being killed � says, in order to describe the Sirens� song, that the song �fills the heart with the desire to listen.�
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The sounds of the voice draw part of their breath from the air that is accumulated and emitted through respiration. The entire internal �auditorium� and even the future respiratory �theater� emphatically reflect the emotions that the body experiences, the effort it tries to make to expel them or the sensations that animate it. Sounds collaborate with the necessity for air and ventilation that constrain this hollow and skin-covered instrument that we ourselves are. Language is organized around a zoological body that inspires and expires without respite. That �agonizes� without respite. Those who emit sounds divide their respiration in two never completely distinct halves. They give up control of their will to this obsessive, subjugating pulmonation. And � the word psych� in Greek only means breath � with its cries, they build their tone, their timbre, their voice, their cadence, their silence, and their song.
This functional metamorphosis and division are themselves redoubled by a more remarkable characteristic: those who emit a sound hear the sound they emit. (At least after their birth and their exposure to air and breathing. And still they cannot hear it as others perceive it. No more so than those who hear it can perceive it as others produce it.) Ceaselessly this back-and-forth takes place and this game that never ceases to repeat itself allows us to construct pitch, intensity, rhythm, incantation, persuasion, and various rhetorical, which is to say personal, forms of �harrowing� cries, �sullen� moans, �deep� sighs, �hermetic� silences.
Ceaselessly �ear� compares what �mouth� and �throat� have attempted.
The pulmonary �psyche� compares. This is what ties the soul to the wind. And to the aerial, that is the invisible, to sounds, to the celestials, to birds. To Homer�s swallow.
Sound that resonates is thus already the result of a veritable acoustic competition. Every animal species adapted to air is endowed with a hum that allows it to differentiate itself from other species, participating in an acoustic system in which, in order to be associated with its �acoustic family,� it plays the part expected of it only by superimposing and negating the other parts it is capable of hearing. We imitate ourselves imitating. This is not simply childhood. A sort of acoustic conversation, of resound and ceaseless appearance, continuously creates, shapes, and refines each language in its system of voices in the same way that it creates and alerts each sound in the acoustic forest.
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Bellowing is the yearning of man�s song. The changing of boys� voices12 cannot surpass it in its intensity and petrifying violence.
For man, bellowing is the impossible song. It was the identifying song as it is the inimitable song entrusted to the invisible secret of the forest.
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The twenty-first can be played on strings � on bows � and on winds � at the tip of flutes. On the harpsichord and the piano, it is never heard. Other than by those who silently read works written for keyboard. And yet the listener believes he hears what is not played.
Only with the eyes do we �hear� the subtonic.
We raise a bit for the eye�s ear what keys cannot produce.
Even for strings, Johann Sebastian Bach liked to write whole and half notes that were linked two strings apart and that could be audible only to the eye.
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Unplayable notes, nonacoustic sounds, signs that are written down for the pure beauty of writing.
I propose to call �unheard notes� these written unplayable sounds that bring to mind what grammarians call �ineffable consonants� (the p in sept).13
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Besides the songs forbidden to man when his voice changes, there are also ineffable vowels. And not only among the gods who reign over the dark clouds and the Sinai and whose consonantal name is murmured with the help of the breeze at the entrance to prehistoric caves.
Still in the forests (the a in daine).14
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All that the millennia on the Ganges have seen of human history can be captured in a flash at high noon: �All that you have heard resembles the piece the musician plays when his servant has carried his cithara off for repairs and after the mouse has eaten away at his score.�
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It is said of certain rains that they hammer. Of others that they drum. Of others that they crackle. These images, apart from the sense of truth they provide, are strictly speaking extraordinary � a drum, a fire, a hammer � for describing rain. Such images lead to the reversal of the comparison at their source.
It was not rain that drummed. It was drumming that called for rain.
It is Thor who holds the hammer.
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In the Middle Ages, revenants were in the habit of tapping three times on the window casement or on the door before returning. These sounds revived the hammering of the three nails into the cross. (And they prefigured the three knocks that, at the theater in our days, have come to precede the appearance of colorful and talkative ghosts.)
The dead drum. In Japanese Noh, this drumming reaches a devastating intensity, upon every appearance, that nothing seems capable of equaling.
What I call tarabust is Zeami�s silk-covered drum: this drum awaits a drummer whose love will be so strong that it will make silk resound. Zeami�s drum is an ineffable consonant in Kyoto, in the middle of the fifteenth century.
In a story by Caesar of Heisterbach, dating from the first half of the thirteenth century, a dead father, having taken up the habit of returning frequently to the home of his son, pounded the door so hard (fortiter pulsans) that the son complained to his father that his sleep was disturbed even when he did not return.
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The first texts written in the history of the world (Sumerian, Egyptian, Chinese, Sanskrit, Hittite literature) are twilit. These songs, these letters, these dialogues, and these stories are all marked by terror and by tragic, moaning reiteration. Tragic in Greek means the breaking, hoarse voice of a slaughtered goat. The despair that carries these most ancient texts is as absolute as the death in their endings and the ruin that seals their fate. Every last one of these texts is haunted by death and by the dead. Is tarabusted.
Every last one of their supposed authors a sort of Job.
Brightness, hope, cheerfulness, only with the arrival of revealed religions and nation-state ideologies do these enchanting silhouettes appear on the horizon: meaning of life, meaning of the earth, escalation of war, progress of history, daybreak, deportation.
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Xu You lived in the time of Emperor Ti Yao. The emperor sent a troop of his best officers to Xu You to ask him to accept the empire. Xu You was rendered violently ill before the emissary at the very idea that the heavenly emperor had thought to offer him to rule the world.
His hand over his mouth, he could not respond. And he withdrew.
The following day, before dawn, while the officers were still sleeping, he fled.
He arrived at the foot of Mount Chi and discovered a place so deserted that he felt the desire to settle down. He looked around at the rocks that could provide shelter and placed his bundle under one of them.
Then he went down to the river to wash out his ears.
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Qao Fu took his contempt for politics even further than Xu You.
Qao Fu lived in a small hermitage, well hidden under the foliage, which no one could see, toward the foot of Mount Chi, just above the valley. His sole possessions were a field and an ox. As he went down the side of the valley to the river to water his ox, Qao Fu saw Xu You crouched on the bank, tilting his head to the right, inclining his head to the left, washing out his ears.
Qao Fu went up to Xu You and, having greeted him multiple times, asked him the reason for his rhythmic gestures.
Xu You retorted:
�Emperor Ti Yao offered me the reins of the empire. That�s why I�m carefully washing out my ears.�
Qao Fu�s entire upper body shuddered.
Crying, he contemplated the Ying River.
Qao Fu led away his ox by the halter and did not allow him to drink from the river where Xu You had washed out ears that had heard such a proposition.
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In two of Haydn�s London Trios a rare event takes place: phrases that respond to each other and almost have meaning. They are at the limit of human language.
Small gatherings without screaming.
Consonating. An acoustic reconciliation.
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Suavitas.
Suave, in Latin, means sweet.
Someone who does not get angry. Parents who do not scold. Men who do not raise their voices in order to dominate. Women who do not complain about being girls when they are not mothers, and who do not whine about being mothers when they are no longer girls.
Someone who caresses.
Someone whose voice is loving, flowing and cheerful like a small stream of melted snow running down the mountain, running down Mount Chi.
Someone who does not offend.
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Suasio. Persuasion. What, in Latin, is suavis? The extraordinary opening of Lucretius�s second book answers three times. On three occasions Lucretius defines what is suave:
Suave, mari magno turbantibus aequora ventis
e terra magnum alterius spectare laborem �
�It is suave, when the vast sea is whipped up by the winds, to observe the distress of others from the shore. Not that one feels a pleasant voluptas at the sight of another man�s suffering: it is simply suave to contemplate the evils that we are spared.
�It is also suave to witness without risk great feats of war, to contemplate from above battles being fought down on the plains.
�But of all that is suave, the sweetest (dulcius) is to inhabit the acropolises fortified by the doctrina of wise men ��
The arguments Lucretius invokes have been commentated by tradition throughout the centuries in the driest, most moralizing fashion. They have been judged cynical or insufficient. The finale, however, reveals their secret: do you not hear �what nature barks�? Nature barks (latrare), it does not �speak� (dicere); reality is not endowed with the meaning that only the imagination and the symbolic and social institutions of humans who speak to each other create in terrified await of sound. What nature enunciates is, beyond moaning and aggressive intensity, indeed a cynical sound, a dog�s sound: a nonsemantic sound that precedes us in our very own throat. Latrant, non loquuntur: �They bark, they do not speak.� Zoological sound precedes and, before meaning, makes the heart jump. The barking of the bark is bellowing.
With this barking that closes the text, the suavis, the sweet suddenly carries a more concrete meaning than the arguments, themselves quite ideological and trifunctional, that Lucretius presents: the suavis is less the remoteness that the text describes than the acoustic consequence of distance. The text repeats the same thing three times: we are too far away to hear. The shipwrecked, we cannot hear their cries. We are on the shore. We see tiny figures gesticulating; plowmen of the sea and traders are disappearing beneath the surface of the ocean in the distance. But around us, we hear only the noise of the waves breaking on the shore. The warriors, we hear neither their cries, nor the clash of the weapons and the shields, nor the fire crackling in the barns and in the fields. We are in the thicket at the top of the hill. We see tiny figures falling to the ground. Around us, we hear only birdsong. At the top of the acropolis or at the temple, we no longer hear anything at all. Vultures are the only birds to have sacrificed the group for solitude and song for elevation. We no longer hear even the barking of dogs, or the puffing and panting of work, or the stomach that also, in Rome, like nature, �barks� its hunger (latrans stomachus), or the trampling of the herds coming home, or the fireplaces purring: only the silence of atoms raining through the nocturnal space and the silent letters of the alphabet aligned on the paginae (the furrows) of the volumen. Neither the auctor nor the lector hears the litterae screaming or barking. Litteratura is the language that distances itself from barking. This is suavitas. Suavitas is not a visual notion, but an auditory one. Distance does not, by means of panoramic vision, provide the voluptas of the Celestials: it increases our remove from the acoustic source. It is the suavitas of silence, the suavitas not of the silenced but of the silencing, the suavitas of a far-off barking in horror. A partition made up of distance in space. A suffering that has run out of cries. One of Titus Lucretius Carus�s childhood memories.
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At Fontainebleau. In 1613. Marie de� Medici loved Fran�ois de Bassompierre.
Messieurs de Saint-Luc and de La Rochefoucauld, who were both in love with Mademoiselle de N�ry, were no longer on speaking terms. Bassompierre made the following bet with Cr�qui: not only would he reconcile them, but he would oblige Saint-Luc and La Rochefoucauld to kiss that very same day.
The Jardin de Diane lay beneath the queen�s windows. Concini is with Marie de� Medici in the vast bay of the window. He points out Bassompierre down below. With his glove, Concini indicates the four men discussing while gesticulating and kissing among the flowers.
Concini explains to the queen that this kissing and these oaths, these embraces between men who certainly have never seemed to prefer the attributes of their own bodies, are somewhat abnormal.
And yet they are nothing more than dwarfish silhouettes gesticulating silently in the distance, in the freshness and the light of the day being born.
Concini taps his lace. He murmurs, as if to himself, that perhaps it is curious to see Bassompierre animate La Rochefoucauld, as if such a volatile ember needed the help of a flame. He wonders aloud if they are �caballing.� Perhaps even �conspiring.� Otherwise, he adds, of what use are these kisses between people who see each other all the time?
When evening comes, the door to Marie de� Medici�s apartments is closed to Monsieur de Bassompierre because in the morning he touched Monsieur de La Rochefoucauld�s arm and then kissed Monsieur de Saint-Luc in the small garden situated beneath her window. Concini�s verbal interpretation of the �inaudible words� prevailed. I will add that Concini is like Orpheus: Concini�s body was torn apart and eaten raw by the people of Paris, while all the bells were pealing. I feel a spontaneous fascination with these scenes of �mishearing,� which are really scenes of �not hearing.� This anecdote can be read in Bassompierre�s diary. I have completed it with the help of a letter from Fran�ois de Malherbe. I am reminded of Claude Lorrain�s paintings. He is thirteen years old at the time (at the time of the scene in the Jardin de Diane at Fontainebleau). His father and his mother are dead. He arrives in Rome. Characters lost in nature. They are not the size of a finger. They are in the foreground and they chat with each other. In Lorrain�s paintings, we are always too far away to hear. They are lost in light. They speak vivaciously and we only hear silence and the falling light.
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His name was Simon, a fisherman, son and grandson of fishermen from Bethsaida. He himself was a fisherman at Capernaum. This French word that describes stowage and chaos was then a beautiful village. A particularly anthropomorphic god approached the boat, hailed the fisherman and decided to take away his name and to replace it with a patronymic of his own invention. He ordered him to leave the Lake of Gennesaret. He ordered him to abandon the cove. He ordered him to let go of the net. He named him Peter. The suddenness and the strangeness of this baptism began to blur, to perturb the acoustic system in which Simon had thus far been immersed. These new syllables, to the sounds of which he would now have to respond, the expulsion and the burial of the former syllables that had named him, the repression of emotions and the putting aside of the small fables that little by little during his childhood had come to be associated with these sounds, were sometimes betrayed by certain involuntary and unexpected behaviors. A dog barking, pottery breaking, the sea swelling, a thrush or a nightingale or a swallow singing, would suddenly make him break down in tears. According to Cneius Mammeius, Peter confided one day to Judas Iscariot that the one regret he harbored regarding his former trade was neither the boat, nor the cove, nor the water, nor the nets, nor the strong odor, nor the light that gets caught in the scales of the fish that die in a sort of jolt: Saint Peter confided that what he missed about the fish was the silence.
The silence of fish when they die. The silence during the day. The silence at twilight. The silence during night fishing. The silence at daybreak when the boat returns to the shore and night fades little by little in the sky together with the freshness, the stars, and the fear.
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One night in early April, year 30 in Jerusalem. In the courtyard of High Priest Annas, Caiaphas�s father-in-law. It is cold. Servants and guards are seated together. They reach their hands out toward the fire. Peter sits down among them, himself bringing his hands toward the brazier, warming his shivering body. A woman approaches. She believes she recognizes his facial features in the glow emanating from the brazier. In the atrium (in atrio) day breaks in the late winter and the humid mist. A cock (gallus) crows all of a sudden. Peter is startled by the sound, which immediately exposes something that Jesus the Nazarene said to him � or at least something that Peter suddenly remembers him saying. He walks away from the fire, from the woman, from the guards, reaches the porch of the high priest�s courtyard, and, in the door on the porch, beneath the vault, he breaks into tears. They are bitter tears. Tears that Matthew the Evangelist calls bitter.
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�I do not know what you are saying,� Peter says to the woman in the atrium. He repeats: Nescio quid dicis (I do not know what you are saying).
The woman pulls up her hood in the late freezing April night. She says: �Your words betray you.� Tua loquela manifestum te facit.
I do not know what the words say. This is where Peter is. I do not know what language manifests. Peter repeats. They are his tears. I repeat. This is my life. Nescio quid dicis. I do not know what you are saying. I do not know what I am saying.
I do not know what I am saying but it is manifest.
I do not know what you are saying but day breaks. I do not know what language makes manifest but for a second time the cock begins to raise the hoarse and dreadful song that manifests the day.
Nature barks daybreak in the form of a cock: latrans gallus.
Beneath the porch, in what remains of the night, flevit amare. He cries bitterly. Amare means to love. It also means bitterly. No one knows while speaking what he is saying.
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Jorge Luis Borges used to quote a �verse that Boileau translated from Virgil�:
Le moment o� je parle est d�j� loin de moi.15
In truth, it is a verse by Horace. The verse is the one that precedes the carpe diem of Ode XI:
dum loquimur, fugerit invidia
aetas: carpe diem quam minimum credula postero.
(As we speak, time, jealous of all things in the world, has fled. Cut and hold the day in your hands like you would a flower. Never believe that tomorrow will come.) Borges evokes the river that is reflected in Heraclitus�s eyes as he crosses it. The eyes of man have changed less than the water that passes by. They are equally soiled. No one sees the river in which he bathed before he was. In Saint Luke, the scene of the denial is inevitably more Greek than the way it was treated by the other evangelists: a circle of guards and servants, all seated in the middle of the courtyard around the blaze. Peter tries to insert himself into the egalitarian ring that is reminiscent of scenes from the Iliad and tries to warm his body in the contiguous solidarity of the men rather than in the warmth rising from the brazier at daybreak, April, year 30, and death. But Saint Luke goes further: he brings together the scene of the denial and the scene of the tears. He piles one on top of the other like two sediments in the same geological layer or like a short circuit in an electrical installation: Kai parachr�ma eti lalountos autou ephōn�sen alektōr. In Latin: Et continuo adhuc illo loquente cantavit gallus. In English: �And, in that instant, while he was still speaking, a cock crowed.�
Dum loquimur � The cock�s crow is a Venetian �paving stone,� an expavement16 at the heart of the acoustic experience of language, over which Peter stumbles as he does over his name. The harsh song that announces daybreak plunges him into another level of himself: the level of Jesus, the level of Peter, the level before Peter (the level of Simon), the level before Simon. �Not only your face, or your facial features, or your body betrays you,� said the servant, �but your language betrays you.� The Greek reads: Your lalia makes you visible. The Latin reads: Your loquela manifests you. Within the acoustic that betrays him, deeper than the very name he betrays (Jesus), deeper than the very name he betrayed (Simon), lies the small portion of the acoustic that language cultivates, which suddenly refers back to the immense bark of nature and to the narrower stretch of animal song from which human language took its small vessel of specific sounds. The cock�s crow is in a certain sense the bellowing, which became �tragic� and sedentary in the small Neolithic villages where language ceased to be a nomad and a hunter.
To the ears of the servant, language betrays Peter in at least three ways: by his accent, by his Galilean morphological markers, by the alteration of his voice due to the fear Peter experiences before the tarabust of the questions he is asked by the servant. Peter�s pavor, hooked by the cock�s crow, constitutes a rough acoustic jolt that catches in its net an acoustic fish older than the fisherman himself, a face always older than light, and joins them in tears.
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Every child�s face is older than the light that illuminates it. The tears of the newborn.
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I will add a correction by Saint Jerome.
Mark�s text is odd: �And just then, for the second time (ek deuterou) a cock crowed. And Peter (Petros) remembered what Jesus (I�sous) had told him: �Before the cock crows twice (dis), you will betray me thrice (tris).� And he broke down in tears.�
Jerome revised Mark�s text. He unified it according to the lessons of the other Gospels. Jerome, at the end of the fourth century (so fascinated by classical Roman culture that he confessed as a mortal sin that he would sometimes dream at night that he took pleasure in reading ancient pagan books), is immediately sensitive to these three stages worthy of fables and corrects them while translating.
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1.�Jerome�s correction is entirely justified. Saint Mark missed the first crow that prepares the emotion. A musician, a novelist would not have left it out, due to the pathetic effect that this first call seems to hail in the space of the text, without it yet being heard by the hero.
2.�Jerome�s correction is not at all justified. There is in this already repeated crow, which does not appear for the first time until the second, which produces a triple betrayal, a moving depth that I cannot clearly explain. (For all that I feel, I have an incredible
esprit d�escalier
This is the only gift the
fata
bestowed upon me. Certain emotions come to me with a delay of several hours, a year, two years, seven years, twenty years, thirty years. The injury that Ulysses suffered to the knee, during the wild boar chase with Autolycus�s sons, when the weather is humid, I am only now starting to feel it.)
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The texts of the various Gospels are not from the first century Anno Domini. But in the same historical epoch, although under the reign of Nero, the knight Petronius wrote another scene about a cock�s crow. It is not impossible that the first authors of the Gospels, or those who rewrote and altered them, might have remembered this. This page, which we owe to the completely literary genius of Gaius Petronius Arbiter, a few weeks before he took his own life, constitutes fragment LXXIII of the Satyricon. It is Trimalchio�s banquet. The hour is very late. Trimalchio orders another banquet in order to joyfully greet the day. He adds that this banquet will be dedicated to the celebration of the first beard of one of his young slave lovers.
Haec dicente eo gallus gallinaceus cantavit. Qua voce confusus Trimalchio � �As he said these words, a cock crowed �� Trimalchio is immediately troubled by the crow, confusus. The scene then progresses extremely rapidly: 1. Trimalchio orders a libation of wine on the table. 2. Trimalchio has the oil lamp doused to prevent the risk of fire. 3. Trimalchio shifts his ring from his left hand to his right. 4. Trimalchio declares: Non sine causa hic bucinus signum dedit � �It is not without reason that the trumpet sounded its signal. There is a fire somewhere. A man draws his last breath in the neighborhood. Far from us! Far from us! Whoever brings me the prophet of misfortune will have his reward.� 5. No sooner has he spoken (faster than words, dicto citius) than the cock is brought in. 6. Trimalchio orders that it be sacrificed immediately (it is placed in the pan). 7. The cock is eaten, the sacrifice is consumed, the sign devoured, and the curse kept at bay (Trimalchio ate the sinister voice).
These two literary scenes associating action with a cock�s crowing in the yard constitute a strange set of mirrors. These mirrored reflections, this echo of Rome in Jerusalem, this little diptych between Trimalchio in his palace and Petrus in Annas�s courtyard, this symmetry is all the more fascinating since a somewhat erudite imagination, transposing with some difficulty the banquet to the reign of Tiberius, could try to anchor it historically. One could speculate that it is the same year. One could claim that it is the same day. One could suppose that it is the same hour. One could perhaps say that it is the same cock.
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Rainer Maria Rilke wrote that memories really become memories only when they leave the space of the head and separate themselves from the images that have metamorphosed them as well as from the appearance of the words that endeavor to keep them at a distance. That the beginning of a memory coincided with the effort made to forget it, by the effort to bury it. The memory would then find the strength to return to us, still dripping with water from the river of oblivion, without words, without dreams, without icons, in the form of gestures, manias, sordid movements, courtyards, cooked meals, sudden urges to vomit, faints, tarabusts, and inexplicable terrors. Losing name and meaning, it arises like the tears in Peter at the cock�s third crow, in the beginning of the month of April, at daybreak, abruptly standing far from the atrium and the brazier, in the corner of the door to the house of Caiaphas�s father-in-law. Peter�s real memory is the salty water of the tears, the shaking back, the cold of the emerging day, the sniffling wet nose. The nose of a fish in the atmospheric air. The �Last Supper� of this �rock� of the second name is water and salt. Saint Peter�s meal, as opposed to Trimalchio�s banquet, is his tears. In Augustine, such is the beatific vision: �Day and night I eat the bread of my tears.� (Enarratio in Psalmum CIII.) Peter forever joined daybreak to tears. La Tour curiously shows: vine shoots in embers, a plump cock. Georges de La Tour is closer to Trimalchio. In La Tour, Saint Peter�s body is curiously, not upright, the body of a grown man looking down on the servant, fleeing her, but that of an old man, crouching, squat, the size of a child, chin on his knees, like the dead that humans in the Paleolithic age tied up with reindeer nerves, in the curled-up position of a fetus, hoping for a second birth in the shadow of the hide of the totemic animal.
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The tears of Saint Peter, despite the effort I make to visualize a more Roman scene, I can only imagine it in the Baroque style of Henry IV or Louis XIII. A gray courtyard in the Louvre in winter, or a rainy courtyard in Rouen. Or a damp, freezing courtyard in La Tour�s Lun�ville.
In 1624 Georges de La Tour sold Saint Peter�s tears for 650 francs. The Cleveland Museum of Art keeps tears of Saint Peter that date from 1645. The cock with the round eye of Mesopotamian gods and the old vine shoots that surround the martyred apostle make up the very few depictions of nature that La Tour consented to paint (human beings are not counted as depictions of nature. Cocks that crow and vine shoots that burn fall under the rubric of still lifes). At the end of the previous century, in Malherbe�s Tears of Saint Peter, language abandoned the nocturnal word. If shame is born with this twilight of the night that is daybreak, then it is silence that comes with day:
Le jour est desja grand et la honte plus claire
De l�apostre ennuy� l�avertit de se taire
Sa parole se lasse et le quitte au besoin
Il voit de tous costez qu�il n�est veu de personne.
Toutesfois le remors que son ame luy donne
Tesmoigne assez le mal qui n�a point de t�moin.17
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Abandoning that which abandons. Abandoning those who abandon. Chaste shame, twilit shame in the suffering of love, shame that precedes the embrace in the night, shame that prefers shadow and remorse, relics, songs, tears, cr�pe, veils, the color black � this movement was once called mourning. The French word for mourning, deuil, comes from the Latin word for pain. The Latin dolor comes from being beaten. The forceful expression for having a migraine was, in ancient Rome, caput mihi dolet (my head is beating). It is the beating of the blood; the pulse is the beat of music. Beating that defines the tarabust, since it precedes pulmonation. Migraines are the pensive drumming of a small expression or a small memory that begins to tarabust the breath (the psych�) of those who as a result begin to breathe with more and more difficulty. One must search for the name of the victim whose skin was stretched across this small psychic drum in order for this constriction of the skull to find the means to relax at last. For the heart of the tarabust, the dregs of the amphora, is obstruction, even before asphyxia. It is death, unmourned death, man�s irrepressible nocturnal death wish. What returns in the form of migraines also returns in the form of nightmares. The dead betray us, by abandoning us, and we never cease to betray the dead, by living. We are angry with the dead not only for their death, but for death itself, of which they are proof, not least through the pain of the blood within us that beats for two. �Why have you forsaken me?� Deus meus, Deus meus, ut quid dereliquisti me? Even gods scream this scream toward death. Derelictio, abandonment, such is the �scream of mourning,� the dolor. This scream is older than the first century of our era and older than Friday, April 7, 30. Such is the scream that Peter too lets out, after Jesus has emitted it, when he feels his own denial under the porch of the atrium of Caiaphas�s father-in-law in Jerusalem. He has just forsaken the one who has just forsaken him. A courtyard song, a childhood song, a song that comes from farther away than the knowledge of that which devotes to death, a song that comes from farther away than the acquisition of language, a song that is a relic, an archaic song that is distance in time become perceptible as a hoarse sound, daybreak lodged in the throat of a strangely anachronistic fowl:
Il a la voix per�ante et rude;
Sur la t�te un morceau de chair;
Une sorte de bras dont il s��l�ve en l�air �18
By this sound, Simon shivers under the rock of his second name, trembles under the stony shell, sobs on the stone porch. It is not only God he has denied; he has denied himself; he has forsaken himself by forsaking the nets at Capernaum, by giving up the boat on the banks of the Jordan; it is both the horror and the daimōn itself that is joined to it, and that he has denied in the past, that are suddenly startled together.
He forsook himself by forsaking his name.
The cock�s crow ringing so curiously in Peter�s ear is the rock to which God has devoted him, the ceaselessly uneven cobblestone that always dates back to before man�s mastery of language, the porch of music, the threshold of music, and that afterward assumes the form of tears: when sounds were pure passions, tragic, suffocating, disconcerting, frightening passions. Acoustic daybreaks, and not linguistic signs. The innate pathos returns, the acoustic night, the pricked ear in the acoustic night, in the acoustic forest, in the nocturnal cave where humans advanced with torches and lamps filled with fat at the breaking of initiation, upon their death-and-rebirth in the nocturnal depths of the earth. It is the terror before the body itself, all of a sudden abandoned to rhythms and screams, between the open legs of a mother, on the bank of a thigh, in a sand of filth, in a lake of urine, in the air where these sorts of fish suffocate � in a sort of acoustic Capernaum that continues without break until the ultimate wail in the expiration of death.
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Curiously: music protects sounds. The first works of so-called Baroque music were inhabited by the will to tear oneself out of the acoustic bark by means of the modulations peculiar to human language and the organization of its affetti. The invention of opera resulted from this will for affective rebirth, for acoustic breaking and sorting, for acoustic sacrifice. I consider the highly tonal diatonic scale, from the early seventeenth century to the first half of the eighteenth century, in Europe, to be one of the most beautiful things ever to have existed, no matter how briefly. Of an absolute beauty � no matter how contingent and immediately deprived of a future. I rank it as highly as the Roman satura, the invention in Greece and in Rome of the historical genre, red wine from the Bordeaux region, a grilled fillet of Saint Peter�s fish, bourgeois individualism, William Shakespeare�s tragedies.
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It is said that as Peter grew older he could no longer bear cocks. Even domesticated thrushes, small quail, pigeons, mallards, and blackbirds that frighten no man � all that could sing, in the courtyard of his basilican palace in Rome, he had put to death. Cneius Mammeius reports that he would ask Fuscia Caerellia to smother them in a cloth dyed with bilberries (vaccinia). This was before he was incarcerated in the Mamertine prison, that is, before Seneca the Younger was forced to commit suicide. Saint Peter (Simo Petrus) lived at the time in a vast, rather dilapidated, palace in Rome, acquired in the early 60s. He was beginning to become known. Simo Petrus dined with Lucan, with Seneca, with the young Spaniard Martial. He was also seen at Quintilian�s, at Valerius Flaccus�s, at Pliny�s. Cneius Mammeius says that in the last moments of his life he could no longer bear children at play or the songs of the Divine Office. One day, he had a group of elderly patrician women chased away with a whip, when they had just converted to the Christian party, because they lingered in the courtyard to gossip while letting out loud high-pitched screams. The palace was shrouded in silence, the windows blinded with drapes. The doors to the inner apartment were hung with several Gallic coats, attached with the help of a horizontal beam, stitched together in order to muffle sounds. Fuscia Caerellia made little wool plugs that hung day and night from Saint Peter�s ears.

Second Treatise. IT SO HAPPENS THAT EARS HAVE NO EYELIDS

All sound is the invisible in the form of a piercer of envelopes. Whether it be bodies, rooms, apartments, castles, fortified cities. Immaterial, it breaks all barriers. Sound ignores skin, does not know what a limit is: it is neither internal, nor external. Unlimiting, it is unlocalizable. It cannot be touched: it is ungraspable. Hearing is not like seeing. What is seen can be abolished by the eyelids, can be stopped by partitions or curtains, can be rendered immediately inaccessible by walls. What is heard knows neither eyelids, nor partitions, neither curtains, nor walls. Undelimitable, it is impossible to protect oneself from it. There is no acoustic viewpoint. There is no terrace, no window, no keep, no citadel, no panoramic lookout of sound. There is neither a subject nor an object of hearing. Sound rushes in. It violates. Hearing is the most archaic perception in the course of personal history, even before smelling, well before seeing, and it is allied with the night.
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It so happens that the infinite nature of passivity (invisible forced reception) has its foundation in human hearing. This is what I bring together in the formula: ears have no eyelids.
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To hear is to be touched from afar.
Rhythm is linked to vibration. That is how music creates an involuntary intimacy between juxtaposed bodies.
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To hear is to obey. To listen in Latin is obaudire. Obaudire has survived in French as ob�ir. Hearing, audientia, is an obaudientia, is an obedience.
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The sounds children hear are not born at the moment of their birth. Long before being able to emit sounds, they begin to obey the maternal, or at least the unknowable, preexisting, soprano, muffled, warm, enveloping sonata. Genealogically � at the limit of the genealogy of each person � obedience prolongs the sexual attacca of the procreating embrace.
Polyrhythmia � bodily, cardiac, then howling and respiratory, then famished and screaming, then motive and gurgling, then linguistic � is as acquired as it seems spontaneous: these rhythms are more mimetic and these lessons more contagious than they are voluntarily activated. Sound is never quite liberated from the movement of the body that causes it and that it amplifies. Never will music be entirely dissociated from the dance that it rhythmically animates. Similarly, hearing the acoustic is never separate from sexual coitus, nor from the �obedient� fetal training, nor from the linguistic filial bond.
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There is no impermeability of the self with regard to the acoustic. Sound immediately touches the body as if the body presented itself to sound more than naked: lacking skin. Ears, where is your foreskin? Ears, where are your eyelids? Ears, where are the door, the shutters, the membrane, and the roof?
Before birth, until the final moment of death, men and women hear without a moment�s respite.
There is no sleep for hearing. That is why instruments that wake those who sleep appeal to the ear. Withdrawing from the surroundings is not possible for hearing. There is no acoustic landscape because a landscape implies a distance from the visible. There is no distance from the acoustic.
The acoustic is a land that cannot be contemplated. A land without landscape.
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Hearing, when we fall asleep, is the last sense to capitulate before the coming unconscious passivity.
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One neither contemplates nor stares at music.
Music immediately transports in the physical transport of its cadence both those who execute it and those who suffer it.
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The listener, in language, is an interlocutor: egophoria provides the I and the open possibility to respond at any time. The listener, in music, is not an interlocutor.
He is a prey that surrenders himself to the trap.
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The acoustic experience is never personal: both preinternal and preexternal, in trance, transporting, that is to say both panicked and kinesthetic, seizing all the limbs, seizing the cardiac pulse and the respiratory rhythm, neither passive nor active; it distorts; it is always imitative. There is only one very strange and specific human metamorphosis: the acquisition of the �mother tongue.�
This is human obedience.
The experience of music is profoundly involuntary.
The voice is produced and heard simultaneously.
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The intangible, unsmellable, unattainable, invisible, asemic, inexistent object of music.
Music is even more nothing than the death for which it calls in the panic summoning of the Sirens.
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The ear is the only sense where the eye does not see.
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There is nothing in the acoustic that sends back to us a localizable, symmetrical, reversed image of ourselves like a mirror does. In Latin, the word for reflection is repercussio. Images are localizable puppets. Mannequins or terrificationes. Echoes are not acoustic puppets, are not effigies. Echoes are not exactly objecti, are not reflections projected before man: they are acoustic reflections, which those who hear cannot approach without destroying their effect.
There is no acoustic mirror in which the emitter might contemplate himself. Animals, ancestors, God, the acoustic invisible, the voice of the preparturient mother immediately speak there. Caves, then Megalithic cities of the dead, then temples: all are laid out according to the phenomenon of the echo. Where the acoustic source is unattributable. Where the visible and the audible are in discord. Like between thunder and lightning. The first professionals of the discord between hearing and sight form the shamanic couple.
The linguist and the bird-carrier.
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When he dies, Narcissus plunges into the reflection of himself that he sees. He ruptures the distance that sight allows and that separates the visible from vision. He sinks into the localizable image to the point of making it his grave. The river is his mother advancing.
The dying Echo disintegrates; she is scattered on the rocks, where her body bounces from side to side. Echo is not concentrated in death: she becomes the entire mountain and is nowhere in the mountain.
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Inconsistency and nondelimitation are divine attributes. The nature of sounds is to be invisible, without precise contours, with the potential to address what is invisible, or to become a messenger to the indelimitable.
Hearing is the only sensory experience of ubiquity.
This is why gods end up as verbs.
They are voices that come from nowhere.
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Shamanism is the hunt for souls that skip from animal to animal in the double immensity of the visible and nocturnal � that is to say real and oneiric � worlds. This hunt is a journey from which one must return. It is Paleolithic culpability: being capable of bringing back the prey that has become the predator of its predator.
A good shaman is a ventriloquist. The animal penetrates the one who hails it with its cry. The god enters the priest. The animal rides, the spirit entrances whomever they possess. The shaman fights with them. They become the shaman�s prey. The shaman becomes a god-box. He does not imitate the boar: the boar grunts within him; the ibex leaps within him; the bison spurs the stamping of his dance. The good sorcerer is this belly that has eaten and in which the animal he is guilty of having killed and eaten speaks. Caves are also marked by ventriloquy: the echo of the mouth that has swallowed the initiate-to-animals in the belly of the earth.
In Jonah.
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Animal ventriloquy, danced mimicry predate domestication: mastery of animals is predomestication. The first specialized hunter was the shaman: this hunter whose specialty is the hunt for breaths, for voices, for visions, for spirits. This specialization was infinitely slow and progressive: the power over the language of animals, then the power over the initiation of young hunters into the language of animals, then the power over death and rebirth, then the power over sickness and healing. The shaman can go searching for any breath during his journeys in order to bring it back and drop it in the middle of the group at the end of the musical trance.
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It so happens that ventriloquy, glossolalia, speaking the languages of animals, simply speaking �in tongues,� only characterize one member of the shamanic couple. Georges Charachidz� reports that the Georgians of the Caucasus name those who speak in a state of trance �linguists,� while they call those whose possession is visual �standard bearers.�
The linguist in trance enunciates, without understanding or translating, what the spirits of animals, humans, elements, and plants pronounce through his mouth. The standard bearer sees these spirits in the form of birds or apparitions but does not hear them. He remains seated apart. He seems to be conversing in silence with the birds that are perched on his flagpole � without anyone seeing them land there � and who describe to him in images what they have seen during their travels.
The shamanic couple sets the linguist against the standard bearer. It is a game of tag, a back-and-forth more than a couple. It is the Russian tale Good Ear and Sharp Eye. It is the singer and the seer. It is the oracle against the soothsayer.
It is thunder and lightning.
It is the ear and the eye.
The possessed ear that transmits to the mouth that repeats is a fierce verbal struggle with what lies beyond language, or with language�s other, or with the totality of languages that preceded language: �From the time when the animals spoke.�
The stricken eye is a journey through the nocturnal world of apparitions in dreams, of painted images in caves, of the resurging dead.
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Every time, the experience of a storm is abyssal. Every time, the body shivers, the heart trembles, in the interval between lightning and thunder.
The desynchronization of the eye and the ear.
What attracts the rain is twofold.
Perceiving lightning, in the night of the rain-laden cloud, and hearing the terrifying thunder are independent of each other, give rise to expectation, apprehension, calculation of the time of the interval.
And finally the rain falls on the ground like a shaman.
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A piercing cry, such is the abyssal call.
The abyssal call has two organs: acoustic and visible, to which must be added birth, coupling, and death.
We live in pathetic temporal urgency. Temporal means continuously originary.
Continuously obedient.
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The ancient Greeks claimed that the gods give organs to humans so that they might respond to the call of the abyss of the promontory or of the source-cave. Pindar says in the twelfth Pythian: Athena gave the aulos to man to spread his lamentations.
Cusanus said in a similar fashion: �Passio precedes knowledge. Tears precede ontology: tears cry for the unknown.�
Of what is music the instrument?
What is the original intonation of music? Why are there musical instruments? Why do myths pay attention to their birth?
Why was human hearing often 1. collective, 2. circular or semicircular? In the Greek language, the magic circle is called orchestra. The auditory circle or the danced ronde configure in space what in illo tempore inscribes in the temporal order.
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A curious calculation present in the Vedic texts estimates that human speech added to divine speech represents only a quarter of all speech.
Similarly, the Vedas affirm that the creaking of a wheel on the cart that transports the soma at the moment that it enters the sacrificial ground is a more important form of speech than the profoundest maxim of the most clear-sighted of sages.
Nonverbal speech is greater in extension and in truth than articulated speech.
Except when the latter becomes extremely dense and eventually retracts in the form of a breath because, in that case, the sacrifice has reached the verbal itself and has dismembered it like a victim.

[image: ]

Music has a precise function in shamanism and concerns only the linguists: the cry that triggers the trance, just as respiration is triggered at birth in the cry. In Sulawesi, the shaman is called Gong or Drum, since the gong or the drum brings out the entranced speech (the animal roughness of the spirits� voices that all of a sudden invade the body of their prophet).
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Neither internal nor external, no one can clearly distinguish, in what music unfolds, between what is subjective and what is objective, between what belongs to hearing and what belongs to the production of sound. A worry common to every childhood consists in distinguishing in the fascinating and quickly shameful noises of the body between those which we have made ourselves and those that belong to another.
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The acoustic, not delimiting anything, has not so much individualized the ears as it has devoted them to grouping. This is called: pulling by the ears. National anthems, municipal fanfares, religious hymns, familial songs identify groups, unite natives, subjugate subjects.
The obedient.
Undelimitable and invisible, music appears to be the voice of everyone. There is perhaps no music that does not group together, because there is no music that does not at once mobilize breath and blood. Soul (pulmonary animation) and heart. Why do the moderns listen more and more to music in concert, in larger and larger halls, despite very recent possibilities of private diffusion and reception?
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Even the most refined, resolutely solitary, Chinese music demonstrates in its most radical legends the idea of the group: at the very least the meeting of two steadfast friends. A couple.
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This tale appears in the L�shi Chunqiu: the scholar Yu Boya was a prodigious qin player, but it so happened that only a poor lumberjack, Zhong Ziqi, was able to understand the sentiments that his compositions and his playing expressed.
He would come join him in the forest. The lumberjack would orient himself by the sound of his friend�s cithara among the branches and the shadows.
When Zhong Ziqi died, Yu Boya broke his qin because there were no longer ears for its song.
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In Cao Xueqin�s Dream of the Red Chamber, Sister Lin confesses to Brother Jade that she once learned to play the horizontal cithara. Alas, she quit. The saying goes: �Three days without touching the strings, your fingers turn into brambles.� She then explains to Brother Jade the profound nature of music. The music teacher Kuang, when playing the seven-stringed horizontal cithara, stirred up wind and thunder and conjured up dragons and sixteen black cranes who each were two thousand years old. But the purposes of music can be reduced to a single one: attracting the other. Yu Boya attracting Zhong Ziqi in the forest. Music, in order to hail the other, sets up taboos: �The name of the seven-stringed horizontal cithara (qin) is pronounced like one of the words that commonly designate taboos. According to the institutions of the Ancients, the instrument was originally used to maintain the energetic essence of life.� In order to play this instrument, it was important to choose either an isolated room on an elevated terrace or on the upper floor of a tall pavilion, or a secluded place in a forest, at the summit of a mountain or on the shore of a vast body of water. All music had to be played at night. One had to know how to take advantage of a nocturnal hour when heaven and earth were in perfect harmony, the wind pure, the moon bright, to sit down with legs crossed, a heart free of all oppression, a slow and steady pulse. This is why the ancient Chinese acknowledged that it was very rare to come across a being who really understood the strains of its music. For lack of initiated listeners, they said it was better to give into the pleasure of music only in the presence of forest monkeys and old storks. One had to do one�s hair in a secret fashion and dress according to the rules so as not to prove unworthy of the ancient instrument.
One had to wait until the desire to play became irrepressible.
At that moment, the musician would cleanse his hands, light the scented sticks, take hold of the cithara, place it on the rectangular table with his heart exactly facing the fifth mark of the soundboard.
First, with deference, the musician would recall the tune in silence. He would look at the moon. Then he would turn his gaze toward the night.
Only then could the music rise from the heart of the instrument while the musician�s fingers raced and danced.
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The European string quartet.
Four men in black, with bowties around their necks, breaking their backs over wooden bows with horsehair, over sheep entrails.
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Music is what man owes to time.
More precisely: to the dead interval that produces rhythms.
Concert halls are inveterate caves whose god is time.
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Why is hearing the door to what is not of this world? Why has the acoustic universe since the beginning consisted in privileged access to the other world? Is being linked more to time than to space? Is it linked more to language, to music, to night than to the visible and colorful things that the sun reveals each day? Is time the blossoming of being and obeying its dark flower? Is time the aim of being? Music, language, night, and silence its arrows? Death its target?

[image: ]

For the ears, it is the meaning of language (no�mata, thoughts, phantoms aroused by the voice) that returns to the soul and not the substance of speech. This return is thus a silence to which speech gives way when it rids itself of its flesh. Linguistic attention is a silence in which speech is destroyed and consumed in the form of thought.
Cooked by hearing, language, which is the voice of absent things, is itself transformed into an absent thing � into an elusive phantom that emerges from speech at the moment when its material exterior itself disappears. It is no longer a linguistic sign but a cognitive sensation. Such is the sacrifice of no�sis, which derives from sacrifice (during which the animal is slaughtered and cut up in order to transmit its power, at the same time that this cutting up and distribution organizes and hierarchizes the social order). At least, in linguistic hearing, language spreads out and liberates itself from its physical soundtrack whose domain of application is entirely collective in order to become a silent soundtrack inside every soul it animates.
Because language signifies.
The meaning carried by asemic language (music) is nothing but its very act, that is to say its immediate convocation of blood and breath to itself.
In this sense, linguistic obedience can become individual and the thought that results from it is an extraction from the acoustic.
Thought can become a mute reflection.
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To fall silent is first to tear oneself away from the deafness in which we exist with regard to the language within us and in which the speaker is entirely submerged in the social, rhythmic, ritual circulus. Language is never heard while speaking: it is produced before it is heard. The speaker remains with his mouth open in the opening between his exsufflated loss and the acoustic flight forward of the doll or the fetish of his remarks.
The listener remains with his mouth closed: he opens his ears.
In the speaker�s words, language fascinates itself, speaks almost on its own, in any case is barely heard. Kleist�s meditation entitled Monolog. Des For�ts�s story entitled Le Bavard. In locution, it is its own mirage. Speaking is an irretrievable exteriorized confusion. Language thinks the speaker and his thoughts.
The listener hears.
There is no profound listening without the destruction of whoever speaks: he fades before what is communicated, which travels by emerging from him in speech and finally returns in the listener partly because of the elimination of the acoustic source in the air and partly thanks to the silencing-seizing of what is said, which is consumed inside of oneself.
Whoever listens then ceases to be the same man and truly disorganizes himself into thought.
I am speaking of a real form of listening. That is to say of the obaudientia of a real audientia.
When it comes to real forms of listening, I think man knows only two: 1. reading novels, because reading essays suspends neither identity nor mistrust, 2. art music, that is to say the melos composed by those who have been initiated into silent individual language. Two forms of hearing whose silent receptiveness is in position to be totally but also individually affected. Enunciation disappears, reception falters and melts into the source, confusion appears, to which loss of identity bears witness.
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When one reads the monk Kenkō�s fragments, when one reads Chateaubriand�s La Vie de Ranc�, one does not argue; the soul is conquered; a passivity is born in silence; what is said about the character or the topic or the times is like the attributes of a myth or a novel; one reads beauty; one forgets the argument and seeks only psychic turmoil, noetic aesthesis, and not semantic, thematic, noematic, visual, contemplative knowledge.
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Herodotus wrote that women gave up their shame as soon as they took off their dress. Eros took hold of them before their husbands could take the first step toward the embrace. Listeners give up their identity together with orality: they fall silent. For whoever reads a novel and for whoever listens to music, the ground beneath their feet is a falling-silent. The immersion of the diver, mouth closed, in the sea of silence.
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But the pinnae of the ears do not fold back on themselves in order to interrupt hearing like the eyelids that are lowered to suspend sight and can be raised in order to restore it.
Plutarch writes: �It is said that physis, endowing us with two ears and one tongue, meant to force us to speak less and listen more.�
Physis �heard� silence before making, out of animals, some humans.
We have one more ear than the mouth has tongue.
Plutarch added, mysteriously, that the ears are comparable to chipped vases.
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Whoever writes is this mystery: a speaker who listens.
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Writing that obeys.
Obedient: for it submits to an unpredictable and inexorable body.
Possessed by language exactly defines the shaman who falls prey to his prey.
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Plutarch reports that Dionysius, at the theater, was enchanted by the virtuosity of a citharede. When the latter had finished the interpretation of his piece, the tyrant of Syracuse approached him and promised him gold, clothing, sumptuous pottery.
The next day, the citharede came looking for Dionysius in his palace. He was received in the great hall. The citharede greeted the tyrant and waited for him to make a sign. But Dionysius waited. When the citharede decided to speak, he modestly asked the prince for the presents he had been promised the evening before after the performance he had given.
The tyrant rose from his golden throne and looked at the musician with a smile. He muttered that he had already repaid him. Then he turned his gaze away from the two eyes of the citharede. Dionysius stopped on the flooring. He added without turning around:
�For as much happiness as you gave me with your songs, I gave you in expectations.�
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Vico says that man was an animal pulled from his stupor by lightning. The first visual sign is the flash. The first acoustic sign is the thunder. Such is, according to Vico, the origin of language. Fire of lightning and rumbling are the first theologia. Forests hiding signs and concealing acoustic sources, the word for a clearing in Rome is lucus: eye. The word for cave is: ear. The Scienza Nuova evokes human cities becoming forests again: the eyelids of the lucus close.
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When night falls there is a moment of silence. This moment occurs after the birds have fallen silent, and it continues until the frogs begin to emit their song. Tree frogs prefer midnight, much like cocks and most birds prefer to build their acoustic territory in the rising light.
Although the light does not �rise�: light �raises� the visible on earth and envelops it in the sky.
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The moment of greatest acoustic decrease is not nocturnal, but twilit. This is the auditory minimum.
Pan is the strange roar of the noon silence. The god of pipes falls silent in the middle of the day, which is to say at the optical maximum.
Such are the facts of this world.
Twilight is the �acoustic zero point� in the order of nature. In fact, it is hardly a zero point, it is not silence, but nature�s acoustic minimum. Humanity never ceases to obey. In ontology, the minimum of sound is defined by the boundary between chirping and croaking. This is the hour of silence. In no way does silence mean lack of sound: it means a state in which the ear is the most alert. In no way does humanity cause the spread of the acoustic and the taciturn, any more than it is responsible for the luminous and the somber. The state in which the ear is the most alert is the threshold of night.
It is my favorite hour. It is, out of all the hours when I enjoy being alone, the hour when I prefer being alone. It is the hour when I would like to die.

Third Treatise. ON MY DEATH

No music before, during, after the cremation.
Not even a cicada hanging in a cage.
If one of the attendees cries or blows his nose, everyone will feel uncomfortable and this discomfort will be all the greater since music will not hide it. I apologize to those who will remain, for the awkward situation in which I will have placed them, but I prefer this discomfort to music.
No tarabustis.
No rite shall be observed. No song shall be sung. No word shall be spoken. No electrified reproduction of anything or of anyone. No embraces, no slaughtered cocks, no religion, no morals. Not even the conventional gestures. One will have said good-bye to me if one has remained silent.

Fourth Treatise. ON THE SUBJECT OF THE BONDS BETWEEN SOUND AND NIGHT

It sometimes happens that we doubt the dark audience. It sometimes happens that the chimeras of an amniotic, aquatic, muffled, faraway world seem like contentious facts to us. It sometimes also happens that we feel that we vividly remember this world. But remembering is a narration, like stories that tell dreams: these narrations or stories bring so much with them that we are justified in mistrusting ourselves. We are merely a conflict of stories rolled up in a name.
Can we find evidence, in history, that might attest to the torment of this somber audience and that might at the same time be free of any presupposition?
This evidence exists.
It is devoid of meaning; it is the strangest evidence, the most incomprehensible in its extent, and it is situated precisely at the temporal source of the differentiation of the species in the slow desynchronization that took place in the course of prehistory.
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We believe −20,000 to be the millennium during which, equipped with almost smokeless lamps made from the fat of prey that were put to death and scraped before preparing the skins, humans entered completely dark places found in cliffsides and in mountain caves. With the help of these lamps, they adorned vast halls, doomed until then to perpetual night, with large monochromatic or two-colored animal images.

[image: ]

Why did the birth of art find itself tied to a subterranean expedition?
Why was art and why does it remain a dark adventure?
Was visual art (at least art visible in the light of a grease lamp flickering in the dark) tied to dreams, which are themselves visiones nocturnae?
Twenty-one thousand years passed: at the end of the nineteenth century humanity flocked to bury itself in the dark halls of cinematography.
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Why have numerous dead, through the Mesolithic, been found with their limbs gathered together, bound with the tendons of dead reindeer, in a fetal position, their head between their knees, in the form of eggs covered in red ochre, wrapped in the skins of decapitated and sewn-up animals? Why are the first depictions of humans chimerical, mixing animality and humanity, bison-men, singing shamans with animal heads?
Why these stags with their horns depicted in the act of bellowing? Why these goats depicted bleating during rutting season? (Tragōdia in Greek still means, explicitly for a modern Greek, goat song.) Why these lions with their jaws open, roaring?
Is music depicted through these first images?
Were these �visionaries,� these dreamers of the cavernous night, these shamans, the first fresco painters, particularly interested in the transformation of animals shedding antlers and changing voices?
More precisely: in the transformation of young boys at the age when their bodies and their voices change, at the age when they change from children into men, that is to say at the age of their initiation into the secrets of hunters (that is, into the secrets of animal-men) and into the secret language of the animals that they pursued, that nourished them and in whose skin they dressed?
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Can the horns of ibexes, of bulls, of reindeer distinguish within themselves the tool used for drinking their blood and sharing it after the sacrifice, the one for the fermented drink that inspires visions and mimetic dances, and the one for the sound of their call?
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Did these men sing while they painted, like the Australian Bushmen? (In the same way that the legends about the great Greek painter Parrhasius describe him as singing.)
Why do all inventoried sanctuaries begin where the light of day and the astral brightness are no longer perceptible, where the darkness and the concealed depths of the earth reign supreme?
Why was it necessary to hide these images (which are not images, which were always visions, phantasmata, which could be glimpsed only by a flickering flame resting in the fat of a dead animal) in the hidden earth? Why then scratch out what is shown? Why riddle the depicted with arrows like in the ball or dart games of traditional festivals and fairs? Like so many Saint Sebastians?
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Andr� Leroi-Gourhan, in The Art of Prehistoric Man, boils down the question to a single sentence: why did the thought of bison and horse hunters �bury� itself at the time of the glacial retreat?
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I will present the speculation specific to this short treatise in the following manner: these caves are not sanctuaries for images.
I maintain that Paleolithic caves are musical instruments whose walls were decorated.
They are nocturnal resonators that were painted in a manner that was by no means panoramic: they were painted in the invisible. The choice of the decorated walls was based on echoes. The place of acoustic doubles is the echo: they are echo chambers. (In the same way that the space of visible doubles is the mask: bison masks, stag masks, masks of birds of prey with hooked beaks, bison-men puppets.) The stag-man depicted at the end of the cul-de-sac in the Cave of the Trois Fr�res is holding a bow. I will not distinguish the hunting tool from the first lyre, just as I did not distinguish Apollo the archer from Apollo the citharede.
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Cave paintings begin where we can no longer see our hands before our eyes.
Where we see the color black.
Echoes are guides and reference points in the silent darkness that they enter and where they search for images.
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Echoes are the voice of the invisible. The living do not see the dead in the light of day. Whereas they see them at night in their dreams. In echoes, the emitter cannot be found. It is a game of hide-and-seek between the visible and the audible.
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The first humans painted their visiones nocturnae by letting themselves be guided by the acoustic properties of certain walls. In the caves of Ari�ge, the Paleolithic shaman-painters depict roaring, just in front of the jaws or muzzle of wild beasts, in the form of a group of strokes. These strokes or even incisions are their roar. They also painted masked shamans holding their birdcalls or their bows. Resonance, in the great resonant sanctuaries, was tied to apparition, behind the curtain of stalagmites.
To the light of the grease lamp, which one by one revealed the animal epiphanies shrouded in darkness, responded the music of calcite lithophones.
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In Malta, in the Hypogeum cave, a resonating cavity has been hollowed out by human hands. Its frequency is ninety hertz, the amplification of which proves to be terrifying provided that the emitted voices are low.
R. Murray Schafer made an inventory in his books of all the ziggurats, temples, crypts, and cathedrals that echo, that reverberate, that constitute a polyphonic labyrinth.
Echoes engender the mystery of the alter ego world.
Lucretius simply stated that all places that echo are temples.
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In 1776, Vivant Denon visits the echoing cave of the Sibyl and notes in his travel journal: �There is not a more impressive sound. It is perhaps the most beautiful acoustic body that exists.�
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In the Cave of the Trois Fr�res, the shaman with reindeer antlers, reindeer ears, horse tail, lion paws, has the eyes of an owl: he has the eyes of a predator that relies on hearing. Of cavernicoles.
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The Aranda verb for being born is alkneraka: becoming-eyes.
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The inhabitants of ancient Sumer named the place where the dead go: the Land-of-No-Return.
Sumerian texts describe the Land-of-No-Return thus: the breath of the dead barely survives, asleep, covered in dirt and feathers, wretched, like �nocturnal birds living in caves.�
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Isis, when she offered the model of lamentation to the first Egyptians, said in her lamentation that, when eyes do not see, eyes desire.
The hymn makes clear, to the detriment of language, that the voice that hails the dead does not reach their ears. The voice only names them. It can only summon the pain of those who are deprived of their loved ones.
The myth says that when Isis began the first lamentation � the lamentation over Osiris�s castrated corpse, whose sex is lost � as soon as Isis sang, the child of the Queen of Byblos died.
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The first figurative narration was painted at the bottom of a well, itself at the bottom of a completely dark cave. It is a dying, ithyphallic man knocked down on his back, a bison, gored by a spear, charging at him, a staff surmounted by the head of a hook-beaked bird.
The last religion that persists in the space where I live depicts a dying man.
It is said, in the New Testament, that Christ was blindfolded when he was slapped.
Every God bleeds in the dark.
God bleeds only in hearing and in the night. Outside the night and caves, he shines like a sun.
Isaac can no longer see. He is in the night. Jacob says: �I did not bring you a ewe killed by wild beasts.�
Jacob did not bring a ewe killed by wild beasts but he covered his arms with it.
Isaac feels him and says: �The voice is Jacob�s but the arms are Esau�s� and he blesses him.
He reflects: �His voice has not yet changed and yet his body is covered in hair.�
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As a child, I sang. As an adolescent, like all adolescents, my voice broke. But it remained muffled and lost. I passionately buried myself in instrumental music. There is a direct link between music and voice change. Women are born and die in a soprano that seems indestructible. Their voice is their reign. Men lose their childhood voices. At thirteen, they become hoarse, quaver, bleat. It is curious that our language still says that they bleat. Men are counted among the animals whose voices break. Within the species, they make up a species that sings in two voices.
They can be defined, from puberty on: humans who have shed their voice.
In the male voice, childhood, nonlanguage, the relationship with the mother and her dark water, with the amnion, as well as the obedient elaboration of the first emotions, finally the child�s voice that attracts the maternal language, are a snake�s coat.
Men therefore cut off their voice change as they cut off their testicles. A forever childlike voice. They are castrati.
Or men compose with their lost voice. We call them composers. They recompose as best they can an acoustic territory that does not change, unchangeable.
Or perhaps still, humans compensate with instruments for their bodily lack and the acoustic abandonment in which the deepening of their voice has plunged them. They thus regain the both puerile and maternal high registers of nascent emotion, of their acoustic home.
We name them virtuosi.
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Human castration can be defined as the Neolithic domestication of the voice. Intraspecific domestication that lasted from the Neolithic until the end of the eighteenth century in Europe. It reflects the underground circumcisions in shamanic caves where dying to childhood and being reborn mutated into an animal-man, into a hunter, was one and the same metamorphosis.
In the Hypogeum cave, women�s and children�s voices cannot make the stone instrument resound, the frequency of their voices not being low enough to set the rocky resonance going.
Only boys whose voices have changed can make the Hypogeum cave resound.
Changing voice, dying and being reborn: the funerary or nocturnal journey and juvenile initiation are inseparable. Propp said that all the world�s fantastic tales recounted this initiation journey: returning home bearded and hoarse.
What is a hero? Neither a living nor a dead person. A shaman who enters the other world and who returns.
A changed person.
It is coming back from the cave, from the jaws of the animal that swallows, tears to pieces, that is to say incises, and spits out into the sunlight.
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Since the zoological emergence, three million years separate us from weapon-tools made of stone. Then forty thousand years of prehistory. Finally nine thousand years of history, which is nothing but infinite war. Humans coming out of prehistory, at the very beginning of the Neolithic, tearing time apart to the point where they could plan the year, considered plants, animals, humans as breeders. They sacrificed the first fruits, the firstborn of their herds and of their own kind. They castrated.
Osiris is torn apart and emasculated. The fourteenth piece of his body, nowhere to be found, is his sex. During the Osiris processions, women musicians would sing his hymn in his honor while moving with strings the obscene marionettes of their god. Attis tears off his penis under a pine and splatters the earth with blood. The ritual was accompanied by tambourines, cymbals, flutes, and horns. The hymns of the eunuch priest colleges of Attis were immensely renowned all over the Orient. The musician Marsyas, having picked up the flute thrown away by Athena, was bound to a pine and emasculated, then flayed. The Greeks would go to see his skin at Celaenae, in the historical era, in a cave, at the foot of the citadel. They said that his skin would still quiver, as long as the aulete played his flute well. Orpheus is emasculated and torn apart. Music and the marvelous voice, the domesticated voice, castration are bound together.
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Death is hungry. But death is blind. Caeca nox. Dark night means blind night, unseeing.
As night, the dead can recognize only by the voice.
In the night, orientation is acoustic. In the depths of caves, in the absolute and nocturnal silence in the depths of caves, the white, golden calcite curtains, serving as lithophones, are broken at the height of a human being.
The broken stalagmites and stalactites were transported, in the prehistoric era, out of caves. They are fetishes.
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The Greek geographer Strabo reports that in the depths of the Corycian cave, two hundred feet from its entrance, under the dripping stalactites, where the subterranean spring spouted and then disappeared with a rumble into a fissure, in the most complete darkness, the pious men of Greece would hear cymbals played by the hands of Zeus.
Strabo adds that other Greeks, in the first century Before Christ, affirmed that it was the mashing of the jaws of Typhon, Stealer of Bear Nerves.
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In the eighteenth century of our era, Jan de l�Ors (Jean of the Bear) securely fastens the rope under his arm. He descends to the bottom of the well. The hole continues vertically into the earth so far that he cannot see the bottom. The walls are slimy. Bats silently take flight in the darkness. The descent lasts three full days.
At the end of the third day, his forty-quintal stick touches the bottom of the earth. Jan de l�Ors unfastens the rope. He takes a couple of steps in the immense cavern in which he has just landed.
A large pile of bones is strewn on the ground.
He treads between skulls.
He enters a castle in the middle of the cave. He walks but his steps no longer resonate.
Jan throws his forty-quintal stick on the marble floor: it makes the sound of a bird feather falling on snow.
Jan de l�Ors immediately understands that this castle is the land where sounds cannot be born.
He raises his head toward a gigantic cat made of calcite, luminous glass, crystal. The great cat wears on its forehead a carbuncle blazing in the darkness. Everywhere are trees full of golden apples surrounding a silent fountain: the water spouts and falls without a sound.
Sitting on the edge of the fountain, a young girl, as beautiful as dawn, combs her hair with a crescent moon.
Jan de l�Ors approaches her but she does not see him. The eyes of the marvelous young girl remain irresistibly fixed on the flames of the carbuncle that holds the place under its charm.
Jan wants to speak to her: he asks his question but his question does not resonate.
�The woman is bewitched,� Jan de l�Ors thinks, �and I�m going to go mad in this deathly silence.�
So Jan picks up his forty-quintal stick, brandishes it, and strikes the head of the great crystal cat.
All the stalactites break, emitting the world�s most beautiful song. The imprisoned sounds are suddenly set free. The fountain murmurs. The slabs resonate. The leaves rustle on the tree branches. The voices speak.

Fifth Treatise. THE SONG OF THE SIRENS

In book IX of the Odyssey, Ulysses, breaking down in tears, confesses his name. The bard puts down his cithara and falls silent. From then on Ulysses speaks in the first person and tells the rest of his adventures: first the cave, then Kirk�s island, finally his journey to the land of the dead.
Returning from the land of the dead, Ulysses sails along the coast of the island of the Sirens.
Kirk� means bird of prey, Sparrowhawk. Circe sings on the island Aiai�. Aiai� in Greek means Moan. Kirk� sings a moaning and languorous song and her song transforms whoever hears it into a pig. Circe the singer has warned Ulysses: the shrill, piercing (ligur�) song (aoid�) of the Sirens pulls (thelgousin) men: it attracts and binds whoever hears it in fascination. The Sirens� island is a humid meadow (leimōni) surrounded by human bones covered in rotting flesh. The two ruses revealed to Ulysses by the sparrowhawk shaman are as simple as they are precise. Each one of Ulysses� men must plug both his ears with kneaded wax, removed from a honeycomb with the help of a bronze knife. Ulysses alone is allowed to keep his ears open on condition that he be bound with ropes three times: hands bound, feet bound, and, standing on deck, his thorax bound to the mast.
Each time Ulysses asks to be released, Eurylokhos and Perimedes will tighten the ropes. He can then hear what no mortal has heard without dying: the scream-songs (at the same time phthoggos and aoid�) of the Sirens.
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The end of Homer�s scene is more inconsistent.
When silence has returned to the sea, it is in all likelihood the sailors, whose ears are plugged, who hear the Sirens� song fading in the distance, since it is agreed that if Ulysses were to ask that the ropes be loosened, they would only be tightened by Eurylokhos and Perimedes. In short, the sailors, whose ears are plugged, upon hearing the silence, hasten to remove from their ears the pieces of wax that Ulysses had cut with his bronze knife and kneaded with his fingers.
At that moment, Eurylokhos and Perimedes untie (anelysan) Ulysses. It so happens that this is also the first time the word analysis appears in a Greek text.
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The simple act of inverting the episode seems to me to give it its soundest meaning.
With their supernatural song, birds attract men to the place strewn with bones where they perch: with their artificial song, men attract birds to the place strewn with bones where they nest.
The artificial song that serves to attract birds is called a birdcall. The Sirens are birds� revenge on the birdcalls that make them victims of their own song. Archaeological digs in the oldest caves reveal whistles and birdcalls. Paleolithic hunters mimetically lured the animals they hunted and from whom they did not distinguish themselves. Reindeer and ibex horns were depicted on the nocturnal walls. They are exhibited in books as illustrations flooded with light: it must not be forgotten that horns can also sound. The first human depictions sometimes hold a horn in their hands. To drink its blood? To hail the animal of which it is a sign (a sign that falls in the forest when it is shed) to the point of becoming the sound that signals it?
The speculation can then be articulated in the following way: Homer�s text retells in an inverted episode a prototypical tale about the origin of music, according to which the first music was that of hunters� whistles-birdcalls. The secrets of hunting (animals� speech, that is, the cries they emit and that call them) are taught during the initiation. Kirk� is the Sparrowhawk. If vultures and falcons, eagles, owls have been �deified� gradually by their status as celestials, to which hunters left a part of the prey that they had put to death at the ritual moment of sacrifice (detaching the skin, severing the limbs, and separating the organs from the flesh), the calls that attracted them were gradually �theologized.� This is how music, subsequently, became a song that attracted the gods to man, having attracted birds to hunters. It is a later development but the function remains the same.
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Their ears lead them to the birdlime where their feet are ensnared: the wax in their ears prevents them from hearing the decoy.
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In Rome, deer were considered cowardly animals � unworthy of senators who preferred boar � because they fled when they were attacked and were thought to adore music. Deer were hunted with calls or decoys: either a sort of syrinx mimicking a breeding grunt, or a live bound deer, bellowing and serving as a lure. Deer hunting, considered servile, was done not with spears but with nets: the antlers would become inextricably entangled in the mesh.
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All tales tell stories of young men who acquire, in the course of an initiation, the language of animals. Both the call and the decoy hail the emitter in its song. Music in no way consists in bringing something into a human ronde: it allows entry into a re-created zoological ronde. The imitations bring about one another mutually. Birds are alone, like humans, in knowing how to imitate the songs of neighboring species. Mimetic sounds, which are the prey�s acoustic masks, bring the celestial animal, the terrestrial animal, the aquatic animal, all predatory animals including man, thunder, fire, sea, wind into the predatory ronde. Music makes the ronde turn through the sounds of animals in the dance, through images of animals and stars on the walls of the oldest caves. It intensifies the rotation. For the world turns, as do the sun and the stars, seasons and changes, blooms and fruits, ruts and reproductions of animals.
After predation, it ensures domestication. A call is already a domesticator. A decoy is already domesticated.
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Ulysses is something of an Athenian. The rite of the Anthesteria in Athens relies on ropes and pitch. Once a year the souls of the dead would return to the city and the Athenians would tie up the temples with ropes and smear the doors of the houses with pitch. Should the errant breaths of the ancestors try to enter their former homes, they would get stuck outside the threshold like flies.
For the entire day clay pots full of food that had been prepared for them were displayed in the middle of the streets.
These breaths (psych�) were later called ghosts (daimōn) or even vampire-sorcerers (k�res).
Sir James George Frazer reports that the Bulgarians, at the beginning of the twentieth century, had kept the following custom: in order to ward off evil spirits from their homes, they would paint a cross in tar on the outside of the door while hanging over the threshold a tangled skein composed of multiple threads. Before the ghost could count all the threads the cock would almost certainly crow and the shadow would have to hasten back to its grave before light started to spread, threatening to erase it.
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Ulysses bandaged to his mast is also a tireless Egyptian scene. Coming out of the Underworld, Ulysses knows death and resurrection through magic song, surrounded by mummies whose ears have been plugged with natron and resin. Pharaoh in his solar boat crosses the celestial ocean.
Ithyphallic Osiris, on the walls of the tombs hidden in the pyramids, impregnates the bird Isis, who is straddling his belly, conceiving the bird-headed man, the falcon Horus.
The deceased (dark shadow) is depicted before the gates of the underworld preceded by his ba (the colorful siren spreading or folding its wings).
The mummification of corpses was accompanied by the embalmers� singing. In the funeral accounts, the first budget entry is the linen, the second the mask, the third the music. The Harper�s Song, written in every tomb, repeats the refrain:
The call of the song never saved anyone from the grave.
So make your day happy and do not grow weary listening to the funereal call.
See: no one has brought his belongings with him �
See: no one has come back, who has left.
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The ba is an inner bird with a human head and human hands in search of breath. It leaves the body and joins the mummy. The ba of the ancient Egyptians is close to the psych� of the ancient Greeks. In fact, the design of the human-headed bird ba was meticulously copied by Greek potters drawing the Sirens tempting Ulysses on their vases. What we call the Songs of the Desperate of ancient Egypt were really titled Dispute Between a Man and His Ba. The nocturnal refuge of the grave, its cool, water, and food, form the bait that attracts breaths drifting in the air, afflicted by the heat, hungry, thirsty.
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Ulysses is bound like a sheaf of grains. He is tied like the carnival bear that is made to dance to the sound of pipes and rattles before being pushed into the river.
He resembles a Yakutian shaman: strapped to the top of a tree he marries the eagle and, on the banks of the Currant River, sinks knee-deep into the bones of the dead.
Sargon before the bird Ishtar.
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Every tale, even before changing into the particular plot it stages, is in itself a lure-story (a fiction, a trap) to appease the souls of the exploited animals. All hunting with lures makes atonement through an offering that is nothing but a counterlure. In the same way that one must use songs and fasting to clean weapons infested by the spirits of the bodies that they have cast to the ground in blood and death.
Admitting the ruse that he inverts in the tale, the hunter coming from Kirk�s abode exorcises the vengeance of the birds that the lure has placed in the song. The tale even exorcises the rope of the nets (that binds Ulysses). Even the birdlime (that plugs the ears of the hero�s companions).
Even the thorax (kithara) covered with strings that Ulysses becomes before the bird.
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The word harmonia in Greek describes the way strings are attached in order to be tightened.
The first name for music in archaic Greece (sophia) referred to shipbuilding skills.
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When Myron wanted to represent the god of music, he sculpted Marsyas, tied to a tree trunk, in the process of being skinned alive.
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The peregrine falcon swoops down on the mallard.
The whistling of the nosedive, due to the speed of the fall, stuns the prey.
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Harps, flutes, and drums come together in all music. Strings and fingers, wind and mouth, percussion of hands, and stamping of feet, all parts of the body dance under the influence.
The musical pieces of ancient Japan were always divided into three parts: jo, ha, kyou. The beginning was called �introduction,� the middle was called �tearing,� the end was called �presto.�
Penetration, tearing, very quickly.
The Japanese sonata form.
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The shaman-sparrowhawk stands before the lark-spirit.
The shaman is a predator, a soul hunter: he sets traps, nooses, pitfalls, baits, birdlimes. He knows how to hold souls captive and coerce them with severed heads and bound hair. He knows one by one the roads (the songs) that lead to the souls. What the shaman calls road (odos, an ode) is a half-recited and half-sung narration.
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They are lures. The image of a fish thrown into the sea entices shoals of its congeners. Music is a call just as the image is a bait.
Even before the image became a bait: color was. Coating the walls with blood means dyeing the walls with the killed animal.
The first color is black (night, then the more absolute black in the darkness of the caves). The second is red.
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Thunder is the call of the rainstorm.
The bullroarer1 is the call of thunder.
The shaman�s drumming does not produce rain: the drummer hails the sound of thunder that in its turn calls the rainstorm.
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Music is not a song specific to the species Homo. The song specific to human societies is their language. Music is an imitation of languages taught by prey at the time of the reproduction of the song of the prey during their reproduction.
Nature�s concerts. Music makes us moo, it makes us bray, it makes us trumpet.
It neighs.
It pulls from the belly of the shaman the absent animal that the body mimics and that the skin and the mask show.
Dance is an image. As painting is a song. Simulacra simulate. A rite repeats a metaphora (a voyage). Moving trucks in modern-day Greece still have the word METAPHORA on their sides. A myth is the danced image of the rite itself, which is expected to attract the world.
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The shaman is a specialist in animal roars. The master of spirits can metamorphose into anyone or anything � although birds move the fastest and allow him to cross the sea or soar above the mountains. Birds are the most nomadic of nomads. The shaman is an accelerator of transport, of time, that is to say of metaphor, of metamorphosis. Finally he is the most acoustic of the acousticals.
His territory is the air delimited by songs.
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1.�Music summons to the place where it takes place, 2. it subjugates biological rhythms in dance, 3. in the circle of trance, makes the lowing that speaks in the shaman drop to the ground.
If the voice quavers, the body prances. Jumping is not leaping. Crawling is not sliding. Carp skip-up, tarantella, ball, and masquerade are originally the same thing. From where do we get wriggling, fidgeting, staggering? Lists indexing animal cries, in grammars, exercise an irresistible attraction, provoking endless competitions between children, which persist even among adults.
Ranting, yelling, bawling, barking, wailing, chirping, blabbering, hooting �
Ethnologists have inventoried musical techniques specifically used for intimidating tornadoes, whipping up hurricanes, quenching fire, stunning the wind, spreading panic in rains in order to measure their output by the drum�s rhythm, luring the flock to its trampling, bewitching the arrival of the wild beast in the body of the sorcerer, terrifying the moon, souls, and time into obedience.
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In Saint-Genou one can still admire the sculpted Bird Ladies in the church. Cranes holding live rock in their claws. Their necks are tied into a knot, preventing any cry from leaving their throats. This cry is so dense that it kills any being that hears it, but it is so high-pitched that it vanishes into silence, unheard by the living, reminding them that the language of songs preceded the language of languages.
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The men return from the underworld and roam the acoustic sea. All the living are under threat of being swallowed by the acoustic sea. Music lures them. Music is the call that lures them toward death.
That lures voices into a resemblance where they are lost.
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In the estuary, the river no longer exhibits any of the delicacy of the source. Saving the source, this is my obsession. Saving the source of the river itself, which the source engenders, and which the river swallows by making it grow. We excavate Troy and peel an infinite onion. The great cities of ancient times have not returned to the forests that they cleared away. They will not return to this state. Civilizations, at best, give way to ruins. At worst, to irreversible deserts. I am part of what I have lost.

Sixth Treatise. LOUIS XI AND THE MUSICAL PIGS

The Abb� de Baign� was a musician. King Louis XI enjoyed his cantatas. So he would often have him come to his castle at Plessis. It was during the time of Gaguin�s ministry. The king would hold out his glass. He would ask Robert Gaguin to add to his wine a few drops of blood taken from his youngest subjects. One day, with Gaguin present, as the Abb� de Baign� spoke to the king about the sweetness that he thought unique to music, the sovereign asked him if he would be capable of creating a harmony with pigs.
The Abb� de Baign� thought it over. Then he said:
�Sire, I think that it�s within my power to accomplish what you ask. However, three conditions would have to be met.�
The king haughtily asked what these conditions might be.
�First,� the Abb� responded, �Your Highness must provide me with all the money I might require. Second, I must be given at least one month�s time. Finally, on the appointed day, I must be allowed to conduct the singing.�
The king took the Abb�s hand and, slapping it, assured him that, if such were the case, he would bet him the sum required to create this harmony of pigs.
The Abb� de Baign� in his turn slapped the open hand that King Louis XI held out before him.
No sooner had he done this than the king of France, who did not want to leave the abb� any time to go back on his word, signaled to his treasurer to count out, without delay, all the gold coins he might want.
The whole court exulted and laughed.
The following day, the whole court, having modified their opinion, whispered that the Abb� de Baign� was mad to have accepted such a risky challenge, that he would bring ruin to his house and ridicule to his name.
As the courtiers� remarks were reported to him, the Abb� de Baign� shrugged, saying that they lacked imagination, judging that they were wrong to conclude, having considered all the things they did not know how to do, that simply because they did not know how to do them, they were impossible.
The Abb� de Baign� bought thirty-two pigs and fattened them. He selected eight for the tenor voice that were sows; eight boars for the bass voice, which he immediately placed with the tenors so that they would cover them night and day; eight hogs for the alto, eight young boars for the soprano voice, whose genitals he cut himself, with a stone knife, over a small basin.
Then the Abb� de Baign� constructed an instrument that resembled an organ and that had three keyboards. At the end of long copper wires, the Abb� de Baign� attached very sharp iron spikes that, depending on the key that was pressed, would jab the pigs he had chosen, thus creating a veritable polyphony. He tied up the piglets, the sows, the hogs, and the castrated young boars under a tent in the order he desired, in cages made of thick canes, so that they would not have room to move, and in a way that made it impossible not to jab them more or less deeply when pressing the keys.
He performed five or six trials and then, when he considered the harmony to be perfect, he wrote to the king and invited him to hear, in Marmoutier, a concert of porcine music.
The harmony would be played outside, in the courtyard of the abbey founded by Saint Martin.
It was four days before the deadline that had been set by the king.
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At that moment, King Louis XI was at Plessis-l�s-Tours with his ministers and his court. As he was very eager to hear such a choir of pigs, they all went to the Abbey of Marmoutier, where the Abb� de Baign� had prepared his instrument.
At the sight of the large tent decorated in the royal colors and displayed in the middle of the courtyard, and considering the strange organ with pedals and, adjoining it, a double keyboard for the hands, everyone was astonished, since they were not able to figure out the instrument�s design, how it might work, nor where the pigs were.
The court stopped a few meters away, where the Abb� de Baign� had built tiers of seats, in front of which had been placed a golden chair for the king.
Suddenly the sovereign told the abb� to begin. The abb� then stood in front of the keyboard and started pressing the keys with his feet and his fingers, as one does when playing a water organ, and one after another, the pigs started squealing in the order they were jabbed, and sometimes even all together, whenever the abb� pressed all the keys simultaneously. The result was an unknown, truly harmonious, that is polyphonic, music, which was very pleasant and varied to the ear, for the Abb� de Baign�, who was an excellent musician, having begun with a canon, continued with two quite beautiful ricercars, and finished with three motets that he had magnificently composed himself and that His Majesty enjoyed very much.
Not satisfied with hearing this music once, King Louis XI wanted the Abb� de Baign� to perform the entire thing a second time.
Following this reprise, whose harmonies were completely identical to the first performance, the lords and all the other members of the court turned toward the king, believing that the Abb� de Baign� had fulfilled his promise, and began to shower the abb� with praise. A Scottish nobleman staying at the court of the French king murmured: �Cauld Airn!� and grabbed the hilt of his sword as he pronounced these words. Before coming to a decision, King Louis XI, who was by nature mistrustful, wanted to verify that he had not been tricked and that the pigs were in fact pigs. He asked for one side of the tent to be lifted in order to see. And when he saw how the gray pigs and the boars had been tied up, how the copper wires had been arranged, with their iron spikes as sharp as a cobbler�s needles, he declared that the Abb� de Baign� was a remarkable and very inventive man, beyond merely a formidable champion in the challenges he accepted.
The king said that he would leave him, as promised, the sum that had been spent by the royal treasury to buy the pigs and erect the tent, the organ, and the seats. The Abb� de Baign� first knelt and thanked him then, lifting his head, murmured:
�Sire, I taught pigs to say A.B. in twenty-four days. In thirty-four years I have not succeeded in teaching it to kings.�
King Louis XI, understanding that he wanted to be abb� not only in name, but also by effectively possessing his own abbey, offered him a convent that happened to be vacant at the time, with all the benefits attached to it. The sovereign liked this answer so much that he would sometimes quote it, not because of its boldness, for this was evidenced by the invention of a pig organ, but because it was apropos.
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Before leaving the Abbey of Marmoutier, King Louis XI received the town. The king was seated in the chair covered in gold leaf that the Abb� de Baign� had prepared for him. He declared before all the nobility, all the different bodies of the town and the people:
�Long ago, Queen Pasipha� asked Daedalus the engineer to build a large hollow cow out of wood and to cover it in hides. She undressed and climbed inside the cow in order to lure the bull�s desire and to receive his seed. The Trojans also had a big wooden horse. The Jews had both a scapegoat for the desert sands and molten calves for the tents of their camp. On the shores of the sea, in the city of Carthage, the god Baal�s bronze hands, tilted toward the blaze, were the slide of up to two hundred children. King Phalaris, for his part, had a bull made of bronze, equipped with quite ingenious trumpets: when he placed young men to burn in its bronze belly, through the intermediary of the trumpets, their cries of pain would be transformed into harmony. The bull would little by little cease its lowing when the adolescents the tyrant had put to roast turned to ashes. The bull suddenly fell silent when they had faded into memories. I have received my organ, in which wild boars sing like memories of children. What Daedalus was to King Minos, Monsieur l�Abb� de Baign� has been to me. In the land of the Gerasenes, Our Lord Jesus forced the impure name of the demons into pigs. I have brought music out of them.�

Seventh Treatise. THE HATRED OF MUSIC

Of all the arts, music is the only one to have collaborated in the extermination of Jews organized by the Germans between 1933 and 1945. It was the only form of art to be specifically requested by the administration of the Konzentrationlager. To the detriment of this art form, it has to be emphasized that it was the only one capable of adapting to the organization of the camps, the hunger, the destitution, the work, the pain, the humiliation, and the death.
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Simon Laks was born on November 1, 1901, in Warsaw. After completing his studies at the Warsaw conservatory, he moved to Vienna in 1926. He made a living accompanying silent films on the piano. He later moved to Paris. He spoke Polish, Russian, German, French, and English. He was a pianist, a violinist, a composer, a conductor. He was arrested in Paris in 1941. He was interned at Beaune, at Drancy, at Auschwitz, at Kaufe-ring, at Dachau. On May 3, 1945, he was liberated. By May 18, he was in Paris. He wanted to evoke the memory and the suffering of those who had been annihilated in the camps, but he also wanted to reflect on the role music had played in the extermination. Ren� Coudy assisted him. In 1948, he published a book with Ren� Coudy at Mercure de France entitled Musiques d�un autre monde, with a preface by Georges Duhamel. The book was not well received and fell into oblivion.

[image: ]

Since what historians call the Second World War, since the extermination camps of the Third Reich, we have entered a time in which melodic sequences have become exasperating. Over the entire surface of the earth, and for the first time since the invention of the first instruments, the use of music has become at the same time pregnant and repugnant. Suddenly infinitely amplified by the invention of electricity and the multiplication of its technology, it has become incessant, aggressing night and day, in the commercial streets of city centers, in shopping centers, in arcades, in department stores, in bookstores, in lobbies of foreign banks where one goes to withdraw money, even in swimming pools, even at the beach, in private apartments, in restaurants, in taxis, in the metro, in airports.
Even in airplanes during takeoff and landing.
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Even in death camps.
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The expression Hatred of Music is meant to convey to what point music can become an object of hatred to someone who once adored it beyond measure.
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Music attracts human bodies.
Once again it is the Siren from Homer�s tale. Ulysses, tied to the mast of his ship, is assailed by a melody that attracts him. Music is a hook that catches souls and pulls them into death.
This was the pain of the deported whose bodies rose up against their will.
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We must tremble when we hear this: those naked bodies entered the chamber to the sound of music.
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Simon Laks wrote: �Music precipitated the end.�
Primo Levi wrote: �In the Lager, music led into the depths.�
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In the camp at Auschwitz, Simon Laks was a violinist, then a permanent music copyist (Notenschreiber), finally a conductor.
The Italian chemist Primo Levi heard the Polish conductor Simon Laks.
Like Simon Laks upon his return, in 1945, Primo Levi wrote Se questo � un uomo. His book was refused by several editors. Finally published in 1947, it was no better received than Musiques d�un autre monde. In Se questo � un uomo, Primo Levi wrote that in Auschwitz, no ordinary prisoner, belonging to an ordinary Kommando, could have survived: �The only ones left were the physicians, the tailors, the cobblers, the musicians, the cooks, the still young and attractive homosexuals, the friends or compatriots of certain camp authorities, plus a number of particularly ruthless, robust, and inhuman individuals, solidly deputized by the SS command as Kapo, Block�ltester, or similar functions.�
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Pierre Vidal-Naquet wrote: �Menuhin could have survived Auschwitz, not Picasso.�
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Simon Laks�s reflections can be divided into two questions:
How could music become �involved in the execution of millions of human beings�?
Why did it play a �more than active part�?
Music violates the human body. It makes one stand up. Musical rhythms enthrall bodily rhythms. When exposed to music, the ear cannot close itself. Music, as a power, thus joins all forms of power. The essence of music is nonegalitarian. Hearing and obedience are related. Conductor, performers, followers, such is the structure put in place by its execution. Wherever there is a conductor and performers, there is music. Plato, in his philosophical writings, never imagined distinguishing between discipline and music, war and music, social hierarchy and music. Even the stars: they are Sirens, according to Plato, acoustic suns producing order and universe. Cadence and measure. Marching is cadenced, truncheon blows are cadenced, salutes are cadenced. The primary function, or at least the most quotidian, assigned to the music of the Lagerkapelle, was to provide a rhythm for the departure and return of the Kommandos.
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Hearing and shame are twins. In the Bible, in the myth of Creation, anthropomorphic nudity appears together with the �sound of His footsteps.�
Having eaten the fruit of the tree that reveals nakedness, the first man and the first woman, at the same time, hear the sound of Yahweh-Elohim walking in the garden at the time of the evening breeze and see that they are naked and take refuge behind the leaves of the clothing tree in order to hide their bodies.
Lying in wait of sound and sexual shame make their appearance in Eden together.
Sight and nudity, hearing and shame are the same.
Seeing and hearing are one and the same instant and this instant is immediately the end of Paradise.
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The reality of the Lager and the myth of Eden tell similar stories because the first man and the last man are the same. They unearth the ontology of the same world. They expose the same nudity. They lend an ear to the same call that demands obedience. The voice of lightning is the furious night that the storm brings in its thunder.
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The sound of one�s own footsteps; such is the first stratum of silence.
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What is God? That we were born.
That we were born of others than ourselves. That we were born in an act in which we did not participate. That we were born in the course of an embrace in which two other bodies than our own were naked: that we wish to see.
It happens that, in the movement of the one toward the other, they moan.
We are the fruit of a shock between two pelvises, naked, incomplete, ashamed before one another, whose union was noisy, rhythmic, moaning.
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Hearing and obeying.
The first time Primo Levi heard the band play Rosamunda at the entrance of the camp he could barely suppress the nervous laughter that seized him. Then he saw the battalions returning to the camp with a strange gait: advancing in rows of five, almost rigid, their necks strained, their arms against their bodies, like men made out of wood, the music lifting their legs and tens of thousands of wooden clogs, contracting their bodies like those of automata.
The men were so weakened that their leg muscles against their will obeyed the power of the rhythms that the music of the camp imposed and that Simon Laks conducted.
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Primo Levi called music �infernal.�
Although not given to imagery, Primo Levi wrote: �Their souls are dead and it�s the music that pushes them forward as the wind does dry leaves, and takes the place of their will.�
Then he underlines the esthetic pleasure the Germans felt before such matutinal and vespertine choreographies of misfortune.
It was not in order to assuage their pain, nor was it to win the favor of their victims, that the German soldiers provided music in the death camps.
1.�It was in order to increase their obedience and to bind them together in the impersonal, nonprivate fusion that all music engenders.
2.�It was for pleasure, esthetic pleasure and sadistic enjoyment, felt upon hearing beloved songs and seeing a ballet of humiliation performed by a troupe of those who bore the sins of those who humiliated them.
It was a ritual music.
Primo Levi laid bare the oldest function assigned to music. Music, he writes, was felt to be a �malediction.� It was a �hypnosis of continuous rhythm that annihilates thought and numbs pain.�
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I will add what the second and fifth treatises have perhaps shown: music, founded on obedience, derives from the death call.1
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Music is already fully present in the whistle blow of the SS. It is an effective force; it provokes an immediate attitude. Like the camp bell causes everyone to wake up, interrupts the oneiric nightmare to give way to the nightmare of reality. Every time, sound says: �stand up.�
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The secret function of music is convocative.
It is the cock�s crow that makes Saint Peter suddenly dissolve into tears.
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In Virgil, Alecto climbs onto the roof of a barn and sings (canit) into the curved horn (cornu recurvo) the signal (signum), which assembles the shepherds. Virgil says that this sound is an �infernal voice� (Tartaream vocem).
All the farmers arm themselves and come running.
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How can one hear music, any music, without obeying?
How can one hear music from the outside of music?
How can one hear music with closed ears?
Simon Laks, who conducted the orchestra, was not himself any more �exterior� to music just because he conducted it.
Primo Levi continues: �One had to hear it without obeying, without being subjected to it, to understand what it represented, for what premeditated reasons the Germans had instituted such a monstrous rite, and why even today, when one of these innocent little songs comes back to us in memory, we feel the blood turn to ice in our veins.�
Primo Levi continues by saying that these marches and these songs were burned into the body: �They will be the last thing from the Lager we will forget, for they are the voice of the Lager.� It is the instant when the resurgent hum assumes the form of the tarabust. The melos tarabusts the bodily rhythm, merging with the personal acoustic molecule; at that point, Primo Levi writes, music annihilates. Music becomes the �sensory expression� of the determination with which humans proceeded to exterminate humans.
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The bond between mother and child, the recognition of one by the other followed by the acquisition of the mother tongue, are forged in a very rhythmic acoustic incubation that predates the moment of birth and continues thereafter, recognizable by cries and voice exercises, then by ditties and nursery rhymes, names and nicknames, recurring and restraining phrases that become orders.
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Intrauterine hearing is described by naturalists as remote since the placenta distances the noise of the heart and the intestines, the water reduces the intensity of the sounds, making them deeper, transporting them in large waves massaging the body. Deep in the uterus thus reigns a low and constant background noise, which acousticians compare to a �muffled whisper.� The noise of the outside world itself is perceived as a �muffled, soft, low drone� above which rises the melos of the mother�s voice, repeating the tonic accent, the prosody, the phrasing that she adds to the language she speaks. This is the individual basis of the hum.
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Plotinus, Enneads V, 8, 30.
Plotinus says that �sensory music is engendered by a music that is anterior to the sensory.� Music is related to the other world.
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In the mother�s womb, the heart of the embryo allows the child to endure the noise of the mother�s heart and to transform it into its own rhythm.
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Music is irresistible to the soul. Therefore it suffers irresistibly.
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An inevitable acoustic assault premeditates life itself. Man�s respiration is not human. Before the emergence of Pangaea, the pre-biological rhythm of waves anticipated cardiac rhythm and the rhythm of pulmonary respiration.
The rhythm of the tides, related to the nychthemeral rhythm, splits us in two. Everything splits us in two.
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Prenatal hearing prepares for the postnatal recognition of the mother. Familiar sounds outline the visual epiphany of the mother�s unknown body, which the newborn abandons like a dead skin.
As the mother softly sings, her arms immediately reach out toward the cry of the infant. Without rest these arms rock the child like an object that is still floating.
From the first hour, sounds in the air cause the newborn to wince, modify the respiratory rhythm (the breath, that is, the psych�, that is, the animatio, that is, the soul), transform the cardiac rhythm, make the eyes blink and the limbs move in an uncoordinated way.
From the first hour, hearing the cries of other newborns sets off his own agitation and makes him shed his own tears.
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Sound gathers us, governs us, organizes us. But we open sound within us. If we focus our attention on identical sounds that are repeated at equal intervals, we do not hear them one by one. We spontaneously organize them into groups of two or four sounds. Sometimes three; rarely five; never more. And it is no longer the sounds that seem to be repeated but the groups that appear to follow one another.
Time itself is thus aggregated and segregated.
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Henri Bergson took the example of the mechanical clock. But we always group by two the sounds of the seconds, as if electric clocks had conserved within themselves the ghost of a pendulum�s dance.
People who live in France call this sound group tic-tac. And it sincerely and almost indisputably appears to us as if the time between tic and tac is shorter than between the tac, which seems to terminate the double beat, and the tic, which seems to begin the following group.
Neither the rhythmic grouping nor the temporal segregation is a physical fact.
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Why then does the spontaneous grouping seem to correspond to a pulsation of attention? Why such a tyrannical pulse of the soul? Why are humans present to this world in a way that is not instantaneous but that relies on a minimum of simultaneity and succession?
Why does the human present leave the place for language implicit?
Humans immediately hear phrases. To them a string of sounds immediately forms a melody. Humans are the contemporaries of slightly more than the instant. And this is how language takes form in them and enslaves them to music. One cannot help but think that they move toward their prey on something else than the succession of a single foot. And it is by this �more than a single foot� that they run without falling and come to mimic and accentuate and constrain predation in dance.
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If asked, man has an incredibly difficult time achieving arrhythmia. It is impossible for him to pull off the most irregular possible succession of claps.
Or at least it is impossible for him to hear it.
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In an article published in 1903, R. McDougall proposed to call �dead interval� the very particular silence that, to the human ear, separates two successive rhythmic groups. The silence that separates these groups is a paradoxical duration that starts with the �end� and is interrupted by the �beginning.�
This silence that humanity hears does not exist.
R. McDougall called it �dead.�

[image: ]

There are not two �sides� of music.
This �death� corresponds to the production of music as well as to the perception of music. Simon Laks does not see things differently from Primo Levi. Acoustic perception is not opposed to acoustic emission.
There are no damned, facing malediction.
There is a force that simultaneously turns back on itself and similarly transforms those who produce it by plunging them into the same rhythmic, acoustic, and bodily obedience. Simon Laks died in Paris on December 11, 1983. Primo Levi took his own life on April 11, 1987. Simon Laks wrote very clearly: �There is no lack of publications that declare, not without a certain pomposity, that music kept the emaciated prisoners alive and gave them the strength to resist. Others maintain that the same music had the opposite effect, that it demoralized the wretched and precipitated their end. I for one share the latter opinion.�
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In Musiques d�un autre monde, Simon Laks tells the following story.
In 1943, in the camp at Auschwitz, for the Christmas vigil, Major Schwartzhuber ordered the musicians of the Lager to play German and Polish Christmas carols for the sick at the women�s hospital.
Simon Laks and his musicians went to the women�s hospital.
At first, all the women were overcome by tears, in particular the Polish women, to the point where their sobbing drowned out the music.
Later, cries replaced the tears. The sick cried: �Stop! Stop! Get out! Leave! Let us die in peace!�
It happened that Simon Laks was the only musician who understood the meaning of the Polish words that the sick women shrieked. The musicians looked at Simon Laks, who gestured to them. And they withdrew.
Simon Laks said that he had never thought until then that music could do such harm.
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Music harms.
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Polybius wrote: �One must not believe Ephorus when he says that music was given to man as the trickery of a charlatan.� Ephorus did not speak in such terms. He wrote: �Music was made to charm and bewitch.� What Polybius calls �charlatanry of music� refers to its initiatory, zoomorphic, ritual, cavernous, shamanic, drunk, delirious, omophagic, enthusiastic origin.
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Gabriel Faur� said of music that writing it as well as hearing it led to the �desire for inexistent things.�
Music is the reign of the �dead interval.�
It is the irreversible that visits. It is the past that �repasses.� It is nowhere that comes here. It is the return of that which is without return. It is death in daylight. It is the aseme in language.
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In Plato, The Republic III, 401 d.
Music penetrates to the interior of the body and takes hold of the soul. The flute induces a dance movement in the limbs of humans, followed by an irresistible salacious squirming. Music�s prey is the human body. Music is invasion and capture of this body. It plunges those it tyrannizes into obedience by snaring them in the trap of its song. The Sirens become the odos of Odysseus (ode in Greek means both path and song). Orpheus, the father of songs, softens stones and tames lions and harnesses them to plows. Music captures, it captivates in the place where it resounds and where humanity tramples toward its rhythm, it hypnotizes and causes man to abandon the expressible. In hearing, man is held captive.
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I am surprised that people are surprised that those among them who love the most refined and complex music, who are capable of crying while listening to it, are at the same time capable of ferocity. Art is not the opposite of barbarity. Reason is not the contradiction of violence. One cannot oppose the arbitrary and the State, peace and war, bloodshed and structured thought, because arbitrariness, death, violence, blood, thought are not free from a logic that remains a logic even when it defies reason.
Societies are not free from the chaotic entropy that was their origin: it will be their destiny.
The sideration of hearing leads to death.
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The song-birdcall allows for shooting and killing. This function persists in the most sophisticated music.
During the extermination of millions of Jews, the administration of the camps deliberately had recourse to such a function. Wagner, Brahms, Schubert were its Sirens. Vladimir Jank�l�vitch�s reaction, abstaining from listening to and interpreting German music, was national.
Perhaps it is not the nationality of the works that should be sanctioned in music, but the origin of music itself. Originary music itself.
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Formerly, philologists claimed that bell2 could be derived from bellum�that the resounding and petrifying bell derived from war.
R. Murray Shafer reports that during the Second World War the Germans confiscated thirty-three thousand bells in Europe and melted them down in order to make cannons. Once peace was restored, temples, cathedrals, and churches reclaimed their property; the cannons of defeat were delivered to them. Pastors and priests melted them down to make them bells again.
The bell is derived from the animal. The English word bell comes from bellam, to bellow. The bell is the bellowing of man.
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Goethe, at the age of seventy-five, wrote: �Military music unfolds me like an opening fist.�
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In the cloister of San Marco in Florence there is an intrusive bell.
It is a bronze bell with a broken black and red wooden beam, placed on the ground before the door of the chapterhouse, in the quiet courtyard of the monastery.
It is called the Piagnona. It was the bell that summoned the crowd, which stormed the convent to take Savonarola away.
As a sign of atonement, the bell was exiled to San Salvatore al Monte and thrashed the entire length of its journey.
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The Nuremberg tribunal should have ordered Richard Wagner to be beaten in effigy once a year in the streets of every German town.
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Patriotic music is an infantile imprint; it sweeps one away like an overpowering jolt, a shiver bristling up and down the spine, filling with emotion, with a surprising adhesion.
Kasimierz Gwizdka wrote: �When the prisoners of the Konzentrationslager at Auschwitz, exhausted from their day of labor, stumbling along in marching columns, heard in the distance the orchestra playing at the gates, they quickly found their feet again. The music gave them extraordinary courage and strength to survive.�
Romana Duraczowa said: �We�re returning from work. The camp is approaching. The Birkenau camp orchestra is playing popular foxtrots. The orchestra infuriates us. How we hate that music! How we hate those musicians! Those dolls are seated, clad in navy blue dresses with a little white collar. Not only are they seated but they are allowed chairs! The music is supposed to rejuvenate us. It mobilizes us like the sound of a trumpet during a battle. The music even stimulates the dying nags who move their hoofs to the rhythm of the dance being played.�
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Pindar, Pythian, I, 1.
�Golden lyre that the step obeys.�
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Simon Laks wrote that it seemed to him that hearing music exerted a depressing effect on extreme misfortune. When he conducted it, it seemed to him that it added the passivity that it induced to the physical and moral prostration to which hunger and the smell of death destined the bodies of the other prisoners. He adds: �Certainly, during the Sunday concerts some of the spectators around us enjoyed listening to us. But it was a passive pleasure, without participation, without reaction. There were also some who cursed us, who insulted us, who looked down on us, who considered us as intruders who did not share their fate.�
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Thucydides, echoing the opening of Pindar�s first Pythian, identified marching in step as a function of music: �Music is not destined to inspire a trance in humans but to allow them to march in step and to stay in close formation. Without music, a battle line runs the risk of being disrupted as it advances for the charge.� Elias Canetti repeated that the origin of rhythm was walking on two feet, giving rise to the metric of ancient poems. Human walking on two feet, pursuing the trampling of the prey and of the herds of reindeer, then of bison, then of horses. He saw the tracks of animals as the first text to be deciphered by the humans who followed them. Tracks are the rhythmic notation of noise. Trampling the ground in large numbers is the first dance, and it did not originate with humans.
Still in our days: it is the entrance of the human mass, trampling en masse the floor of a concert or ballet hall. Then, they all fall silent and come together by denying themselves all bodily noises. Then, they all clap their hands rhythmically, shouting, creating a great ritual clamor and finally, all rising together, once again as a mass they trample the floor of the hall where the music was performed.
Music is related to the pack of death. Heeling: that is what Primo Levi discovered when he first discovered the music played in the Lager.
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Tolstoy remarks: �Where one wants to have slaves, one must have as much music as possible.� These words struck Maxim Gorky. They are quoted in Conversations at Yasnaya Polyana.
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The unity of the funeral pack is in its trampling. Dancing cannot be distinguished from music. The effective cry, the whistle � residues of the birdcall � accompany the murderous heeling. Music gathers the packs like orders make them stand up. Silence breaks up packs. I prefer silence to music. Language and music belong to a genealogy that still persists and that can turn one�s stomach.
Orders are the oldest roots of language: dogs obey orders, as do humans. An order is a death sentence that the victims understand to the point of obedience. Domesticating and ordering are the same thing. Human children are first and foremost harassed by orders; which is to say that they are harassed by cries of death dressed in language.
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Slaves are never objects but always animals. Dogs are no longer altogether animals but already servants because they are obedient: they hear, they respond to the voice-birdcall, they seem to understand the meaning even though it serves only to subject them to the melos.
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Music enchants the soul and accentuates actions like the signals that Pavlov addressed to his dogs.
The conductor�s baton silences the cacophony of the instruments; it installs a silence that awaits music; against this background of deathly silence it suddenly causes the eruption of the first measure.
A pack of humans or animals, or even dogs, is always wild.
It is only domesticated when it responds to orders, rises at the sound of the whistle, and crowds together in halls and pays.
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Children and dogs jump up and down when they find themselves at the edge of the waves. They spontaneously shout and yelp because of the noise and the movement of the sea.
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Dogs turn their head in the direction of unusual sounds.
They prick their ears.
They hold still, their nose, their gaze, their ears directed toward the strange sound.
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The conductor is the entire spectacle of that which the audience obeys. The audience gathers to see a man standing alone, elevated, who at will makes an obedient herd speak and be silent.
The conductor makes rain and clear skies with his baton. He has a golden branch at the tip of his fingers.
An obedient herd means a pack of domesticated animals. A pack of domesticated animals defines human society, that is, an army founded on the death of the other.
They march to the baton.
A human pack gathers to see a domesticated pack. Among the Bororos, the best singer becomes the leader of the group. Orders and effective song are indistinguishable. The master of the social body is nature�s Kappellmeister. Every conductor is a tamer, a F�hrer. Everyone who applauds brings his hands in front of his face, then heels, then shouts.
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In Theresienstadt, H. G. Adler could not bear to hear opera arias sung in the camp.
In Theresienstadt, Hedda Grab-Kernmayr said: �I can�t understand how, in the camp, Gideon Klein could compose a Wiegenlied (a lullaby).�
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Shortly after arriving at the Theresienstadt camp, on March 21, 1942, Hedda Grab-Kernmayr began to sing Dvoř�k�s Biblical Songs. On April 4 it was the P�rglitzer farewell program. On May 3 she sang Carlo Taube�s Ghetto Lullaby, then again on June 5, and again on June 11 in the courtyard of the Hamburg barracks. She participated in the premiere of The Lost Fianc�e on November 28. Then it was The Kiss in 1943, Carmen in 1944. On April 24, 1945, a typhus epidemic broke out. On May 5 the SS retreated. On the 10th, the Red Army entered the camp and the quarantine began. During the months of June and July 1945 the prisoners were allowed to leave Theresienstadt.
Once she had left the camp, she never sang again. She emigrated to the western United States. She no longer wanted to speak about music. With Marianne Zadikow-May, with Eva Glaser, with Doctor Kurt Wehle in New York, with Doctor Adler in London, with the violinist Jo�a Karas, she refused to speak about music.
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One of the most difficult, the most profound, the most disorienting things to have been expressed about the music that was composed and played in the death camps, was said by the violinist Karel Fr�hlich, who survived Auschwitz, in an interview recorded in New York by Jo�a Karas on December 2, 1973. Karel Fr�hlich suddenly says that the ghetto-camp of Theresienstadt brought together �ideal conditions� for composing and interpreting music.
Insecurity was absolute, tomorrow was given to death, art was the same as survival, the test of time was the test of the passage of the most interminable and empty time. To all these conditions, Karel Fr�hlich added another �essential factor,� impossible in normal societies:
�We didn�t really play for a public, because it was continually disappearing.�
The musicians played for audiences that were dying and that they themselves would imminently join by boarding the train. Karel Fr�hlich said:
�This at the same time ideal and abnormal aspect was insane.�
Viktor Ullmann agreed with Karel Fr�hlich, adding for his part the mental concision in which the modern composer is placed by the impossibility to write down on paper the sounds that haunt the mind. Viktor Ullmann died in Auschwitz, upon his arrival at the camp on October 17, 1944.
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The last work composed by Viktor Ullmann in the camp is entitled Seventh Sonata. He dedicated it to his children Max, Jean, and Felice. He dated it August 22, 1944. Then, continuing the reflections of Karel Fr�hlich, Viktor Ullmann scribbled a sarcastic copyright at the bottom of the first page. There is an ultimate humor. Ultimate humor is language at the moment it passes its own limit.
�Execution rights are reserved by the composer until his death.�

Eighth Treatise. RES, EOCHAID, ECKHART

Res was a cowherd on the Bahlisalp. In the summers he would go up to the pasture and spend the nights on the mountain. Every night, he made sure to bolt the wooden lock on the door to his cabin. One day, after putting out the flames, scattering the embers, covering them with the ashes, and falling asleep, suddenly he saw around the hearth, in a bright light, a giant with thick hands and red cheeks, a servant with a pale face carrying buckets of milk, a green hunter holding a branch in his hand.
The servant with the pale face handed three buckets full of milk one by one to the giant. Then, while the giant and the green hunter made cheese, the pale young man went over to the door of the cabin, which was open, leaned against the left doorpost, and played the alphorn to the great delight of Res and his herd.
As the giant with the colorful cheeks finished pouring the whey into the buckets, it so happened that the whey took on a color as red as blood in the first container.
It became green as the forests in the second.
It became white as the snow in the third.
The giant then shouted to Res. He commanded him to choose between the buckets. Speaking very loudly, he said:
�Take the red one, I�m giving it to you. Drink it. You�ll become strong like me. No one will stand up to you and defeat you. You�ll be the most powerful man of the mountain and you�ll be surrounded by a hundred bulls and their cows.�
The hunter spoke in his turn and said, calmly addressing Res:
�What is strength? What�s a herd to care for, to milk, to lead, to pair, to calve, and to feed in the winter? Drink from the green bucket and your right hand will be made of gold while all that the other touches will turn to silver. Gold and silver take up less space in your pocket than a herd on the pasture. You�ll be free to go wherever you like in the world. You�ll be rich.�
And, having spoken, the hunter threw a pile of gold and silver at Res�s feet.
Res hesitated to answer the giant and the green hunter. Bewildered, he turned to the servant, who was leaning against the left doorpost and who had not yet spoken. He held his alphorn in his hands. He turned his white face toward Res. He lifted his blue eyes toward him. He left the doorstep. He approached Res. He said:
�What I have to offer you is rather paltry and can in no way be compared to the strength or wealth you�ve been offered. I can teach you to yodel songs. I can also teach you to play the alphorn. Animals, men, their wives, their children will obey you. Even benches and tables will dance in their cabins. Bulls will stand up on their hind legs and jump over hedges when you play the horn. All this is contained in the bucket filled with white whey, like the one you drink every day.�
Res, the cowherd on the Bahlisalp, chose the white bucket and its corresponding gift. This is how music came to mankind, pallor and obedience.
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The first king to rule Ireland was Eochaid, who was nicknamed Feidleach. His people thought that he had been nicknamed Feidleach because he was feidil, which means just. But the sobriquet had a completely different meaning.
Eochaid once had four sons. When he was old, his four sons joined forces against him. They fought him at a place known as Druim Criach. Initially, Eochaid tried to reach a truce with his sons. But only the youngest accepted and left Druim Criach, unwilling to fight against his brothers. The three others rejected the agreement. Eochaid promptly cursed his three sons, saying:
�Let them be like their name!�
Eochaid then did battle and killed seven thousand warriors, despite having only, for his part, three thousand men at his command. His three sons fell in the battle. Afterward, all three having been decapitated, their three heads were brought to Druim Criach before the end of the day. Eochaid looked at them and did not speak until night fell and buried all four of them � the three children and their father � in darkness. Whence the nickname Feidleach, which means fedil uch, long sigh, since after his sons had been killed in the battle of Druim Criach, sorrow never left his heart.
Not a single warrior doubted the suffering the king felt before the heads displayed before his eyes.
They all admired him, for the king had not dismissed his pain.
Since he had not emitted the slightest moan, he was nicknamed Long Sigh.
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Saying is losing.
He wished to keep his children in his heart.
Nocturnal cave, animal maw, human mouth are all the same.
Room of paintings, mask-room, initiation room, cannibal room, forbidden room, secret room are all the same.
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Until his death, even at the instant of his death, the suffering that Eochaid had endured in the twilight that followed the battle of Druim Criach, when night began to settle on the severed heads of his three sons, never crossed his lips.
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Long sigh because he held it until he was among the dead, where he joined them.
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Long sigh overflowing the lips, immense sigh pouring out, endless sob that holds nothing back, that unleashes all suffering to the point of hailing it and loving it, this is how, as king Eochaid�s antonym, the totality of European music of the nineteenth century presents itself. I label European Romantic music everything that was written from 1789 to 1914. This music has become completely inaudible, sentimental, outrageous, by now global, electrically multiplied, essentially bellicose. Tears of nostalgia for the land of their fathers fall from Fr�d�ric Chopin�s eyes, from Richard Wagner�s, from Giuseppe Verdi�s. What did Romantic Europe invent? Horrendous war. Nationalism was the Romantics� great claim and they perceived it as a right to a war that they considered feidil, which is to say just.
The legend that comes from the book of ancient Irish kings says that feidleach does not mean just, but fedil uch, long sigh.
Suddenly, war was defined by the Romantics as a liberation.
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Meister Eckhart comments on Saint Augustine.
Saint Augustine wrote, at the end of the fourth century, twelve years before Rome was invaded, in book IV of the Confessions, recalling his years teaching rhetoric in Carthage: �My soul, be deaf in the ear belonging to your heart.�
Eckhart the Thuringian wonders ten centuries later: �How does one become deaf in aure cordis (in the ear of the heart)?� He adds: �I sow thorns and brambles.�
Then Eckhart writes: �I recommend abandoning everything that sounds. Isaiah said: �The voice cries out in the wilderness.� Have you found in yourself the mark of the wilderness?�
Eckhart comments: �Therefore, in order for the voice to be heard and to cry out in the ear of your heart, make yourself, in your heart, the wilderness where it cries. Become wilderness. Listen to the wilderness of sound.�
This is the first argument Eckhart puts forth.
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Eckhart suggests a second argument: �Hearing implies time. If hearing implies time, then hearing God is hearing nothing.
�Hear nothing.
�Free yourself from music.�
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Eckhart suggests a third argument: �There are people who go out to sea with a weak wind and cross the sea: they do this but they do not cross it.
�The sea is not a surface. It is, from top to bottom, an abyss.
�If you want to cross the sea, sink.�

Ninth Treatise. TO DISENCHANT

The abode of noises and of sounds delimits in space a thin circular celestial layer whose thickness is less than one hundredth of the earth�s radius. This coat consists of 1. the surface of the exposed landmasses, 2. a fraction of the depth of the seas, 3. the aerial region that borders these two elements.
The ensemble of sounds and noises of winds, volcanoes, oceans, and life that has appeared over the lands that rose out of the waters is of such a diversity that it has compelled all the listeners of the world to resort to specific songs.
The abode of animal voices in the world is small.
The abode of human languages in the world is minuscule.

[image: ]

In the European world until 1914, the cock announced daybreak, the dog strangers, the horn hunting, the church carillon marked the hours, the bugle the stagecoach, the knell death, hullabaloo the remarriage of widows, flutes and drums the sacrifice of a carnival effigy. The rare violins of itinerant musicians were a sign of the annual feast and surrounded the game booths dating back to prehistory.
In order to listen to written music, one would have to wait until Sunday, at the High Mass, when organ pipes began to blow the chords that would bounce along the nave.
The listener�s back would suddenly shiver.
What used to be rare has become more than frequent. What used to be the most extraordinary has become a siege, ceaselessly assailing the city as well as the countryside. Humans have become assailed by music, besieged by music. Tonal and orchestral music has become the social tonos more than vernacular languages.
This is why, in the wake of the total war of the German Third Reich and as a consequence of the technology of reproduction of the melos, loving or hating music refers for the first time to the actual, original violence that is the foundation of acoustic control.
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Fascism is related to the loudspeaker. It grew thanks to �radio-phony.� Then it was relayed by �tele-vision.�
In the course of the twentieth century, a historical, fascist, industrial, electric logic � whatever epithet one chooses to apply � took hold of the menacing sounds. Music, through the increase not of its practice (its practice, on the contrary, has become infrequent) but of its reproduction and its audience, from then on crossed the limit that separated it from noise. In the city, the diffusion of melodies produced phobic reactions, degenerating in a heroic fashion in the form of murders by rifle.
In the countryside, the rarity of assaults (airplanes, tractors, power saws, rifle shots, all-terrain motorcycles, all-wall drills and electric screwdrivers, lawn mowers, garbage dumpsters, television sets and record players more than a kilometer away, carried in surges by the wind) sometimes allows music to be recomposed little by little as a nonnoise.
In the countryside it happens that I once again with pleasure, for a moment, play this ancient, exceptional, convocative, dispossessing, fascinating thing that used to be called �music.�
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Music since the Second World War has become an undesirable sound, a noise to use an old word from our language.1
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Even the reservoirs of silence that places of prayer in the Western world constituted, particularly Christian churches and cathedrals of the Catholic rite, have been equipped with soundtracks that aim to welcome the visitor and to help him avoid the dread of silence as well as, more paradoxically, save him from the eventuality of prayer.
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Hesychius of Batos said: �Prayer is reflection that comes to a halt.�
The desert monk further wrote: �Prayer is a motionless wild beast surrounded by dogs.�
Finally, Hesychius said: �Prayer is death that keeps watch in its silence.�
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The desert ascetics called �singing with the drum and the harp� the act of superposing the respiratory rhythm onto the heartbeat during the litanic pronunciation of the secret name of Jesus (Ichtys). To justify the incessant use of litanies, they said: �Beyond meaning is the body of the verb.�
Beyond what is semantic resides the body of language: this is the definition of music.
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Maximus the Confessor wrote: �Prayer is the door through which the verb passes, is laid bare and is forgotten.�
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When music was rare, its convocation was as overwhelming as its seduction was vertiginous. When the convocation is incessant, music becomes repulsive, and it is silence that hails and becomes solemn.
Silence has become the modern vertigo. In the same way that it constitutes an exceptional luxury in megacities.
The first to have sensed this was Webern � killed by an American detonation.
Music that sacrifices itself now attracts silence as the birdcall attracts the bird.
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What does it mean to disenchant?
To shield from the power of song. To wrest the enchanted from malefic obedience. To exorcise the evil spirit, the evil that is the stain of death. The choice that presents itself to the shaman is simple: either he makes the body unbearable to the spirits that have made it their abode and that have made it sick. Or he lures them out.
To disenchant is to do evil to evil. It makes the spirit come out. To enchant it elsewhere, fixate it on something else.
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In the eighteenth century, Antoine Galland always uses enchanted for depressed. Depression is an evil spell � be it cast by Kirk� the Sparrowhawk or by the Sirens. Nervous depression is still in his eyes an enchantment that needs to be �disenchanted.�
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Man is no longer subject to a physical obedience to the sounds of nature. He has suddenly subjected himself to a social obedience to electrified nostalgic European melodies.
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The ancient Chinese were justified in saying: �The music of an era reveals the state of the State.�
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To release our societies from the spell of their obedience. The taste for order and for subjugation in our societies has turned into hysteria. The cruelest wars are ahead of us. They will be the ever more gruesome compensation, the sacrificial payment for social, medical, legal, moral, and police protection in times of peace.
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Endlessly multiplied music and paintings reproduced in books, magazines, postcards, films, CD-ROMs, have been torn away from their uniqueness. Having been torn from their uniqueness, they have been torn from their reality. In this process, they have shed their reality. Multiplication has removed them from their appearance. Removing them from their appearance, it has removed them from original fascination, from beauty.
These ancient arts have become dazzling mirrored scintillations, a whisper of echoes without a source.
Copies � and not magical instruments, fetishes, temples, caves, islands.
King Louis XIV listened only once to the works that Couperin and Charpentier offered to his attention in his chapel or in his bedroom. The following day, other works were ready to resound for the first and last time.
Since the king appreciated written music, he sometimes asked to hear twice a work that he had particularly appreciated. The court would be surprised by this request and would comment on it. Memorialists would bring it up as a curiosity in their books.
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The occasion of music, for millennia, was as singular, untransportable, exceptional, solemn, ritualized as could be a gathering of masks, an underground cave, a sanctuary, a princely or royal palace, a funeral, a wedding.
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High fidelity meant the end of written art music. We listen to the material fidelity of the reproduction, and no longer to the stunning sounds of the world of death. An excessive simulation of reality has supplanted the real sound that develops in, and is swallowed by, the real air. The conditions of a concert or of a live performance increasingly shock the audience whose erudition has become as technological as it is obsessive.
Hearing the acoustic. Hearing what we control, whose volume we can raise or lower, what we can interrupt, or whose omnipotence we can unleash at our pleasure.
Contrary to the habits of our times, Fran�ois Couperin said that he used, for want of anything better (for want of having brought back the magical instrument from the land of the dead, that is, from the land where the sun sets, that is, from the farthest point, from the farthest lingua of the earth where all that is visible fades), the harpsichord. He maintained that he heard the music while writing it beyond the sounds that the instrument could produce in space.
He believed that all instruments were essentially inapt, besides merely incomplete.
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In the ancient world, the statue of Memnon, in pink quartzite, despite being broken, continued to let its song be heard at sunrise. All the Greeks and all the Romans would cross the sea to hear the stone god that the inhabitants of Egypt worshiped. Septimius Severus had it repaired. It never again emitted its song.
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The duration of shellac microgrooves (three minutes) imposed on modern music its exhausting brevity.
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Music�s pretense to audio-analgesia, de-subjugating it from written predation, has returned it to hypnosis.
Paradoxically, vibrations produced by low-frequency noise � like formerly the bombarde of organs � found in symphony orchestras and in �techno� music with amplifiers, has made part of hearing swing over into pain.
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The Alberti bass broke down the chord, making it roar or bubble beneath the melody like an oceanic and hypnotic noise. The Alberti bass has become unbearable.
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The already sung enchants old people. Old people are nothing but the already sung. They are no longer humans but refrains. Never before has a century so repeated the music that preceded it as this one.
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The voice of the muezzin compelled the Jews just as the bells of High Mass did the Muslims.
Only atheists extol silence, which they cannot impose.
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I would probably not have enjoyed Roland�s olifant, but I detest the sound of the telephone.
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In Cusanus�s words: �We are like green wood. Fire in us emits more smoke than it produces light. It crackles more than it casts flames or warms. Humanity is closer to the suffering of hearing than to angelic vision.�
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For the first time since the beginning of historic, which is to say narrative, time, people avoid music.
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I avoid the unavoidable music.
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The sonata of an old house, unaware of the generations, is of a slowness that passes down the memory of its successive inhabitants. The floor creaks. The shutters bang. Each staircase has its key. The door to the closet squeaks, and the springs of the old leather sofas respond. All the wood in the house, when summer has made it dry, forms a both regular and disordered musical instrument, which interprets a composition of distress, elaborated by a destruction all the more menacing because of its effectiveness, even if its slowness does not always make it entirely perceptible to the ears of its human inhabitants.
An old house sings a melos that, without being divine, is not on the scale of those that have been raised and that have died in it and that one has known, and who have only added their songs to daybreak, or to evening. It is a slow dirge that speaks to the family seen as a mass of several generations, in actuality, which none of the inclusive elements or private and provisional molecules truly grasps, and that moans without end about its own ruin that it announces.
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When did words adapted to a set melody split from words adapted only to the rules of a language?
Words, songs, poems, and prayers arrive late.
Twenty thousand years ago, the small packs of humans who hunted, painted, and modeled animal forms would hum short phrases, execute music with the help of birdcalls, resonators, and flutes made from marrowbones, and dance their secret stories while wearing masks of prey as savage as themselves.

[image: ]

Vimalakirti lived at the time of Buddha, and Buddha lived at the time of Cyrus the Great. Athens had not yet founded the tragic contests of the Dionysia. Aeschylus was still a little child. Vimalakirti lived in Vaisali. He was rich. One day when a beggar monk reproached him for his wealth, the wise merchant responded that illusion is no smaller in a dreadful hermitage than in a beautiful palace.
A layman, he surpassed the monks in his understanding. He said:
�Neither the layperson�s white robe nor the monk�s kesa can be seen because everywhere everything is invisible.
�In the presence of the god no statue rises and no musician sings. When he tunes the three strings on his lute, nothing has ever resounded. Everywhere everything is inaudible.
�I do not know any statues in the temple, for there is no appearance for something so invisible. I do not know any voice for the sermon, for there is no preaching for something so silent. There is no way.�

[image: ]

The merchant Vimalakirti said:
�The word listener is a gratuitous affirmation. Where do you see a listener?
�There is no language that speaks to us. There is no silence that keeps it quiet.�
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The merchant Vimalakirti said:
�Where is the tradition of the triple gem? It is the red ball chased by that child.
�Where is the statue of Buddha? The statue of the Delivered is like the feces coming out of that woman squatting in front of the thicket and whose facial wrinkles express her effort.
�Where is music? Music is like the word farewell in the mouth of an old man.�
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The merchant Vimalakirti continued:
�What ripens music in the musician�s heart? What makes the man�s sex swell when he looks at a woman? It is not the areola and the volume of the breasts that he looks for when he watches her. It is not the scent that rises from her armpits and from her hair that attracts him when he is near her. It is not the oil of her sex that surrounds the lingua that the man seeks when he penetrates her.
�Man does not know what object he seeks in women.
�It is an illusion; that is what it is. That is what he begs for.
�This is why lovers hold hands: they hold out their hands to each other because they are begging.
�It is barely visible and it is not even tangible. It is barely audible, but impalpable. It is something tenuous, comparable to the gender agreement of adjectives. It is as delicate as a difference in timbre or register of the voice. It is a high-pitched voice, heard long ago, which characterizes all children and that male children lose, and that female children do not altogether preserve. It is a surviving high-pitched voice. Such is the illusion of the characteristics of the oral voice, taken from the lips of boys whose voices have changed and transported into musical instruments. Such is the illusion of music. Such is the mirage before the eyes of those who are lost in the desert and who still believe in man and woman. Such is the dream beneath the closed eyelids of those who are convinced of the difference between what lives and what dies, who give credence to the existence of their ancestors and who think that there is underground another world where those who go away drink, eat, sing, wail, and cry.
�There is no other world because there is no world.�

[image: ]

They chop wood with keys. They open doors with axes.
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They have callused ears.
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Human life is uproarious. We call uproars, or cities, the large conglomerations of cubes where humans accumulate. Noise2 is their particular scent. Naples, New York, Los Angeles, Tokyo, they are the terrible music of this age.
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The raucous noise of Beijing. The immense and raucous, creaking, rusty, carting, slow, braking noise of the great avenue that crosses the city of Beijing.
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Bazaar and vacarme are the same word.3 The Persian word bazaar comes from wescar. The Armenian word vacarme can be traced to wahacarana. They both designate the market street (word for word �the place where one goes to buy,� the city).
Sumerian texts say that the gods of Akkad could no longer sleep, so intense was the din made by the humans. They slowly lost their influence over the course of time as well as their splendor in the heavens. So they sent a flood to exterminate the humans, in order to silence their songs.
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The prey that performers pursue is the silence of their audience. Performers seek the intensity of this silence. They seek to plunge those who give them their full attention into an extreme state of empty listening, preceding the making-yourself-heard.
Penetrating the preceding background noise in order to make place for the hell of a particular silence, of human silence.
In Clara Haskil�s words, after she had interpreted Mozart�s sonata in E minor at the Th��tre des Champs-�lys�es. She confided to G�rard Bauer:
�I�ve never encountered such a silence. I don�t know if I will ever find it again.�
Six days later, Clara Haskil fell head first down the stairs of the Brussels-South railway station, the handrail slipping from her fingers.
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Every man who works is righteous.
How is the artisan justified by his art? The man who works on a still nonexistent thing is justified by the unexpected emotion that sometimes overcomes him when he looks at what he has made in the past.
When we invent, the surprise of our invention eludes us, since we prepare it and adjust it. But time passes. And, when we have not retained the memory of its laborious production, it surprises us. This fate in which sources mix brings us closer to the impetuosity of the source. This proximity to chaos is what judges us. It is our only judge. We cannot truthfully make a virtue out of the joy it brings us in return. What comforts us in what we have made is neither the recognition by others, nor the moment of sale and the profit that results from it, nor the admiration of some, but the expectation of these unpredictable returns. It is not another world or posterity through centuries that motivates us: it is forgetting what we have done and which comes back to us as a new light, that destines our life to a short circuit of astonishment and annihilation of ourselves. These are ecstasies. We delight in losing ourselves in our works. Days then pass at the speed of falling lightning. Then we cry tears that are no longer our own and that mix with the first Flood that was sent by the deafened gods. We are swallowed up.
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Works frighten codes. The open sea frightens seagulls like rats prefer the sewers of densely populated cities.
Those who pass judgment always remain on the shore.
Shouting, they provoke the shipwrecks for which they call with their good wishes.
The shrill cry of seabirds that fly above the white foam of the black waves of the sea. This cry is full of distress. They are searching for refuse to eat. They are searching for wrecks on which to land.
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Why did the word siren, which designated the legendary birds of Homer�s epic, come to denote the piercing and terrifying call of industrial factories in the nineteenth century and the convocation to accident scenes of fire engines, police cars, and ambulances?
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They are searching for wrecks on which to land.
It must be said: �Death is hungry.�
It is the business4 of failure.
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The guardians of moral, esthetic, political, religious, social conditioning are always right: they take care of the symbolic control of the group.
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Anna Akhmatova called newspaper critics and humanities professors �prison guards.�
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I have noticed that all the people I have hated looked like men standing at attention.
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I will never know when exactly music broke away from me. Everything acoustic suddenly, one fine morning, left me indifferent. Hardly did I come close to instruments by routine, or because of their visible beauty. Hardly had I opened a score, the melos no longer sounded, or dwindled, or I would recognize it as always similar to another, weariness ensued. Reading written books persisted in all its eagerness, its rhythm, its deprivation in my depths, but not the desire for song.
What was for me the world�s end has become an unbearable distraction.
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We are also curious, climbing enigmas that plunge their roots into the future and that spread out toward the sky of the past.
It is possible that we are haunted more by our origin than by death. We are visited more often by the cave, the dark water of the amnion, the piercing voice of infancy than by the cadaverous body and the putrefied silence.
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My fingers are empty.
I cannot bear order, meaning, peace. I gather the aftereffects of time. I rip to shreds the rules of the past and the present, which I have never understood.
Logos once meant �collection.� I collect rubble, patches of fugitive light,
�dead intervals,�
the intruder and the lost,
the sordidissima of the cavern: night is the bottom of the worlds. Everything goes toward nonlanguage. I have attempted to bring back things that were without code, without song and without language, and that roam toward the source of the world. It was necessary to think the lack of exit of an empty predatory function. Had I wanted to revive the anachoretic epidemic of the ancient Romans, when Augustus bloodily imposed the empire, or the baroque exile of the Recluses that Rome, the ministry, and the king hounded and sought to eradicate, perturbing the images that historians had constructed, I would not have done any differently. I would like to have plunged everything back into a sort of mythical activity.
Being born serves no purpose and knows no end: certainly not death.
There is no end because death does not finish. Death does not terminate: it interrupts.
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The dead interval is the hand that time extends to us. If death interrupts, this interruption is within us; it is in our sexed bodies, in our birth, in our cry as in our sleep. In our breath as in our thought. In our walking on two feet as in human language.
The dead interval, of which we are a precarious dependency, explodes in everything.
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Light has its songs.
It is because of their cry that I like fires.
Whereas candlewicks crackled for centuries, electric wire buzzes.
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Everywhere one finds this buzz specific to electric light in the world.
It is the �tonality� of the world.
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Television programs are interested in writers like high-tension wires are interested in birds: that is, both by chance and in order to kill.
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The human melody of northern Europe invisibly and continuously besieges every place where humans assemble, like the stridulation of cicadas summoning the summer long ago.
The birdcall song of the summer.
The solar tarabust.
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Plato named them the Musicians. The ancient Greeks loved the singing of the cicadas so much that they would put them in cages and hang them in their house.
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Tithonus, son of Laomedon, Priam�s older brother, was the most handsome man to be found on earth.
Aurora saw him. She took him. She loved him. She begged Zeus to grant immortality to her lover. Zeus granted it to the most handsome of men. But while formulating her request, in her haste, Aurora neglected to specify youth. Consequently, while his lover remained the same, Tithonus aged and shriveled. Aurora was forced to put him, like a gurgling baby, in a wicker basket. Then, when her very old lover was no larger than a finger, she transformed him into a cicada. Hanging him from a branch in a cage, she would watch her tiny husband, who would sing without end.
In the morning, as she was unable to satisfy her desire with the minuscule doll her husband had become, the goddess would cry. Aurora�s tears form dewdrops.
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Leonidas of Tarentum, disciple of Epicurus, wrote:
At the end of the string hangs the worm, stretched
Toward the dark water. Like the sound of a harp
The string unravels. The bait is drier than a
Fly mummy in the hands of a spider.
Man, from dawn to dawn, of what reed are you the flute?
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Frogs (the edible frog, rana esculenta), our ancestors, used to live in stagnant water, or in rivers whose current is weak, perched in the sun on floating plants. I remember how pleasant it was.
Hoarse was the singing-bellowing of male frogs, in the wide croaking, the cracked mouths, and the inflation of their resonator sacs. Hoarse, in a word, the noisy coupling.
I understand why Spallanzani would dress male frogs in taffeta underpants every morning before beginning his decisive experiments on electricity.
It is the birdcall of rain.
Who does not enjoy eating sperma ranarum, which surpasses caviar in flavor?
Boars consume frogspawn as the greatest delicacy that the earth has to offer recluses.
The water rail prefers frogs themselves.
Ovid affirms that males, shouting their desire at their spouses in vain, tear their throats to the point of croaking. Ovid affirms that such was the origin of the male voice change, the females making themselves forever hoarse in a cry of refusal.
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Trimalchio tells that he went to Cumae when he was a child. He saw the dried remains of the immortal Sibyl conserved in an urn suspended in the stone angle of the temple of Apollo.
Ritually, the children would walk forward in the shadow of the temple. They would suddenly cry out below the ampulla: �Sibyl, what do you wish?� A cavernous voice would come out of the urn, in the form of an echo out of the rocky angle, invariably responding: �I wish to die.�
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This is song.
Apothanein thelō.
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The ways of silence of the night.
Tymnes of Crete describes in a very short poem that he dedicates to a bird devoured by a raptor:
The trills and soft ornamentation of your breath
They went on the ways of silence of the night (
siōp�rai nyktos odoi
).
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Silence is to ears what night is to eyes.
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Two years after the hermit Xu You had refused to accept the empire from the emperor Yao, Xu You threw away the gourd that had been given to him in order to draw water. As he was asked why he had thrown it away, he responded:
�I can no longer bear the moaning of the wind that rushes into it when I hang the gourd from the branch of a tree.�
Several years later Xu You declared that to any music he preferred the sound of the hand that hung from the end of his arm for drawing water. He would bend his knees. He would arch his upper body over the bank. He would curl up his hand like a shell.
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After Hans Andersen�s little Mermaid has given her voice to the witch, after she has become dead, become the foam of the waves, she mysteriously recovers it in order to say:
�Toward whom am I going?�

[image: ]

Ishtar took a harp and leaned on the rock before the sea.
Up came a great wave from the sea that stopped and said to him:
�For whom are you singing? Man is deaf.�
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I no longer remember where I read the myth in which a mute man, seeing his mother in a dream, cannot communicate to her his distress.
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I have let the strings on the cello loosen. I no longer climb up to the organ loft. I no longer direct the winds. I no longer sit before the yellow keyboards.
I have put down this book I am writing on the plastic armchair on which I had rested my feet and which I had placed before me on the grass. Now only my head is below the juniper.
Silence is a sort of deafening racket.
White, thick, slow, burning light has invaded my legs. The heat of the light is such that it covers them in water.
I move the plastic chairs back on the grass. Life is exhausting. My head turns, but it is true that I turn my head. The garden has fewer flowers.
The season progresses.
On the rosebushes along the old wall, the last flower heads are sprouting, but the leaves hanging on their branches are withered. The dense hazelnut tree at the bank�s edge is no longer intensely green: it has turned black. The river flows more slowly at its foot. One cannot even tell whether it is flowing. Neither its movement nor the wind creates the slightest wrinkle on its surface. One cannot even tell whether the sea still attracts the waters. Two very long white dead-nettles lean over the river. They stretch their faces toward their reflections glimmering in the black water. A dragonfly sits on the ring for the old scows. The word that designates them no longer carries even a memory of transport at the end of its chain. It was an old transport, a silent transport. The ducks are sleeping in a line along the dry grass that goes down to the river. Besides the honeysuckle under the porch (actually one can smell it only near the small house), there is not a single scent in the garden. One feels only the heat of one�s body. It is true that sometimes, once or twice an hour, from who knows where, there comes an odor of decay and almost of death. Nothing moves.
Nothing, nothing moves any longer.
I no longer hear even the breath that animates me. The wind no longer exists. The vast bamboo grove shakes more than it trembles. In front of it, the broom cracks its black and dry husks, abruptly dropping its seeds on the short, yellow grass. Nothing human has ever mattered to this world. Nothing human has ever excited the interest of rivers or flowers. Everything fades away in the specks of this blurred haze that the fire of the sun has added to the heat of the light. The midday sun begins to decline. The river of the dead itself has fallen asleep. Nothing human has ever mattered to the water that stagnates and no longer refreshes. Nothing human has ever mattered to the dreams that visit the sleep of men. Nothing human has ever mattered to the visions that dazzle them under their closed eyelids and that violently erect their sex while they watch them, ignore them, and sleep.

Tenth Treatise. ON THE END OF THE LIAISONS

The Vicomte de Valmont looks at the green grass of the meadow at Saint-Mand�. His shirtsleeve has been torn by iron: he was struck in the arm by a sword. Silently, he turns his back on the Chevalier Danceny�s corpse. He steps into his coach.
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The Vicomte violently draws back the curtains of the bed to which the Pr�sidente de Tourvel is confined. Her forehead is covered in sweat while her lips let out a death rattle in the silence of the room. He shouts an order, raises her chest, very delicately tears the satin negligee tightened around the Pr�sidente�s neck. Madame de Tourvel�s naked limbs, white and thin in the faint light of the candelabrum, unsettle him. He has her drink a large glass of Colmar pear brandy. She regains consciousness, sees him, grabs hold of him while saying his name, embraces him. As she embraces him, he takes her. Taken, she lives again. They return the following day, in the thick fog of dawn and the piercing cold, to Paris. Valmont becomes a formidable financier. The Pr�sidente de Tourvel organizes his soir�es. She relieves his nights.
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In the deepest silence, the Chevalier Danceny�s body, picked up by witnesses in the meadow at Saint-Mand�, is placed on a stretcher. They transport him with great caution to a surgeon in Vincennes. The surgeon saves him. Six months later, Danceny is admitted into the Loge des Neuf-Soeurs, where he becomes friends with the Prince de Rohan, the American Benjamin Franklin, the painter Greuze, Doctor Guillotin, Danton, and Hubert Robert. During the Revolution, he votes for the death of the king and persuades the Constituent Assembly to have all the statues of the past destroyed, breaking �all genital parts of every man, despicable vestiges of the Ancien R�gime.�
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On the right bank of the Seine, at the Opera, Madame de Merteuil greets the Vicomte and the Pr�sidente with a smile and passes by them without breathing a word: the lover of the moment raises the portiere above her. Madame de Merteuil escaped smallpox, and her face remained unscathed. Not only did she win her trial, but the court granted her a sum fixed at eighteen thousand pounds. She remains in Paris despite the impression given by her letters. The Marquise�s reputation, having been tarnished, captivates. In society, at the theater, men surround her, to the point where her daily life becomes nearly impossible. She decides to travel, a solitary voyage, embarks at Le Havre de Gr�ce, crosses the English Channel, rides through the Hampshire countryside in a berline. Suddenly in the clouds, the hubbub and the jolts, she signals to the driver to stop and acquires there, in the town of Deane, a small, twenty-room house. A long and sinuous, gray gravel drive leads up to it. Behind the house, a large pond in the middle of a meadow, bordered by a small wooded area.
On the horizon, low hills are barely distinguishable through the mist. The air is humid and blue.
Everything is silent.
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Every afternoon, Madame de Merteuil visits her paupers. She notices two of them, Cassandra and Jane, who live at the edge of town, in the small rectory of Steventon, and with whom she enjoys singing the melodies of Jackson of Exeter. The Marquise learns the bass viol with a former Royal Company bowman. She invites her young friends over for short Handel or Caix d�Hervelois trios that are interrupted by outbreaks of uncontrollable laughter. Jane offers the Marquise an old piece by Purcell, in a similar genre, wrapped in a pearl gray ribbon, a piece of music that astounds the Marquise in spite of its antiquity. Cassandra is on the flute, Jane on the harpsichord, while the Marquise provides the bass and taps out the measure with her foot: they sight-read the entirety of the old manuscript. After the sight-reading, it is quite late; they drink wine, talk nonsense; the Marquise pushes them to be silly, but the Austen girls are reluctant. Suddenly the cock crows and Jane stands up, pale as a sheet. She takes her sister by the hand and the two of them rush off to the rectory, holding up their skirts. The Marquise buys for Jane, in the hope of corrupting her, for the study room at Steventon, where the pig used to sleep a hundred years earlier, a real piano, for the price of forty guineas. The Marquise does not care for its sound, which is imprecise and therefore unsteady and sentimental, but Jane is madly happy. The Marquise acquires and attempts to play on her viol all the works that remain under the name Henry Purcell and that she has had someone search for in London; she takes up singing in order to sing them, but the two young girls no longer want to help her play a music that seems too pompous to them. No matter: the Marquise takes to cricket. From then on she dresses in riding habits and complains about the discomfort of the frilly skirts coming into fashion. On Jane�s advice, she gushes over Crabbe�s poetry. She goes walking more and more often in the woods that border the property and that is cut through by a stream, whose water is directed to the pond by means of a thin and frail aqueduct that elms hide from view. Among her peasants are three or four cricket players whom she summons when sexual desire suddenly begins to burn under her belly. She has them masked with animal masks to see in them nothing but life, or at least one of its semblances which seems to her the sincerest and most touching. She tires of young people. The young girls� conversation has become equally tedious, and their intransigent disdain for Purcell�s work disappoints her more and more every day, as it was they who introduced her to it. Despite Jane�s barbs, never for a moment does it seem to the Marquise that she grows old in being moved by these two hundred � year � old sounds. She makes ready to leave Hampshire.
She begins to have certain whims with age, which, however, in the town of Deane, are not considered shocking: she would have liked to be a kangaroo. She is of the opinion that Greenland does not exist. At the same time, she claims that neither does God. She is completely certain that men can fly. She is convinced that the strongest odors are in the process of disappearing from this world. She affirms that in the spring she would love to be a little midge in front of the flowers. She declares that she loves the energy in the gaze of women, in the gaze of the youngest of her two musician friends, in the gaze of a man she once knew, in the gaze of dogs, in the gaze of barn owls who devour the red squirrels that abound in Hampshire. She prefers to anything else, even pleasure, the shadow, in July, of chestnut trees. She begins to like pulling chaises longues over the grass. She also likes plates of crushed strawberries, the E major scale, the sound of the bass viol when separated from its source by a closed window, the beauty of water, the beauty of the sound of water and the beauty of its reflection of nature, which is broken by a falling leaf, or by throwing a small stone, and which calm and the following instant quietly restore.
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In March 1798, the Marquise de Merteuil, abandoning her young friends and cricket players, returned to France. She disembarked at Dieppe and avoided Paris, arriving by carriage at her property in Jargeau, near Orl�ans, on the banks of the Loire.
She sees the devastated ch�teau. For three months, she has it rebuilt. After hesitating a long while, leaving the workers to their stones, their dust, and their noise, she takes her courage in both hands and decides to go to Paris.
In September 1798, the Marquise de Merteuil is in Meudon, where she meets the American Benjamin Franklin, with whom she dines and who seems to her an imbecile. She pushes away his hands venturing onto her knees. She is fascinated by the Industrial Fair organized on the Champ-de-Mars, which the American praises. Benjamin Franklin says to her:
�Those who have never heard a toast made by Jacques Danton in the refectory of the Jacobin convent do not have the slightest idea of the masculine voice.�
The following morning, well before dawn breaks, she has her carriage prepared. She leaves Meudon. She crosses the Pont de S�vres. She follows the fields and the quays. She arrives in the old city. The Marquise�s first impression is one of stupor. The squares are stripped of their statues. The capital�s appearance has been impoverished by the civil war. Many buildings she once knew are destroyed. The buildings and gardens of the religious communities have been devastated. The houses that remain standing, because their maintenance has been so neglected, are in a state of decrepitude and repulsive filth.
The gardens open to the public on the right bank have been abandoned.
The sky is white and a completely white, silent light rain, almost Norman in nature, veils her gaze. Her carriage follows the paved road running along the Seine. The Marquise suddenly feels like a stranger. It even seems to her that she is a soul discovering the other world. The two banks of the river turn her stomach because of the distress of the men huddled together and the nakedness of the skinny and pallid children playing there.
At the edge of the quay, she sees five words engraved with a knife and highlighted in charcoal: La libert� ou la mort.1 Suddenly she remembers that she once knew a man who had made this maxim the secret of his life.
Her heart hurts.
She asks her driver to stop.
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The Marquise has stepped down from her carriage under the light rain. She holds her hand over her heart. As the quay is slippery under her feet, she approaches the inscription with difficulty. Next to her a merchant silently continues to display, in spite of the rain, his books on his trestle. She has taken a volume in her hands � which she wipes with her glove without thinking. It so happens that the coat of arms that figures on the binding is Danceny�s. She shivers. She picks up another: this one belonged to a man she had met at court and with whom she had shared pleasures. The merchant presses her to name a price. Annoyed by his request, she impatiently leaves the books on the trestle.
She says to herself: �If I continue searching through the stall, I will find a book with Valmont�s coat of arms.�
She does not utter the name but, suddenly, her legs give out from under her.
She grabs onto the stone edge of the quay. A haze covers her eyes.
She slowly begins to breathe again.
She opens her eyes. Below, on the strand, she sees a man fishing who suddenly hooks a fish. She quickly turns away. A tear rolls down her cheek. She involuntarily rubs her soiled glove. She tries to climb into her carriage but cannot do so alone.
The driver gets down from his bench and approaches her. The Marquise is breathless. She whispers to her driver:
�Lend me your arm. Help me. We�re not going to the Industrial Fair. We�re going back to Jargeau � We�re going back to Jargeau ��
She repeats softly: �To Jargeau! To Jargeau!� as if she were begging her own servant.
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To the driver, she said softly: �To Jargeau! To Jargeau!�
In Jargeau, it is the end of summer. The weather is gorgeous and heavy. The slowness of the Loire attracts her.
In the evening, on the hot, soft, yellow sand that borders the immense river, she has a folding chair brought to the riverbank, a carafe of cool water, a landing net, a straw hat veiled in yellow Holland gauze. Madame de Merteuil takes pleasure in sitting on her chair and holding between her fingers a cane at the end of which a line is tied. She throws the bait. A hum resurges. She hums Joy. She hums Oh Solitude! She takes from the water small gudgeons as long as a finger.

TRANSLATORS� AFTERWORD

In 1994, Pascal Quignard, who had just begun to enjoy considerable popular success as a novelist after having previously published numerous quite esoteric essays and fragmentary texts, abruptly decided to renounce all of his professional activities: he stepped down as secretary general of literature at the illustrious Gallimard publishing house; he canceled the annual International Festival of Baroque Opera and Theater at Versailles that he had founded only four years earlier under the aegis of Fran�ois Mitterrand; he completely distanced himself from the Concert des nations, which he had directed with Jordi Savall since 1990. He would no longer decide which authors to publish; he would no longer choose which songs to play, which forgotten masterpieces to unearth. He would do nothing but write. The Hatred of Music, published two years later, is a book that resulted from this rupture, but the title must not be misinterpreted. Quignard hints at the genealogy of the project in the following succinct formulation: �The expression Hatred of Music is meant to convey to what point music can become an object of hatred to someone who once adored it beyond measure.�1 The ten treatises that make up the book do not add up to an outright rejection of music. Instead, through an impressive wealth of references, the author presents an indictment of its inherent dangers that is all the more relevant given the fact that never before in history has music enjoyed such a ubiquitous presence in daily life. �Suddenly infinitely amplified by the invention of electricity and the multiplication of its technology,� he writes, �it has become incessant, aggressing night and day, in the commercial streets of city centers, in shopping centers, in arcades, in department stores, in bookstores, in lobbies of foreign banks where one goes to withdraw money, even in swimming pools, even at the beach, in private apartments, in restaurants, in taxis, in the metro, in airports.�2 Yet the omnipresence of music might not have troubled our existence to the extent that it does had it not also been for its latent powers of mesmerization and domestication. Music, so Quignard argues, unconsciously binds us to the social group, makes us dependent upon it, and thus embodies the same forces of which he had just sought to make himself independent. It represents the greatest threat to the successful continuation of his new anachoretic existence, dedicated exclusively to the solitude of writing.
In a text contemporaneous with The Hatred of Music, Quignard situates his work in a tradition he labels speculative rhetoric. �I call speculative rhetoric,� Quignard writes in the opening of this text, �the scholarly antiphilosophical tradition that traverses all of Western history since the invention of philosophy.�3 To state things somewhat too simply, this tradition attempts neither to resolve language�s violent oppositions into any sort of ideal, as speculative idealism had sought to do, nor to go toward things themselves, through the phenomenological process known as epoch�, but declares rather that before the ideal can be speculated, before things themselves exist, they are already caught up in a linguistic mesh. Every statement that seeks to go beyond language is itself principally nothing but language. Instead of trying to undo the bonds of logos�archaically meaning �gathering, collection��instead of analyzing, or �unloosening,� in the manner of philosophers, speculative rhetoric seeks to play with these bonds, to shift them around, and even to create new ones. Rhetoric, for Quignard, is not primarily a stylistic or argumentative art. It is rather the exploration of our inherent linguistic condition. �Language is in itself the investigation.�4 This does not mean, however, that Quignard�s interest lies in language alone. Time and again in his writings he returns to what might be called paralinguistic states, in which the mouth opens to produce nothing but silence, or to emit sounds with no immediately apparent meaning or whose meaning has been replaced by rapture. Music is one of these states.
If an author�s work is by definition hopelessly entangled in language, one might be justified in wondering whether a translation into another language is worthwhile, or even possible. If language itself is the investigation, how does one transpose this investigation from one language to another, in this specific case from French to English? The question becomes perhaps even more troubling when one considers the fact that it is rather debatable whether The Hatred of Music is indeed a work written entirely in French. �French does not derive from Latin,� Quignard writes in �Languages and Death,� and then affirms: �It simply is Latin.�5 This appears to be true in particular when it comes to the way he himself makes use of his native tongue. Even if one leaves aside the frequent occasions when classical citations are given in the original, one is often tempted to say that Quignard�s prose is as much Latin, or even Greek, as it is French, as if these languages were lurking just beneath the linguistic surface. In the same essay he suggests that, through erosion and degradation, a living language might become incapable of properly serving our needs. It might consequently little by little lead us �to the use of the dead languages from which it came in order to express what it no longer feels.�6 Thus the death of a language does not lead to its decay. On the contrary, death can reinvigorate it and allow it to reacquire a certain sharpness and purity of expression that our everyday parlance lacks.
Quignard�s own use of dead languages is not limited to quotations and untranslatable philosophical terms: at times it permeates every aspect of his writing, from his frequent use of paleologisms to a more or less perceptible syntactic distortion. Elucidating the precise nature of this relationship would be a task for classicists, which we unfortunately are not. Suffice it to say that Quignard�s speculative rhetoric constantly strives to make language an endeavor of disorientation. For language itself, any language, is always already a metaphora�a word that, as Quignard likes to remind us, is today to be found on the sides of moving vans in Greece � a translation, literally a transference from one place to another: from the pure sounds produced by the vocal cords, or the mere marks traced in the dirt or on paper, to their interpretation as signs of something else.
Language � not least of all French, �this language more weighed down than others by the history that carries it�7�is also always a translation of itself and of its former selves, making it impossible to speak without repeating what has already been said. Quignard�s nostalgia for the lost expressivity of dead languages could be read as the most fundamental condition of translation, which is to say the awareness of another language whose absence defines our own. What he evokes is a life in translation that was already well known in ancient Rome, where Latin was never the only language, but merely the language of daily life, as opposed to Greek, which to the Romans was already half-dead. Similarly, in Quignard�s essays, the past always insists on its presence. His texts are an endless conversation with voices that have long since been silenced, voices that nevertheless still echo, not only in his own work but in literature as a whole. Montaigne, the Nestor of the French essay � whose work is similarly interspersed with classical citations and for whom Latin was anything but a dead language � insists that, as writers, �we do nothing but comment upon one another.� Quignard gives voice to a more violent and perhaps frustrated version of this sentiment when he speaks of the �hatred of what is original.�8 There is nothing to be gained from trying to be original, he notes: intimacy and sincerity of thought can be achieved only by reinterpreting and commenting upon previous texts, just as dead languages alone can express feelings that have been buried deep beneath the communicative sediments of our native tongue.
Quignard�s various techniques of disorientation � linguistic and otherwise � give his prose a sort of refined coarseness, out of tune with the present, which we have tried to retain in English. He denounces what he sees as a narcissistic and anxious tendency in modernity, which compels the author to break with all precedent in an act of constant reinvention that disregards the strength that literature has been able to draw from millennia of �memories, shadows, behaviors, legends, transgressions, masks.�9 And yet it would be inaccurate to simply describe his style as classicizing or antimodern; more than anything it comes across as atemporal, an immersion in a present past. This dive into the waters of the history of thought, of languages, is vertiginous, and not only for the author. Quignard writes of readers: �Those who read run the risk of losing the little control they have of themselves. They let themselves become totally subjugated as they read, almost to the point of losing their identity, at the risk of disappearing. They lend their soul and body.�10 The Song of the Sirens is as much a literary experience as it is a musical one. The reader, entranced like the mythical Butes of the Argo, abandons his ship and crew for the half-bird/half-maidens. �Butes, alone, jumped,� Quignard writes in a book dedicated to the figure.11 To Orpheus�s song, which maintains the social bond amid Jason�s sailors, Butes prefers the ambiguous isolation of a more original music, that of the womb. We once found ourselves in complete isolation, in our mother�s belly, in which we heard her muffled voice sing. This was before we knew music, before we knew language, before we could tell the difference between the two. We, alone, were fascinated by her vocal presence. Music enthralls. This is Quignard�s stern warning in The Hatred of Music. But readers beware, for the warning comes in the guise of literature, a less pernicious form of expression to be sure, but nevertheless one capable of pulling us down into its depths like a maelstrom as soon as we jump ship.
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NOTES

1.�Trans. note: Panickea translates Quignard�s paniqu�e, a noun derived from the feminine past participle of the verb paniquer (�to panic�). The word, not to be found in French dictionaries, refers to a state of panic inspired by the god Pan, who is often conflated with Dionysus.
2.�Trans. note: Worry.
3.�Trans. note: Hum, here and elsewhere, translates Quignard�s recurring use of fredon. Whereas the verb fredonner usually means �to hum,� the noun can also designate a refrain or an improvised melodic ornamentation or embellishment performed by a singer.
4.�What strikes only the ears makes less of an impression than what strikes the eyes.�
5.�Trans. note: Rue S�bastien-Bottin is a metonym for �ditions Gallimard, the fabled French publisher, whose offices are located on the street and for whom Quignard worked as a reader and editor.
6.�Trans. note: Expavescentia and expavantatio are rare Latin terms related to pavor, which Quignard defines above as �terror.� The idea expressed in expavescentia, a neuter plural present participle of expavesco, is something like �things becoming very terrified.� Expavantatio is the vulgar Latin equivalent, and lies at the root of the French verb �pouvanter, �to fill with terror.�
7. �The promontory whose tip juts out into the sea.�
8.�Trans. note: The Latin word lingua and the French langue can be translated in English either as �language� or as �tongue,� an ambiguity that is central to Quignard�s use of these words.
9.�Trans. note: In French �pouvantail, derived from the verb �pouvanter.
10.�Trans. note: This is a somewhat antiquated meaning of the word. In modern speech, formidable is eminently positive, meaning something like �great� or �excellent.�
11.�Trans. note: Tarabust is a noun that has fallen out of use in contemporary French, although its verbal form tarabuster, �to pester or bother,� is still to be heard.
12.�Trans. note: La mue des gar�ons. The French term mue, when used in regard to human boys, indicates voice change. However, mue is also used in French to designate a variety of different animal mutations (moulting, shedding of antlers, etc.). Quignard will constantly make use of this word throughout the text.
13.�Trans. note: In French, sept (seven) is pronounced like the English word set.
14.�Trans. note: Daine means doe. Logically, daine would be pronounced somewhat like the English den; however, hunters are given to pronouncing it like the English dean, which in French would be written dine.
15. �The moment in which I speak is already far from me.�
16.�Trans. note: Expavement here translates Quignard�s expavant�, another of his neologisms. It is based on an old spelling of the French verb �pouvanter (meaning �to terrify�), a verb which itself stems from the Latin pavor, which Quignard addresses earlier in this treatise, and to which he will return. Quignard uses this older spelling to create a link with the French word for cobblestone: pav�.
17.
The day is already grand and the shame now clearer
Of the dismayed Apostle advises him to be silent.
His words grow weary and leave him at need.
He sees on all sides that he is seen by none.
Yet the remorse he is given by his soul
Bears witness to the ill without witness.
18.
He has a piercing and harsh voice;
On his head a piece of flesh;
A sort of arm by means of which he rises into the air �
1.�Trans. note: In English in the original.
1.�Trans. note: In French Quignard uses the expression appeau de mort, where the word appeau evokes the birdcall that appears throughout the book.
2.�Trans. note: In English in the original.
1.�Trans. note: The French word noise used here � a cognate of the English word � means �quarrel, disturbance,� literally a �nuisance,� that is, something that harms.
2.�Trans. note: Quignard uses the French word noise; see above.
3.�Trans. note: The French word vacarme means �racket, din.�
4.�Trans. note: Quignard uses the English word, the connotations of which in French are predominantly negative.
1.�Trans. note: Liberty or death.
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