SYNOPTI

An Online Journal of Film and Moving Image Studies

JUE

EDITION 2
2004



CLICK HERE TO CONTINUE

SYNOPTIQUE : 2 : April 26 2004 :
Bienvenue | Overview | Issuesl Contacts | Statement of Purpose | Archive

This is a new edition. There will be another edition in May. In June we will start publishing weekly.
Text from the last edition:

This is Synoptique, a new journal about film and film studies. Click on Overview above for 19 short explanations of this project. Please
click on Issues for information about Synoptique's refereed editions.

We're waiting for this edition's layout page to load (it may already be done if it says at the top of this page CLICK HERE TO
CONTINUE). Normally, that link would take you to our Weeklies page. This edition is a little different.

This preview of Synoptique is for getting excited about. In this gorgeous moment to be in love with cinema. Synoptique is a film journal,
but it’s also an experiment, and a terribly ambitious project: it’s a snapshot of a particular community built around a mad delight in a
thing. It’s an experiment in the way small details make sensible the whole. This is microscopic work on a massive scale. On this big
picture. That giant screen. The small fine postage-stamp sized bodies poised for projection. Click on Statement of Purpose for more
details. This modest Preview will be updated over the next month or so as we develop ideas and design, all in preparation to begin
publishing weekly sometime in April. We are looking for contributors. Artists, thinkers, talkers. Experimentalists.

Please contact editor@synoptique.ca.

Weekly publication is appropriate to the web. We want to reveal the play of ideas that result in statement, summation, and refutation.
We're interested in the false leads, the dead ends, and unexpected vistas. Basically, we are breaking down a monthly or bi-monthly more
classical publication into cumulative weekly installments. This is serial scholarship. We're cultivating things over time. We can chart
progress. Enjoy the view. This gives us flexibility to respond to our community. This is about how to both comment upon and live within a
community.

Bienvenue sur Synoptique.

Save the Cinématheque
Click here to sign the Petition.

Synoptique is able to publish thanks to the support of
THE CONCORDIA UNIVERSITY RESEARCH CHAIR IN FILM STUDIES
THE MEL HOPPENHEIM SCHOOL OF CINEMA
and the peerless CGFSSA

Copyright © 2004 Synoptique and its respective authors. All rights
reserved. Reproductions of any portion of this website only with the
expressed permission of Synoptique and its respective authors.




CLICK HERE
TO DOWNLOAD
THIS ARTICLE
IN A PRINTABLE
PDF FORMAT

Click to hear a Real Audio
clip (untranscribed) of

Brakhage's Speech

1. Notes in Origin is a 1987
Canadian short film.

2. Brakhage is referring to
the murder of JonBenet
Ramsey, in Boulder,
Colorado in 1996.

This image makes up a clickable navigation menu.

Bl’akhage at COnCOI’dIa [Bourget Building, January 26, 2001 ]

transcribed by Lys Woods
26 April 2004 | 6532 words

BRAKHAGE: So the subject, as | understand it, today, is the home movie. Is that right? (Inaudible
answer.) Cheryl Simon? (laughs) Oh, I'm sorry...oh dear. Hello. I'm sorry if | kept you waiting. (Richard
Kerr: "That's the advertised concept, but umm..") Yeah. Okay, well it's a good place to start. Because
first of all | think it's all home movies. Everything else is hubris and hyped bullshit really. It's all home
movies. It's all, at best, amateur. Now usually it's not good enough to be called amateur, but amateur is
certainly, as you speak French so regularly here you know, means lover. And for all the people who
despise the term and make fun of it and use it as a derogatory term, the truth of the matter is that there
is nothing greater on earth than to actually be able to extend your love and to express your feeling of
love for those that you do love, and maybe I'm a big romantic; that will be soon clear, but | think its
something | share with most people that haven't been too recently disillusioned by some abuse of that
term.

Now that's the other problem, a lot of people have abused love just horribly in our time. First of all the
dictionaries and the etymologists have that the word so applies, is so misapplied that one can say: "I
love sunsets, | love tomatoes, | love my mother, my father, | love my sister whom | just had a big sibling
rivalry with. | love my cat, my dog; | love the president. | love the flag"—so on. "l love these toys. | love
my job," you don't hear that too much, but anyway, the word gets so diluted that it, finally it's something
that one can't in fairness use when you encounter the real feelings of affection, not just to a mate, say,
or a wife or husband, but to a good friend even; you say, "Well, how can | use that word that's so dirtied
by various usages?"

So, it's a word like art that needs to be to some extent protected. Not to be niggardly about it. Certainly,
wherever one feels a real sense of loving compassion one should express it and acknowledge it. Or
where one feels art one should at least hopefully hope something's art, but one shouldn't be too sure il
you've lived with it for awhile, or that it be culturally such 'til it has been around for awhile. And one of
the problems, and likenesses that film shares with love, is that always love is having to be regenerated,
and its terms are always newly come upon in any given language. And usually are come upon
meaningfully when one actually has such a suffusion of feeling that there's no other term that will do.
And then one hopes one has the term left to use at that moment.

Similarly, film has been around, not long enough to be fairly called a cultural art, and we don't know that
it will be. How long can it be preserved? People keep having ideals about this. | can tell you the outside
ideal I've heard at the moment, is that a tight-packed, twice-washed, well made interneg that's packed
airtight in cellophane, you know like a heavy saran wrap, will last probably for 170 years with no
noticeable change in color or deterioration of line. So...but nothing's been around for 170 years so we
don't know for sure, but it seems, by all the things I've read, a reasonable hypothesis. Love of course,
unless one is thinking of it as lasting beyond death which real lovers certainly do, of course, also has a
life limitation as itself on earth, however one's designed it. The other thing you can say about art, in any
sense, and love that's related and is certainly more particularly true of film, though we don't know if it is
one (an art) or not, is that you can say that it will be personal and individual, as personal and individual
in the appreciation as it has to be in the making. And why does it have to be in the making? Because in
the making one wishes to create something that's absolutely essential to oneself, and will express the
truth--the most truth that anyone can know. And though people do everything they can socially to abort
this truth it still remains unarguable that every single person is absolutely unique on earth, and there's
never been anything like you or me or any of us here ever before, or ever conceivably could be. And
that also... what even makes that more maddening and almost frightening beyond belief, that every
moment that keeps being more and more true; that is, every moment is new. This moment is new. What
| said just a few seconds ago is past now. And this is new for each of us, because each of you have
brought to this, experiences by the billions probably, that no one else on earth has ever had.

In addition to which we know that in our cellular structure wherein we're most alike, most liken to each
other that at least one can set up a body of medicine that, to some extent, can cure most of us of some
of the same diseases or ills. But the truth of the matter is that cells, those that are involved in cells and
look at them closely enough to see their individuality know that there are no two cells in anybody's given
body that are at all alike, and if you want the most maddening exercise of this; | mean, there are
reasons why even though you don't see all the cells of any particular body, you can soon come to feel
that that must be so as you don't find any that are alike, and furthermore that there are rational
arguments and laws which suggest that that must be true. The most wonderful exercise, and you can
easily do it in this weather: get a little piece of black velvet, go out and catch a few snowflakes And then
take your magnifying glass and look at them. There's only about six forms of snowflakes but | defy you
to find two alike, and if you do and if you can keep them frozen solid enough to show them, you've made
the Guinness Book of World Records. And then when you look and see how unique and individual
within this very limited form that each have. Like you know there's the...however many pointed star
snowflake, there's the hexagonal snowflake, and so on so forth: there's just very few forms. And then
you look at those in your little hand, and you have to have sub-zero weather and not breath on them
and watch them through your magnifying glass, and then look up and see (them) coming down
everywhere, everywhere, piling up on the ground everywhere, and then you have some sense of what
your own cellular system is, as distinct from anybody else's collection of individual and unique cells.

And all of these must somehow collaborate with each other in various ways or we die. | mean they have
to get together, and I've seen this on a really microscopic level, where you have individual heart cells
have been separated out and each of them make this little tiny pulse and each of their pulses are
slightly different. Different rhythm. Then you nudge them together on a petri dish, and get several of
them together and one of their pulses begins to dominate the others and then they're all beating like a
little group of six or seven and finally thousands of them hundreds of thousands finally getting together
to make up the beating, the complex beating, of the four chambers of the heart which really doesn't
have a ka-thump, ka-thump, but it has four chambers in complex interaction that make at least eight and
when you count in the beats of the less noticeable or hearable beats of the valves opening and closing
and so on, you have really a great super jazz drumming instrument which also is unique and distinct
from any other person's and which is unique and distinct from moment to moment. But we do share
under certain pressures the beats speed up and become faster with their own rhythms, but faster or
slower sometimes become unbearable under certain unhappinesses like failed love is one of the worst if
not the worst. Then the pain that is felt in the whole chest and which becomes integral with the heart's
felt agony is again absolutely unique but one wants needs to share it somehow. It's too big for the chest.
Too big for one person so they go ka-boom, ka-boom, ka-boom (rhythmically tapping his chest) and thus
begins the dance, thus begins music, and finally they get the hollowed drum and whack, whack (pounds
seat) and send it for miles with more complexity as they listen more and more to their heart and it is
unique beat to that person's, just his or hers attention to it, as to what it is, and that's the beginning of
music, and therefore the art of music. And finally, then, other things are added like a hollow reed that
can play some of the tones that one can hear in the ear of the nervous system, and eventually
bassoons and who knows what all—you know: bagpipes to lead men into war and the whole thing, a
juice harp, and whatever, but so it is with film. And it all is home movies.

| tell you when | first really realized it; | always kind of knew it in myself, but when | first really realized it,
when | was privileged to be invited to a special afternoon final performance of the restored Judy Garland
film, uh god help my brain, James Mason, Robin Bickford, (audience help), A Star i1s Born, thank-you,
thank-you. And | was surrounded in the afternoon by mostly Hollywood people, you know, that were
just, I mean, not just famous people but people just from the neighborhood. And as the movie which
was an old movie was unraveling, | began hearing people speak up quite openly like they do in living-
rooms you know when they show the home movies they say, "Oh, do you remember when that
drugstore! You remember that drugstore that's where Uncle Harry got ...," and so on. And you know,
meanwhile the camera's moved on and followed Judy Garland and moved out of the scene, and it went
on like that the whole thing and then someone was telling someone else, quite openly like they would in
a living-room, saying, "Oh it was terrible what happened to Charles Bickford he's such a great actor, but
he ran foul of," | forget which producer, some producer, "and they black-balled him and he didn't have
any work for thirty years." And now he gets a final before he died, he did his great final thing in A Star is
Born. And all these stories came pouring out form all these people. Then | began going to other shows
in Hollywood whenever | went to town, and | found this was not uncommon, and you don't get in the
little, sort of like, regular movie theatres, you know like the A-plex theatres or something in Westwood,
but you get it if you got out into the neighborhoods at all. People discuss their home movies because
that's the town where most of these movies are made. And certainly it's the town where most of the
people came from who made the movies. So, so they're traveling in Egypt and doing the Queen oF
SHeeBA or whatever, but it's still some movie star down the block and how she did it, and how Hollywood
it was, and is.

Well, having had that idea | began to investigate the word amateur and | began to study more the home
movies of people which | also had, just by rote, always sort of despised. | mean what an imposition:
somebody goes to Wyoming with their wife and mother-in-law and whatever, their children, and they
photograph the trip and they want to show you their pictures from Wyoming. And they are not you know
they dont know how to handle a camera, the camera was new, and things are overexposed or
underexposed or superimposed or clacking loose in the gate or whatever as a first experimentation that
| ever really fully experienced in film was in so called home movies. Then you begin to find when you
look into it there are reasons for, it is not by accident that the mother-in-law's face is superimposed over
some brown bear's face, you know (laughter). It's not by accident that certain things are overexposed
and so dark you can't see them at all. But meanwhile there's a running commentary that is denying the
whole thing and is saying, "Oh, | 'm sorry this is terrible, | know, and this is boring." And I really found
that the most boring part of it was the constant apologia that came from these amateurs for being what
they were. | mean, after all, there was clearly more love involved in most people's photography of the
baby, than ever I've seen in a Hollywood movie, more real love. And expressive, too, the kind of
humbleness with which, well, some people aren't humble and then they're vulgar amateurs.

But, at any rate, when someone lets him or herself be themselves with the camera in hand and not
worry about being a professional or something, they photograph with such tenderness and such beauty,
the baby, the first steps of the baby, they try to get everything you know, because it's all passing, anyone
with a baby sees that, "Now you see it, now you don't. They no longer throw their spoon on the floor,"
you know. It's over. It's all gone; It will never happen again, 'il their a teenager, you know. It's all over.
And did they get it, a hold on time. You know, something that will last is the point. Something that's
removed enough from the roughage and sometimes outright horror and excruciating difficulty of raising
children, the impossibility of living with another human being. And all people should be told this when
they plan to get married. It's utterly impossible to live with another human being. And then see if you can
beat that. Cause many people beat that. They manage to do it forever--forever. And if not literally,
forever, somehow forever in the heart. But in the meantime, pictures have been taken.

And the scrapbook is nice, but it has its limitations, but to actually be able to share with each other the
movement, the movement of the baby, the movement of one's own heart. I've literally watched a lot of
movies, of home movies, where you can see the heartbeat of the person photographing. You know it
goes like that (makes pulsating signs with his hands). And you look at the edge of the frame, and you've
been influenced by this whether you knew it or not, but if you look at the edge of the frame. The edge of
the frame is going like this (makes film frame with fingers, and pulses in and out). Cause the filmmaker
is trying as hard as possible to hold his or her breath you know to not move, but the heart, cause they're
pressed against the face and they're having these feelings, the heart is doing this to the frame-line
(demonstrates a shaking frame). So | started letting that in, doing everything | could to encourage that to
come into my work.

There was a point where my 16 mm equipment, all but the camera, were stolen from my car in New
York city. We had no place to live, we had no other place to park than where we did, so it wasn't
negligence, it's just that we were unlucky and someone broke in and took all this equipment. And |
arrived back in Colorado all completely downed, you know, and with three kids, four at that point, and
had to move back in with the in-laws—that terrible defeat—and had nothing to work with. And | had
about 40 dollars, so just kind of as a gesture that we weren't coming in to mooch on them, | said, "Well,
I'l go to town and buy some groceries," and as | was in town | passed a little shop, and in the window
was a little shoebox, with a little tiny 8 mm camera, 3 rolls of unexposed film, a couple of exposed rolls,
a little editor, a little, tiny things, all fit into a kind of shoebox. It stuck out a little bit here and there. But
there it was for $20. So | bought it, and that's how | began the psalms. And then | bought $20 worth of
groceries.

And the Sonas thus began, and my conscious involvement, not with the aesthetics of Sergei Eisenstein
or the other great masters that | had been consciously inspired by, but | began to wean myself off of that
enough so that | could open up to the world of the news reel, which is another kind of home movie. Our
trip to the Second World War front is no more or less devastating than many peoples trip to Wyoming.
It's more deadly, of course, and more world serious. But, | mean, the hand-held camera is the same.
The beating of the heart can be felt the same. | had the good luck to meet some of the great newsreel
photographers of that era; in fact Pete Smith who was, when he was an 18 year old kid, sent out on a
dumb assignment from his Pathé studio to photograph a big German blimp coming in and docking out in
New Jersey. As it turned out it was the Hindenburg. He had a Mitchell which weighs, | don't know, 100
pounds in itself. He had a huge, very expensive 50 pound tripod: he had 150 pounds, he's a slight, 18
year old kid, he's hand-cranking, it's a hand-cranked Mitchell, and this whole thing blows up in front of
him. And he lifts this off the ground...Is there anyone here who hasn't seen the explosion of the
Hindenburg? (Answer in the affirmative.) Ah, well, you will eventually, it will show up on TV or
something. It's just incredible. You see this dirigible, it's filled with, alas, hydrogen, that just explodes in
fire everywhere, and people hurling themselves out of the windows down to the ground, and many died,
of course. And he's lifted this thing up, and he's hand-cranking, and you can feel at times as he stands
like this (shaking arms); | don't know if it's the heart or just the muscles beginning to shake from the
weight that he's holding, he's like that mother that picks up the car to get the tire off of her child's leg. He
had super-human strength, and made, again, one of the great home movies of all time— all too human.
They had a wax disk going, so the cameraman's supposed to comment literally on what he's shooting,
and he used foul and profane language constantly while photographing this, and got fired when he got
back to the company, when they heard the disk. The head of Pathé was super-Christian and said: "Fire
that kid." He brought in the greatest piece of newsreel footage, probably, in the history of the form. And
he was fired because he was so moved. He didn't remember cussing. He said, "l wasn't ordinarily a kid
that cussed," but the most awful obscenities came out of him as he witnessed this horror in front of him.
So that was the home movie part of it that we did not get to see in the newsreel theatres.

Make it up for yourself, restore it, wherever possible —that was the all too human side coming out along
with the incredible sense of a human body moving behind this imagery, and the pulse, | say, of muscles
that are cracking under the stain of, he's hand cranking which doesn't permit the greatest subtlety of
heartbeat or anything to come through, but certainly the body's trauma is very visible at the edges of the
frame, along with the incredible horror of what's happening before your eyes.

The greatest image of such...that I've ever seen of the heartbeat in film, is not made by clutching the
camera to the self, but in the most amazing way. It's, now I'm going to have trouble remembering the
name, Indian women, did, umm, forgive me my brain is just...Yes, Ellie Epp, thank you. You, remember
the one she did when she went home. What's that called? (inaudible suggestion) Yeah, that's a great
one too, all of her films are great, but the one when she went back to her Indian reservation. And, it's the
last work, alas, that we've seen from her. And photographed the house where she grew up, and the
cold, bleak, she was like upper B.C., you know, cold and barren land. And she went out on ice, and set
the camera up on a tripod, and is photographing a spate of barren ice. But she's holding the camera and
| guess because it's on the ice, and the whole thing somehow it puts her heartbeat at the fame's edge,
across this whole frozen landscape; you know, like the one spot of warmth anywhere visible in a
thousand miles in all directions or whatever is her heart beating at the edges of the frame. So there's a
home movie to be sure. Ellie Epp...Reason I've forgotten her name is, | mean | love her work, but no
one writes of it or speaks of it anymore. Do you show it at all? Have you seen some...(inaudible answer)
Notes IN OrigiN (1), yeah so there's one to rent sometime if you can, cause | think that's, not just
because of this one shot, but because the whole thing is somehow imbued with that sense of absolute
persona, desperately needing to see and see in such a way that's unique, that's honest, because if we
are unique, and | defy you to say we're not. You're really going to have to think that through and if you
can prove we're not then you'd be one of the top philosophers in the world and the US army will love
you for it, and the CIA and so on..., and the boy scouts. But if you can't prove that then your stuck with
that in order, if truth is a value, if that's what we need to have long-lasting, and if truth has anything to do
with the arts, and there's another tough philosophical question to tackle, then it must be unique or it's a
lie. The extent to which it is not new is a cover-up.

Now there are elaborate forms of cover-up. Hollywood is probably the best in the world at it: they cover-
up all their uniqueness of person and amalgamate it and get something that the bankers will approve,
and then along come a few people that are allowed to be mavericks, like Scorsese and so on, to help
the cover-up; they're like token people, you know. The rest are expected to behave, and move straight
down the marshaled line, and not be risking millions of dollars--perfectly reasonable, from a horrific
industrial standpoint. But they have to go to such great lengths to cover-up uniqueness of person. It is
very, very tough, very difficult; It is like dressing for the prom or something like that, you know what |
mean. You have to pretend you're being unique, like you have a different colored dress and you don't
want the same dress as anyone else or the same suit. Well, the suits, men aren't really supposed to try
to be unique so they should all look exactly alike--like undertakers. But the women should look like
flowers or something and be in different colored dresses, and it's all to give the impression of
uniqueness, but, of course, it is anything but. It is so horrendous; it's like the beauty contests or
something, you know. Let me burrow in on that a little bit, because a little girl was murdered in my town;
principally, because she was a beauty queen at the age of six, and they've written about everything
else, including how they can't seem to catch her parents, no one seems to, has even subpoenaed her
urologist who treated her over a hundred times, for things that Cyril Wecht, the greatest autopsist in the
country has said absolutely and undeniably, indicate constant sexual child abuse for a long time before
her death.(2) And all kinds of movies, I'm sure you've seen some of them, alas, where she comes out in
her little cowboy hat, and does her little Las Vegas number, and wiggles her behind and so on. And,
brutally murdered, and nobody brought to trial for the matter. | mean, how did | get onto that, (audience
member: "Prom?") Prom, yeah, prom will get you there (much laughter). Well, that's where it begins, she
just had it a little early. And then after the prom, you're supposed to go over, and they slip you some
drug at the frat house, and rape you, you know, etc., and themselves in the process. So, there it is:
people get sold down the river, all trying to be alike. But, | mean, literally, here was this child, oh it's so
awful; | mean, one of my boys best young friend's was in the classroom with her, so it's leaned in heavily
on us. The whole town, the little children particularly have suffered horribly from it, because for a long
time the police were suspecting Santa Claus. There's this old guy that lives up in the hill and he comes
down every Christmas cause he has a natural beard, and he plays Santa all over town. And police had
him under suspicion, not the very obvious people who almost certainly had to have done it. But, again,
as | say, the urologist was not called in to testify. Nobody was really investigated, because this is high
powered money that's involved with Boeing and government work, and so on, so the cover-up was just
enormous.

And, uh,...Aaahhh the prom. The prices we pay for the--in terror, | guess, of loneliness--that we pay in
order to have the illusion of being like each other. And then, sort of like the last fling is teenage-ness,
first loves and so on. And one falls in love and you think, "Aahh, at last, it really is true." This other
person feels just the way | do. And | feel just the way they do. And particularly when we're having sex,
we're just one. We're absolutely one creature. And then, maybe after sex, maybe at breakfast the next
morning, who knows, but one or the other says something, and the other one says, "What?" (makes a
face of startled incomprehension and chuckles) And this little tear in the fabric of this illusion; and then
they begin talking, and soon there will be the first quarrel, but they say, "Well that was just the first
quarrel that doesn't ..." But really it's the first hint of reality in this vast cover-up illusion that people are
alike, and if people use love for that reason, they end up, as most people do in my country these days,
divorced, shortly after, because the greatness of the adventure is, you begin to find out this other person
isn't like me at all. They don't even like the same things | like ordinarily, or very few of them, in yet
they're staying with me for some reason—why? You know, the terror of that, the collapse of illusions in
that moment, the fear that suffuses both of them; they're making love and suddenly they're recognizing
that the other person is not feeling that same way: that a man does not feel the same way as a woman
does or vice versa, when they're making love--My God, you know, "And | thought you liked that!"

Meanwhile, fear, like an aura of fear, which is awful ugly, it smells like soap and milk, comes out from
under people's armpits, and surrounds them. And they have their first challenge for the great adventure
of life: the love of the other, of the alien, of the completely alien creature out there that I'm somehow
with, that's impossible to live with, but we're somehow doing it, and so on. Now, the antidote to all this
horror and silliness, to the prom, to the illusions, the wrong usages, | would take it, of love and so on,
are really the arts, because arts, not because artists are greater people, they're really, and I've know
most of them, and they're, present company excepted, they're mostly shits of the worst order, they're
absolute...you wouldn't want one living next door (much laughter) to you, think about it: Vincent Van
Gough living next door, coming over to borrow your ear and a cup of sugar every morning--Good God!
That was a nice pun cause he doesn't have his own anymore, he cut it off and so on--you know, he
wants yours. They're really, really difficult people, for the most part; though, | have noted, there's a new
generation that's the most puzzling of all that tend to be very sweet artists, and I've said to one of them
that I'm quite close with and work with even on the step-printer, and said, "Mary Beth, you don't have to
cut your ear off, but you're going to have to scream and stamp your foot every now and again or you're
setting too high a standard for artists, you know, it will drive the rest of us crazy. She is so sweet and
kind, and her friends Zachary and Eric, they're sweet and kind, too and they're great artists, and | look at
them in astonishment, to have endured Kenneth Anger, Harry Smith, Jack Smith, all those Smiths, you
know (much laughter). Paul Sharriss, who has the record for outright horror. You know, you've invited so
and so to come to speak to your students: what will happen? You see if you can get them there sober
rather than drunk, or maybe in some cases you want them drunk rather than sober. | mean, but they're
certainly unique. Now the great trick would be to find a way to be this in the workplace but not spilling all
over the society and wrecking lives, including each others. | mean, most of my generation is dead, most
of them from one form of suicide or another. Some of them are worse than dead, they're in asylums or
what not. They cracked up under the strains of everything. So there's very left, and I'm sort of looking
forward to some home movies that can be made in a less stressful neighborhood of the psyche. You
know, something that can feed...Well, | mean I'm not saying that those films that they made weren't
necessary. | mean, the world certainly, absolutely needed it in the teeth of the atomic bomb; it needed to
know the full spate of black magic. And Maya Deren, who was a terror to live with too, and | lived with
her, Kenneth Anger, Perry Smith, from the inside gave a balance; that is, an aesthetically balanced
work, which is one of my first definitions of art, and would be of home movie, too, for that matter,
balanced imagery of black magic and of the desire to have power and control over the earth and over
other human beings. So, anyway, all these things are clouding up into my mind: people not easy to get
along with, but now we have a chance, | think, or I'm sensing it's happening, it isn't something I'm
wishing for. | had given up wishing for anything, to tell you the truth, in terms of the arts, cause they are
an absolute, below any imagined bottom in the United Sates. And in case you think they're all that much
better in Canada (much laughter), let me just give you one figure that will probably surprise you. |
checked it out, it was so surprising | couldn't believe it. The city of Berlin, the city, spends more money
on the arts, all the arts, including film, than the United States and Canada as countries together--the city
of Berlin, and Paris is probably not far behind. You know, so what's happening here, you know, well:
"Stamp them out. Get rid of them, as quickly as possible." Given what they're doing these days, it's
probably destroying a whole generation of artists, is giving them, what's that God damn... Ritalin that we
have to fight all the time. The kids come out with a piece of brilliant genius and they come home and....
(lost material; change of tape).

| mean, history is one of my hobbies, and the only antidote is the arts. For one thing, because they are
unique and individual and they start with that truth, and starting with that truth they appeal to the
uniqueness and individuality of anyone else in the audience, which is why most people hate them to
begin with. Because they don't want to feel unique and individual, they want to go to the movies and
spread their legs, and their 3 year old adult mind and be raped...gently, with a happy ending; or a sad
ending that's meaningful that can have you go out and talk about it over coffee or whatever, and it's
ridiculous, actually, and | love the movies and | go, and | do just exactly that: | spread my legs, and | get
my mind down to about 3 years old, and | enjoy myself thoroughly; but | know what's being done to me,
and | know when it's over its finito. | don't wander out onto the street and suppose that life is like that. It's
an escape, you know. It's not probably good for the brain, but it's not as damaging as liquor is to the
liver. So, | put up with it, and it's a big deal in my life. But let's don't be confused about what it is, | mean
it's an outrageous lie. And like anything where you think you buy off the stress or the strain— with drugs,
liquor, anything, misuse of love, your children will live for you, all these horrors, you know, go to war, and
save the world. Again, the antidote is in the arts. Now whether film will achieve that kind of stature and
meaningfulness, we don't know; we live in a time where many people hope so, and they work for that.
And they work from the grounds, all of them, whether they know it or not, of home movie. Move only
along the line of your love, move only...amateur, a-ma-teur, lover, be a lover, as a lover be lover want to
be, themselves, unique and individual. And a wise lover wants the one he or she loves to be unique and
individual, as well. And move along those lines with whatever means you have, and my, you know god
given means, the thing that was given to me that | could do and what | really wanted to be was a poet,
which is cheaper, has higher respect, is the art | like the best, and so on. But | said, "No, you can't be a
poet. You're not a good poet." (laughter all around) And | found it out, lucky enough, early on by living
with some poets and being honest about it, they were honest about it, and | became the filmmaker | am.
But | made my first film thinking | was Jean Cocteau making a movie, you know. But, so, I'm given this
thing | can do, and | have very little choice, and it's the best thing they'll let me do with any meaning to
myself —twenty-five minutes later. So, | can..it has to be unique and individual because | am; it has to be
honest or god help me. | mean, one of my definitions of art is it is the truth, the whole truth and nothing
but the truth, so help you god. Now the last part is even dropping out of the courts, you know; people
aren't making people say god, cause nobody knows who's anybody's god is anyway, and it doesn't
matter, that's probably the right thing to do in the courts, but in the workroom each person has to have
something that's comparable to what some people would call god, or the all being, or the zeitgeist, or
whatever you want to call it or have it be...the unconscious. The truth, the whole truth and nothing but
the truth, so help you god. And tell me why would any amateur home movie maker film in any other way
unless he or she were, very mistakenly, trying to be a professional. You say, "I'm a professional," the
kids say, "Yeah, what ya mean?" That's like saying, "I am the father, you do what | say, because I'm the
father and you're just a little kid. I'm the professional, now stand still and smile...Bbbbrrrrrhhh(makes the
noise of a whirring camera). "Blow out those candles. Nooo, light them again, they didn't do it right. Did
you make a wish? You didn't look like you made a wish. Do it again." Bbbrrrhhh...you know, that kind of
upbringing. But the true amateur is stumbling around, her or she can't hardly get the film in the camera,
they don't know how to work it, and they get it kind of together and they hope it's working right. And it
goes: "Katcha, katcha, katcha," like that. And you get this wonderful blurred scene with the little kid
sitting with lights flickering like this (waving arms), and then they stop and say, "Something's not right,"
and then they get in there and they make the hoop right, get the thing closed, you know, and then it's
overexposed or underexposed cause they put their finger over the thing that's supposed to save them
from that, you know, the electric eye. They're so impassioned they don't realize they have their finger
over the lens, even, you know, so you get movies with like the passionate, shaking fingers of the mother
with the child sitting, trying to blow out the birthday cake. | mean, you get all these wonderful things that
anybody can relate to, that inspires anybody to be him or herself, that is to be a perfect fool, which as
we know, people are. [fin]
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REVIEW: By Brakhage: An Anthology
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In the era of the laserdisc, The Criterion Collection essentially stood for an esoteric series of films
released on to what many would construe as a highly exclusive home video format. In other words, to
be a collector of Criterion releases in the days before DVD meant that you immediately stood out from
the average movie fan, your personal collection of movies reflected an interest and devotion to the
medium far beyond where most people would be willing to go, or could pay to go, even if they had the
inclination. (I should also note here that | was not one of these people, as | was around ten years old
when Criterion started manufacturing laserdiscs and actually thought that laserdiscs were LPs of film
soundtracks for about five years after that, especially whenever | saw a rack of laserdiscs in a record
store.)

However, with the widespread and ever-growing DVD format, The Criterion Collection's reputation, while
still somewhat exclusive (their prices alone demand an excess of expendable income, if one is to keep
up with their ever-growing catalogue), has lead to another problem: an inability to determine whether or
not someone, when discussing a film already released on the Criterion label, actually possesses a
knowledge of the film or whether they've simply spent a weekend locked up with the disc(s), only to
emerge as a slightly deceitful expert of whatever film they've chosen. Granted, with the number of films
out there, it is tempting to claim expertise in as many realms of film history as possible, and to use The
Criterion Collection as your crib notes is hardly an unforgivable offense.

What seems to be happening, at least in the realm of Criterion DVD reviews, is that most reviewers are
having difficulty admitting whether or not they were actually familiar with the film, and the history
surrounding the film, before they sat down with the disc and its extras to review it. Or was the DVD, in
fact, an introduction to a whole new world, and in turn how did this new experience reflect/affect their
impression of the DVD?

| am bringing up these points because |, myself, feel a bit of trepidation writing about By BrakHAGE: AN
ANTHOLOGY, Without ever having seen a Stan Brakhage film. Hopefully, my lack of context will offer, at
times, a fresh perspective on a two-disc collection that most reviewers have summarized as "brilliant,"
"necessary," and "masterful," without ever attempting to be critical or dissect the works themselves,
even though the collection consists of twenty-seven films of varying length, quality, and style, from a
period of forty-seven years.

My first impression of Brakhage, based on the few photographs | had seen was that he bore a striking
resemblance to Jack Horner, the Burt Reynolds' character in Boocie NigHTs. However, once | had seen
THE Act oF SEeing witH ONE's OwN EvEs, | decided that jokes at Brakhage's expense were probably not
such a good idea, as he seemed more than capable of hurting me with his films, even from beyond the
grave.

Brakhage and Horner, together at last.

Now, having watched all of the films on the two-disc set, | can say that THE AcT oF SEEING wiTH ONE's
OWN Eves stands out as one of the set's true masterworks. | can almost guarantee that | will never see
this film again, as it deals exclusively with the graphic nature of autopsies, and the matter-of-fact nature
of the people whose job it is to dissect cadavers, in order to locate causes of death. That said, the film
plays eerily like an educational classroom film, as if we are somehow supposed to be learning
something from the images before us. Minus a voice-over narration track or any soundtrack whatsoever,
the question remains: What could the lesson here possibly be? Live well? Die well? Take good care of
your body? Don't take care of your body because the living will have their way with it once you're dead,
anyhow?

The viewer rarely, if ever, sees the face of the cadavers, while only seeing the hands and the clothed
crotches of the living people whose job it is to work on the dead. The first dead body we see has a
massively swollen scrotum, stretched and red, but due to what? Wong Kar-Wai stated that INn THE Moob
For Love was a suspense thriller disguised as a romance story; Brakhage has created a mystery
(possibly a murder mystery) out of what, on the surface, appears to be an experimental documentary.
Constantly, the viewer is left wondering, "How in the hell did that person die?" or, in one case, "Why is
part of that person's foot missing?"

While most of the bodies come into the morgue in decent shape, others are heavily mutilated before the
autopsy even begins. By the end of each autopsy, it doesn't really matter what shape the bodies were
in, as every body ends up in a state beyond repair. As an exclamation point to what is already borderline
unbearable for the viewer, late in the film a body appears as a literally faceless death mask. Its skull has
been washed and dried out, presumably accomplished through the artificial orifice of where its face has
been cut off.

Interestingly, the viewer is also made privy to the practicality of autopsies, in that one is allowed to see
the cavities of torn open bodies washed out, needles drawing fluids from the insides of skulls, as well as
from organs, and the clichéd, but never more startling than seen here, tagging of the toe. Only when
bodies are turned over or onto their sides does one really feel the impact of death. The bodies are
thoroughly stiff when turned, while the skin on the asses of the cadavers is obviously devoid of blood
and lifeless, as it remains in a flattened position, pale and conforming to whatever surface it has been
lying on.

THE AcT oF SeEeiNng witH ONE's OwN EYEs also reveals a trend which is frequent in Brakhage's work, or at
least in my experience of watching it, which is our curiosity about Brakhage's physical location during
the making of the film. With his painted and scratched films, | imagine Brakhage as he no doubt
painstakingly slaved away, while in films involving his family and/or his home, | find myself imagining the
atmosphere and feelings surrounding the filmmaker as he worked with and around his loved ones. In
the case of THE AcT oF SEeING..., | can't imagine Brakhage spending weeks filming cadavers, which he
did, and more to the point, | can't imagine the process of editing the footage. The idea of creating a pace
and a rhythm to butchered bodies, albeit as a means to an end, seems like an unenviable task,
especially when one considers that the physical act of simply watching the film is difficult enough. Of
note, THE AcT oF SEEING... ends in a subtly smart-ass fashion, not unlike much of Errol Morris's more
ironic work. A doctor, having presumably performed an autopsy, stands alone while filling out a medical
report, completely calm, as if to say, "you couldn't handle thirty minutes of this? This is my job, every
single day."

By BrakHAGE: AN ANTHOLOGY is divided into four periods of the filmmaker's career. Five films, beginning
with DesistriLm in 1954 and ending with MoTtHuGHT in 1963, showcase Brakhage's beginnings as an
experimental filmmaker. The standout of this period is Winoow WATeEr Basy Moving, a film about
pregnancy and birth, culminating in a montage sequence of the birth of one of Brakhage's own children,
intercut with several images of bald (newborn) and shaved (his wife's) vaginas, as well as the smooth
surface of Brakhage's formerly pregnant wife's stomach. The film reflects a larger consistency about
Brakhage at his best, which is that whenever the filmmaker is desperately attempting to physicalize that
which he does not understand, these mysteries inevitably become more mysterious. Of course, Winbow
WAaTER... also deals explicitly with two of Brakhage's lifelong obsessions: the relationship between birth
and death, and the impossibility of comprehending death while still alive.

In other films from this earliest period of Brakhage's career, the director displays an editorial virtuosity
which would become the norm in his subsequent work. However, films such as WebLock House: AN
INTERCOURSE, as well as Desistrim, remind the viewer that in some instances, the audacity of
experimentation needs the resistance of a narrative context from which to emerge. Otherwise,
experimentation can simply appear as fragmented nonsense. That said, | have no doubt that even these
early films, in which Brakhage is clearly refining his craft, are porous enough to have brilliance or
profundity projected upon them by anyone willing to look long and hard enough.

Besides THE Act oF SEeING..., three other examples of Brakhage's work from the early 1970s are
included, two of which remain highly original and endure to this day. Eve MvyTH is an eleven-second
painted film which briefly reveals people that were filmed on a city street. The contrast between
Brakhage's painstakingly painted film and the people being filmed in the actual world, creates an effect
that | wish Brakhage would have attempted to achieve more often in his painted films. In many cases,
contrast is exactly what makes Brakhage's work dynamic and exciting, whether it is the contrast
between sound and image, or the contrast between the filmmaker's isolated techniques and his work in
the outside world. In an overall sense, there is a rough division between all of his work on the two-disc
set: the contrast between documenting what goes on behind a human being's eyes (thoughts, emotions,
feelings), and what is going on of interest in the world beyond one's eyes (as he documents repeatedly
in his non-painted films).

Fifteen films, more than half of the entire anthology, document Brakhage's work from 1986 to 2001 (he
died in March of 2003). During this period, Brakhage moved heavily into his unique style of painting on
film, with limited success. The best films of this period are NicHTmusic, DarRk ToweRr, and DELICACIES OF
MobperN HorrOR Synapse. NigHTMuUsIC, painted on IMAX film stock, is one of the few films that obviously
suffers from not being projected in its original format (Brakhage's epic Do stAR MaN, mostly because of
its duration, also suffers from not being projected on film in a darkened theatre). Only thirty seconds in
length, the film creates an effect which I'll call a "light of God" effect. Light shines through and off of the
film, creating amazing results. Brakhage used this technique repeatedly, most notably in unTITLED (FOR
MARILYN), DEeLICACIES OF... and DArk ToweR. DEeLicaciEs oF MobeErRN HORROR SYNAPSE also creates a textured
density in which Brakhage finally accomplishes what he repeatedly attempted throughout his career: he
effectively conveys feelings by painting on film. The process for making this film, which is explained in
the DVD's supplementary material, is what presumably led Brakhage to succeed where he had failed in
the past.

STeELLAR starts off incredibly, due largely to pacing and content that is unlike Brakhage's other works on
the disc. It quickly dissolves into the frenetic pace common in Brakhage's other painted films. The film
was meant to be Brakhage's interpretation of the cosmos, capturing the effects of interstellar images via
paint on celluloid. After a few brilliant seconds, | found myself wishing that Brakhage had actively
attempted to transcend the natural flickering of film at 24 frames-per-second, and made the pace of his
painted films more distinctly his own. lIt's as if the stylistic techniques of his painted films were
determined by the mechanics of projection, and not his own willed process. Granted, Brakhage's style in
the painted films draws attention to and reconfigures the mechanics of projected film, which a viewer
rarely thinks about. However, after a few of these films, | think it's safe to say that we get Brakhage's
point about mechanics, relating to the production and presentation of art.

As one moves through the supplements on By BrRakHAGE: AN ANTHOLOGY, one notices that Brakhage is
introducing himself as a person, even as he introduces us to his work. Based solely upon footage of
Brakhage speaking and reading onscreen, as well as the audio-only captures in which he "remarks" on
each and every film included in the set, he comes across as extremely amicable, thoughtful,
unpretentious, and genuinely interested in getting at something new and original in his work. Based on
the disc's supplementary material, a strong sense is given that Brakhage, sadly, knew that this two-disc
set would be his legacy. Consequently, he wanted to offer as many clues as possible about his life's
work. Unless Criterion or another company decides to release a follow-up collection, for many viewers,
these twenty-seven films will define Stan Brakhage as a filmmaker. It's an impressive collection. [fin]
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eXistenZ - le corps comme espace technologique

par Martin Legault et Angelune Drouin
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L'Eucharistie ! Le sang et la chair de I'hnommefaits cinéma. Il faut préciser qu'au cinéma
on est encore dans la représentation de la chair. Cen'est pas la chair réelle. Je dirais que
c'est une imagede la chair, une réflexion de la chair, ce qui en faitdonc toujours, a
I'évidence, une abstraction [...]JC'est un miracle de la volonté que d'étre capablede croire
gue le vin est du sang et que le cinéma estun corps humain.

- David Cronenberg

Le simulacre n'est jamais ce qui cache la vérité— c'est la vérité qui cache qu'il n'y ena
pas. Le simulacre est vrai.
- L'Ecclésiaste

L'ceuvre cinématographique de David Cronenberg nous convie de facon récurrente a un jeu d'illusions
qui cache un monde technologique aliénant (Vibeobrome, THE FLy, CrAsH). Avec EXISTENZ, le cinéaste
canadien nous fait une brillante démonstration de l'influence de la technologie sur I'nomme a travers
l'image, au niveau corporel et identitaire. Les thémes qu'affectionne le roi de I'horreur intérieure
réapparaissent dans eXISTENZ a travers une mise en garde contre cette obsession de I'homme a vouloir
pousser la technologie au-dela de ses limites, le propulsant vers sa propre annihilation. Cette mise en
garde est renforcée par l'illusion de la forme que prend son oeuvre construite d'une suite de mises en
abime. En effet, Cronenberg situe ses personnages au coeur d'enchevétrements perpétuels d'un jeu a
un autre, repoussant les contours de la réalité. Cet enfoncement plonge le spectateur dans un
guestionnement continuel face aux images qui lui sont présentées.

Le texte qui suit se veut une démonstration de l'influence de la technologie sur limage et sur |'étre
humain a partir des réflexions de Cronenberg, illustrées dans son cinéma et plus particulierement dans
le film eXistenz. Nous verrons comment la culture du jeu qu'il expose est en lien direct avec une
présentation de l'image-simulacre et entraine la reconstruction du corps humain et de son identité sur
une base factice. Conséquemment, nous serons a méme d'observer le fonctionnement de la culture du
jeu dans le film. Dans eXisTENnZ, le simulacre se manifeste a travers le jeu virtuel et c'est pourquoi il se
fait d'abord et avant tout «image».

Construction narrative deXisTeNZ

Cronenberg nous dirige avec son film a l'intérieur d'une réalité qui semble des plus véridiques, du moins
c'est ce que les premiéres scenes du film semblent indiquer ; cependant plus la narration se déploie,
plus nous nous retrouvons dans un espace qui dépasse toute forme de réalité, plus qu'un cyber-espace
: un lieu que Baudrillard nomme hyperréalité et qui a comme niche les entrailles du simulacre, flottant
entre l'imaginaire et la réalité :

Il ne s'agit plus d'imitation, ni de redoublement, ni méme de parodie. Il s'agit d'une substitution au réel
des signes du réel, c'est-a-dire d'une opération de dissuasion de tout processus réel par son double
opératoire, machine signalétique métastable, programmatique, impeccable qui offre tous les signes du
réel et en court-circuite toutes les péripéties. Plus jamais le réel n'aura I'occasion de se produire [...][1]

Le premier jeu virtuel proposé au spectateur est «eXistenZ», inventé par une férue de la cybernétique.
Cet univers est une pure illusion créée par le réalisateur, car eXistenZ est en fait le deuxieme jeu
présenté au public : il y a ici dés le début du film une mise en abime du jeu, faisant partie intégrante
d'une plus grande instance virtuelle, transCendanZ. Ce que le spectateur croit d'abord étre la réalité,
soit le moment a partir de la présentation d'eXistenZ dans I'église désaffectée jusqu'a la fin de la séance
virtuelle de transCendanZ, est en fait un immense simulacre. En outre, le réalisateur laisse méme
planer le doute par la suite, le film se terminant sur une réplique qui remet en question la validité du réel
: « Tell me, are we still in the game ? ».

La structure du film nous renvoie donc a la conception de Baudrillard, I'espace ludique dans lequel
évoluent les personnages se voulant un double opératoire de la réalité. Une reproduction idéale d'un
modele de la réalité ou les signes du réel sont substitués par une création quasi parfaite de ses
signifiants qui n'est qu'illusoire. Cette machine signalétique ne permet pas aux événements de se
produire dans la réalité qui, envahie par le simulacre, est annihilée. A travers cette construction
narrative, Cronenberg nous démontre bien que toute forme de représentation du réel est illusoire et le
fait que le sujet considére ce simulacre comme étant réel annule toute forme de réalité, «Nothing is
true, everything is permitted[2]».

L'espace symbolique du simulacre

En plus de se constituer a travers la structure narrative, le simulacre se constitue également a partir des
décors, de la construction des lieux et de la temporalité. L'image-simulacre s'impose dés le début du
film avec l'aspect organique et terrestre des fresques présentées pendant le générique, qui sont
pourtant de pures créations numériques. Les premiers éléments qui témoignent de cet univers
hyperréel sont les décors, autant constitués d'éléments futuristes que d'éléments archaiques, venant
briser 'unité structurelle et le réalisme des images. Le meilleur exemple est le moyen de transport
utilisé par Ted Pikul, le garde du corps d'Allegra Geller, pour fuir I'attaque meurtriére dont elle est victime
durant la présentation de son jeu. Il s'agit d'une automobile dont I'esthétisme rappelle les années 60 et
qui détonne face a la technologie qui nous est présentée tout au long de la diégése filmique : structure
tres carrée, couleur terne et volant disproportionné. Nous sommes face a des images paradoxales : une
automobile archaique contrastant avec un téléphone cellulaire rose a l'apparence organo-futuriste.

De plus, toujours dans cette séquence, les paysages que l'on voit défiler derriére la voiture sont en fait
un simulacre de décor, car il s'agit d'une image fixe projetée sur un écran a l'arriere-champ. Ces
éléments sont presque imperceptibles au premier visionnage du film, mais leur discordance contribue a
I'atmosphére hyperréelle d'eXistenz. En outre, les personnages ont pour espace physique des lieux
figés et typés : I'église, la station d'essence, le chalet, la «Trout Farm », le restaurant chinois. Ces
endroits génériques correspondent a ce qu'on voit généralement dans un jeu, c'est-a-dire qu'ils
possedent leur spatio-temporalité et leurs fonctions propres et autonomes. La temporalité est un autre
élément qui contribue a symboliser le simulacre dans le film : elle est non-linéaire et s'établit a la
maniére des jeux virtuels par des passages entre des tableaux possédant leurs propres regles. Elle
est ainsi le reflet de I'aspect virtuel du simulacre, dans lequel le rapport au temps n'est plus une donnée
liée a un contexte réaliste, mais plutét une temporalité reconstruite :

[...] i n'y a plus de double, on est toujours déja dans I'autre monde, qui n'en est plus un
autre, sans miroir ni projection ni utopie qui puisse le réfléchir, la simulation est
infranchissable, indépassable, mate, sans extériorité, nous ne passerons méme plus «de
I'autre c6té du miroir », ceci était I'age d'or de la transcendance.[3]

Personnages virtuels : dédoublement identitaire

A limage de la structure narrative, I'attribution des réles dans l'univers du film et dans celui du jeu
introduit une autre forme de mise en abyme. Ainsi, les participants a TranCendanZ jouent et
s'investissent comme les acteurs du film eXisTenz, c'est-a-dire qu'ils tiennent un réle dépassant l'aspect
ludique et sans conséquence du simple jeu. Cette image vivante, dans laquelle ils vivent une portion de
temps atemporel, n'est en apparence qu'un jeu mais elle devient une réalité plus vraie que virtuelle.

Somme toute, l'identité des personnages se transforme dans une dynamique de dépendance a cet
univers simulé. Par le jeu, les personnages se redéfinissent, s'affirment, entrent en contact et se
reconnaissent mutuellement en adhérant a la conception idéale qui leur est imposée. Leur double qui
est projeté dans le jeu a comme fonction non seulement de faire évoluer leur quéte identitaire, mais de
leur recréer une nouvelle identité. A ce sujet, on remarque que plus Ted progresse dans le jeu, plus il
devient un individu sar de lui-méme, en toute possession de ses moyens, ne reculant plus devant ses
pulsions sexuelles et meurtrieres.

Ce dédoublement identitaire se révele dés que Ted pénetre dans l'univers virtuel : il s'éprend de I'image
de lui-méme tout comme I'enfant qui s'admire pour la premiere fois devant le miroir : "l feel just like me",
s'étonne t-il. L'individu incorpore donc a l'intérieur de lui-méme cette conception idéale promulguée par
le jeu, provocant du méme coup une transmutation de sa propre identité. Le jeu est plus qu'un miroir, il
dépasse le simple reflet auguel nous pouvons nous identifier et s'avere étre un lieu d'action. Le meilleur
exemple de cette hypothése est le moment ou Ted — dans les séquences qui suivent l'entrée dans
eXistenZ — ressent le besoin de regagner ce qu'il croit étre son propre corps, sa réalité, sa véritable
identité dont il craint avoir perdu la trace, malgré l'intensité des sensations qu'il ressent dans le jeu.
Toutefois, lorsqu'il se retrouve dans l'espace apparemment réel du chalet, il n'est plus certain de la
réalité de son environnement. En perdant les référents du réel, il a perdu ses référents identitaires.

Pour sa part, Allegra ne désire qu'une chose : retourner au plus vite dans eXistenZ pour y retrouver le
double d'elle-méme qui a maintenant plus de valeur a ses yeux. Sa véritable identité a donc perdu toute
préséance sur le jeu. Sa construction identitaire n'a de sens et d'unité que dans l'univers virtuel. Sa vie
pivote autour de cet environnement, elle n'a aucune emprise sur un quelconque réel. Cronenberg
démontre bien par ce personnage qu'il n'y a aucune réalité possédant une valeur absolue, la seule
réalité possible en est une simulée.

De corps médiatif a corps technologique

Dans la perspective classique (méme cybernétique), la technologie est un prolongement du corps. Elle
est la sophistication fonctionnelle, un organisme humain, qui permet a celui-ci de s'égaler a la nature et
de l'investir triomphalement. De Marx a Macluhan, méme vision instrumentaliste des machines et du
langage : ce sont des relais, des prolongements, des média-médiateurs, une nature idéalement
destinée a devenir le corps organique de 'homme. Dans cette perspective «rationnelle », le corps lui-
méme n'est que médium(4].

Cronenberg présente non seulement une redéfinition psychologique de l'individu a travers une nouvelle
technologie organique, mais aussi une redéfinition du corps. Cette thématique est récurrente dans
l'ceuvre du cinéaste, qui élabore différentes conceptions du corporel et du technologique, le rapport au
corps que I'nomme entretient étant, selon Cronenberg, intimement lié¢ a I'évolution technologique. On
n'a qu'a penser a la fagcon dont le réalisateur présente la machine; comme un prolongement du corps
dans VibEobroME et comme une reconstruction corporelle dans CrAsH.

Avec VIDEODROME, le corps se soumet a la machine qui devient un instrument organique au service de la
technologie. Dans la vision prophétique de VibEoDROME, I'étre humain, caractérisé par le personnage de
Max Renn (James Woods), est présenté comme une victime entierement contrdlée par une nouvelle
entité technologique supréme, alors que dans CrasH, les personnages se soumettent volontairement a
la technologie pour accéder a de nouvelles expériences, l'intégration des pieces de la machine
redéfinissant mécaniquement les composantes et la fonctionnalité du corps

Le film eXisTenz s'inscrit dans la méme continuité, mais I'idée d'absorption de la technologie par le corps
y est développée de facon dialectique : la fusion qui s'opere entre le corps et la technologie s'établit
sous forme de mouvement de I'un a l'autre; ils sont autonomes tout en étant interdépendants. Alors que
dans VibeobroME et CrasH la technologie agit unilatéralement sur le corps, dans eXistenz elle intégre
jusqu'a l'organicité du corps autant au niveau de sa matérialité que de sa fonctionnalité. Le réalisateur
dépasse ainsi la réflexion présentée dans les deux films mentionnés précédemment, car l'influence de
la technologie n'est plus unilatérale.

Cette interrelation corps/technologie se manifeste notamment dans les artefacts du jeu. Le game-pod
(la console du jeu) possede toutes les caractéristiques d'un étre vivant. Il est a la fois percu comme le
prolongement du corps et comme un corps indépendant. En outre, il est dénué de toute spécificité
technologique : on ne retrouve pas l'esthétique mécanique, froide et futuriste qui a cours habituellement
dans le cinéma de science-fiction. La technologie d'EXisTENz est donc paradoxale, puisque sa
constitution renvoie a l'organicité et au biologique qui, par définition, sont opposés au technologique.
D'ailleurs, Cronenberg mentionne dans les entretiens avec Serge Grinberg sa volonté d'élaborer une
nouvelle conception de ce qu'est la technologie :

Il n'y a pas de radios, de téléviseurs, pas de téléphones sauf le téléphone rose. Je ne voulais pas que
ce soit trop évident, mais je voulais supprimer ce que la plupart des gens considérent comme de la
technologie pour faire ressortir d'autres types de technologie : une forme de biotechnologie[5].

Cette nouvelle conception futuriste révéle une fusion avec le cycle de la nature; I'évolution de I'hnumanité
n'est plus limitée aux découvertes et a I'avancement techniques, mais s'élabore a travers de nouvelles
fonctionnalités du corps humain. Le corps devient donc cet objet hybride qui porte les progres
techniques en lui.

Renaissance a travers la biotechnologie

Car tout est |a, dans le branchement. Il ne s'agit ni d'étre ni méme d'avoir un corps, mais d'étre branché
sur son corps. Branché sur le sexe, branché sur son propre désir. Connectés sur vos propres fonctions
comme sur des différentiels d'énergie ou des écrans vidéos. Hédonisme branché : le corps est un
scénario dont la curieuse mélopée hygiéniste court parmi les innombrables studios de reculturation, de
musculation, de stimulation et de simulation [...][6]

Pour mettre en marche le jeu virtuel, les participants doivent intégrer corporellement la console de jeu
par lI'entremise d'un cordon de connexion représentant un cordon ombilical. Pour ce faire, un nouvel
orifice est créé : le bio-port. Celui-ci constitue une nouvelle entrée organique dans le corps permettant
I'activation du jeu virtuel. Plus qu'un simple orifice, le bioport tient lieu d'organe sexuel. Tout au long du
film, Allegra agit avec le bio-port, le cordon de connexion et la console comme avec de véritables
objets sexuels. De plus, elle introduit le rituel du jeu comme un acte sexuel; son langage corporel est
trés évocateur a ce sujet.

A cet égard, Jean Baudrillard mentionne, concernant les pratiques sexuelles des personnages dans
CrasH_[7] : « La jouissance (perverse ou pas) a toujours été médiatisée par un appareil technique, par
une meécanique d'objets réels mais le plus souvent de phantasmes, elle implique toujours une
manipulation intermédiaires de scénes ou de gadgets[8] ». Par contre, dans eXisTENZ |la médiation est
atténuée par le fait que le corps a intégré a méme sa structure biologique une partie des gadgets
technologiques. Ici, la technologie comme outil de jouissance n'est pas nécessairement une fin en soi
(comme dans le film CrasH), elle fait partie du processus de transmutation du corps et de ses fonctions.

Avec le bio-port, le corps se donne une nouvelle naissance, une porte d'entrée dans un univers créé de
toutes piéces par le simulacre. Le simulacre introduit par le jeu modifie le rapport au corps, ce dernier
devenant la source de l'accessibilité aux réalités simulées. Le corps demeure médiatif car c'est a
travers lui qu'on accede a la connaissance simulée par I'accession a tous les niveaux de réalité du jeu.
L'image-virtuelle est donc créée par le corps. En outre, c'est l'individu qui prodigue la source d'énergie
nécessaire au jeu et qui permet I'émergence de l'image virtuelle, car celle-ci est entierement générée
par le corps. Celui-ci est a la fois la source énergétique et I'espace de projection — il est utilisé
comme un remplacement de I'écran cathodique. Le danger d'intégrer ce type de technologie a méme le
corps, c'est qu'elle ne permet plus aucune distance entre la réalité et le virtuel. Les participants ne
peuvent plus distinguer ce qui fait partie du jeu et I'espace occupé par leur corps. Le jeu devient le
corps, il y a donc une impossibilité a établir des parameétres distinctifs entre I'imaginaire et le réel.

Le fait que les personnages créent une relation de dépendance au jeu, perdant la notion de réel, les
mene vers une impasse psychologique. La scéne finale vient expliquer toute l'influence de la
technologie sur leurs personnalités, quand, a la fin du jeu transCendanZ, Allegra et Ted rameénent dans
I'espace pseudo-réel tout I'univers fantasmatique qui a reconstruit leur identité.

Quéte existentielle et culture du jeu

Et sans doute notre temps ...préfere limage a la chose, la copie a l'original, la représentation a la
réalité, l'apparence a I'étre... Ce qui est sacré pour lui, ce n'est que l'illusion, mais ce qui est profane
c'est la vérité. Mieux, le sacré grandit a ses yeux a mesure que décroit la vérité et que l'illusion croit, si
bien que le comble de l'illusion est aussi pour lui /e comble du sacreé.[9]

L'image-simulacre s'articule dans le film a travers la structure narrative et détermine les lieux, la
temporalité et les personnages — dans leur nouvelle constitution psychologique et corporelle. Il semble
évident que pour les personnages, cette image-simulacre s'inscrit dans la recherche d'une vérité
existentielle. Les implications des transformations corporelles par la technologie mettent inévitablement
en place un questionnement philosophique qu'on ne peut éluder. Le vécu dans le simulacre, en se
constituant comme vécu réel, exige non seulement une redéfinition identitaire autant psychologique que
corporelle, mais aussi une redéfinition sur la base d'une quéte philosophique pour trouver sens a son
existence.

Le titre méme de cette ceuvre filmique renvoie a la terminologie existentialiste, que ce soit celle de
Heidegger ou de Sartre. L'existentialisme de Sartre place I'étre humain au centre d'un monde
d'intersubjectivité, dépourvu d'une instance supérieure et de tout déterminisme. L'individu est seul face
a une réalité individuelle et sociale dans laquelle il évolue avec l'entiére responsabilité de la définition de
son identité par l'action.

Cette idée rappelle étrangement le jeu eXistenZ dans lequel les personnages ne poursuivent aucun but
déterminé d'avance. C'est a force de jouer qu'ils découvrent leur identité et leurs aspirations : «You
have to play the game to find out why you're playing the game». Pourtant, a-t-on déja vu un jeu dont le
but est inconnu des le départ?

Mais les traces les plus évidentes de cette philosophie se retrouvent surtout dans le discours des
personnages, dans leur vision du jeu et leurs réactions face a eXistenZ. Le fait que Ted Pikul refuse le
monde virtuel, y voyant une atteinte a son intégrité, apparait complétement absurde a Allegra Geller.
Pour elle, Pikul réagit typiquement comme quelqu'un qui passe a c6té de sa liberté, qui tente
d'échapper a lui-méme en n'assumant pas les responsabilités de son existence. Finalement, un lache,
au sens ou l'entend Sartre : «Les uns qui se cacheront, par I'esprit de sérieux ou par des excuses
déterministes, leur liberté totale, je les appellerai laches [...][10] ». L'identité, forgée de valeurs comme la
liberté et I'action est donc encore une fois forgée entierement dans le jeu, dans le simulacre.

A la station d'essence, lorsque Pikul refuse de se faire charcuter pour accéder & eXistenZ, le discours
que lui tient Allegra est assez révélateur : «This is the cage of your own making which keeps you
trapped, pacing about in the smallest possible space forever. Get out of your cage, Pikul, break out
now!». Pour Allegra, c'est le jeu, la pleine entrée dans eXistenZ qui représente la puissance et la
liberté. Selon elle, la vie de Pikul ne peut passer a cété de la prise en charge des possibilités qui lui
échappent, et cette prise en charge se fait par eXistenZ. En exhortant Pikul de la sorte, Allegra lui tient
un discours existentialiste soutenant que I'étre humain est responsable du dépassement de sa
condition.

Pour Allegra, le jeu est le lieu qui lui permet d'accéder a une libération ; il représente quelque chose
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d'extérieur par lequel elle peut atteindre un autre univers, idéalisé. Plus tard, lorsque Pikul demande a
Allegra de l'appeler Ted, elle lui répond "May be afterwards", en faisant allusion a I'expérience virtuelle
qu'ils s'apprétent a vivre. Cette réponse est catégorique : c'est seulement au moment ou Pikul aura
accepté de jouer dans une transposition fantasmatique de la réalité et de ses contraintes existentielles
qu'Allegra sera en mesure de reconnaitre son identité.

La transcendance impossible

[...] nous rappelons a I'nomme qu'il n'y a d'autre législateur que lui-méme, et que c'est dans le
délaissement qu'il décidera de lui-méme [...] ce n'est pas en se retournant vers lui, mais toujours en
cherchant hors de lui un but qui est telle libération, telle réalisation particuliére que I'homme se réalisera
précis€ément comme humain.[11]

La ou Cronenberg bifurque face a la pensée de Sartre, c'est lorsqu'il s'agit de transcendance. Selon la
théorie existentialiste, la transcendance n'est pas extérieure a 'homme, mais «[...] constitutive de
I'hnomme — non pas au sens ou Dieu est transcendant, mais au sens de dépassement [...] 'nomme n'est
pas enfermé en lui-méme, mais présent toujours dans un univers humain [...]»[12]. Dans le film
EXISTENZ, la transcendance doit passer par la technologie, donc par une certaine matérialité.

En présentant ses deux jeux dans un lieu sacré inactif, Cronenberg déconstruit les signifiants
traditionnels de la spiritualité, tout en démontrant que la religion est remplacée par un culte
technologique. Si les personnages possedent en eux les possibilités de transcender leur condition,
cette transcendance demeure vouée a une médiation par la technologie dans un univers simulé.
L'homme est donc tout aussi responsable de la transcendance de sa condition, mais ne peut y arriver
sans le support virtuel du jeu. D'ou linstitutionnilisation d'un véritable culte du jeu digne des plus
grandes religions. On se retrouve donc, dans eXistenz devant le pathétique paradoxe d'une religion
construite a partir du corps et de la technologie, bref de I'atteinte d'une certaine spritualité par le biais de
la matérialité.

Devant le paradoxe de se dédoubler dans un simulacre et d'en faire une pratique culturelle ritualisée,
les individus sont amenés a une forme d'aliénation. Non seulement ils sont atteints individuellement
par cette pratique, mais celle-ci, devenant collective, accentue I'effet de réel du simulacre :

L'aliénation du spectateur au profit de l'objet contemplé (qui est le résultat de sa propre activité
inconsciente) s'exprime ainsi : plus il contemple, moins il vit; plus il accepte de se reconnaitre dans les
images dominantes du besoin, moins il comprend sa propre existence et son propre désir.[13]

Cette citation tirée de La société du spectacle de Guy Debord témoigne bien des implications du
processus d'identification au jeu par les personnages: la projection de leurs fantasmes et de leur quéte
existentielle dans le jeu les a conduit a une perte du référent de la réalité. Les personnages construits
dans le simulacre par la technologie sont complétement déconstruits dans la réalité. Cette constatation
entraine un questionnement sur le statut du spectateur et les processus identificatoires inhérents a la
cinématographie traditionnelle.

Avec eXisTenZ, David Cronenberg redéfinit donc, au-dela de l'influence dévastatrice de la technologie
sur |'étre humain et de lI'obsession de ce dernier a repousser les limites des expériences de la vie, notre
rapport a l'image et conséquemment au cinéma. La représentation doit étre vue maintenant, non pas
dans un rapport référentiel ou dichotomique a la réalité, mais comme quelque chose d'analogique,
d'équivalent. La fagcon dont Cronenberg situe l'image la positionne en quelque sorte comme une
nouvelle possibilité du réel, comme faisant partie intégrante de ce qui peut étre considéré comme réel
et I'englobant définitivement, créant un univers simulé : «Alors que la représentation tente d'absorber la
simulation en l'interprétant comme fausse représentation, la simulation enveloppe tout édifice de la
représentation lui-méme comme simulacre[14].» L'image devient donc, par la magie du cinéma, le réel.
[fin]
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As promised, we present you the follow-up to last month’s “Further Reading” entry on The Passion of the Christ. Offering a
collection of internet reviews/ commentaries on what has become nothing short of an ‘event’ movie, the first edition of “Further
Reading” also pledged to monitor a few high-profile or notable American critics who had not yet responded to the film as of the
publication date of the first “preview” edition of Synoptique. Here are some of the noteworthy findings.

For those interested in tracking the views expressed by various authors on the film from perhaps the world’s most important
daily, check out the New York Times' online “Spotlight,” which provides access to material published in those pages dating back
to March 2003. Beliefnet also amasses a compendium of writings from both scholars and readers of the webzine, publishing
perhaps to the reader’s greatest benefit some in-depth theological debates between biblical experts. As for the critics writing for
other important ‘secular’ publications, Jonathan Rosenbaum of the Chicago Reader writes only a “capsule” review, but uses his
minimal space to blast the film not for the anti-Semitism and homophobia that most critics are charging it with, but for its
“general disgust for humanity.” In his review, Durham Independent Weekly’'s Godfrey Cheshire does what he seems to do best,
provide context, framing his evaluation of Mel’s “retrograde” flick in a discussion of “Harmonia Abrahamica,” Iranologist Henry
Corbin’s term for the continued search for the “essential commonalities shared by Judaism, Christianity and Islam.” However,
one of the peaks of the entire cri