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“O my love.”  “Owe my love.”  “My love I owe.”
Write so that this comes back.
Basically; basically, a connection, a relationship; to 

try to speak of what writing, that is, what poetry, means (I 
can hardly brag that I have accumulated enough experience 
of genres other than poetry to dare to speak in a way that 
would enable me to see more clearly into them, if only for 
myself alone), is to try to speak of what love means.  No 
more, no less.  To cut to the chase (and the chase is indeed 
of the essence, in any writing activity, I think, or at least in 
view of what I have learned), to speak of poetry is to speak 
of love.  Both marching forward.  Into the unknown.  Both:  
forms of speech.  Both:  love and poetry, equally.  But such 
forwardness, so desirable!  Such forwardness, so rooted in 
oneself!  So necessary!  So inescapable!  Such forwardness:  
true forwardness.

Of an activity shot through and through with the 
prospect of return.  As if it depended on it—but why “as 
if”?  It depends on it.  As I sat down yesterday morning at 
my keyboard, on a swivel chair which may have been known 
previously as a “chair” but I now have trouble thinking of as 
a seat, given its advanced state of wear, so did I sit down this 
morning at my keyboard, having organized my existence, 
little by little, for a long time, perhaps since I have been 
able to organize it, this existence, to this mode of being that 
tends toward what matters to me.  This mode that tends 
toward what matters.  I don’t only write from this precise 
location, in Paris, France.  I mostly write from this location.  
Thus, it organizes me.  I have already said (several times, ver-
bally) and say it here once more:  writing is a perspective, a 
reading as much as a scripturary activity—I write ceaselessly;  
here is the wisdom I may be proud to have achieved:  I write 
ceaselessly, in so far as I have been able to learn to let myself 
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be written, too:  a (scripturary) activity with which to feel 
so much better, from which there is such better life that it is 
impossible, beyond a certain level (I wrote “a certain revel,” 
which isn’t that off the mark, either) of exposure no doubt, 
to do without for even a fraction of a second.  Happy he 
who writes!  Happy!  He has gained access to eternity (his 
own;  which isn’t bad, considering).

Yes, a long, long road to open up, little by little, to 
writing;  to what occurs;  to what I don’t master;  or not 
only;  yes:  a long, long road, the trace of which is called 
love.

Just as I am back in Paris, France, after long years 
spent elsewhere, thus am I back in Paris, France, as I sit on 
this swivel chair I now have trouble thinking of as a seat, in 
the moment of writing.  Sometimes, I surprise myself fin-
ding such pleasure—such pleasure, always—in this position 
I have occupied as much as it occupies me, I believe (the 
advanced state of wear of this chair has something to do 
with that;  ah!  To see in it my own state of wear!  However 
disused it may appear;  a locus for reverie, yet).  Pleasure 
and/or need.  Today, as I search (resume the search) for this 
chapter or part title, “O my love,” found, convened, and 
today, each time a reboot, each time a reminder, in all and 
in part, and not just any part as it’s the first, as I place a par-
ticular phrase under the sign of return, whatever that return, 
whatever that return may mean here, I am always surprised.  
Today:  a time for exaltation.  For deployment.  I learn that 
in which I firmly believe, that writing not only keeps me 
alive, me, Christophe Lamiot or Christophe Lamiot Enos or 
David Enos or any other heteronym that may occur to me 
(that will occur to me) to put forward, but also the world, 
this world, our world, world in all and in its parts.

Connection.  Relationship.  Poetry is a connection 
and a relationship.
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Speaks of this connection.
Speaks of this relationship. 
Yes, I experience something as I write.  It requires 

this book.  What I want to speak of here, in these pages that 
the reader is holding in her/his hands, presently, is precisely 
the life of writing—Most exactly:  life as shot through with 
writing;  within which writing (in the strict sense) mani-
fests, impels one to acknowledge it first, identify it, cajole 
it perhaps, truly welcome it, give it a place of importance, 
accept it, second it, love it.  Finally.

No writing (of the sort that interests me) without 
life.

And a sizable dose of life (or death;  which ultimately 
amounts to the same).

Yes, writing is a reconsideration:  reconsideration of 
experience.  It may be something else, assuredly (I imme-
diately think of a reconsideration of itself, which refers to 
an experience of writing).  However, in so far it concerns 
me, the deepest depths of myself, as I have experienced it, 
it is back;  reconsiders;  looks back on;  corresponds to a 
second chance, so to speak;  a second run, a review.  Step 
by step, backward, or forward, just as good!  In either case, 
experience of writing or writing of experience (which would 
not be, or would not only be, of writing), it projects itself on 
a past (in relation to itself), to advance (to propose) a report 
(tell its relationship).  It moves forward (or promises to move 
forward) with this report (with this relationship).  There is 
nothing here that is not very simple;  but the simplest things 
are not necessarily those easiest to convey to language (the 
most gregarious is what is easiest to convey to language, that 
which is most commonly expressed, therefore;  that which 
explains itself, quite naturally, quite simply;  no complex 
plot here, nothing incredibly elaborate;  but surprising, yes, 
always, as it could always be different, no?)
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To reconsider:  to slow down. 
To slow down:  to give yourself time to love.
To reconsider:  to give yourself time to love.
Broadly speaking, reconsideration gives the impres-

sion of pausing, of making a detour from a trajectory (which, 
as a loop, would end up turning on itself, like Thomson 
and Thompson in their Jeep in the desert), whereas it proves 
liberating and fruitful.

Is it not true that love holds this world, our world, 
world?  Of course, I who have cold legs often, sitting here, 
who need blankets or rugs to feel less ailing, even in summer 
(except during the occasional heatwave)—or more comfor-
tably installed in the type of ailment known as “disability,” 
also, very precisely, that is, the decay previously men- 
tioned—, it is not a matter of indifference to me that the 
world turns on a blanket, too, a rug, too.  I do not believe I 
am being childlike in so saying, in the sense of childish (who 
has not grown as he should, but in another, purely physical 
sense;  due to paralysis of the right side), but “infantine,” 
rather, should I venture to say, since I needs must use an 
archaic word for this truth conveyed by children by virtue of 
the position of the infant in her/his preverbal surroundings 
—A position with which I converge (or rather, from which I 
don’t diverge;  have not quite diverged;  to lose a few memo-
ries (I am touched with amnesia) is also to gain the ability 
to access others, after all;  “after all,” the phrase speaks, the 
phrase speaks to me;  speaks to us).  To converge with the 
infant (infantine) experience:  writing as it speaks to me;  
a work that matters to me.  A goal I can clarify and make 
mine, without dishonest compromise.

If I have long wondered which came first, of language 
or the world, it is obvious that there is a question;  the per- 
spective according to which language brings about the world, 
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impels it, conforms it;  the one which in my view has been 
in force in academic circles for, let’s say, thirty years at least, 
which first showed its face with structuralisms of all kinds, 
hung on by means of theoretical terrorisms, with regard to 
literature, with regard to psychiatry (assuming I understand 
any of it), with regard to linguistics, with regard to the so- 
called social sciences in general, including history in particu-
lar and absolutely (history spoken by historians), this specific 
vision that appears dominant, it appears to me, however, 
now, today, after weighing and measuring, enduring, and 
perhaps even supporting (albeit always with caution) cer-
tain seductive powers, yes, such a perspective is difficult to 
sustain these days—In a world in which, to keep it short, 
humankind is threatening the world and, increasingly, some 
priority to be given to our earth, animals, air, water, fire, 
plants, the unknown, immensities that consequently appear 
more than welcome, necessary and urgently in that human 
beings are finding themselves, well, yes, dispossessed, with 
no perfect recourse, are losing a number of commands, are 
letting go of megalomania and feelings of superiority, in 
short can hope from it a form of salvation.

Long live humility.
No, we should not keep to vague discourse.  No.
But in their waters, in those unceasing waters, how to 

find a way?  Where to keep heading?  When to press ahead?  
When to let go?

The land of France, in this month of June 2018, is 
struggling with an unprecedented (for 30 years) strike at the 
national railway company.  The railway workers are engag- 
ing in a trial of strength with the government.  A law has 
just been passed.  The railway workers’ unions intend to 
strike against this law.  That is the situation.  Yes, but how 
not to emphasize that the true struggle (far harsher, with 
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far more terrifying issues at stake) centres on the fact that 
railways pollute less?  How not to suggest, even, that, quite 
simply, a reduction in transport activity, as imposed de facto 
by the strike, would not be ideal?  That which we seek?  The 
unconscious expression of what haunts us all?

Thank you, strikers!
A reduction in pollution-generating activities:  there’s 

poetry.
A reduction in pollution-generating activities:  what 

poetry points to;  what it is working for.  Working for life.  
Working for us.  For our lives.

Ah, it’s not easy, is poetry.  Ah, not easy, anything 
but, is writing.

Ah, not easy to love!  But simple.
Not easy, but simple (a simple, being also a plant 

with therapeutic properties, a remedy).
Thank you my chair (or what is left of it that lets 

me sit in it nevertheless)!  Thank you for enabling the 
numbness required for work;  a state without which work 
would doubtless become a chore, the dry implementation 
of directives, bearing no relation to the detail, that is, the 
life, all around;  thank you.  Here I am, almost recumbent, 
almost horizontal, so slumped that I can hardly say that I am 
really sitting, still.  You bear me where I am, thank you (in a 
slump).  What a fine pair we make!

To write:  to talk to oneself.  To write:  to identify 
one’s alter egos in order to talk to oneself.

Thank you to the writing community, also;  thank 
you to those who hold it;  who hold or held me;  who have 
clarified me, rebooted my quest, my determination, at times 
when other paths were apparent (other paths are always appar- 
ent;  the problem is withstanding their call;  but does one  
withstand it?  Ultimately, I feel I didn’t choose anything, 
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really;  but that I never let go of anything that seemed essen-
tial to me (as far as I’m concerned).  Yes, to love is to agree 
to put one’s concerns behind those of another (or those 
with higher rank or greater importance).  But no prostitut- 
ing oneself!  To love poetry:  to embrace poetry.  Place the 
requirements of poetry (if they should indeed be called 
“requirements”) ahead of the others.  Similarly, thank you 
readers!  Thank you publishers!  No point in listing names 
(for the time being;  their turn will come, hereunder).  No 
point in citing everyone specifically (although their turn 
will come, yes, for sure).  They will recognize themselves.  
“Thank you to ourselves!”  It’s that I have become (or once 
more become, rather) a reader.  That I have become (once 
more become?) a series editor (poetry, of course).  Work 
without monetary compensation.  None.  Work for free.  
Not even for the glory of the thing (it has none);  not even 
for recognition (it has none either;  I suppose there is no 
time for that).  After my automobile accident in 1980, I 
once more became a reader.  Returned to consciousness.  To 
reading.  To writing.  In the labyrinth of perspectives.  The 
ocean of new books.  Universe upon universe.  Under the 
eyes.  Under the eyes of readers.  Thus we walk on, along the 
same path, at different speeds of course and which it seems 
are difficult to compare.  If my blanket, my rug help uphold 
this world and even simply hold it, several blankets, several 
rugs and other bits of fabric will never come amiss.

“O my love:”  The most lyrical speech of all.
“O my love:”  Beware of waxing sentimental.
“O my love:”  I conceive such wording, which consti-

tutes a knowledge that I achieve at this very moment, able 
better to identify it further to several intuitions of it, as in the 
secrecy of what we together stand for—From which we stand 
together.  There’s a good title!  Reader, enter this building 
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(this book our work), above the door of which can be read 
the inscription “From which we stand together.”  Lyricism 
for a structure.  A “From which we stand together” that is 
“From which we stand together:”  “O my love.”

I stand by it.
I come to a stand.
We come to a stand.
From which we stand.
As I come to a stand, we come to a stand.
Perhaps I am of a more dramatic constitution that I 

would like to admit?
Dramatic?  Exalted?  Drama and exaltation:  the for-

mula of passion?
For many years, I dreamed of a land from which 

human beings had seemingly disappeared, yet my dream 
continued to manifest them, perhaps—the nightmare conti-
nued with wanderings amid ruins.  Where was I?  Who was 
I then?  What was the meaning of this walking among ruins 
and remains of buildings that were beginning to be covered 
with vegetation that soon became threatening, merciless and 
soon uncontainable?  Surely:  that we forget how much we 
stand for each other, how much we depend on each other.  
We are quick to minimize (to the point of erasing from our 
consciousness) our degree of interdependence.  But there is 
more that I want to say, and in “O my love” there is some of 
that, a little—but not only that.

This or that dream or serial dream that came back 
to me recently to speak to you, Elisa (my daughter) of the 
way from which we stand together, precisely (and there I 
am slumped on what remains of a chair;  yes, a wreck of a 
kind;  yes;  but so matched to my slump;  so much myself in 
decay).  From which we stand together each for the other.  
Of course, it matters considerably to me, that is, that I care 
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very very much about transmission by writing, from per-
son to person, from generation to generation, to the point 
that I cannot even conceive any text whatsoever without 
the presence of the child or human being to come, in the 
potential address, perhaps only dreamed in one’s innermost 
being, but so precious, so redeeming, if only in desire, the 
address which, volens nolens, matches a book.  A strategy 
for survival of the species, writing is that too, I realize.  In 
the concentration camps, of which those of the Nazis’ “Final 
Solution” in the 20th  century are unfortunately only the 
most infamous template among others, amid the scandal of 
inhumanity and injustice become commonplaces, have not 
notebooks, writings, poems by victims, deportees, martyrs, 
torture victims, been found?  Is not all note-taking still a 
sign of hope?  To write.  To write with such determination, 
is that not a sign of a function, not only personal (com-
mensurate with a particular person), but just as collective, 
of writing?  “I take a stand” together with “From which we 
stand”.  Together.

Here writing:  relation to the whole. 
Here are the inescapable politics of writing;  From 

which we stand together.
“O my love:”  who is this “love”?  Another.  That 

there is another.  That there is otherness.  Not only myself.  
But otherness.  Not only my writings.  But those of others.  
Not only I who read and reread myself;  but others, whom I 
can read, as much as they, in turn, can glance through these 
lines, for instance.  That here we are, all of us, mingled with 
paper and writings;  mingled with words and echoes.  “O 
my love.”

To write poetry after Auschwitz can only be to 
engage in a pointless practice, if by “poetry” you mean 
“poetic” poetry—not, on the contrary, if a particular poetry 
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draws its strength from the very roots of note-taking, from 
that which impels one to share testimony in writing;  to an 
“O my love” which I need to say now, more positively, if I 
can avoid failing to do so. 

At this point, a dream I had on the morning of 
Wednesday 28  May 2014 suggests itself to my attention.  
Indeed, it seems to me, regularly, that my oneiric activity 
enables me to express what otherwise would remain unsaid.  
An Image rises (“it Imagerises?”  “It:  for Imageries?”), 
from which I can reconstitute, if not the whole, at least a 
meaningful fragment of the latter:  I stand in the aisle of 
a department store, near a staircase which takes one up or 
down, enabling one to go from one floor to the next, in a 
place where I have been able to install a mattress on the 
floor, which I consider to be mine since I have just, next 
to one of the corners, like a nightstand of sorts, deposited 
a postal parcel of books—an opened parcel, but placed in 
such a manner that the wrapping (brown paper) conceals 
what is inside, so that in consequence its contents can hardly 
be coveted (no suggestion of solid, ordinary food or bever- 
ages;  nor of substances declared to be illegal and which 
directly, easily exhilarate).  No one other than myself in 
this store that I can see for the time being.  In my dream, 
nothing that gives the writer an apparently exceptional sta-
tus (the writer as one who prepares or receives a “postal 
parcel of books,” rather;  someone in the way of a “postal 
parcel of books” and who watches over it).  I go up and 
down.  Have at my disposal a makeshift arrangement (not 
even a desk).  Have a strong connection to the homeless.  
How to understand that such a situation is wanted, wished 
for, even ardently sought after?  First of all, it is set in a 
“department store” (at this point, I need to emphasize the 
extent to which department stores are not, in general and to 
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me, pleasant places).  To stand like a homeless person in a 
department store:  immediately, this is what I like, though;  
here is something in which can be understood, with cer-
tainty, the attitude I acknowledge in those who work on 
themselves with writing;  for instance, pay little attention to 
their clothes;  prefer a “parcel of books” to a pair of shoes 
or this or that garment that is fashionable or now on the 
ready-to-wear market;  this is the world in which writers 
find their place, frequently against their will (the world of 
department stores in the West;  mercantile activities;  where 
things and appearances hold sway or at least appear to hold 
sway);  but she/he, the writer, something in the margin (not 
in the display cases, not;  not on the shelves;  not given 
pride of place here or there at the end of some aisle or other) 
requires her/him, something that cannot be quantified, or 
accurately quantified, or can be quantified only with diffi-
culty, either something in a relationship, that connects one 
person, or persons, with another, or with others, something 
that creates a connection, beyond distances, differences;  
with a taste for letters sent and letters received;  missives and 
scripts, yes;  something that takes shape over a long time and 
with prolonged effort;  that is the writer—I don’t feel that 
today he is on good terms with the society in which he lives 
(in the absolute or in the details);  it does not suit him, he 
is there as a surplus, perhaps as a mere passer-by, certainly 
as a ferryman.

Yes, a writer inhabits a store or society like a ghost:  
sees only herself/himself in the dream;  she/he keeps watch;  
she/he guards the building, in a sense.

To write is to keep watch (among other things, but 
above all) on the memory of humankind.

To write:  to not forget the Nazi concentration 
camps.
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