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Courage and Poem

For Agamben, there is no contemporary other than that which appears “through a
disjunction and an anachronism™ in relation to everything we perceive as our “reality.” 1o be
contemporary, in this sense, would mean obscuring the spectacle of the present century so as to
percetve, in that very obscurity, the “light that strives to reach us but cannot.” Returning to the
paradigm that concerns us here, 1t would mean giving oneself the means lo see fireflies appear
in the fierce, overexposed, overbright space of our current hustory. [...] This task, Agamben
adds, demands at once courage—political virtue—and poetry, the art of fracturing language,
of breaking down appearances, of disassembling the unity of time.

—Georges Didi-Huberman, Survival of the Fireflies (L'Image survivante)

* An artist has to linger aside profound, invisible pain.

S/he has to grant a name to pain unreachable by the rampaged field of vision,
pain that exists yet is nameless. One should pursue work as apparatus, enabling
an alternative imagination.

* Tor quite a while, I thought “courage and poem” as the task of a poet or an
artist. And for ages, it was fathomed that Agamben reckoned “courage and
poem” as the task of the artist. But once I scrutinized the original text, nowhere
did Agamben signify the contemporary as “poet - or artist.”” Alone, I solemnly
repeated those words in delusion, blurting out with astonishment, “What is
courage, and what is a poem? Do not they pinpoint artists’ attitude and art’s
form!” All of a sudden, the few tragic years became a comedy. But despite the
un-exposure of those phrases, Agamben’s tone is determinate than anyone else
when he talks of the contemporary.

... Contemporariness s, then, a singular relationship with one’s own time, which adheres to 1t
and, at the same time, keeps a distance from it. More precisely, 1t is that relationship with time
that adheres to it through a disjunction and an anachronism. Those who coincide too well with
the epoch, those who are perfectly tied to it in every respect, are not contemporaries, precisely
because they do not manage to see it; they are not able to firmly hold thewr gaze on 1t.

1o percewe, in the darkness of the present, this light that strives to reach us but
cannot—thus is what it means to be contemporary. As such, contemporaries are rare. And for
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this reason, to be contemporary is, furst and foremost, a question of courage, because it means
being able not only to_firmly fix your gaze on the darkness of the epoch, but also to percewe in
this darkness a light that, while directed toward us, infinitely distances iself from us. In other
words, it is like being on time for an appointment that one cannot but miss.

—Giorgio Agamben, (What is the Contemporary)

* All pains are personal. Pain can only be coped by the individuals; even the
most exceptionally sympathetic beings cannot alleviate pain. It is impossible
for other beings to utterly apprehend it in the first place. That is why ostensibly
invisible pain is regarded as feigned illness, a big fuss, or super-sensitiveness.
That is why pain is ramified into those exposable and un-exposable, excusable
and un-excusable in grades a society recognizes. In a fiction I wrote in

my childhood for fun, I fabricated a society where the people’s pains were
measured in numbers and inscribed upon their identification card. The first
thing you do when you meet someone is to affirm each other’s pain index. And
if the opponent’s index is higher, you are banned from disclosing your pain to
the other. That is a considerable discourtesy that leads to getting arrested. As in
all other science fictions.

* Clouds move. Chasing them with my eyes, I fainted at last. People swiftly let
the bulk of information pass and extract the most essential when perceiving

a subject. Upon this, they understand, classify, and define the subject. But I
could not. The cloud’s subtle discrepancies of color and their noisy motions
approach me every moment, reacting with my body. At times, I black out at
the intense stimulus, or have a nosebleed. But I cannot control or stop it as

I please. People pass by. Their faces do not leave a single trace in my mind.
Skin tone and facial expression of a being is not even, and the size of one’s
eyes changes every moment. According to wind’s direction and wetness, hair
changes its form. Too much information floods out; people slide by me before I
even sort them out. Once, “un-sortable” used to be my pleasure. But when that
becomes someone’s face, I am misconstrued as “without manners” in the mold
of “society.” And most of the time, I miss the opportunity to explain. Many
bear fear in short encounters. Shouldn’t those who invariably treat others with
sincerity regard each momentary encounter with value and remember the
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faces? I value everyone, but my body reacts differently from my mind.

* ] am familiar to adjust the body through consciousness. In bus, people

have carsick when they were a child but me. It might sound strange that

it’s controllable through consciousness, but it’s true. I took in a large breath
and soothed my stomach. “It’s fine, I won’t get nauseous.” The body soon
embraced my thoughts. Perhaps, I strived to absorb the way to adjust my body
inside the bus space. I can voluntarily decide how to react by not holding out to
the bus’s motion and understanding its movement whilst clinging on to myself,
being conscious of my body. Whether it be an emotional response or sensual

response. It is the conversation between my body and its environment.

* 1 thought I saw something. No, I didn’t think it—1I did see something invisible
to others. I was bewildered but not frightened to have seen it. Rather, keeping
this a secret was what tortured me. If I was the only one, can it be validated?
Wouldn’t people treat me as an odd, idiotic person? The thought of it
entangled my head. It was better to be dubious of myself, whether I did or did
not really spot it.

Since then, I zipped my mouth despite the strange bodily feelings every once
and then. Once I grew up, these feelings turned into un-negligible agony
which could not be diagnosed upon my visits to the doctor. My agony became
an unheard, unfelt, unutterable thing. Then how can I describe my pain, my
un-diagnosable bodily condition? Is the pain real when it is not there on the
surface, with no ways to prove it? Isn’t it, perhaps, a lone delusion? It was rather
easy to doubt myself. But wouldn’t neglecting this distinct and vivid pain be the
same as neglecting myself? Do I exist?

* There is a certain pleasure acquired from laughing in the face of death, thus
lightly regarding one’s finitude. It is to humble death’s pride, and to undermine
the dreadful power of death that conquers us by joking about death. ¥

*S/he introduced her/himself: Homo Romance Asexual Androgyne. I did not
quibble over the term though it clearly did not make sense. Asexual? Okay. But
how can one be Homo Romance without defining their sex? That confusion




2719} A] Courage and Poem

may be a matter of course since life is a process of grasping what one is. And
I 'am not as bored as to argue over what person s/he likes, whether s/he wants
intercourse with whoever, and whether something that irrelevant to me makes
sense or doesn’t.

Due to the lack of words to portray her/himself, s/he must have inevitably
depicted oneself that way. The convoluted title, Homo Romance Asexual
Androgyne, lucidly illustrates the extreme course of turbulence s/he underwent
and further implies the kind of process these nameless people shall go through
from now on. Actually, there is a pertinent word to evenly call those with an
unnamed secret or those who pretend to live well, still blind of their own
secrets: “Passing.”

* Since about my twentieth year, though otherwise in good health, I have
suffered from migraine. Every three or four weeks I am liable to an attack.

I wake with a general feeling of disorder, and a slight pain in the region of

the right temple, which without overstepping the mid-line reaches its greatest
intensity at midday; towards evening it usually subsides. While at rest the pain
1s bearable, but it is increased by motion to a high degree of violence... It
responds to each beat of the temporal artery. The latter feels, on the affected
side, like a hard cord, while the left is in its normal condition. The countenance
is pale and sunken, the right eye small and reddened. At the height of the
attack, when it is a violent one, there is nausea... There may be left behind a
slight gastric disorder; frequently, also, the scalp remains tender at one spot the
following morning... For a certain period after the attack I can expose myself
with impunity to influences which before would have infallibly caused an
attack. ff

* A linguistic animal is bone-deep a mismatch.

* The teacher frowned and considered me bothersome when I raised my hand
high. How different that was, from what my father told me when I entered
school. Father told me to raise hands to ask the teacher whenever I got curious
in class. I abided by his words since he said that makes me a good student. At
first, I fidgeted and pondered over raising my hand or not, but when I didn’t,




13

my curiosity was not fulfilled ‘til the end of each class. I concluded that it is
right to ask. But from a moment, the teacher started raising her eyebrows.

The sense of hatred emanating from my teacher made school difficult, and
more so since I couldn’t find out my fault. After the semester, the following
was inscribed on my report card: “Think thrice before raising hands.” I'm not
sure 1if it was father who took the world too naively, or the teacher who bore

a crammed up mind. Both must have been individuals that thought the world
proceeds in unexpected ways. That year, I, as well, learned that the world flows
deviant from my thoughts.

* Mother asks me why I remember the ill so long; and if there’s anything

good left. Strangely, no. The moments that could have been “good memories”
are left as those of “strife.” I do not know the cause behind my long history

of anxiety. No, I might know, but I’'m not sure. I feel anxiety when talking

in private though it’s not even making public announcements. It’s the same
between family or close friends. At a merry moment my family recalls, I was in
anxious conflict over what to say and how to answer. They called me “bitch,”
“bastard,” and “asshole,” when my reaction failed. Failure was branded as 1ll
memory, and moments I eluded failure were imprinted as conflicts. Father, who
underwent the Korean War at the age of two, recalls he screamed and cried
whenever he heard the airplane ‘til he entered school. I never experienced a
colossal disaster analogous to the Korean War, but I feel like my inner child

never ceased to scream and cry. Bitch!

* Excess or deficiency exist in relation to a scale deemed valid and suitable—
hence in relation to a norm. To define the abnormal as too much or too little
1s to recognize the normative character of the so-called normal state. This
normal or physiological state is no longer simply a disposition which can be
revealed and explained as a fact, but a manifestation of an attachment to some
value. 1]

* In distinct circumstances, there are times when I have different emotions from
others. Laughter bursts out at moments to be sorrowful, tears at moments to

laugh, bliss at moments to be furious, disheartenment at moments to be merry.
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I ponder whether I am or am not a psychopath; or at least a sociopath, as one
who bears deviant emotions from the sentiment of the community—if there

1s such a thing. Both psychopaths and sociopaths are recognized as criminals.
Thus, to be branded that way alludes to being considered as a potential culprit.
The moment I confess I may be a sociopath, people respond, “Ah, I get it
now...” then fix their eyes on my every behavior and reaction. They would
know that feeling divergent emotions do not necessarily lead to committing a
crime, but they also do not discard the possibility that I might do so out of a
certain trigger at a certain time. Fuck the films and news.

* I was prescribed depression, panic order, and ADHD medication. I stop
crying when I take drugs. The society solely approves of tears at necessary sites.
In other words, one has to hold back their tears in the everyday so to infiltrate
the range of “normal” and live on as a working being. But to me, tears and no
tears do not bear considerable difference. I maintain the state of tears most

of the times, full to the brim of my body. I can persist in society if it does not
overflow, and cannot if it does.

My life seems remarkably pathetic at the moment of heavy
prescription; the poor me who cannot be acknowledged nor live on in the
society without pills. I am a wrong being. These drugs are the symbols of me
being wrong. My life can only exist with tears (or drugs).

* I wish all appears as a comedy in the end.

* (5o, said the bird, for the leaves were full of childrens,
Hidden excitedly, containing laughter.

Go, go, go, said the bird: human kind

Cannot bear very much reality.

Time past and time future

What might have been and what has been

Point to one end, which is always present.

[--]

Words move, music moves

Only in time; but that which is only living
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Can only die. Words, after speech, reach

Into the silence. Only by the form, the pattern,
Can words or music reach

The stillness, as a Chinese jar still

Moves perpetually in its stillness.I] ¥

i Terry Eagleton, Humour

il (du Bois Reymond, 1860) from Oliver Sacks, Migraine:
Understanding a Common Disorder Expanded and Updated

s Terry Eagleton, Humour

i1 Georges Canguilhem, The Normal and the Pathological

1 ¥ Partally cited from <Four Quartets>




