PREFACE TO THE
ENGLISH-LANGUAGE EDITION

When the space of a lapsus no longer carries any meaning (or
interpretation), then only is one sure that one is in the uncon-
scious. One knows.

But one has only to be aware of the fact to find oneself out-
side it. There is no friendship there, in that space that supports
this unconscious.

All I can do is tell the truth. No, that isn’t so—I have
missed it. There is no truth that, in passing through awareness,
does not lie.

But one runs after it all the same.

There is a way of sorting out this muddle that is satisfactory
for other than formal reasons (symmetry, for example). Like
satisfaction, it is acquired only with use, with the use of an
individual—who, in psycho-analysis (psych = fiction of), is
called an analysand. And, as a matter of simple fact, there is no
shortage of analysands in our lands. That is a fact of human
reality —what man calls reality.

It should be noted that psycho-analysis has, since it has
ex-sisted, changed. Invented by a solitary, an incontestable
theoretician of the unconscious (which is not what one imagines
it to be—the unconscious, I would say, is real), it is now prac-
tised in couples. To be fair, the solitary was the first to set the
example. Not without abusing his disciples (for they were dis-
ciples only because he knew not what he did).

This conveys the idea he had of psycho-analysis—a plague—
except that it proved to be anodyne in the land where he
brought it; the public adopted /adapted it quite painlessly.

Now, a little late in the day, I add my pinch of salt: a fact of
hystory, or hysteria: that of my colleagues, as it happens, a case
of no importance, but one in which I happened to find myself
implicated for concerning myself with someone who introduced
me to them as having imposed on myself Freud, the Beloved of
Mathesis.
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I would have preferred to forget that: but one does not forget
what the public constantly reminds you of.

So one must take account of the analyst in psycho-analytic
treatment. He would have no social standing, I imagine, if
Freud had not opened up the way for him—Freud, I say, to
call him by his name. For no one can call anyone an analyst
and Freud did not do so. Handing out rings to initiates is not
to call by a name. Hence my proposition that the analyst
hystorizes only from himself: a patent fact. Even if he is con-
firmed in doing so by a hierarchy.

What hierarchy could confirm him as an analyst, give him the
rubber-stamp ? A certificate tells me that I was born. I repudiate
this certificate: I am not a poet, but a poem. A poem that is
being written, even if it looks like a subject.

There remains the question of what could drive anyone,
especially after an analysis, to hystorize from himself.

It cannot come from himself, for he knows something about
the analyst, now that he has liquidated, as they say, his positive
transference. How could he contemplate taking up the same
function?

In other words, are there cases in which you are impelled by
some other reason than the wish to set yourself up, that is, to
earn money, to keep those who are in your care, above all your-
self, according to Jewish morality (to which Freud remained
attached in this respect).

One must admit that the question (the question of another
n) i is nccessary to support the status of a professxon newly

to the serial of ki

Why, then, should we not put this profession to the test of
that truth of which the so-called unconscious function dreams,
with which it dabbles? The mirage of truth, from which only
lies can be expected (this is what, in polite language, we call
‘resistance’), has no other term than the satisfaction that marks
the end of the analysis.
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Since the main aim of analysis is to give this urgently needed
satisfaction, let us ask ourselves how someone can devote him-
self to satisfying these urgent cases.

This is an odd aspect of that love of one’s neighbour upheld by
the Judaic tradition. But to interpret it in Christian terms, that
is to say, as Hellenic jean-f..trerie, what is presented to the
analyst is something other than the neighbour: it is the un-
sorted material of a demand that has nothing to do with the
meeting (of a person from Samaria fit to dictate Christic duty).
The offer is prior to an urgent request that one is not sure of
satisfying, unless one has weighed it.

I have therefore designated as a ‘pass’ that putting of the
hystorization of the analysis to the test, while refraining from
imposing this pass on all, because it is not a question, as it
happens, of all, but of scattered, ill-assorted individuals. I have
left it at the disposal of those who are prepared to run the risk
of attesting at best to the lying truth.

I have done so by virtue of having produced the only con-
ceivable idea of the object, that of the object as cause of desire,
of that which is lacking.

The lack of the lack makes the real, which emerges only there,
as a cork. This cork is supported by the term of the impossible
—and the little we know about the real shows its antinomy to
all verisimilitude.

I shall speak of Joyce, who has preoccupied me much this
year, only to say that he is the simplest consequence of a refusal
—such a mental refusal!—of a psycho-analysis, which, as a re-
sult, his work illustrates. But I have done no more than touch
on this, in view of my embarrassment where art—an element
in which Freud did not bathe without mishap—is concerned.

I would-mention that, as always, I was entangled in urgent
cases as I wrote this.

I write, however, in so far as I feel I must, in order to be on
a level (au pair) with these cases, to make a pair with them.

Pans 17.5.76 J. L.
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