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I COULD START TO SING the praises of  my journey by saying 
that it cost me nothing; and this fact deserves to be pointed out. It means 
that it will straight away be lauded and feted by those of  middling 
wealth; and there is another class of  men with whom it will be even more 
popular, for this same reason that it costs nothing. "And who can they 
be?" Ah, you mean you have to ask? Rich people, of  course! Further-
more, what a grand resource this way of  travelling will be for the sick! 
They won't need to fear the inclemency of  the air and the seasons. As for 
the cowardly, they will be safe from robbers; they will encounter neither 
precipices nor quagmires. Thousands of  people who, before I came along, 
had never dared to travel, and others who hadn't been able to, and yet 
others who'd never even dreamt of  travelling, will be emboldened to do 
so by my example. Would even the most indolent of  men hesitate to set 
off  with me to obtain a pleasure that will cost him neither effort nor 
money? So, buck up then: let's be off! Follow me, all you who, because 
of  some mortification of  love, or a negligent friend, have been keeping to 
your apartments, far from the pettiness and perfidy of  men. Let all the 
unhappy, sick and bored people of  the whole world follow me! Let all 
the lazy arise en masse! And you whose minds are brooding over sinister 
plans to reform your way of  life or retire from it as a result of  some infi-
delity; you who, in some boudoir, have renounced the world for good; you 
amiable anchorites of  an evening, come along too. Take my word for it 
and leave those dark ideas behind; you are wasting time which you could 
be spending enjoying yourselves, and you are not thereby gaining any time 
for wisdom: be so good as to accompany me on my journey; we will travel 
in short marches, laughing all along the way at the travellers who have 
seen Rome and Paris; no obstacle will be able to stop us; and, yielding 
merrily to our imagination, we will follow it wherever it wishes to lead us. 

Xavier de Maistre A Journey around My Room 1794





Observations on the feeling of the beautiful and sublime Immanuel Kant 1788

The Englishman is at the beginning of every acquaintance cold and 
indifferent toward a stranger. He has little inclination toward small 
niceties; by contrast, as soon as he is a friend he is ready to perform 

great services. In society, he makes little effort to be witty, or to display 
a refined demeanor, but he is understanding and resolute. He is a poor 

imitator, does not much ask how others judge, and simply follows his own 
taste. In relation to the woman he does not have the French refinement, 

but shows more respect to her and perhaps takes this too far, as in the 
marital state he commonly concedes an unrestricted authority to his wife. 

He is steadfast, sometimes to the point of being stiff-necked, bold, and 
resolute, often to the point of audacity, and acts according to principles, 

commonly to the point of being headstrong. He easily becomes an eccen- 
tric, not out of vanity, but because he troubles himselflittle about others 
and does not readily do violence to his own taste out of complaisance or 

imitation; for this reason he is rarely as much beloved as the Frenchman, 
but, once he is known, he is commonly more highly esteemed. 

The German has a feeling that is a mixture of that of an Englishman 
and that of a Frenchman, but seems to come closer to the former, and the 

greater similarity with the latter is merely artificial and imitative. He has 
a happy mixture in the feeling of the sublime as well as the beautiful; and 

if he is not equal to an Englishman in the former or to the Frenchman 
in the latter, he surpasses them both in so far as he combines them. He 

displays more complaisance in intercourse than the former, and even ifhe 
does not bring quite as much agreeable liveliness and wit to society as the 

Frenchman, yet he displays there more moderation and understanding. 
In love, as in all other sorts of taste, he is also rather methodical, and since 

he combines the beautiful with the noble, he is in the sentiment of both 
sufficiently cool to occupy his head with considerations of demeanor, of 

splendor, and of appearance.P Hence family, title, and rank are matters 
of great importance to him in civic relationships as well as in love. Far 

more than the previous ones he asks how people might judge him, 





120 the poetics of  space 
their daydreams. Here forms do not suffice to determine 

such affinities. Indeed, the principle of  the daydreams that 
welcome such legends goes beyond experience. For here the 

dreamer has entered into the domain in which convictions 
that originate beyond what we see and touch, are formed. 
If  nests and shells were without significance, their image 

would not be so easily or so imprudently synthesized. With 
eyes closed, and without respect to form and color, the 

dreamer is seized by convictions of  a refuge in which life 
is concentrated, prepared and transformed. Nests and shells 
cannot unite as strongly as this otherwise than by virtue of  

their oneirism. Here an entire branch of  “dream houses” 
finds two remote roots that intermingle in the same way 

that, in human daydreams, everything remote intermingles. 
One hesitates to be too explicit about these daydreams, 

which no memory can either clarify or explain. And if  one 
takes them in the resurgence manifested in the above- 

mentioned texts, one inclines to think that imagination 
antedates memory. 

121 shells 
place image: “Snails build a little house which they carry 
about with them,” so “they are always at home in whatever 
country they travel.” I should not repeat such triviality as 
this if  I had not found it hundreds of  times in various 
writings. And here it was offered for meditation to a knight 
of  sixteen I 
There is also frequent reference to the perfection of  natu- 
ral dwellings. “They are all built on the same plan,” he 
writes (p. 256). “the object of  which is to provide shelter 
for the animal. But what variety in this very simple plan I 
Each one has its own perfections, its own charms and con- 
veniences.” 
Such images as these correspond to a childish, superficial, 
diffuse type of  wonderment. However, a psychology of  the 
imagination must make note of  everything, since the most 
minor interests can prepare the way for major ones. 
There also comes a time when one rejects images that 
are too naive, and disdains those that have become too 
hackneyed. Certainly none is more hackneyed than that of  
the shell-house. It is too simple to be elaborated felicitously 
and too old to be rejuvenated. It says what it has to say 
in a single word. But the fact remains that it is a primal 
image as well as an indestructible one. It belongs in the 
indestructible emporium that deals in cast-offs of  the human 
imagination. 
Folklore is filled with ditties inviting the snail to show 
its horns. Children love to tease it with a blade of  grass to 
make it go back into its shell, and the most unexpected 
comparisons have been made to explain this retreat. Ac- 
cording to one biologist, Ha snail withdraws into its kiosk 
the way a girl who has been teased goes and cries in her 
room.”! 
Images that are too clear-here we have an example- 
become generalities, and for that reason block the imagina- 
tion. We’ve seen, we’ve understood, we’ve spoken. Every- 
thing is settled. So we must find a particular image in order 
to restore life to the general image. Here is one for reviving 
1 Uon Binet, Secrets de la vie des animaux, Essai de phyaiologie 
animale, p. 19, Presses Universitaires de France. 







Jacques Derrida 
Parergon/1978 

[ ... ] One can hardly speak of  an opposition between the beautiful and the 
sublime [in Kant’s Critique]. An opposition could only arise between two 

determinate objects, having their contours, their edges, their finitude. But if  the 
difference between the beautiful and the sublime does not amount to an 

opposition, it is precisely because the presence of  a limit is what gives form to 
the beautiful. The sublime is to be found, for its part, in an ‘object without form’ 
arid the ‘without-limit’ is ‘represented’ in it or 0]1 the occasion of  it, and yet gives 

the totality of  the without-limit to be thought. Thus the beautiful seems to 
present an indeterminate concept of  the understanding, the sublime an 

_ indeterminate concept of  reason. 
From this definition - definition of  the beautiful as definable in its contour 

and of  the sublime de-fined as indefinable for the understanding - you already 
understand that the sublime is encountered in art less easily than the beautiful, 

and more easily in ‘raw nature’. There can be sublime in art if  it is submitted to 
‘the conditions of  an ‘accord with nature’. If  art gives form by limiting, or even by 

framing, there can be a parergon of  the be-autiful, parergon of  the column or 
parergon as column. But there cannot, it seems, be a parergon for the sublime. 

The colossal excludes the parergon. First of  all because it is not a work, an 
etgon. and then because the infinite is presented in it and the infinite cannot be 
bordered. The beautiful, on the contrary, in the finitude of  its formal contours, 

requires the parergonal edging all the more because its limitation is not only 
external: the petetgon, you will remember, is called in by the hollowing of  a 

certain lacunary quality within the work. 
In presenting an indeterminate concept, in one case of  the understanding, in 

the other of  reason, the beautiful and the sublime produce a ‘Wohlgefallen’ 
which is often translated by ‘satisfaction’, and which I have suggested 

transposing into ‘pleasing-oneself-in’ for reasons already given and also to avoid 
the saturation of  the ‘enough’ which does not fit. In the case of  the beautiful, the 

‘pleasing-oneself-in’ is ‘linked’ to quality, in the case of  the sublime, to quantity. 

be all the more sublime for that. The measure of  the sublime has the measure 
of  this unmeasure, of  this violent incommensurability. Still under the title of  
the counter and of  contrary violence, paragraph 27 speaks of  an emotion 
which, especially in its beginning [debut], can be compared to a shock 
iEtscbiittetungy; to a tremor or a shaking due to the rapid alternation or even 
to the simultaneity of  an attraction and a repulsion (Anziehen/Abstossen). 
Attraction/repulsion of  the same object. Double bind. There is an excess here, 
a surplus, a superabundance (Uberschwenglich) which opens an abyss 
(Abgrund). The imagination is afraid of  losing itself  in this abyss, and we step 
back. The abyss - the concept of  which, like that of  the bridge, organized the 
architectonic considerations - would be the privileged presentation of  the 
sublime. The example of  the ocean does not come fortuitously in the last 
'General Remark on the Exposition of  Reflective Aesthetic Judgement', not the 
ocean as the object of  teleological judgements but the ocean of  the poets, the 
spectacular ocean, limpid 'mirror of  water' limited by the sky when it is calm, 
'abyss threatening to swallow everything' when it unleashes itself. This 
spectacle is sublime. This same 'Remark' distinguishes the 'without-interest' 
(ohne aJJes Interesse) proper to the experience of  the beautiful, from the 
'counterinterest' which opens up the experience of  the sublime. 'That is 
sublime which pleases immediately by its opposition (Widerstand) to the 
interest of  the senses.' 
The 'pleasing-oneself-in' of  the sublime is purely or merely negative (nur 
negativ) to the extent that it suspends play and elevates to seriousness. In that 
measure it constitutes an occupation related to the moral law. It has an essential 
relation to morality (Sittfichkeit), which presupposes also violence done to the 
senses. But the violence is here done by the imagination, not by reason. The 
imagination turns this violence against itself, it mutilates itself, ties itself, binds 
itself, sacrifices itself  and conceals itself, gashes itself  [s'entaiIlej and robs itself. 
This is the place where the notion of  sacrifice operates thematically inside the 
third Critique - and we've been constantly on its tracks. But this mutilating and 
sacrificial violence organizes the expropriation within a calculation; and the 
exchange which ensues is precisely the law of  the sublime as much as the 
sublimity of  the law. The imagination gains by what it loses. It gains by losing. 
The imagination organizes the theft (Beraubung) of  its own freedom, it lets itself  
be commanded by a law other than that of  the empirical use which determines 
it with a view to an end. But by this violent renunciation, it gains in extension 
(Erweitemng) and in power (Macht). This potency is greater than what it 
sacrifices, and although the foundation remains hidden from it, the imagination 
has the feeling of  sacrifice and theft at the same time as that of  the cause 









But after this holiday of  the imagination we shall have to return to reali-
ty, in order to speak of  daydreams that accoimpany household 

actvities. For they keep vigilant watch over the house, 
they link its immediate past to its immedi-

ate future, they are what maintains 
it in the sevcurity of  

being.







Traffic suffocating. Air outside stinks. Rattling by 
every 10 minutes to the Yacht Club and marshes 
dead end. I have it on video. 





















Observations on the feeling of the beautiful and sub-
lime  Immanuel Kant

The virtue of the woman is a beautiful virtue.” That of the 
male  sex ought to be a noble virtue. Women will avoid 
evil not because it is unjust but because it is ugly, and 
for them virtuous actions mean those that are ethi-
cally beautiful. Nothing of ought, nothing of must, 
nothing of  obligation. To a woman anything by way 
of orders and sullen compulsion is insufferable. They 
do something only because they love to, and the art lies 
in making sure that they love only what is good. It is 
difficult  for me to believe that the fair sex is capable 
of principles, and I hope not to give offense by this, for 
these are also extremely rare among the 
male sex. In place of these, however, providence has 
implanted goodly and benevolent sentiments in their 
bosom, a fine feeling for propriety and a complaisant 
soul. But do not demand sacrifices and magnanimous 
self-compulsion. A man should never tell his wife if he risks 
part of his fortune for the sake of a friend. Why should he fetter 
her cheerful talkativeness by burdening her mind with an important 
secret that he alone is obliged to keep? Even many of her weaknesses are 
so to speak  beautiful faults. Injury or misfortune move her tender soul to 
sadness. _\ man must never weep other than magnanimous tears. Any that he 
sheds in pain or over reversals of fortune make him contemptible. The vanity for which 
one so frequently reproaches the fair sex, if it is indeed a fault in her, is only a beautiful 
fault. For even leaving aside that the 
men who so gladly flatter woman would do badly if she were not inclined to take it well, she actually 
enlivens her charms by it. This inclination is an impulse to make herself agreeable and to show her good 
demeanor, to let her cheerful wit play, also to glisten with the changing inventions 
of her dress, and to elevate her beauty. In this there is nothing that is at all injurious to others, but rather, if it is 
done with good taste, there is so much refinement that it would be quite inappropriate to scold it with peevish criticism. 
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