Arriving Too Late for Resurrection

Once he, a photographer, was present during the slaughter of someone. He had hurriedly taken out his small camera from his bag and snapped several photographs. Later, he could not stand the fact that he had witnessed that event without interfering to save the man’s life, indeed that what had most preoccupied him then was instead whether there was enough light and, given that he did not have enough time to focus, whether the resultant photographs would be blurred. For a long time after that, he stopped taking photographs. Some friends tried to convince him to go back to photography, invoking such illustrious photographs as Robert Capa’s Death of Loyalist Militiaman, 5 September 1936, which Capa took from close range just as a bullet hit the militiaman; and Eddie Adams’s Murder of A Vietcong by Saigon Police Chief, February 1968. He answered: “But at least Capa was killed as he detonated a land mine during a reportage on the French Indochina war for Life.” Then one day he was asked by a relative to bring the camera with him to the funeral of a kinsman to take a photograph of the deceased. After some hesitation, he complied. From that day and for some time, he just photographed corpses: it was the best way to avoid a repeat of the emergency that had made him temporarily stop photographing. But one day, after perusing his photographs of corpses, he was seized with the same sensation as before and decided again to stop photographing. Before a corpse, a photographer should face the same sort of dilemma that he or she encounters in front of someone on the verge of being killed: do I simply stand there as a bystander, not try to interfere, and just take my photograph? But if I feel that I should interfere, then in what way, to do what, given that the person is already dead? To resurrect the dead.

He arrived around noon to the vampire’s lair. Unfortunately for him, the vampire’s freezing affected time directly, making it undergo time-lapse, so that when he reached the coffin from the entrance of the sepulchre, it was already sunset. Fortunately for him, he was not fooled by the seeming animation of the vampire, who does not breathe, commanding him: “Dracula, come forth!” It is amazing that no vampire film shows the living protagonist trying to resurrect the vampire, an undead, instead of trying to kill him definitely by piercing his heart with a stake and beheading him. What made it difficult for Dracula’s Arthur, Lord Godalming, to slaughter his fiancée Lucy now a vampire? Was it only that she had the form, likeness of the erstwhile living Lucy? It was also that she is resurrectable.

While ascending the stairs to his apartment, he heard the phone ringing. Was it her? He rushed to the door, then ran to the phone, only to hear from her sister that she had died a quarter of an hour earlier. He collapsed. Then he noticed the blinking light of his message machine. He felt a chill as he heard her voice. “It’s J. Call me.” How curious that she had prefaced her message with her name, as if he would no longer be able to recognize her voice or was already forgetting her name. He deeply regretted then that he had bought a machine that did not provide the time of the calls. When her sister first discovered that she had no pulse, she shook her desperately again and again, screaming: “J.! J.! J.! Answer me!” In and from the realm of undeath, J. had tried to answer. She turned but her turn was overturned by an over-turn. And so the corpse did not end up reacting to the call. The corpse would have answered the call if the dead was not already undergoing over-turns. Soon, the living no longer called her: they viewed her as only this inert mass on the deathbed. While disavowing the death of the beloved, most melancholiacs nonetheless no longer call him or her, but utter his or her name as that of an object one refers to but does not address. Could she blame them unreservedly? Was she not guilty of the same irreverence? For why otherwise did she in the mirror not turn toward herself, if not because she was no longer being called by herself,
 but treated by herself as something one does not call? To be dead is no longer to be called—except by terrified people trying to awaken from a nightmare, thus in the act of abandoning the dead whose help they are invoking. This is part of the ordeal of death: one is called only by the terrified. To almost any living person, the dead can say: “In your dreams you called me.” Unlike the living, who when they overhear their names in a nearby conversation listen more attentively, as to something that regards them directly, sometimes volunteering some correction or acknowledgment; the dead, by the time the traditional period of mourning has finished, do not pay any attention when we utter their names while talking about them rather than to them in a call. The living are implicitly called even when others are talking about them; the dead are interpellated only when one explicitly calls them. Suddenly, J. heard someone call her name. It was the lover whom she had phoned several times while on her deathbed, leaving him unanswered messages imploring him to come see her or at least call her back, and with whom she used to have heated discussions to refute his view that objects and almost all animals have no proper names (“appeler un chat un chat: to call a spade a spade” [Le Robert & Collins Senior, Dictionnaire Français-Anglais/Anglais-Français, 5th ed.]), who was now posthumously calling her who was reduced by the others to an object, the corpse.
 While she thought with misgivings, almost with resignation that she would not be able to successfully respond to the call, her turn getting once more overturned, she was elated to hear someone call her. How strange, wonderful to be called again, to be treated other than an object.
 Again, she turned, but this time her turn was not over-turned. To resurrect the dead one has to reach them across the over-turn. Having just been in the realm of undeath, it was such a stark change for resurrected J. to suddenly again face the inanimation of objects, in its most rude form, that of her own body, a corpse. She made a Herculean effort to raise her eyelids, now a dead weight. He detected a barely perceptible twitch of her eyelids. With the exception of that spasm, the body had remained stiff. Despite his revulsion for the presently tactless body, he had the impulse to hug it. While to the living seated around the deathbed, the corpse is a body firmly resting on the bed, to the one who has just been resurrected, and thus recalled to the dead body, it is a cadaver, an indefinite fall. “Cadaver: Middle English from Latin cadâver from cadere to fall, die”
—this fall is the dead’s grave (the French tombe felicitously means both grave and to fall). It was then that she wondered whether she was dreaming the whole episode, since she was feeling the same kind of indefinite bodiless fall one experiences in certain nightmares. In these dreams, and in the last moments before the dead detaches from the cadaver, or in the first moments when, resurrected, he or she is back in the dead body as a cadaver, one experiences what Adam must have felt on eating from the mortality-generating fruit. Adam’s fall resides as much in the change of his body into a potential cadaver, as in some Gnostic degradation across ontological spheres and levels. The change was so stark that Adam, for a weighty moment, must have already intimated the fall in the cadaver that he was already potentially. By eating of the mortality-generating fruit, Adam and Eve experienced the unbearable lightness of being, both because that act was the first they did not fully will, i.e. will to return eternally, and because they became virtually cadaverous, experiencing the weightlessness of an endless fall. This change into a potential cadaver is what has to be portrayed in paintings of the Fall. The most salutary experience of the resurrection was that of being called again; the most dreadful was momentarily experiencing the cadaver as an endless fall, and the apprehension of being unable to raise the eyelids, and thus of being buried alive—in the corpse. Suddenly, the fall stopped: the cadaver was now again a living body. It was then that indeed she was “raised from the dead.” The biological dying of a human is as nothing compared to that of an animal, exemplarily of a bull in a corrida; the only phenomenon that equals in intensity a bull’s death in a corrida is the resurrection of a human, Lazarus coming out from the grave. Then her eyelids “opened to reveal something terrible which I will not talk about, the most terrible look which a living being can receive, and I think that if I had shuddered at that instant, and if I had been afraid, everything would have been lost, but my tenderness was so great that I didn’t even think about the strangeness of what was happening, which certainly seemed to me altogether natural because of that infinite movement which drew me towards her.”
 The far more frequent and regrettable phenomenon in these resurrections is that just as the eyes of the resurrector and those of the resurrected come into contact, and the resurrector sees in the latter a reflection of the dreadful realm where the resurrected was, he or she in horror instinctively closes the resurrected’s eyes. This, rather than shutting the eyes of the corpse, is the paradigmatic gesture of closing the dead’s eyes. Indeed, the gesture of closing the eyes of the corpse probably originated, at least in the Christian era, in witnessing someone hurriedly shutting the eyes of a dead person whom he had resurrected. Were humans one day to no longer believe in resurrection and to have forgotten it consequent of a withdrawal of the epoch when some people were resurrected, it is likely that they will no longer close the eyes of the corpse. I find it disappointing that none of the vampire films I have seen, and I presume no vampire film at all shows what is likely to take place during the initial encounter of the vampire with his living guest: what the guest apprehends in the undead’s eyes is so horrifying, he instinctively raises his hand toward the vampire’s eyes to close them, only to hear the vampire, who had already had to tackle this reaction numerous times, say: “Your arms feel very tired. You long to rest them against your hips.” Hypnotized, the guest let his now very heavy hands fall down. When he later saw the vampire in the coffin, he did not think of closing the frozen undead’s open eyes. On first meeting his new living guest, the vampire already knew that he was in the presence of someone with infinite tact: for this guest did not try to close his eyes. To resurrect someone successfully one must have the infinite tact not to close his or her eyes once he or she opens the shut eyes of the corpse. She blinked several time. He asked her whether the light in the room was bothering her, whether it was too bright. “No. I was enjoying the regained lightness of my eyelids. I believe that Lazarus must have had to exert as much if not more of an effort to raise his eyelids than had those who removed the heavy rock blocking the entrance to the tomb where he was buried.” Now that she was alive again, she felt happy when the others talked to her, for she understood that such an address implies a call. But she was elated when they explicitly called her. She faced away from the door, hoping that those who entered would call her name. Unfortunately, some misunderstood her gesture, thought that she was shunning them. Others, out of consideration for her frail condition, walked to the other side, faced her and only then spoke to her. Only, once, a child explicitly called her name: “J.” She joyfully turned with some difficulty toward him. She did not close her eyes again except when sleep overcame her, for she was still worried that she would not be able to open them, that the eyelids would revert to being a dead weight. She soon had troubled dreams, seeing “what she called ‘a perfect rose’ move in the room,” and shortly suddenly said “with great anguish: ‘Quick, a perfect rose,’ all the while continuing to sleep but now with a slight rattle.”
 Then, she experienced an indefinite fall, woke up screaming, and asked: “Was I dead?” Her tactful lover hugged her warmly, answered, “You were dreaming. You are alive,” and offered her the most appropriate flower: a resurrected one a la that in Cocteau’s The Testament of Orpheus or Godard’s King Lear. What presents a mortal danger to the resurrected person is not so much to know that she has been brought back to life: if she did not believe in resurrection, it would not have happened. It is rather that they be reminded that they were in the labyrinthine realm of undeath: since they were not introduced into that realm, having missed its “entrance” in the trance that seizes one there, and thus cannot recall any experience of reaching it from life, they would feel certain that they have always been, and consequently always will be in it. It is this certitude that the resurrected person must not be reminded of, and that the resurrector must not witness or must have the infinite tact of overlooking, for it undermines the resurrection. One closes the eyes of the dead both in dread of the reflection of the undeath realm in them, and to eschew believing what even the rigid inanimation of the corpse, its becoming “no more than a statue,”
 did not manage to convince one of: that she has always been, and will irremediably always be dead. While every mortal is already dead even as he or she lives, and thus de jure can resurrect another mortal, only the resurrected or the one who died before dying can actually resurrect someone else: Johannes, the mad for a time, the one who died before he died, can resurrect the dead Inger, and resurrected Inger can resurrect her husband into faith in Him who is “the resurrection and the life” (John 11:25). In Death Sentence, the narrator can resurrect J. because he himself is already dead before dying, since the doctor had, seven years earlier, given him only six months to live.
 Although he otherwise belittles the doctor, he writes: “One last [but not least] thing about this doctor… he was, it seems to me, a great deal more reliable in his diagnosis than mostMERGEFIELD One last [but not least] thing about this doctor… he was, it seems to me, a great deal more reliable in his diagnosis than most.”
 The moribund J. does not include him in her will,
 not because she is angry at him for advising her to commit suicide, but because he is already dead, and only the living can be included in and carry out a will. This clarifies why despite both the tact he shows at every stage of her ordeal of dying and resurrection, and her trust in and gratitude for that tact, she nonetheless did not ask that her will be changed so that he would be included in it or become its executioner. Doctors are associated with vampires and the undead in many books and films on the undead. This should not be as in Vampyr, where the doctor is merely one of the vampire’s aids, but as in Blanchot’s Death Sentence, where the doctor’s prognosis puts a term to the time a person would live, so that by surviving that deadline the latter becomes either an undead, as in Blanchot’s novel, or the double of who he was, as in Patricia Highsmith’s Ripley’s Game, a novel where the doctor prognosticates that Jonathan would die from his myelocytic leukemia after 6-12 years—Jonathan was entering his sixth year at the beginning of the novel. In such cases, the doctor’s prognosis becomes a performative. If the resurrection of the one who was alone in the world of death is to be done neither by a resurrected person nor by one who died before dying but by his or her living accomplice, it has to occur in front of many, otherwise the living who resurrects another or witnesses such a resurrection is at a high risk of being projected in time either past death into undeath or madness,
 or, still this side of death, into senility. Only the resurrected or the one who died before dying, or a living person who forms a pair with them, can kill the undead: in Vampyr, were it not for Gray’s dying before dying, the manservant would not have been able to kill the vampire.

We (almost) always resurrect another than the one who died. Is this why the second part of Death Sentence, which starts with “I will go on with this story” addresses the narrator’s relationship with women other than resurrected J.? Many messianic figures are supposed to be defeated and killed and then to come back and have final victory. Unless the one who died is, like Jesus Christ, the Resurrection and the Life, “he” will come back not exactly the same, but another. One would consequently expect that while he lived he would be unsure that he is The One. In Andy and Larry Wachowski’s The Matrix (1999), having asked the protagonist if he believed he is the Messiah, and having heard him confess his uncertainty, the oracle tells him that he is not ready: “Maybe in another life.” He misunderstands that to mean that he is not The One. Soon after, it seems inevitable that he is going to be killed, but in a miraculous happening, he is spared death. This confirms for others that he is the one. To their surprise and mystification he persists in being unsure. Later, he is mortally shot. When he saw the gun aimed at him, he felt a thrill, that of awaiting himself—across death, for it is across death that he will become the Messiah, since it is across death that I is another (“Je est un autre,” Rimbaud).

“Jesus loved Martha and her sister and Lazarus. Yet when he heard that Lazarus was sick, he stayed where he was two more days” (John 11: 5-6). The narrator of Death Sentence writes: “I think in saying that, she was announcing that she was going to die. This time I decided to return to Paris. But I gave myself two more days.”
 By the time both arrive, the moribund is already dead. Similarly, following his disappearance, the Johannes of Ordet shows up only after Inger dies. The moribund are bound to feel consternation that these people who were always there for them, now, at the hour of greatest need, have uncharacteristically deserted them. Johannes and Death Sentence’s narrator must have intuited that they can do nothing to save the dying person, and that they may not recover from their complete helplessness to prevent her death. Johannes and Death Sentence’s narrator arrive only once the doctor, who, at least until now, functions in the timely, and who has center stage as long as the patient is still struggling to maintain her life, now that she was dead, has withdrawn. Jesus Christ, Johannes and Death Sentence’s narrator arrive just in time for the resurrection. Jesus Christ would have been uncaring about Lazarus, the narrator of Death Sentence about the dying J., and Johannes about Inger only if, having arrived too late, they did not go on to resurrect them. While the J. of Death Sentence fights ferociously against death, not least in surviving beyond the deadline set by the doctor for how much longer she can expect to live, her courageous fight is not one that precludes resurrection. But there are fights for life which with their infinite desperation and finality preclude any resurrection. With the exception of Jesus Christ, nobody can come too late to resurrect the Chamberlain Christoph Detlev Brigge of Rilke’s The Notebooks of Malte Laurids Brigge. However long Death Sentence’s narrator could have tarried, he still would have arrived while the Chamberlain Christoph Detlev Brigge was still alive, within the ten weeks his death demanded and had. The Chamberlain’s fight against death goes on for too long, less in terms of the average span it takes others to be convinced by the sickness and resigned to death, than in relation to the too late of resurrection: it is too long for anyone to show up too late in order to resurrect. In terms of clock time, J. survived longer than the Chamberlain Christoph Detlev Brigge: judging from the doctor’s early prognosis, at least two years, and from his final prognosis, two extra weeks. But unlike him, not for too long: for example, she did not manage to stay alive till the morning, when she was supposed to meet the narrator. Although it is not explicitly mentioned by the narrator, I presume that those present there must have greeted him with reproachful looks for arriving after J. had already died. But if they really believed it was too late, the resurrection could not have happened. When one arrives posthumously and those there confront one with “it is too late” and one acquiesces, one detects a very subtle disappointment on their part. Could a resurrection have happened in the presence of the Chamberlain Brigge in J.’s apartment? No. “By their fruit you will recognize them” (Matt. 7:16); and by their manner of dying, you will know whether they believe in resurrection or not. Already at the turn of the twentieth century, the Chamberlain Christoph Detlev Brigge no longer belongs to the era of the resurrected Jesus Christ. The neighboring villagers and the minister, who were immensely disturbed by his dying, must have intuited this. “They prayed that there might no longer be a master at Ulsgaard… And what they were all thinking and praying, the minister said aloud up in the pulpit, for he too had no nights anymore and could no longer understand God”
—that is, the God of resurrection. People began to die differently when the one who is the Resurrection and the Life showed up on earth. This would have been or must have been one of the signs that clued contemporaries that an epochal change had happened. How much weaker was Lazarus’ dying struggle when compared to the struggle of dying people only a generation before. For, like his sister Mary, he already believed in resurrection.
 The resurrected Lazarus must have subsequently died “peacefully,” in his dreamless sleep, with no struggle. In our light manner of dying we still believe in resurrection, and if it is no longer the Christian one through the one who is the Resurrection and the Life, it is now through computer simulation. Frank Tipler would have found it far more difficult to envision universal resurrection at the Omega point in his The Physics of Immortality if he had encountered a dying a la that of the Chamberlain Christoph Detlev Brigge. The more computer simulation is perfected, the more our death will become lighter, less substantial. The coming resurrection of Jesus Christ was already foreshadowed by the lightness of his death. It was precisely the death of someone who did not believe in his own death, who is the Resurrection and the Life, and it set an example for others by its lightness. How now, Jesus Christ’s death was a light one?! Isn’t it the case, according to the New Testament, that while he was crucified but still alive, “from the sixth hour until the ninth hour darkness came over all the land” (Matt. 27:45), and that when “he gave up his spirit… the curtain of the temple was torn in two from top to bottom. The earth shook and the rocks split” (Matt. 27:50-51)? Notwithstanding these upheavals, one would expect much more from the death of a god, let alone of God. For a divine equivalent of the struggle that the dying human Chamberlain Christoph Detlev Brigge waged, one would have to look for the dying of a god who not only is not a divinity of resurrection, but also one not within a single epoch, but at the cusp between two, so that his or her death would be apprehended as doubly final by him or her. 

Guilt is part of the work of mourning. If someone dies in a manner that does not preclude resurrection, we feel guilty for not resurrecting him or her, since we have a foreboding that even though, unlike mystics and schizophrenics, we have not explicitly undergone dying before dying, we nonetheless de jure if not in fact should be able to resurrect him or her since we are already dead even while we live. If he or she dies in a manner that precludes resurrection, his awesome protracted dying will sooner or later induce those around to wish or even pray that he would die as speedily as possible. I presume that like the neighboring villagers and the minister, I too, and for that matter Rilke also, at some additional delay, would have ended up praying for the Chamberlain Brigge to die. The difference between people is not that only some end up wishing for such protracted awesome dying to come to an end speedily: they all do; but in how long they forebear doing so. The work of mourning would be shorter and far less intense with regards to someone like Chamberlain Christoph Detlev Brigge, since part of the work of mourning is to believe in the finality of the death of the other. The Chamberlain’s death is historically timely as it happens between the spreading loss of faith in resurrection through Jesus Christ; and the time when “you die the death that belongs to your sickness (for since all sicknesses are well known, it is also known that the various fatal endings belong to the sicknesses and not to the people; and the sick person has, so to speak, nothing more to do).”
 Death Sentence’s doctor is “a great deal more reliable… than most” because his diagnosis of the sickness is medically accurate, while his prognosis is a performative that turns the person who survives the deadline he proffered into a dead person.
 In our age only the dead (before dying), for example Death Sentence’s narrator and J., are able not to die of their sickness.

His mortally-wounded beloved began to totter. He rushed toward her and held her in his arms. Unfortunately, moments later she expired. He momentarily felt not a spirit coming upward, but a body falling down. He deposited her gently on the bed, but did not try to resurrect her. His friend told him: “The recently dead is falling, goes on falling.” “I don’t understand what you mean.” “This implies that you have never tried to resurrect a mortal. The Unbearable Lightness of Being could only have be written by someone who has never tried to resurrect, and about characters who also have never tried to resurrect. It would have been preferable to your presently dead beloved had you let her body fall abruptly to the ground when she expired but then tried to resurrect her, that is tried to stop her endless fall in the cadaver. You would then have experienced the unbearable heaviness of being, something we intimate in Dreyer’s resurrection film, Ordet.”

� S’appeler (être nommé): to be called. Il s’appelle Paul: his name is Paul; he’s called Paul. Je m’appelle: I am called, but literally: I call myself. French is certainly better than English and Arabic at conveying the relation of naming oneself to being named by others, how the latter virtually presupposes the former. And it is to the French language that we have to go to best render what takes place in front of the mirror: a sous-entendu interpellation (animals are not really mortals, are not subject to over-turns and thus do not implicitly call themselves in front of the mirror and thus have no proper names). It is thus felicitous and probably not accidental that it is a French-speaking painter, the Belgian René Magritte, who did the most fundamental painting of the back, of the relation of the back of a mortal, of someone who is subject to over-turns, to the proper name.


� “When did you first feel sure that she loved you?” “When she asked me to repeat my pronunciation of her name.” When I hear my name pronounced by the woman with whom I am mutually falling in love, I am hearing the way she will call me when she resurrects me. All the other’s love is as it were folded, like a hug, in this minimal difference in pronouncing his or her beloved’s name. What is it about the pronunciation of one’s name by one’s lover that can vanquish the over-turn in undeath? It was the first time that the vampire asked someone to recall him, to repeat pronouncing his name. He must have had the new hope that someone might resurrect him. “You have to kill him: he’s not Dracul, he’s only a simulacrum of Dracul.” “I cannot kill him, I love him.” She put the stake away and called him by his name, resurrecting him. While the spiritual master treats me as already dead even while I live, calling me by my allonym, my other name, my esoteric name; my lover will treat me as alive even when I am dead, and will call me to life by my name. The correct way to call me as a living person is not the way I pronounce my name, since my image in the mirror does not respond to it when I am dead; but the way my lover pronounces my name, and this even if her native language belongs to a different linguistic family (pronouncing for example the “h” in “Ahmad” as an “h”), i.e. even if my lover seemingly can never pronounce my name “right.” All my lovers pronounce my name better than I do, the right way(s).


“Say ‘Jalal’ again!”


� 										11/20/2001


Paul Perry: 


Referring to an aphorism on page 29 of my book Over-Sensitivity (1996), and to a discussion following one of my lectures at DasArts, you write in your 3 November 2001 entry in http://www.alamut.com: “It seems that Jalal has done a theoretical about-face on the issue of whether or not objects (or artworks) can ‘self-liberate.’ He now believes that only mortals (who possess both consciousness as well as a proper name thus excluding, in his view, objects or animals) have the potential to do this.” This is not an accurate rendition of what I said following the lecture. I still think that objects can self-liberate, but I no longer consider that an object has an allonym (which I do not take as “the name of a person, usually a historical person, assumed by a writer [American Heritage Dictionary], but, following its etymology [Greek allos, other; see allo– + Greek onoma, name; see n-men-], as the other name, the one we may be given after an initiation, and/or the one to which we may respond in bardo states or on the Day of Judgment), since I presently consider that, with the possible exception of those animals, such as chimpanzees and orangutans, etc., who can recognize themselves in a mirror (See Gordon Gallup, Jr., “Can Animals Empathize? Yes,” Scientific American Presents Winter 1998, vol. 9, no. 4, pp. 66, 68-71, 76; Daniel J. Povinelli, “Can Animals Empathize? Maybe Not,” ibid., pp. 67, 72-75, 76), only humans are mortals and therefore have proper names (See the section “Letter to Lyn Hejinian: On Names” in my book Forthcoming).


� American Heritage Dictionary.


� The Station Hill Blanchot Reader, p. 144.


� Ibid., p. 147.


� Ibid., p. 104.


� Ibid., p. 134.


� Ibid., p. 137.


� The testament is to maintain the notion that the dead has a will. It is likely that the legal system exists more to grant a will to those who no longer have one than to institute laws for the living. All testaments are forged.


� In 1972, Anne Rice’s 5-year-old daughter, Michelle, died of Leukemia. While writing her first vampire book, and “unaware of the significance of what she was doing, she added a beautiful little girl with Golden curls (like Michelle), whom the vampires save from mortal death by making her a vampire… The first version ended with the child, Claudia, and Louis happily joining other vampires in Paris. In the revision, ‘I felt that Claudia had really been meant to die at the end of “Interview” the way Michelle had died…’” “‘In cheating’—that is, in allowing Claudia to live,—Rice says she did herself psychic damage: ‘I almost died myself and went kind of crazy. I saw germs on everything and washed my hands 50 times and really cracked up… If somebody is meant to die and you don’t do it, you’re really risking your well-being at the end of the book,’”�MERGEFIELD unaware of the significance of what she was doing, she added a beautiful little girl with Golden curls (like Michelle), whom the vampires save from mortal death by making her a vampire… The first version ended with the child, Claudia, and Louis happily joining other vampires in Paris. In the revision, �MERGEFIELD I felt that Claudia had really been meant to die at the end of “Interview” the way Michelle had died…���MERGEFIELD �MERGEFIELD In cheating�—that is, in allowing Claudia to live,—Rice says she did herself psychic damage: �= I almost died myself and went kind of crazy. I saw germs on everything and washed my hands 50 times and really cracked up…If somebody is meant to die and you don’t do it, you’re really risking your well-being at the end of the book.�� Susan Ferraro, “Novels You Can Sink Your Teeth Into,” The New York Times Magazine, October 14, 1990, pp. 74 and 76.


� The Station Hill Blanchot Reader, p. 142. Elsewhere he writes: “Today I try without success to understand why I stayed away from Paris then, when everything was calling me back…” (p. 138).


� Rainer Maria Rilke, The Notebooks of Malte Laurids Brigge, trans. Stephen Mitchell (New York: Random House, 1983), pp. 14-15.


� With the successful gradual democratization of immortality and the afterlife in ancient Egypt, which changed from the prerogative of the Pharaoh, a god, to become something to which first the high functionaries, then the rich merchants, then a majority of Egyptians could lay claim, a heightened awareness of the importance of death must have spread to large strata of the population and must have led to a polarization. For those who could hope to have an after life, a lightening of the dying ordeal must have ensued, since what was important was what preceded death: life as the occasion to prepare all the conditions for a good afterlife (the building of the tomb, the provision for mortuary offerings, etc.); and what followed it (the opening of the mouth ceremony, the continuing preservation of the mummy, the perpetuation of the mortuary offerings, etc.). For some of those who were still excluded from laying claim to such an afterlife, the consequence was rather an exacerbation of their dying, which must have become awesome.


� Rainer Maria Rilke, The Notebooks of Malte Laurids Brigge, p. 9.


� I presume that Thomas Bernhard outlived his doctor’s prognostic deadline (Wittgenstein’s Nephew) because the diagnosis on which it was based was erroneous.





