Medb Ruane
Prologue

Imaginary place, imaginary time. Footballer’s girlfriend Charlene Hume-Berkeley encounters former Carmelite nun, Dame Judy Tutler, at a Show and Shine spectacle provoked by Alan Phelan.   

Status and achievement fascinate Hume-Berkeley (25). She’s obsessing about what men want, however, because of an ebbing sexual rapport with her partner. Determined to star in her own reality TV show, she recently discarded her research into later Lacan and the art of handbagging because it’s bad for her image. 

Dame Judy (39) lives currently as a celibate. Sometimes, she dreams of driving in the Leggenda e Passione at Maranella, with her ideal lover by her side. A mechanic in her Carmelite years, Judy loves tinkering with various Scaglietti-designed, pontoon-fendered Ferrari 250 TRs. Her wish list number one is to inspect all 22 constructed between 1957 and 1958. 

In another life, Arthur Griffith (1872-1922) might be DJ’s ideal. Editor, essayist and politician, his article ‘The Resurrection of Hungary’ (1904) questions how sovereignty evolves for smaller countries within larger entities, there the Austro-Hungarian Empire. Coincidentally, the 15 years he spent (1895-1910) as an engaged man overlap with key moments in Sigmund’s Freud’s articulation of psychoanalysis. 

They meet in a rather clumsy attempt to tease out a few psychoanalytic strands in the project, without overt referencing or footnotes. Three short dialogues follow.   

Dialogue 1: Driving dialectics in the hyper-modern era 
Dame Judy (DJ): 
You all know something about motors? I want to talk about their carnal delights. At the level of the body, I’m like a Mongolian horsewoman readying her steed for competition when I’m shinin’ my car. The rituals are the same whether you’re groomin’ a Fiat Punto or a Ferrari. I wash, rub, preen; polish ’til the skin glows. I enjoy the standing back then, walking round, raising my eyes up, and down, as I seek wholeness and completion – in vain, of course, because there is never an oeillade, never a unifying moment where I can see it all at once and experience, what may I say, ecstasy? Mmmm … and the fragrances - sweaty engine oil boosting waxy sleekness, leather’s unguenty whiff, the interior’s taut, expectant aroma hovering, veiling …   

Arthur Griffith (AG): 

You sound like Teresa of Avila, my dear! I’m more interested in the drives you inadvertently describe. I wish to explore them, if I may presume. Prof. Freud believed that they regulate sexuality and make us distinctively human in distinctively individual ways. It was a shock at the time, may I say. They’ve nothing to do with biology, he found. Not one connects to instinct. The tragedy is that the drives are unsatisfiable, relentlessly partial, condemned to spark off their discontinuous components of pressure, end, object and source. 

Hume-Berkeley (HB): 

With respect, Arthur, that’s so old handbag. Your friend Freud changed his topography, you know, on top of opposing life drives and death drives. Yes, the opposition mirrored old literary binaries like Apollonian and Dionysian, or Eros and Thanatos, but Lacan sorted that. He’s more useful here because, after all, we’re considering something that’s creative and destructive – the art of boy racing versus the crime of boy racing. What’s different here? The drives are analogous to boy racers: they enjoy by pursuing a circuit, a closed circuit, quite repetitively. There’s no final destination, it’s the doing, the re-doing, and re-doing some more. It’s about dicing with desire.

DJ: A moment please, Charlene. I admire your poeticism Arthur, I always have. Let me share my thoughts about the boy racers, remembering the Mongolian horsemen … and my darlin’ Ewan McGregor filming there…
HB: Pardon me, Judy. I’m trying to articulate something here and your cuts aren’t helpful. Every drive is a death drive for Lacan because it’s excessive, repetitive – even destructive. It’s no accident that we’re playing with the sound-sense of the boy racers’ “driving” and the “drives” as over a century of psychoanalysis has it. These are important signifiers. And, it’s no accident that many people hate boy racers at a gut level. It’s almost primordial, that disgust, so we have to ask why. Something else is going on … 

AG: You may think me old fashioned, Miss Charlene. I hesitate to correct a young woman yet I’m duty bound to introduce the term libido, which your master Lacan transformed into jouissance. I must inquire where the drives as you know them feature in your subjective panorama and how they are relevant there.   

HB walks out.  

Dialogue 2: Myth and symbol in the hyper-modern era
DJ: Something marvellous happens when a human climbs inside a car and becomes as one with it. Vroom, vroom! The highway beckons, the future sheds limits. Years of enforced silence often leave me struggling for words, but in my imaginings, the racers are twenty-first century centaurs. Where does man stop and beast begin?  Why are …
AG: Shall I assist, Judy? You’re implying, if I may be so bold, that the racers are a trope, like centaurs are. You’re saying that they function rhetorically as fantasy figures carrying the burden of people’s fears and aspirations. Centaurs are extravagant inventions, as I saw with my own eyes when reviewing Slavic mythology in the early (20th.  They’re Dionysian hybrids, liminal beings born out of conflicting territories: our human world or the nether regions which may be benign, but represent as likely malign, even malignant forces. We don’t know if they’re friends or foe, therefore we fear. We’re clutched by anxiety’s suffocating embrace.   

HB (groans):  Nature/culture? Limens and margins? Way too easy Arthur, too romantic. Next you’ll be dissertating on the archetypal implications à la Jung. What a loser.   

AG: I’m mystified as to why I irritate you, Miss Charlene. Surely there’s room to consider the centaurs, and by association the racers, as giving free rein to id representations and thus to uncontrollable inner wildnesses. They represent the unrepresentable. Dame Judy, let me introduce you to Freud’s second topography. He set it out during the Anglo-Irish negotiations which preoccupied me, although he doesn’t mention them. Id-ego-superego: the id, or das Es as Freud also writes, doesn’t organise itself coherently; rather it’s the ‘great reservoir of libido’, ‘a chaos’ of unrelenting drives, here, life and death as I noted previously. He says the ego is like a rider trying to control a wild horse, it being the id. Is this the centaur’s domain, the boy racer’s? 

HB: You may not mean to be so patronising, Arthur, but puh-lease give Judy a break. Me too before I cliché my life away. Get real! Think about the real, the real Real, the rim round Das Ding, the void, chasm, the nothing at the core of being. Think about racers inscribing the deadly space we can’t name, challenging it like matadors, toreadors, whatever, brandishing red banners before huge, blank eyes that could kill.  

DR: You’re losing me.

HB: The racing knots the three registers, don’t you get it? Real, Symbolic, Imaginary. It’s a dazzling, desperate display of jouissance punctuated/punctured by limits. The car is like a carcass, an envelope - and the thought of it, the fantasy, is the hinge that knots carcass and subject together! Beyond, the death drive! Within, the hole of being! Or the other way round… 

DR: I’m lost.

[A pause. Conversation resumes]

DR: The Gordon Bennett myth intrigues me. I understand he lived in real time yet if he did not, we’d have had to invent him.  

AG: What an unusual man. Rather like the primal father in Freud’s Totem and Taboo who enjoyed without limits. The exception. He did whatever he wanted whenever he wanted and no one could stop him, until the sons cooperated and killed him! Then they had to invent laws and regulations so it wouldn’t happen again. In Bennett’s case, his vast wealth and media empire made everything possible.  

HB: Sounds like another speech is coming. Anyway, Darwin mentioned the primal father first. He was probably psychotic. 

DR: Darwin? 

HB: No, Bennett. Or perverse, perhaps, because he acknowledged the Law without obeying it. He skirted around it, toyed with it. Here, though, the only way the racers can do what they do is to respect limits. 

DJ: Phelan’s intervention interests me. Am I using the right word, intervention? I’m into cars. You two are talking about God knows what. I read newspapers. I listen to Joe Duffy. People hate boy racers at a visceral level but of course the racers they hate aren’t the centaurs I love or the car-lovers I admire. What’s the difference? 

HB: Phelan created a system of administration to regulate it. It’s hyper-modernism via Foucault’s ‘new relational mode’ with the artist intervening almost as an analyst does; using witz, joke, parody, skill… 

DJ: What team does your boyfriend play for, Charlene?   

Dialogue 3: on whether or what interventions may be possible. 
AG: I don’t want to upset you Charlene, especially with all your love difficulties. But, my dear, your research is, shall we say, unfinished and inconclusive. Phelan stages events and makes rather beautiful pieces for our edification and delight. I am especially impressed by the hand he commissioned from China. A hand of friendship, or a clutch of betrayal, such as Éamon De Valera offered me in tragic times. The vast Chinese empire making a gesture to us… it moves me, I do not hesitate to admit. 

HB: Event? Call it spectacle, after Rancière. How smart is he?  I may have walked away from all that but I still have my notes. Let’s see (rummages through phone)… events such as Woodstock and the Beatles’ global broadcast of All You Need is Love… nothing there really. Let me check for Bourriaud – yes, here he is hypothesising in 2001 that the artist is like a social worker intervening in social and communal relations. Relational aesthetics (rummages further), hold on, no, the new signifier is altermodern. That’s another way of saying hypermodern, I reckon. Or not…
DJ: But Alan has intervened. He’s taken random-enough activity, linked fantasy to signification and shaped it symbolically.  Are we so sure that his intervention is akin to a social worker? It’s not curative or therapeutic. I wonder if it’s indeed more analogous to the analyst, making an interpretation to the patient or client on the couch. I’ve read some of the Freud you lent me, Arthur dear, and some of the Lacan and Bersani you gave me, little Charlene. I didn’t find Freud’s joke book humorous at all, by the way, yet I was struck by how the joke or witz irrupts from the unconscious. It’s an equivocation your earlier Lacan called the umbilical cord of the parole and, as you know, his later Television  connects this – is the link metaphoric or metonymic? I confuse them – to the psychoanalytic act, to the very desire of the analyst as he or she intervenes to stitch the signifiers of sound and silence. I’m not being clear.  

AG: Shall I recapitulate what you are saying, Judy? 

HB: Please don’t, Mr. Griffith. Judy, what you’re saying is quite confusing. Alan’s project is there before our eyes. It’s in the specular field. No, don’t worry, I won’t get into Seminar XI, the Four Fundamental Concepts, I need to tease this out. If what appears is provoking whatever we call it – the primordial, the holes in being Lacan represented as objets a, o-objects – which make us look and fear… well, they’re  non-specular, we can’t see them and we deceive ourselves if we try to think about them that way. I can’t get my brain around that cut between specular and non-specular. I can’t even talk without making them a binary and they’re not, I think. 

DJ: Oh dear, I am not up to speed on o-objects either, they’re so counter-intuitive, but Arthur was saying something interesting about the drives, weren’t you? That they are always partial and unsatisfiable. You lose your o-objects, don’t you dear?  Losing them mobilises your desire so they’re causal from the moment they’re lost. O-objects are primordial provocatives!
Epilogue
Dame Judy Tutler googled an on-line psychoanalytic site that night, after a quick search for Maranella (population 35) and a hit on royal-tarot.com. She phoned the o-object help line, where a recorded voice listed six: breast, faeces, urinary flow, imaginary phallus, voice, phoneme, nothing. Asleep, she dreamed of baby seals wrapped in voile, smiling from a large basket on the back of Ewan McGregor’s Harley-Davidson as it soared, shimmering, over the Mongolian plains. 
Arthur Griffith didn’t dream. 
Charlene Hume-Berkeley removed her make-up intently while listening to Giovanni Trappatoni sing Gigli. Her sleep worked her furiously, frantically, with wishes for a romantic lunch of smoked salmon and Sancerre, to be shared by AG and DJ. The fish undid her. None in the fridge! Less in the freezer! She ran to the organic outlet, bare-footed, only to find it closed. Hunched over Howth pier, she saw tiny caviar eggs bubbling under the wet sea and reached out to save them. She could not.
