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Ekphrasis and the Fourth Wall

whimpered and wnined—
I wish very much, favorable reader, that on this twenty-third of
September, you had been on the road to Dresden. In vain, when
night sank down upon you, the people at the last stage-post tried to
keep you there; the friendly host represented to you that the storm
and the rain were too bitter, and moreover, for unearthly reasons,
it was not safe to rush out into the dark on the night of the Equinox;
but you paid no heed to him, thinking to yourself, *“I will give the
postillion a whole thaler as a tip, and so, at latest, by one o’clock I
shall reach Dresden. There in the Golden Angel or the Helmet or
the City of Naumburg a good supper and a soft bed await me.”
And now as you ride toward Dresden through the dark, you
suddenly observe in the distance a very strange, flickering light.
As you come nearer, you can distinguish a ring of fire, and in its
center, beside a pot out of which a thick vapour is mounting with
quivering red flashes and sparkles, there sit two very different forms.
Right through the fire your road leads, but the horses snort, and
stamp, and rear; the postillion curses and prays, and does not spare
his whip; the horses will not stir from the spot. Without thinking,
you leap out of the stagecoach and hasten forward toward the fire,
And now you clearly see a pretty girl, obviously of gentle birth,
who is kneeling by the cauldron in a thin white nightdress. The
storm has loosened her braids, and her long chestnut-brown hair is
floating freely in the wind. Full in the dazzling light from the
flame flickering from beneath the trivet hovers her sweet face; but
in the horror which has poured over it like an icy stream, it is stiff
and pale as death; and by her updrawn eyebrows, by her mouth,
which is vainly opened for the shriek of anguish which cannot find
its way from her bosom compressed with unnamable torment—
you perceive her terror, her horror. She holds her small soft hands
aloft, spasmodically pressed together, as if she were calling with
prayers her guardian angel to deliver her from the monsters of the
Pit, which, in obedience to this potent spell are to appear at any
moment! There she kneels, motionless as a figure of marble.
Opposite her a long, shrivelled, copper-yellow crone with a peaked
hawk-nose and glistering cat-eyes sits cowering. From the black
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The Two

302 The ego in Freud's theory and in the technique of psychoanalysis

Inits nature, the door belongs to the symbolic order, and it opens up eitheron
to the real, or the imaginary, we don’t know quite which, but it is either one or

the other. There is an asymmetry between the opening and the closing —if the
opening of the door controls access, when closed, it closes the circuit. The door
is a real symbol, the symbol par excellence, that symbol in which man's passing,
through the cross it sketches, intersecting access and closure, can always be

recognised.

The Real Imago Symbols



THE SCHOLAR’S TRAGEDY

Poetry is at once the means and goal of understanding, as demanded
by the reformers in office, hence the correlative (and not the object) of the

all the information channels participating in understanding. First, poetr
itself functions as understan'ding, that is, as the transmission of word
into pure meanings; second, it allows understanding, that is, a reading
that does not have to struggle with the verbal monsters of Isaiah 15. Fi-
ally, it can understand others and other things and be understood by
others—otherwise. The discourse network of 1800 has in essence been
accounted for once this three-part schema is filled in with appropriate

names and terms.

Poetry as Medium

phy was never any different.” ..
But just where its despotic signifier appeared, philosophy in the dis-
ourse network of 1800 executed a new maneuver. The very Nature that
the philosopher’s stylus uses as a writing surface for inscribing divine
thoughts is at the same time, but in direct contradiction, the source of all
writing. Not God, but a tranquil, immediate Nature guides the pen from|
the depths of the soul through clear eyes. Written translation of Nature is
necessary because its speech remains transcendental, not because Naturé
is a tabula rasa. The silent or even dead marks of writing accomplis
what the sound of the lips—the colloquial, animal, or at any rate em-
pirical play of voices and mouths—is unable to do: writing reproduces
unembellished accents from the profoundest regions of the soul as clearly
as direct speech would sound. The minimal signified as the murmuring

THE MOTHER'S MOUTHJENG 5

ource of language remains merely itself as long as it does not speak; the
stylus comes to its aid |
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technical instructions for the construction of the original text. In order
for the signs to be comprehensible rather than simply readable, they must
first be endowed with the figural quality of images drawn from nature,
then these images must be animated by the hallucinated Mother’s Voice.

As in the phonetic method, optical signs are surrounded with the echo of
maternal orality. The result is that instead of signifiers one has signifieds
that can be “seen,” as if the text were a film.
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Kittler, Discourse Networks, 86



More! | honor Serapion’s insanity because only the spirit most excellent or rather the true poet can be
seized by it ... Whence comes it then, that some poetic work, which we would not at all call bad, if we are
talking about form and execution [Ausarbeitung], remains nevertheless still as without effect as a faded
Image, that we are not transported by it, that the splendor of the words only serves to multiply the inner
chill that runs through us. What other explanation, than that the poet has not really seen [nicht ... wirklich
schaute] what he speaks of, that the deed, the event [Begebenheit], depicting itself before his eyes, with
pleasure, with all the horror, with all the exultation, with all the shudders, did not enthuse him, set him on
fire, so that the inner flames might simply flow out in fiery words: in vain the labor of the poet, to bring us
to believe in what he himself does not, because he has not himself truly viewed it [weil er es nicht
erschaute]. What could the figures [Gestalten] of such a poet, who, according to the old saying, is not also a
true seer, be, other than false dolls, laboriously glued together from heterogeneous materials!—Your hermit,
my Cyprian, was a true poet, had really saw that [er hatte das wirklich geschaut] which he pronounced, and
that is why his speech gripped both heart and mind [ Gemut].—Poor Serapion, what was your insanity other
than that some hostile star had robbed you of the knowledge of that duplicity, by which in fact our earthly
being is alone conditioned. [Duplizitat ... von der eigentlich allein unser irdisches Sein bedingt ist.] (4.67-
68).

Leif Weatherby, “Police Psychology”
https://romantic-circles.org/praxis/german/praxis.2016.german.weatherby.html



Die Welt mul® romantisiert werden. So findet man den urspringlichen Sinn wieder. Romantisieren ist nichts als eine qualitative Potenzierung. Das niedre Selbst
wird mit einem bessern Selbst in dieser Operation identifiziert. So wie wir selbst eine solche qualitative Potenzenreihe sind. Diese Operation ist noch ganz
unbekannt. Indem ich dem Gemeinen einen hohen Sinn, dem Gewohnlichen ein geheimnisvolles Ansehn, dem Bekannten die Wirde des Unbekannten, dem
Endlichen einen unendlichen Schein gebe, so romantisiere ich es. — Umgekehrt ist die Operation fur das Hohere, Unbekannte, Mystische, Unendliche — dies wird
durch diese Verknupfung logarythmisiert — es bekommt einen gelaufigen Ausdruck. Romantische Philosophie. Lingua romana. Wechselerhohung und
Erniedrigung. [20]

[116] Die romantische Poesie ist eine progressive Universalpoesie. lhre Bestimmung ist nicht blof3, alle getrennte Gattungen der Poesie wieder zu vereinigen, und die
Poesie mit der Philosophie und Rhetorik in Beruhrung zu setzen. Sie will, und soll auch Poesie und Prosa, Genialitat und Kritik, Kunstpoesie und Naturpoesie bald mischen,
bald verschmelzen, die Poesie lebendig und gesellig, und das Leben und die Gesellschaft poetisch machen, den Witz poetisieren, und die Formen der Kunst mit
gediegnem Bildungsstoff jeder Art anfullen und sattigen, und durch die Schwingungen des Humors beseelen. Sie umfaldt alles, was nur poetisch ist, vom grof3ten wieder
mehre Systeme in sich enthaltenden Systeme der Kunst, bis zu dem Seufzer, dem Kul3, den das dichtende Kind aushaucht in kunstlosen Gesang. Sie kann sich so in das
Dargestellte verlieren, da® man glauben mochte, poetische Individuen jeder Art zu charakterisieren, sei ihr Eins und Alles; und doch gibt es noch keine Form, die so dazu
gemacht ware, den Geist des Autors vollstandig auszudricken: so dal® manche Kunstler, die nur auch einen Roman schreiben wollten, von ungefahr sich selbst dargestellt
haben. Nur sie kann gleich dem Epos ein Spiegel der ganzen umgebenden Welt, ein Bild des Zeitalters werden. Und doch kann auch sie am meisten zwischen dem
Doy , ey B - : pooT. Dargestellten und dem Darstellenden, frei von allem realen und idealen Interesse auf den Flugeln der poetischen Reflexion in der Mitte schweben, diese Reflexion immer
wieder potenzieren und wie in einer endlosen[182] Reihe von Spiegeln vervielfachen. Sie ist der hochsten und der allseitigsten Bildung fahig; nicht blo3 von innen heraus,
sondern auch von auf3en hinein; indem sie jedem, was ein Ganzes in ihren Produkten sein soll, alle Teile ahnlich organisiert, wodurch ihr die Aussicht auf eine grenzenlos
wachsende Klassizitat eroffnet wird. Die romantische Poesie ist unter den Kunsten was der Witz der Philosophie, und die Gesellschaft, Umgang, Freundschaft und Liebe im
Leben ist. Andre Dichtarten sind fertig, und kdnnen nun vollstandig zergliedert werden. Die romantische Dichtart ist noch im Werden; ja das ist ihr eigentliches Wesen, dal}
sie ewig nur werden, nie vollendet sein kann. Sie kann durch keine Theorie erschopft werden, und nur eine divinatorische Kritik durfte es wagen, ihr Ideal charakterisieren
nature; and make poetry lively and sociable, and life and society poetical; zu wollen. Sie allein ist unendlich, wie sie allein frei ist, und das als ihr erstes Gesetz anerkennt, dal die Willkur des Dichters kein Gesetz uber sich leide. Die romantische
poeticize wit and fill and saturate the forms of art with every kind of Dichtart ist die einzige, die mehr als Art, und gleichsam die Dichtkunst selbst ist: denn in einem gewissen Sinn ist oder soll alle Poesie romantisch sein.
good, solid matter for instruction, and animate them with the pulsations
of humour. It embraces everything that is purely poetic, from the greatest
systems of art, containing within themselves still further systems, to the
sigh, the kiss that the poetizing child breathes forth in artless song. It can
so lose itself in what it describes that one might believe it exists only to
characterize poetical individuals of all sorts; and yet there still 1s no form
so fit for expressing the entire spirit of an author: so that many artists
who started out to write only a novel ended up by providing us with a
portrait of themselves. It alone can become, like the epic, a mirror of the
whole circumambient world, an 1mage of the age. And it can also — more
than any other form - hover at the midpoint between the portrayed and
the portrayer, free of all real and 1deal self-interest, on the wings of poetic
reflection, and can raise that reflection again and again to a higher power,
can multiply it in an endless succession of mirrors. It 1s capable of the
highest and most variegated refinement, not only from within outwards,
butalso from without inwards; capable in that it organizes — for everything
that seeks a wholeness in its effects — the parts along similar lines, so
that 1t opens up a perspective upon an infinitely increasing classicism.

116. Romantic poetry® 1s a progressive, universal poetry. Its aim isn’t
merely to reunite all the separate species of poetry and put poetry in touch
with philosophy and rhetoric. It tries to and should mix and fuse poetry
and prose, inspiration and criticism, the poetry of art and the poetry of

Reflexivity and Totality

Romantic poetry is in the arts what wit is in philosophy, and what society
and sociability, friendship and love are in life. Other kinds of poetry are
finished and are now capable of being fully analysed. The romantic kind of
poetry is still in the state of becoming; that, in fact, 1sits real essence: that it
should forever be becoming and never be perfected. It can be exhausted by
no theory and only a divinatory criticism would dare try to characterize its

ideal. It alone is infinite, just as it alone is free; and it recognizes as 1ts first
commandment that the will of the poet can tolerate no law above itself. The
romantic kind of poetry is the only one that 1s more than a kind, that 1s, as 1t
were, poetry itself: for in a certain sense all poetry is or should be romantic.
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Bedecke deinen Himmel, Zeus, Cover thy spacious heavens, Zeus,

Mit Wolkendunst, With clouds of mist,

Und Ube, dem Knaben gleich, And like the boy who lops

Der Disteln kopft, The thistles' heads,

An Eichen dich und Bergeshohn; Disport with oaks and mountain-peaks;

Musst mir meine Erde Yet thou must leave '

Doch lassen stehn My earth still standing; =

Und meine Hutte, die du nicht gebaut, My cottage, too, which was not raised by thee;

Und meinen Herd, Leave me my hearth,

..........

Um dessen Gilut Whose kindly glow
Du mich beneidest. By thee is envied.

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
1749-1832
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/Knowledge 1s here taken exclusively in the strict sense./

What kind of a relation 1s knowledge’ It 1s a being outside of being that 1s
nevertheless within being.

/Dividing — uniting/

Consciousness 1s a being outside of being that 1s within being.

But what 1s that?

What 1s outside being must not be a proper being.

An improper being outside being 1s an 1image — So what 1s outside being
must be an 1mage of being within being. Consciousness 1s consequently
an 1mage of being within being.

A better explanation of the image. /Sign/ Theory of signs. /'Theory of
presentation, 1.e., of not-being, within being, in order to let being be there
for 1tself 1n a certain respect.

‘Theory of space and time 1n terms of the image.




Die Welt mul® romantisiert werden. So findet man den urspringlichen Sinn wieder. Romantisieren ist nichts als eine qualitative Potenzierung. Das niedre Selbst
wird mit einem bessern Selbst in dieser Operation identifiziert. So wie wir selbst eine solche qualitative Potenzenreihe sind. Diese Operation ist noch ganz
unbekannt. Indem ich dem Gemeinen einen hohen Sinn, dem Gewohnlichen ein geheimnisvolles Ansehn, dem Bekannten die Wirde des Unbekannten, dem
Endlichen einen unendlichen Schein gebe, so romantisiere ich es. — Umgekehrt ist die Operation fur das Hohere, Unbekannte, Mystische, Unendliche — dies wird
durch diese Verknupfung logarythmisiert — es bekommt einen gelaufigen Ausdruck. Romantische Philosophie. Lingua romana. Wechselerhohung und
Erniedrigung. [20]

[116] Die romantische Poesie ist eine progressive Universalpoesie. lhre Bestimmung ist nicht blof3, alle getrennte Gattungen der Poesie wieder zu vereinigen, und die
Poesie mit der Philosophie und Rhetorik in Beruhrung zu setzen. Sie will, und soll auch Poesie und Prosa, Genialitat und Kritik, Kunstpoesie und Naturpoesie bald mischen,
bald verschmelzen, die Poesie lebendig und gesellig, und das Leben und die Gesellschaft poetisch machen, den Witz poetisieren, und die Formen der Kunst mit
gediegnem Bildungsstoff jeder Art anfullen und sattigen, und durch die Schwingungen des Humors beseelen. Sie umfaldt alles, was nur poetisch ist, vom grof3ten wieder
mehre Systeme in sich enthaltenden Systeme der Kunst, bis zu dem Seufzer, dem Kul3, den das dichtende Kind aushaucht in kunstlosen Gesang. Sie kann sich so in das
Dargestellte verlieren, da® man glauben mochte, poetische Individuen jeder Art zu charakterisieren, sei ihr Eins und Alles; und doch gibt es noch keine Form, die so dazu
gemacht ware, den Geist des Autors vollstandig auszudricken: so dal® manche Kunstler, die nur auch einen Roman schreiben wollten, von ungefahr sich selbst dargestellt
haben. Nur sie kann gleich dem Epos ein Spiegel der ganzen umgebenden Welt, ein Bild des Zeitalters werden. Und doch kann auch sie am meisten zwischen dem
Doy , ey B - : pooT. Dargestellten und dem Darstellenden, frei von allem realen und idealen Interesse auf den Flugeln der poetischen Reflexion in der Mitte schweben, diese Reflexion immer
wieder potenzieren und wie in einer endlosen[182] Reihe von Spiegeln vervielfachen. Sie ist der hochsten und der allseitigsten Bildung fahig; nicht blo3 von innen heraus,
sondern auch von auf3en hinein; indem sie jedem, was ein Ganzes in ihren Produkten sein soll, alle Teile ahnlich organisiert, wodurch ihr die Aussicht auf eine grenzenlos
wachsende Klassizitat eroffnet wird. Die romantische Poesie ist unter den Kunsten was der Witz der Philosophie, und die Gesellschaft, Umgang, Freundschaft und Liebe im
Leben ist. Andre Dichtarten sind fertig, und kdnnen nun vollstandig zergliedert werden. Die romantische Dichtart ist noch im Werden; ja das ist ihr eigentliches Wesen, dal}
sie ewig nur werden, nie vollendet sein kann. Sie kann durch keine Theorie erschopft werden, und nur eine divinatorische Kritik durfte es wagen, ihr Ideal charakterisieren
nature; and make poetry lively and sociable, and life and society poetical; zu wollen. Sie allein ist unendlich, wie sie allein frei ist, und das als ihr erstes Gesetz anerkennt, dal} die Willkir des Dichters kein Gesetz Uber sich leide. Die romantische
poeticize wit and fill and saturate the forms of art with every kind of Dichtart ist die einzige, die mehr als Art, und gleichsam die Dichtkunst selbst ist: denn in einem gewissen Sinn ist oder soll alle Poesie romantisch sein.
good, solid matter for instruction, and animate them with the pulsations
of humour. It embraces everything that is purely poetic, from the greatest
systems of art, containing within themselves still further systems, to the
sigh, the kiss that the poetizing child breathes forth in artless song. It can
so lose itself in what it describes that one might believe it exists only to
characterize poetical individuals of all sorts; and yet there still 1s no form
so fit for expressing the entire spirit of an author: so that many artists
who started out to write only a novel ended up by providing us with a
portrait of themselves. It alone can become, like the epic, a mirror of the
whole circumambient world, an 1mage of the age. And it can also — more
than any other form - hover at the midpoint between the portrayed and
the portrayer, free of all real and 1deal self-interest, on the wings of poetic
reflection, and can raise that reflection again and again to a higher power,
can multiply it in an endless succession of mirrors. It 1s capable of the
highest and most variegated refinement, not only from within outwards,
butalso from without inwards; capable in that it organizes — for everything
that seeks a wholeness in its effects — the parts along similar lines, so
that 1t opens up a perspective upon an infinitely increasing classicism.
Romantic poetry is in the arts what wit is in philosophy, and what society
and sociability, friendship and love are in life. Other kinds of poetry are
finished and are now capable of being fully analysed. The romantic kind of
poetry is still in the state of becoming; that, in fact, 1sits real essence: that it
should forever be becoming and never be perfected. It can be exhausted by
no theory and only a divinatory criticism would dare try to characterize its

116. Romantic poetry® 1s a progressive, universal poetry. Its aim isn’t
merely to reunite all the separate species of poetry and put poetry in touch
with philosophy and rhetoric. It tries to and should mix and fuse poetry
and prose, inspiration and criticism, the poetry of art and the poetry of

ideal. It alone is infinite, just as it alone is free; and it recognizes as 1ts first
commandment that the will of the poet can tolerate no law above itself. The
romantic kind of poetry is the only one that 1s more than a kind, that 1s, as 1t
were, poetry itself: for in a certain sense all poetry is or should be romantic.




More! | honor Serapion’s insanity because only the spirit most excellent or rather the true poet can be
seized by it ... Whence comes it then, that some poetic work, which we would not at all call bad, if we are
talking about form and execution [Ausarbeitung], remains nevertheless still as without effect as a faded
Image, that we are not transported by it, that the splendor of the words only serves to multiply the inner
chill that runs through us. What other explanation, than that the poet has not really seen [nicht ... wirklich
schaute] what he speaks of, that the deed, the event [Begebenheit], depicting itself before his eyes, with
pleasure, with all the horror, with all the exultation, with all the shudders, did not enthuse him, set him on
fire, so that the inner flames might simply flow out in fiery words: in vain the labor of the poet, to bring us
to believe in what he himself does not, because he has not himself truly viewed it [weil er es nicht
erschaute]. What could the figures [Gestalten] of such a poet, who, according to the old saying, is not also a
true seer, be, other than false dolls, laboriously glued together from heterogeneous materials!—Your hermit,
my Cyprian, was a true poet, had really saw that [er hatte das wirklich geschaut] which he pronounced, and
that is why his speech gripped both heart and mind [ Gemut].—Poor Serapion, what was your insanity other
than that some hostile star had robbed you of the knowledge of that duplicity, by which in fact our earthly
being is alone conditioned. [Duplizitat ... von der eigentlich allein unser irdisches Sein bedingt ist.] (4.67-
68).

Leif Weatherby, “Police Psychology”
https://romantic-circles.org/praxis/german/praxis.2016.german.weatherby.html
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W ENThERLG T A aelecll | he Poet addresses their souls with the
pure, vocal signified, before which all signifiers are reduced to transla-
tions, just as the imaginary lover addressed the poet. Poetry in the dis-
course network of 1800 had the fundamental function ot establishing
connecting circuits between the system and the population.
The separation of poetic from bureaucratic writing in Hoffmann’s text
S il Ceiicee i L) i Elstop ilstestosl A counter test for inspired writing
shows that when Poets act like bureaucrats in their offices, the soul-to-

e ]

LANGUAGE CHANNELS 101X every word he speaks cancels out his own words. The delirious speech of
the drunken bureaucrat parodies the poetical speech of Serpentina, just as
the delirious writing of a drunken bureaucrat parodies the self-forgetful
writing of Poet Anselmus. The two elementary, never written sentences “I

Poetry and bureaucracy can be depicted in
Poetry as united because the description of this
unity recruits more poet-bureaucrats.

D N 1 O 4 am writing” and “I am delirious,” which will support literature in 1900,
9 are the impossible real and the shadow of Poetry in the discourse network
of 1800. The sentence “l am writing” appears, but only in Heerbrand’s

LANGUAGE CHANNELS 103

daydream; the sentence “I am delirious” appears, but only in Paulmann’s
drunkenness. Both appear, then, in order to restore to poetic writing its
own nature, which would assure that such writing passes from voice to
voice, and prohibit it from becoming literal and taking the form of bu-
reaucratic madness.

e



What Does Not Cease to Write Itself

“O my Serpentina! my own Serpentina!” cried the Student
Anselmus, ‘“how could I leave you, how should I not love you for-
ever!” A kiss was burning on his lips; he awoke as from a deep
dream: Serpentina had vanished; six o’clock was striking, and it fell
heavy on his heart that today he had not copied a single stroke.
Full of anxiety, and dreading reproaches from the Archivarius, he
looked into the sheet; and, O wonder! the copy of the mysterious
manuscript was fairly concluded; and he thought, on viewing the
characters more narrowly, that the writing was nothing else but
Serpentina’s story of her father, the favourite of the Spirit-prince
Phosphorus, in Atlantis, the land of marvels. And now entered
Archivarius Lindhorst, in his light-gray surtout, with hat and staff:
he looked into the parchment on which Anselmus had been writing;
took a large pinch of snuff, and said with a smile: “‘ Just as I thought!
—Well, Herr Anselmus, here is your speziesthaler; we will now go
to the Linkische Bath: please follow me!”> The Archivarius walked

48



For the vision, in which I had now beheld Anselmus bodily, in
his freehold of Atlantis, I stand indebted to the arts of the Sala-
mander; and it was fortunate that when everything had melted into
air, I found a paper lying on the violet-table, with the foregoing
statement of the matter, written fairly and distinctly by my own
hand. But now I felt myself as if transpierced and torn in pieces
by sharp sorrow. ‘Ah, happy Anselmus, who has cast away the
burden of everyday life, who in the love of kind Serpentina flies
with bold pinion, and now lives in rapture and joy on your freehold
in Atlantis! while I—poor I!-—must soon, nay, in few moments,
leave even this fair hall, which itself is far from a Freehold in Atlantis;
and again be transplanted to my garret, where, enthralled among
the pettinesses of existence, my heart and my sight are so bedimmed
with thousand mischiefs, as with thick fog, that the fair lily will
never, never be beheld by me.”

Then Archivarius Lindhorst patted me gently on the shoulder,
and said: *‘Softly, softly, my honoured friend! Do not lament so!

70 The Golden Flower Pot

Were you not even now in Atlantis; and have you not at least a
pretty little copyhold farm there, as the poetical possession of
your inward sense? And is the blessedness of Anselmus anything
else but a living in poesy? Can anything else but poesy reveal
itself as the sacred harmony of all beings, as the deepest secret of
nature?”’

Fin



