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Editorial

You have before you the first issue of ‘Aporia’, the periodical magazine of
Détournement, the Literary Society at IACS. Make yourself comfortable and prepare to
take in the words penned by your peers from across the institute.

Who are we? — We, as 21* Century people, would like to think that we have all the
answers. The irresistible, irreversible spread of information across networks which span
the globe have kept us wrapped in the warm blanket of familiarity. We live in the best of
all worlds, we know that whatever we want is only a few keystrokes and clicks away.
Drowning in information and starved of meaning, ‘Aporia’ suggests an honest inquiry
into this human condition, finding the precious dots... in verbose abyss, wherein to
critically reflect.

For are we not increasingly confronted by the fact that whatever we know to be true
today may well be wrong?

As people engaged in the study of nature, the prospect of being wrong is something we
engage with on a day to day level. It might even be argued that a revulsion to error would
lead the scientific project to come to a standstill. The warm blankets of familiarity more
often than not turn out to be fetters of the mind. To quote Noam Chomsky, “Willingness
to be puzzled by what seem to be obvious truths is the first step towards gaining
understanding of how the world works.”

Our task at Détournement is to be puzzled, to ask why and then ask why again. We are
aiming to create a space for in-depth conversations and exchange of ideas through an
engagement with the written word. We believe that such a space is necessary because the
thoughts that we all have often scatter and tear away from us before they acquire any
structure — we are working towards building an environment which allows that structure
to develop through dialogue and criticism.

Part of that very endeavour, ‘Aporia’ invites all kinds of literary work, prose, poetry,
essays and critical reviews from the wider community of IACS. We shall also summarise
some of the discussions that we have been having in our meetings.

We are very grateful to all our peers who have contributed their writings and made this
first issue possible. To you, dear reader, we hope you’ve found a comfortable place to sit
and think, as you flip through these pages. May these words spark a thousand detours,
and may a thousand arguments ensue!

Happy Reading!

We invite comments and letters to the editor. Please write to us at detournement.iacs@gmail.com
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“Caught In Itself”’
Swagato Saha

O' words I was told are treasures to behold,
Whence wise we wake to the blood that flows,
In sour guts, in sore limbs - o' wonders we wreathe!
No more'd rage stars, no less'd flesh breathe.

Yet what troubles belie my utterance vain?
To those I court in sincere exchange;
And silence that veils the earful array,
Seems never quite to sense that all I say.

Shall I fear for lore that stood so fragile,
On phony discerns all this weary while?
Or to weep for pages that perish unfound?
Dismissed by whims whilst jeers abound...

O' words of the world dispersed thou be -
And I paint figures inane!
That tangle as nails on defiant strings,
While wisdom's buried in chains.
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AIBOHPHOBIA

Krittika Biswas

It’s not easy being alive. But it’s not any easier being dead either. Now you are going to
argue what would I know!

Well let me tell you, after being dead for over a decade, you grow tired of being
dead. You are not going to know in which step of the corporate ladder in afterlife you’ll
end up when you’re slitting your wrist. Or once you’re in front of the main gate, whether
a scammer will pick you up and send you to a shady place down-town to become a
therapist for the newcomers! That bastard told me I was gonna collect some good merits
by doing voluntary work and it’d push me up to the top in the list of becoming a
permanent office staff at the Headquarters cause his fifth cousin was the chaperone of the
right hand man of archangel Michael. You know, not getting a permanent job was what
sent me to the afterlife in the first place.. so you tell me, would you have given up on
such a golden offer??

If you are saying yes, you are lying. Also, right after you die, your head feels
fuzzy like you’re on crack and trust me, I’m not stupid. I take pride in the fact that I am
the best scammer in this business now. Would I be able to do that in just ten years if I was
stupid?

Okay, who am I kidding, it was a stupid thing to do. I’m stuck in here while the other guy
I came through the door with became a cupid last week. Granted being a Cupid is not
even that cool and they are the most traumatized kind among angels, but still, it’s a
permanent post with retirement benefits. He’ll work for a few millennia and then collect
his merits to go take a vacation somewhere or something... [ don’t exactly understand
how this thing works actually. Bottom line is that it’s a permanent job and my parents
will be disappointed again if they come up here and see me doing this.

In fact, it’s weird how they were not here already. Ten years worth of time should
roughly be around a hundred years on earth. No... they definitely should have been here
already... and the scammer guy told me he’d send all the traumatized ones my way!

Don’t judge my judgment cause I’'m trusting the scammer guy. He’s the only one I know
around here really. And he’s the only one I remember...

Wait. Why is he the only one I remember?

Oh hold on a second, I think I have a customer coming in — ah sorry, it’s no one. The door
knobs need some fixing, you see? It’s been too long.

So like I was saying, It’s not easy being alive. But it’s not any easier being dead either.
Now you’re going to argue what would I know!

Well let me tell you, ....
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Unspoken
Pranjal Sengupta

Somehow, I always knew that it was a bad idea, that it was never meant to last.

I was in the 9th grade back then. Every year, our class was divided into several sections
using a process more complicated than YouTube’s algorithm. Anyways, I was in Class
OE. I had studied with almost all of the other students at least once during my last eleven
years in this school. Rishika was no different. We were in the same section back in the
5th grade. She was quite a pretty girl, and didn’t talk much, or at least that were the vibes
I got from her; I never had a single conversation with her before. And this trend
continued for the first two months of that year. I mean of course, I had to have
“conversations” with her since she was the Prefect of our class and I used to organise

various events at our school. But she was more like a classmate rather than a friend.

In the month of April, we had our Mock Parliament sessions. Everyone was busy
lobbying and sweet-talking to each other to join their “parties”. At that time, it was quite
known that she had been spending her time with one of my classmates, Rahul. Rahul was
a fitness freak and it was not surprising that most of the girls of our school including our
juniors had a crush on him. He was also the White House Captain. Rahul and Rishika
always used to stay together but in the Mock Parliament sessions, Rahul in spite of being
in a neutral party chose to support the party against the one in which Rishika was
assigned. I, on the other hand, supported Rishika’s party, not because of the fact that she
asked me nicely, but because I really supported the stance taken by the party on the
particular topic of the debate.

Rishika and I started playing badminton together; and I would say we made quite a nice

team. Things were nice. She and I became friends.

That year, our school was participating in an Inter-school Cultural Event that was
supposed to take place in Kolkata. I was there as a vocalist and she was there too,

participating in the accompanying dance performance, albeit not known to me back then.
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Two days before the program, we had a stage rehearsal at the auditorium in our school.
The moment I saw her entering the auditorium, it was like the entire place lit up. She was
the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. I was so stunned by her beauty that I just kept
looking at her. When the rehearsals were over, I was standing outside with some of my
friends, and when she got out, looked at me and waved her hand, I was again too dazzled
to wave back. Don’t get me wrong I didn’t quite fall in love, but she definitely occupied a

bit more part of my mind now than she previously did.

Then came 2020 and the infamous lockdown started. She had changed quite a bit after a
bad breakup with Rahul. She became quieter and more shy. I came to know this only
because one of her friends informed me that she had stopped talking with everyone, as we
regularly used to have video chats and she seemed excited every time we talked. I didn’t
ask her anything as I felt that she would talk to me about it only if and when she was

ready and I didn’t want to push it.

A year passed and we were in the 11th grade. Our schools opened for a short while and
we again had a cultural programme. Rahul and Rishika both participated as vocalists
along with me. But Rishika seemed to have moved on from Rahul and we all managed to
make the programme a success. By that time, it also became known that Rahul and

Srijita, another girl from our school, were in a relationship for quite some time.

During that year, we grew even closer. We used to sit together everyday at school, talk
almost everyday and study together. We even joined the same tuition classes in the last

two years of our school.

“You’re coming to school on Saraswati Puja, right?” she said. We spent the day together,

walking to a nearby shopping mall and just roaming there and the song ‘Nothing’s Gonna
Change My Love for You’ was playing there in the background. If you ask me when was

the exact moment I developed my feelings for her, I probably wouldn’t be able to give

you an answer. It was as though we grew closer and closer with every passing day.
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One day, while returning from a tuition class, we were to cross a road. After I
subconsciously extended my hands, she held them tightly as we crossed the road. I didn’t

want that moment to end. I didn’t want to let go.

Everything was nice for a while. Although we weren’t in a relationship in the sense
everybody thinks of that word, we were clearly not ‘just friends’ any more. But alas!

Everything comes to an end, and so do the good times.

It was just a normal day for us, chatting and laughing together. After the first period, our
class teacher called me out of the class while leaving. I followed her to some distance
outside our classroom where she said to me, “I know you are a very good student and a
better person, that’s why I am telling you this. There’s been some rumours about you and
Rishika. I know that you are very good friends. But you should be a bit careful as people

like to tarnish the name of the nice ones.”

I felt my entire face becoming warm. I held back some tears too and said, “Sure, Ma’am,
thank you for letting me know about this.” I smiled and left. I couldn’t speak to Rishika
for the day and only answered in ‘yes’ or ‘no’ to her “Hey, are you alright?”” After [ came
back home, I told her the entire conversation I had with our teacher. She didn’t seem to
react much. But this was the first time in months that she cut our conversation short and

said, “Hey, I have some other things to attend to... Talk to you later?”

The next morning, it was evident from her face that she had cried... a lot. She took a
glance at me, smiled slowly which immediately faded, and went to the last bench when |
was seated at the first bench. I couldn’t quite understand why the both of us were so
upset. We were still in the same class and could talk to each other at all times outside
school. Was it maybe because she thought I considered her just as a “good friend” when I
told her what our class teacher thought of our relationship? However, there was no

denying that she was sad for quite a number of days.

Some months passed during which our video chats and even talking in general became

less frequent. Although we used to go to the same tuition classes, she didn’t sit beside me
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anymore. We grew distant. I came to know from one of my other classmates that she
became a part of a friends’ group they created which included Rahul. They always used
to sit at the last bench of our class and sometimes go on nearby trips together. Sometimes
I could hear Rishika’s laugh coming from the last bench and I would be reminded of the

days when we used to talk everyday.

A month before our Class 12 exam, she called me up and asked me whether we could
study for the exams together. At school she was with her friends’ group, and even though
she was at most 5 feet away from me in the tuition classes, it felt like we weren’t even in
the same room. But in the evenings, we used to discuss concepts and for a week I even

helped her revise an entire topic after revising it myself in the mornings.

We took our Board Examination and our long holiday started. We gave different exams
and got admission to different universities. We had a few phone call conversations during

that time, but it was nothing like before.

Some months passed. My first semester was over while her exams hadn’t even started
yet. Her friends' group planned a meet and they invited me. With each passing day |

longed for the day of the meet more and more, until the day finally came.

We played many games and enjoyed a lot. But when we were all leaving, my heart started
to become heavy. She and I got on the same autorickshaw. It was winter and I asked her if
she was feeling cold due to the wind. She nodded. So I covered her ear with my hand and
asked if it was alright. She nodded again. Although she was very active during the entire
day, she didn’t speak a single word then. Suddenly she spoke to me, “I’m leaving.” |
didn’t understand. Leaving what? “I’m going to Pune next week.” But she was already
studying in Kolkata. “I got an offer letter from a good college there. Moreover, I can’t
keep studying here. It’s too much for me.” I didn’t know what to say. My heart grew
heavier and the heart-beats were becoming faster. [ was almost ready to tell her about
how I felt about her.
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We got off and crossed the road. She kept her hands inside the pockets of her jacket the
entire time. We were waiting for her bus as I could feel the water ready to drop from my
eyes. I had to tell her. She turned to me, “There’s my bus... Alright then... Goodbye...
Take care.” I couldn’t speak lest she should see the tears. I just nodded as she left. |
realised that this was my last chance if I ever wanted to say anything. But it was too late.
The bus had already left and she was gone. There I stood in the middle of the road,
knowing I had just lost her for good. I turned back and took a bus to go back home. I
couldn’t think of anything else. I somehow climbed up the stairs and broke into tears as
soon as [ stepped inside my house. I still didn’t know why I had lost her in the first place

a year back. But somehow, maybe I always knew that it was never meant to last.
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Smiles, Souls, and Flags
Arjo Dasgupta

“We are here to help you be your own best version!” - The bright eyes on the faces look
down from the brightly-coloured posters on the wall of the Motivation and Self-Actualisation
Center. The eyes can see through to the soft underbelly of my guilt, they seem vaguely
attracted to the little guilt [ haven't rid myself of. I look away.

“You'll need to keep coming back a few times before you get your appointment, I'm afraid.”
Despite the smiley-faced t-shirt, the attendant manages to look officious, much to my relief.
“We're terribly short-staffed”, she goes on, “What with all the cuts...”

“I'm not here by choice you know...”, I offer, but she glares back, “You think I am!? They
sent me here for two months of training. It's been two years and all I do is smile at people
and tell them to love themselves.”

The floor is paved in neatly cut tiles. My feet trace out a pleasant little pattern while keeping
my gait smooth and rhythmic. I go on in this way, until I notice I have been getting some odd
stares. Better not attract too much attention. It has been a month since it was first brought to
my notice that [ wasn’t being myself. It started with the friendly, and doubtless
well-meaning, pats on the back - “Get away from it all for a while”, “Well at least you’ve got
yourself by your side.”, “Come now, be a man for once!”, “Gosh, you look like a ghost!”

Matters came to a head when I didn’t take part in the celebrations of the resurgence. This was
a moment above politics, they told me, a moment that was supposed to bring about an
authentic response of happiness, a springing up of joy in my authentic soul. It didn’t, and
there you have it — to the Motivation and Self-Actualisation Center I was sent.

Quite a damning accusation, not being oneself. “Above all to thine own self be true”, |
thought to myself. It’s quite compelling, almost a tautology, yet not quite... Suddenly I

caught myself humming an old familiar strain:

“Alle Menschen werden Briider
Wo dein sanfter Fliigel weilt.”
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In a language that was not mine, I felt myself melting away, I felt my self melting away. I
was nothing but the music that reaches my ears, the words on pages and the images on
screens, the people I have loved and those I continue to love. And those people are so
many other things. So many other things, but not themselves.

*All men become brothers, where your gentle wing flutters. (- Schiller/Beethoven, Ode to Joy)
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My Testimony to Music
Kanad Bhaumik

“The hills are alive with the sound of music,
With songs they have sung for a thousand years.
The hills fill my heart with the sound of music,
My heart wants to sing ev’ry song it hears.”

Oscar Hammerstein 11

Many years ago, on March 20, 2016, I wrote an essay on my views on music. [ have
always been a deeply devout and religious person especially when it comes to music, so
be forewarned of my unapologetically divine stance. The essay went as follows:

“Truly, it would be very difficult to suggest a definition for music. It is only that which
cannot be expressed otherwise that is worth expressing in music. There are many forms
of music. But which is worthy enough to be expressed as good music is that which
‘penetrates the ear with facility and quits the memory with difficulty.’

The whole problem can be stated simply by asking, ‘Is there a meaning to
music?’ My answer to that would be ‘Yes.” And ‘Can you state in so many words what
the meaning is?” My answer to that would be, ‘No.’

So, what is probably the origin of music, the inner soul, mind and body; the
musical instruments made by us, the humans; or is it something else? The fact is that
music has been ruling the world since the beginning of the universe, or even probably
before that. I wonder, is music just the right notes played at the right time on musical
instruments to produce a special effect of unity or continuity, or is it simply the way that
the life goes on? The song of the birds, chirping of crickets, hissing of snakes, the rustling
of leaves when a breeze blows past them; are they too not the forms of music that mother
nature has played for millions of years?

In this context, I suddenly remember a famous story. It has been said by
William Congreve, “Music has charms to soothe a savage beast.” The story is based on
the same saying.

One day, a musician was passing by a forest with his flute. Exhausted with his
long journey, he sat down at a place and began to play his flute. Engrossed in his activity,
he failed to notice a savage tiger hiding in a bush just beside where he sat down. Hearing
the charming and soothing tune of the flute, the creatures of the jungle sat down in a
circle near the musician. Sometime later, the tiger too crept up from behind the bush. But
to the astonishment of the terrified jungle folk present there, instead of pouncing upon the
musician it knelt down and danced to the tune and listened to it with intent.

This is one case where music suggests that it is man-made. But let me cite
another example from real life. Before that, I would like to quote another famous quote
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said by Sir William Wordsworth which goes, “Dull be he who could pass by a sight so
charming.” Now one could think that I am moving a bit off the track. But no, I would
want to ask, “Is music only the sound? Can’t it be heard with the eyes besides being seen
with the ears?” I guess that one would most probably reply to this in negative, that is, one
would argue that a deaf man can’t be a musician. Really? What about Ludwig Van
Beethoven then, the disciple of Amadeus Wolfgang Mozart? Was he able to compose
masterpieces like Moonlight Sonata, the Pastoral and the Emperor Concerto just by
chance, despite being deaf?

Now let me come to my example. Suppose we are going for some very important
work and suddenly come across a beautiful place. Now won’t we even stop for a while to
gaze upon that scene and enjoy its musical essence, however important the work for
which we are going might be? (Non-musical people are always out of the rule.)

Now one may think after reading all this that [ am trying to say that man-made
music isn’t really music. But what [ am really trying to say is that music is a divine
creation of God and man is nothing but the abode of God himself. So, it isn’t surprising
that man has the capability to make music of his own, let it be vocal or instrumental.

Now let me cite another example to make my point clearer. How did man learn the
music from God? The answer is very simple. When man heard the divine music, at first
maybe he ignored it (like most ‘out-of-the-rule’ people). But for how long? The God and
the creativity within him couldn’t help but enjoy it. The chirping of the birds, the shiver
of the leaves while a breeze was blowing and all other objects of nature appealed to him
greatly. Eventually he had the desire to make music of his own. And the path that lead
him to it was the urge to master it. That is how he made music a trademark of his own by
experimenting and creating new forms of music: classical, folk, romantic, popular(or
‘“pop’ music), jazz, rock, retro, modern, etc.

Initially, the motive of music was to reach God. As said by legendary sarod
maestro Ustad Ali Akbar Khan, “It takes twenty years of relentless, hard practice to
satisfy oneself; forty years to satisfy one’s teacher; but to satisfy ‘Him the Almighty’, it
needs several births.” This saying does nothing but supports the obvious fact that music
needs devotion, practice and love.

However, as time flew by, the definition of music changed and its aim was deviated from
God to such things as money and fame. Needless to explain, its outcome was the creation
of some form of music whose quality matches its aim. It is not at all surprising to see that
the kind of music stated above appeals to only the non-musical people and the truly
musical people continue to exempt themselves from enjoying it. The quality of this ‘new’
and ‘modern’ music rather displeases the lovers of true music. But there are roses even
among thorns. Some people continue to tread upon the path shown by the original and
best music leading to God. But they are very few in number. It causes me extreme regret
upon realizing the present scenario of music. But let us not lose hope since we have no
reason to be pessimistic in the infinite goodness of God.”
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That was in 2016. 8 years have passed and a lot has changed. I have learnt new
instruments, met new friends, fallen in love, fallen out of it only to fall in it again. For
me, there continues to be an inseparable connection between music and the divine. Over
the years, | can attest to the fact that each era of my life’s development can be marked by
the domination of some specific genres of music and some specific songs which defined
who I was, and it continues to be so till this day. I have seen and been many things, and I
understand that to live is to learn, and to learn is to explore, for only those who brave the
seas and oceans can discover new lands. So in a way, despite my reasonably conservative
views, | would like to encourage everyone to try new genres and listen to new songs, in
new languages, from different cultures. Music has taught me temperance, has humbled
my ego by showing my limitations, has lifted my spirit by showing my capabilities, has
given me hope. Music has taught me histories and cultures by exposing me to them, has
taught me to appreciate their nuances. Music has brought me connections near and dear,
has brought me discipline and the clarity of success. Music, when done right, truly
inspires.

I may not be as bright as the Sun to shine upon the world, but I can indeed be the small
lamp to light up a room. If all of us strive together for greatness, we can create our own
empire of light. And music fills me with the hope for that possibility, much like how the
idea of God inspires religious people. Music is my God, and I speak to my God in
everything, and I see him answering through the birds, the dogs and cats, the fishes who
flock to the bank of the pond when I sit beside them and play my dotara, and to those
wonderful people who come and go and share a smoke or two with me. I conclude with a
poem I wrote on April 2023.

The Devil went to the sea to write the history of the world,

But there was no water. God had drunk it.

Looking for water, he found oil,

But he died of thirst.

I am content being poor since I can count to only ten,

The rich man counts to a billion but is unhappy with his million,
That's life.

The water which keeps the boat afloat,

Will sink it if given the chance.

Why bother searching for water outside
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When the ocean lays within?

Yes, the Devil drowned the thirsty man in oil

While giving only sand to the oil-drillers.

That's life.

God and Devil are the same.

They are names we choose based on our fate, our attitude.

I like those who are silent and I like those who sing,

And from so much walking alone, I like what happens to me.
Everything is perfect and perfection is God.

Who moves stars when I pluck a flower?

I knew about the Devil the night that I said no to the hungry.
I also knew that night that the Devil is God.

I walk alone through life.

I modestly sing without pretending to teach,

Because if the world is round, I don't know what it is to go forward.

Walk and walk, always walking, with no reason but to walk.
I did not come to explain to the world. I just came to play,
I don't want to judge the man. I want to tell him

My condition is life and my way is to sing.

I sing, and tell that life is my way of walking.

One day I met an old man who turned out to be very wise.
I asked him about God, and he showed me a mirror.

I dance to my song and not to the one they play.

[ am not freedom. I am the one who provokes it.

If I already know the way, why would I walk to the side?
If I like freedom, why would I live as a slave?

Choose, I always choose,
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More than for me, for my brother.

And if I have chosen to be an eagle, it was for love of the worm.

I prefer going on foot to a borrowed horse

For which I would forever remain in debt.

The one who goes lighter always arrives first.

The day I die you will not have to use the scale to measure my deeds.

To awaken a singer, music is enough.

I face my enemy, turn my back on the compliment.

Because the one who accepts a compliment begins to be dominated.

The man caresses a horse to ride it.

Sorry if I went overboard and got moral.

Nobody can give advice. No man is so old.

I get the sun on my shoulder, and the world is yellow.

I like to walk.

But I don't follow the golden path because the safe no longer has mystery.
I like to go with the summer very far, but I must return to my Mother during winter,
And see the Dogs who never forgot me.

And the hugs that my brothers give me

I love them more than I love the Sun and the Darkness.
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Le voyage de la vie!
Shamitava Roy

Life has a peculiar way of creating a particular scenario and then turning the tables on it
altogether!

While in school, still a little boy, I fell under the impression that the score on a unit test or
a class test had an enormous role to play in what one would become in life. I began to
feel that those two digits which appeared in red on top of my answer script in a 30 mark
exam were absolute in deciding all of me in the next 30 years.

Our school was especially strict about discipline. A toe out of line would land a remark in
the diary and the page in our diaries dedicated to such remarks was infamously dreaded.

I, in particular, lived in constant fear of this and was somehow even more scared than the
other students. Keeping this page of the diary 'clean' became my topmost priority.
Parallely, I tried keeping a good record academically as well(in terms of exam scores) and
I was mostly successful(though not always).

It is at this phase of life that I realized that your achievements are seldom regarded by the
ones around you who tend to accentuate your failures and show them much bigger than
they actually might be. After flunking a class test, many would jump to the conclusion
that my future in the subject was bleak but then, the reality was that all of us at the time
lacked the maturity to comprehend that predicting someone's future is hardly that easy!
We said things to each other without thinking much about them. But on looking back
now, I feel that those could have been done better. The experiences as a child further
accentuate the necessity for one to act in a matured and responsible manner, even with
words.

One's words are a powerful weapon, capable of destroying worlds or even helping rebuild
them. Your words may not change the world but they might change the world for one
person!

I spoke about fear a few lines ago. I spoke of how fear was instilled in my mind to
prevent me from going astray. This fear was meant to keep me from flunking exams and
to also keep me from inviting trouble for myself. However, it gets problematic when this
fear grows. It becomes a problem when this fear surpasses everything else and blinds
reason. It becomes a problem if this fear is way too much!
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"Fear kills more dreams than failure ever will."
With time, I realized the importance of failures. Each failure is a moment of
introspection. Each failure is a mirror to one's face that shows where one stands and how
far one is yet to go. A failure is not a matter of shame, it is an opportunity to strengthen
one's resolve.

"A smooth sea never made a skilled sailor." --Franklin Roosevelt
Discipline is absolutely important in an institute of learning. So, the fear of getting
remarks is justified. However, for someone like me, who feared this above all, things
didn't look so great. One cannot live constantly at gunpoint for that would make life
suffocating(although I do take pride in a perfect and unblemished disciplinary record
spanning 14 long years!).

Pressure can manifest itself in many forms. It can be the pressure of living upto the
expectations of one's family members or peers, which includes being at the best of one's
behavior always and scoring the best of marks. However, statistically, such a probability
is never 100 percent.

And if one looks closely, this scenario where all your friends are perfect people, with the
best grades and all, is a myth. And if you feel that you are the least capable in your class,
also remember that you too are a part of this class, the same class!

The point intended to be driven home is the following. Don't let the fear of something
overwhelm you. Don't let yourself crumble under this pressure. What matters the most is
whether you are slightly better today than you were yesterday, it means you are growing!
We grow, we learn, we hit a wall(often a dead end), we turn around and find another way,
though no path is ever easy.

And yet we keep going. It would be foolish if I said that you would never reach your
destination just because you ran into a dead end once! Does one end up nowhere by

flunking once?

If this write-up has brought you some fresh air, if it has rejuvenated and refreshed you,
then I count myself successful!
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Philosophies are Irreducible Language-Games
Pritam Sarkar

Introduction : Language, both as a mode of expression to the innate self, or as a medium
of conveying innate fluctuations - have paradoxical positions about what symbols mean
and what a meaning symbolizes to. Almost always it appears an ever-proceeding cycle of
self-consistent arguments, sometimes full of fallacies - nevertheless it still largely fails to
anchor the necessity of Focal Point in an effective discourse. Philosophy is not an
amusement like a commodity, or a scientific calculation that describes how matter
originates. It is the bedrock that has the potential to generate all that can ever be
consistently discussed within the scope of language and reason - which should be
regarded as Philosophy. The purpose of this article is to develop a perspective towards
Philosophy, that doesn’t depend on the philosophical frame of reference; inspired from
the principles in Theoretical Science, in particular Renormalization and Emergence - that
attempts to encompass the wide scale of aspects talked within Philosophy to equip
ourselves with a framework that only allow unique focal points. The aim is to have
frameworks that do not lead to internally consistent fallacies; that pervade modern
Philosophy.

Language bears the role of indication of a Subject; the one with will and thus an innate
ambiguity - unresolvable by any reducible method of investigation. It has prolonged
interested Philosophers, Mathematicians and Natural Scientists, how emergence and
structure of language may answer many mysteries of human nature. But had the
responsibility of analyzing Subjectivity with the lens of language been in the hands of
most modern philosophers - we would all be able to fairly entice ourselves with larger
repertoire of amusing jargons, with very little new understanding or clarification.

Where is Language? : Mostly a compilation of many notes from Wittgenstein's latest
days, found in G.E.M Anscombe's house in Oxford that he shared for almost an year in
1950 1s now known as "On Certainty" [Abbr. OC] - which essentially talks about the role
of doubt in an assertion, thus questioning the empirical evidence based on the ambiguities
of language-games. He starts with G.E.Moore's proof of the External World by "here is
one hand" and quickly spots the discrepancies of such a nativist perspective. His iterative
propositional approach makes him stand out from the crowd who muds more and stirs
less - where only a few like Witgenstein are capable to strike hard on the dispositions
with simplest & unambiguous use of language.

But it still remains to understand whether Language is an Innate
or External Category. Starting from N. Chomsky's major works, and that of Wittgenstein
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- an apparent difference emerges in their views on Language. One can find in
[§10-OC]:"..it is only in use that the proposition has its sense..", which only takes into
account the use-case of language, but acquisition and perception of an expression is quite
understandably very different. This is the main aspect of Chomky's views of considering
language to be an innate capability - something that explains the biological roots of the
ability of using language. But then meaning needs to be uniquely related to the use of a
context if we demand complete lack of ambiguity, as we find in [§65-OC] -"When
language-games change, then there is a change in concepts, and with the concepts the
meanings of words change".

In what follows is a brief of my coordinates of philosophical views
that tries to simplify the fundamentals of the senses keeping in mind the complex nature
of Subjectivity and Society because the anchor is no less important than the engine of a
ship, so to steer perfectly - one requires to be able to not only move forward, but also to
have a fixed ground.

Scale of Reference : Description of every interacting many-body system varies upon
scale, where biology being a strongly interacting one - potentially leading to sharper
difference of description upon change of scale. So a theory is a function of scale and by
choosing a description I require to choose a scale beforehand. I define this the Scale of
Reference upon which a scientific episteme builds, i.e. a "Good" Model of Causation is
not independent of the Scale of Reference. Note that this scale is measurable and admits
ordering. People have named it Renormalization.

Reducibile : An entity is reducible if there exists a decomposition that reduces it into its
quanta, which has a "much" smaller Scale of Reference.

Irreducible : An entity is irreducible if it at most permits decomposition into smaller
quanta, but of the same Scale of Reference.

Complexity : The measure of irreducibility of the "whole" into its parts - is the
Complexity of the "whole".

Effect : The Real is the manifestation of all the possibilities of outcomes that best satisfies
the underlying constraints and symmetries. This includes enormous kinds of interactions
that generate richer Effective Emergent objects. These are collective units - i.e. a "whole"
which acts as a "unit". So Effect is what manifests.

Reality : Nobody cares, since Kant clarifies why the true nature of anything is not only
impossible to obtain, but also irrelevant. We only look for "Good" models and the
Effective one best approximation it. To change Scale of Reference, one needs to throw or
add more detail which inevitably modifies the effect. Therefore 1 consider, Reality is
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Remormalized or Effective. That's the best logic can bridge the perceived and the actual
nature of things; which is already remarkably surprising.

Language-Game : A sequence of senses that removes doubts, and purposefully originated
solely to satisfy the sensor. Throughout here I restrict myself to senses that admits at least
one representation in language. So obviously sensors here are systems capable of
comprehending language, and an example of a sequence of senses is this article. If you
still consider this to be nonsense, then altogether it would still remain a sequence of
sense.

Using these a new view of Philosophy may be obtained which is simpler, and never
claims anything absolute except only the strong dependence of it on Language.

Irreducible Language-Games : The two are not talking about the same aspect of
language; capability of using it and the particular use-cases of it are different - as the
former i1s an aspect of the subject, and the latter is that of the object addressed. Now of
immediate significance is that, a relevant philosophy doesn’t depend on the choice of
philosophers, but rather inscribed in every human’s ability to reason to put together
scattered pieces of fear-causing elements. Nativists like Chomsky have put forward why
language has certain Universality in their grammars irrespective of their origin, and as the
evidence - notice that language is not merely learnt through external experience that
empiricists claim. In fact most systems capable of comprehending language are not
exposed to the vast range of its corpus, which Chomsky coined as Poverty of the
Stimulus. So as long as only the innate aspect of language is of concern, the subject
remains attached with the expression. Certainty here strongly depends on the state of
mind of the subject and choice of the representation, and they cannot be decoupled in any
obvious way.

So the problem arises when
we require that an expression be true independent of the choice of the subject.
Orthogonalizing the assertion of truth from the state of mind requires that we attribute the
truth to the use-case, and not to the representation. Now Consistent idiosyncratic uses of
language are essentially Language-Games about which we find [§370-OC] - “... The fact
that I use the word "hand" and all the other words in my sentence without a second
thought, indeed that I should stand before the abyss if I wanted so much as to try
doubting their meanings shows that absence of doubt belongs to the essence of the
language-game, that the question "How do [ know . . ." drags out the language-game, or
else does away with it.” No room for doubt largely gives the character of a
language-game, which are all about those idiosyncratic uses of language which - not only
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“private” group of individuals like Bourbaki, or Letterists and Situationists from 60’s
Paris developed, but also every practitioners from Natural Science, Humanities or
Philosophy develop everyday - for the suitability of their matter of discussion.
Mathematics and Theoretical Science being acts as the fruitful examples of
Language-Games. Definitely empirical evidence matters but that comes after internal
consistency of the episteme. It is to note that the giants we stand upon have already
produced remarkably consistent language-games. Amongst these, I am considering
Reducible Language-Games to be such a system of logic that in its scaffold contain a
much smaller Language-Game. An example being, Differential Geometry is a topic that
requires definitions from Topology which are Set-Theoretic; which means, fo doubt
Differential Geometry is to doubt Set-Theory but the latter being devoid of doubts due to
its propositional character. Therefore Set-Theory thus and Logic, are examples of
Irreducible Language Games, whereas Differential Geometry is a reducible Language
Game. It is the undoubtable set of principles that every doubtable discourse leads to
as a limiting fixed point, which I am calling an Irreducible Language Game.

But here’s the most crucial aspect - what is not reducible, depends on the
Scale of Reference due to complexity beyond obvious quantification; therefore an
Irreducible language-game may very well turn out reducible under suitable change of the
Scale of Reference, because Reality and Effect in that reference point may have different
undoubtable scenarios. This attempt is to emphasize the absolute absence of any absolute
idea, which philosophers jump up and down in jargons to establish. But when seen
simply, these are just logically consistent discourses. Right and Wrong, True or False - is
not of any concern regarding what Philosophy is as they are only result of the contexts;
but only the structure and emergence of it, is of primary interest to the author.

Conclusion : Emergence of Language and its spontaneous design in the brain maintains
scale-free distribution, meaning that its emergence is independent of the choice of the
Scale of Reference - as argued by A. J. Gallego and R. Orus in their work on “Language
Design as Information Renormalization” which can be interpreted as that - the essence
in a language-game is effective - based on the use-cases and classification of what is
doubtable and what not. My whole argument is heavily based on this, and P. Anderson’s
idea of More is Different - that into account of the Complexity underlying all these. But
more involved and formal arguments are required in establishing this notion thoroughly.
In conclusion, the Philosophy that underpins every other discourses, are then Irreducible
Language-Games as we also find about assertion of a statement that -

[§82-OC] - “What counts as an adequate test of a statement, belongs to logic. It belongs

b

to the description of the language-game.’
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Podcasting — An Emerging Trend in India
Swapnamoy Ganguly

cee

knowledge of the sacred law, the supreme authority is the revelation Sruti) — a famous
quote found in Manusmriti (Adhyaya 1, Mantra 132) underscores the significance of the
practice of listening in the ancient Indian religious texts. Indians are natural storytellers
who have passed down knowledge through the ages via stories. Formal debates and
discussions have long been a cherished practice covering religious, philosophical, moral,
and doctrinal topics. Engaging or listening to such dialogues and absorbing knowledge
through them has been deeply ingrained in Indian society for centuries.

It's not surprising that audio content, such as podcasts and audio stories, has rapidly
become one of the most diverse content-driven industries in the country. In an era where
various forms of media compete for attention, podcasts have distinguished themselves as
a preferred choice for entertainment, journalism, education, and more. Their
accessibility via the internet allows users to consume information conveniently, making
them particularly popular among the younger generation, who value quick access to
content. The essence of podcasts lies in acquiring additional knowledge via comforting
voices while doing mundane, tedious daily tasks. Podcasts have gradually become an
alternative to traditional mainstream media, which are often found to be often biased.
With a diverse population of over 1.4 billion and a booming digital economy, India has
become a promising landscape of creativity and innovation in podcasting.

In the middle of the confined lifestyles during the pandemic, the podcast offered a
screen-free option for receiving stories and media. According to KPMG's Media and
Entertainment Report 2020, India's podcast consumption increased by 29.3 % in the first
year of the pandemic. Audio has been an old favorite of our country, yet the growing
popularity of podcasts is quite surprising. Current content strategists focus on creating
brief and concise content to suit audiences' decreasing attention spans, resulting in a
massive hike in vertical visual content like shorts and reels. Hopefully, people still have
longer attention spans in the case of audio medium. Indian audiences were also drawn to
the diversity and range of podcast content. From comedy and entertainment to news and
politics, there is a podcast for every interest and topic. The intense desire for self-help
and inspirational content among listeners may also be responsible for the rise during the
pandemic.

Currently, it is estimated that 150 million Indians consume audio streaming, primarily
millennials and Gen Z. According to a report by PwC, the Indian podcast market is
expected to have a projected growth rate of 34.5%, which can be attributed to several
factors, including the increasing popularity of audio content, the rise of internet
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penetration, and the availability of affordable smartphones and data plans. Podcasts cover
various topics, allowing listeners to choose content tailored to their interests and
preferences. This personalized approach enhances the listening experience, enabling
users to skip content that doesn't align with their interests. It has become the new-age
platform where one can listen to subject matter experts and explore all the aspects of any
particular issue. We often encounter steelman arguments between the host and the guest
that break the echo chamber built around us and push us to be more centrist. By removing
the myopic view, a podcast allows listeners to create opinions regarding a topic after a
thorough analysis. While English-language podcasts currently dominate the Indian
podcasting landscape, there is a growing demand for content in regional languages. Given
India's linguistic diversity, catering to regional language audiences presents significant
opportunities for podcast creators.

In the future, we expect a substantial increase in regional language podcasts, addressing a
wide range of topics and attracting niche audiences. With its diverse population and
rapidly growing digital infrastructure, India presents a promising landscape for the future
of podcast production. Given that India is a country of great diversity and that audiences
come from places with various languages, there is an excellent opportunity to introduce a
lot of cultural and regional content.
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On the (Slow) Death of God
Arjo Dasgupta

"There has never been a greater deed; and whoever is born after us - For the sake of this
deed he will belong to a higher history than all history hitherto."

These words spoken by the character of the madman in Friedrich Nietzsche's 'The Gay
Science' are used to herald the death of God brought about by the secular turn in the
societies of 19th Century Europe. The question of the existence of God has been debated
for centuries. For us, in an age of technological advancement, it is perhaps quite
convenient to say, as Laplace did, that we have no need of the hypothesis of a God in
making sense of our experiences.

However, Nietzsche's madman is pointing to something far removed from the questions
which our technocratic society is concerned with. It is less a question of empirical fact
and more a provocation to think about a violent truth we often find ourselves fleeing
from. The death of God brings with it the death of an overarching meaning of life, and of
universal morality, and leaves us to confront the morbid reality of our freedom.

Immanuel Kant described the project of the Enlightenment as “Man’s emergence from his
self-imposed immaturity”. The enlightenment aimed to make use of scientific knowledge
to achieve the ‘disenchantment’ of the world, and establish humans as its conquerors. The
advent of technological innovations such as the steam engine, coupled with the
transformation of the feudal serfs into an industrial working class, provided fertile ground
for testing these ideas. The rational self interest of the atomised individual was identified
with the greater good of society. The sovereign individual came into being, a subject in
complete mastery of the universe of objects that surrounds him.

However, the sovereign individual was soon found to be on shaky ground. Simone de
Beauvoir in her ‘The Ethics of Ambiguity’ wrote of the tension between the ideal of the
individual as a pure subject experiencing and manipulating the world, and the fact that
the individual is in turn experienced by the collectivity of other individuals as nothing but
an object, crushed by the weight of the world. The necessities of a modern industrial
economy inevitably lead to the use of humans as a means to an end, namely profit,
something that Kant and other proponents of the enlightenment were categorically
opposed to.

koskosk

Dostoevsky’s famous maxim “If God does not exist, everything is permitted”, is often
invoked by religious conservatives to argue for the necessity of God in order to prevent
moral decadence. However, it is the very presence of God as a guarantor of meaning that
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allows human beings to act according to paths which they can claim are determined by
God, assured that any deviations from the moral path can be corrected by the all-powerful
God. Once God is dead, humans are confronted by their own freedom, and are at each
step reminded that their actions have real, lasting consequences, which cannot be
overruled by a God. It is this very freedom which necessitates an ethical system.

In much the same way, the Enlightenment ideal conceives the individual as a pure subject
having absolute sovereignty over what surrounds him. By thus placing man as an ideal
which is beyond reproach, the secular world also denies the possibility of an ethics. In de
Beuavoir's own words "There is an ethics only if there is a problem to solve."

We pride ourselves on living in a permissive society based on technological progress.
However, there still loom clouds of unfreedom wherever we look.

Our economic and political systems, with the help of the mass media, allow us
comforting illusions of being in control of our lives while keeping us from studying and
questioning the basic premises on which our society functions. The social media
landscape encourages us to celebrate our own ‘authentic soul’, without the slightest
opportunity for reflection. Walter Benjamin’s observation that ‘Fascism sees its salvation
in giving the masses not their right, but instead a chance to express themselves’, seems
particularly prescient today. We are encouraged to ‘be ourselves’ and give no thought to
whatever else we may become by looking past our spontaneous desires and feelings. The
death of God is still very much a work in progress.
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Subjectivity & The Unconscious

Swagato Saha

Are we then to situate the Enlightenment project, customary as it is, in the terms of
‘Certainty’, ‘Autonomy’, ‘Rationality’, projected onto Descartes’s founding principle —
‘Cogito ergo sum’? Consider for example the founding assumptions of neoclassical
(mainstream) economics — among them, ‘Certainty’ reflected in the agent’s capacity to
exhaustively determine possible outcomes of an exchange prior to action; ‘Autonomy’
reflected in the agent’s positing as a fundamental invariant (a unit) that influences
historical shifts in the organization of institutions (e.g., the Free Market); ‘Rationality’
reflected in the agent’s necessarily acting in its best interest. It is unsurprising, therefore,
to find in strands of Keynesian and post-Keynesian economics, the introduction of
‘correction terms’ — ‘Uncertainty’, ‘Non-ergodicity’, etc., to reinforce the impression that
the ‘Subject’ — far from being certain in its decision-making, or free from the influence of
overarching institutions it operates within, or understanding its interest — is inherently
fragile, reduced to an effect of the conditions wherein embodied. [1]

Along similar lines, conflicting strands of post-Cartesianism may be seen as variously
supplanting the notion of the ‘Subject’ through the rigorous deployment of ‘correction
terms’. The idea being — ‘Subject’ is a reification that can be ultimately ‘explained away’
or mechanistically reduced, an arbitrary name assigned to a coarsely defined assembly of
‘affects’. Yet, before prematurely parting ways with the ‘Cogito’, we must nonetheless
confront its central paradox — how its very moment of insight betrays the usual
Enlightenment persona we confer onto it. For Descartes, what precedes the formation of
certain knowledge is an all-devouring hysteria — ‘What if my sensations are but illusions
conjured by a malevolent demon?’ ‘Cogito’, as such, is not the site for the mechanical
(re-)production of tautologies, nor the mere journalistic reporting of self-evident truths,
but a traumatic disruption of perpetual rhythms [2]. Recall (from the first screening of
IACS CineSociety) how in ‘Truman Show’, the moment of ‘subjectivity’ for the
protagonist marks a rupture in the otherwise steady continuity of mental states, material
conditions and social relations — as if an excessive part of me resists complete
identification with my immediate circumstances. Therefore, in this reading, the accent
shifts from ‘certain reason’ to ‘hysterical doubt’ as the primary index of subjectivity.

Modernist Aesthetics: ‘The Sublime’ — In his analysis of a paranoiac judge, Freud
effectively draws the conclusion that (if madness is constitutive), then every system of
meaning is minimally paranoiac [3]. We have argued thus far, contrary to usual readings,
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that the passage from the unreflective state governed by mechanical instincts to abstract,
rationalising ‘Cogito’ is not a steady continuity, but ruptured by the intrusion of
‘madness’ qua ‘hysterical doubt’. This would in turn mean, following Freud, that the
subsequent escape to reason and representations — for Descartes, these are primarily the
categories and axioms of mathematics — must remain ‘minimally paranoiac’. And is not
the notion of the ‘Sublime’ the site of paranoia in modernist aesthetics? What marks its
rupture from premodern aesthetics is its aestheticization of that which is conventionally
considered grotesque or ugly. Take for instance in film, Kubrick’s interpretations of war —
despite their anti-war ethos, one nonetheless finds them to be “so beautiful, like vast
lethal ballets.” 1t is as if, we have general guidelines or ‘formal rules’ describing what
‘Beauty’ is; yet, any attempt to follow these rules verbatim, an excessive formalism, that
is, produces these paradoxical effects — what was held to be non-aesthetic conventionally
is aestheticized. In the domain of music, this translates to the atonalism of late Wagner,
Schoenberg, Stravinsky, etc. This rupture between premodern and modern forms is
perhaps most exemplarily apparent in William Blake’s anthologies [4] — ‘Songs of
Innocence’ & ‘Songs of Experience’. While the former is to be seen as adhering to
premodern Beauty of the idyllic kind (embodied in the figure of ‘The Lamb’), one finds
in the latter (‘The Tyger’) elements of this paranoiac formalism. “What immortal hand or
eye, Could frame thy fearful symmetry?” What rouses fear, thus, is the occasion of
‘symmetry’ or ‘beauty’ precisely where one does not expect it!

While for Descartes, the steady continuity of forms is sustained apropos the figure of a
benevolent God qua ‘Absolute’ — (insofar as God remains non-deceiving are we assured
of the propriety of forms) — the ‘Sublime’ produces a curious problematization of this line
of thought. The accent shifts from ‘certain reason’ to ‘hysterical doubt’, and the ‘Cogito’
is no longer to be read in the usual humanist sense. To put it more provocatively, the
usual attributions of secular atheism to modern subjectivity clearly fail on account of the
‘Cogito’s’ continuing attachment to the ‘Absolute’. Descartes, it appears so to say, does
not entirely “cut the cord”; “Man (the Subject) is (still considered as being) created in the
image of God.” It was Kant, who in his threefold Critiques, essentially radicalises the
Cartesian Subject [2] — it is at the point of failure of the ‘Absolute’ — such as the
disruption of mechanical instincts by hysterical doubt, or paradoxical instances of
sublime beauty — that we discover subjectivity. Implied in the ‘Cogito’ is a compelling
version of the ‘Death of God’; namely, the idea that God does not fully comprehend his
creation, the ‘immortal hand’ prone to tremorous breaches of accidental order.

The Unconscious: ‘Unheimlich’ — Apparently, a great deal of contemporary research
suggests our personalities starkly change depending on what language we are speaking
[5] — to someone speaking Bangla, I might come off as somewhat reserved, whereas an
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English speaker might find be rather outgoing, or vice-versa. Now, this is of course
counter-intuitive. Clearly, how outgoing a person is, pertains to his ‘inner wealth of
persona’; intuitively, it is something contained within him, prior to the intrusion of
posteriori symbolisation in the medium of language. In a sense, this may be seen as
describing the radical ‘structuralist’ thesis — ‘There is no thought outside of language.’
One should understand ‘language’ here in the broader sense as encompassing all degrees
of signification, even those outside of natural language (English, Bangla, etc.). More
generally, what I suppose to be my ‘substantial self” is a reified misperception of
fundamental ‘structures’ that determine the coordinates of experienced reality. This then
goes against the tradition of ‘phenomenology’ which insists on the exclusive dimension
of ‘first-person experience’ or ‘qualia’ — the idea being, ‘qualia’ can never be cast in a
neutral ‘third-person form’, the contents of my experience can never be adequately
symbolised; they are, as it were, always lost in translation. No wonder thus that Husserl’s
‘phenomenology’ is often seen as a reaction to the advances of modern science and
positivism, in its singling out subjectivity qua ‘first-person experience’ as foremost
among the unassailable pillars of philosophy. To understand how the (Freudian)
‘Unconscious’ relates to ‘Cogito, therefore, requires we situate the former in this
‘Structuralism’/‘Phenomenology’ axis — in other words, is the ‘Unconscious’ but another
structure that seeks to supplant the ‘wealth of persona’, or does it prescribe an alternate
concept of the ‘subject’?

While Freud’s early theory of the ‘pre-conscious’ may still be seen as attempting to ‘close
the circle’ — as if there are abnormalities (outliers) in the subject which require additional
positings to be causally renormalised [6] — ‘unconscious’ of later recapitulates themes of
incompleteness. Recall Freud’s accounts of the ‘Uncanny’ (‘unheimlich’ in German) [7] —
it begins with a list of dictionary definitions of the word in different languages. Freud
here draws attention to the metonymic aspect of language — how words merely refer to
other words, and meaning (in the sense of an external referent) is indefinitely postponed.
Analogously, one may also consider the process of surfing through research articles in an
unfamiliar field — the system of citations dictates we pursue these metonymic deferrals, to
be left nonetheless with a lasting paranoia — ‘Do [ understand its terms?’ (Or, think of
situations when repeatedly stuck at a difficult sentence, we tend to lose all sense of words
to the point we start questioning our elementary linguistic scope.) The ‘Uncanny’ denotes
this inherent aspect of language (or, more generally, of ‘structure’), under which the
‘deferral of meaning’ becomes the ‘assertion of ambiguity’ [8].

Apropos Hemingway’s prose, William Faulkner is known to have remarked — “...he has
no courage, has never crawled out on a limb. He has never been known to use a word
that might cause the reader to check with a dictionary to see if it is properly used...” Bad
blood aside, I believe this provides quite the insight into how thought and language relate
to each other, consistent with Freud’s problematization of typical Structuralism. Because
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‘meaning’ is never adequately defined, as speaking beings, we are never quite ‘at home’
in language. How we relate to language, how we structure speech, remains idiosyncratic
at its core (‘Is this the right name for this object/effect?’); for there is no meta-level
verdict that resolves this ambiguity. However, not only is ‘ambiguity’ an inherent aspect
of language, but it is furthermore possible to productively, creatively organise this
ambiguity to generate new meaning. Or, as Zizek puts it — “Language should be tortured
to tell the truth. It should be twisted, denaturalized, extended, condensed, cut, and
reunited, made to work against itself.” [9]

“The De-centred Subject” — We thus find in Freud a crucial shift in the topological
status of the ‘unconscious’ — from ‘depth’ to ‘ex-timacy’ [10][11]. It is no longer that the
plague of neurotic symptoms (‘exceptions’) in the analysand be excavated to recover a
rational core (‘closing the circle’), but ‘exception’ itself is revealed as fundamentally
structuring ‘normativity’, (just as ambiguity is inherent to the regular functioning of
language). It is then this strange intermingling of inside (‘normativity’) and outside
(‘exception’), that Lacan calls ‘ex-timate’ (ex-terior, in-timate). What does this say about
the Subject, though?

The self-doubting ‘cogito’ describes a brutal separation from all positive determinations
(content) — even if all my senses mislead me and belong to an alien structure, all
signifiers I common-sensically assume be inadequate and false, what, if at all, do 1
remain outside of them? The subject, in this sense, does not appear to itself in a fully
transparent way but surrenders every sense of ‘qualia’ to an alien form, to persist then as
a ‘formal excess’. In other words, ‘Cogito’ names the gap between ‘first-person’ and
‘third-person’ perspectives. And for Lacan, what prompts the subject’s participation in
the social-symbolic order is this primordial loss of a ‘sense of self” (content) — 7 do not
know who I am, so I search for it in the Other.” [12]

(Note: In a way, the psychoanalytic transformation of the ‘Cogito’ hinges upon the status
of ‘ambiguity’/‘formal excess’. Rather than regarding it as an artifice to be ‘explained
away’ (in which case, subject is lost to ‘structure’), to what extent is it possible to assert
its inherence? Equivalently, to what extent can we insist on ‘self-doubt’ as the founding
gesture of subjectivity, primordial to the subsequent continuity of representations that the
fully-transparent ‘Cogito’ passes over to? Lacan’s later attempts were largely directed
towards a formalism of this ambiguity. How well-directed these efforts were is a matter
of much dispute.)
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Who is a Reader?

Adriraj Talukdar

You have a story or a poem or an essay in front of you and you read it, sinking in
deep, you finish it up and exclaim “wow, nice!”. Did you read? How much reading
does make you a reader? 50 novels a year? There are people who read so much.
They have filled dozens of shelves and terabytes of hard drives — not a bad thing,
sure, — but it does not make one reader. Traversing through symbols, letters,
words is not reading. Reading is an engagement. A reader’s responsibility is to take
part actively — to create a discourse. A discourse i1s a movement. Along a
discourse, notions are negated and reinstated, notions are placed in relation to other
notions and in relation to itself — discourse is an internal movement of the Idea —
and the idea’s self-development. A reader makes oneself a chariot for the idea. If
there is no discourse, there is no reading.
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