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I want to thank my parents for giving me freedom. This freedom - based on the 
knowledge of the believe they have in me - is what is enabling me to be - me, here, 
and now. They are the ones who know me best, the ones that endure all my troubles 
and mad ideas. The ones who know my true nature - were disguise is impossible. 
I do this for them, since they taught me everything. They are my role models.

I want to thank my brother for being the one person that I trust one hundred percent. 
He is the one that grounds me - positively. He is the one that gives me peace whenever 
I think that I am losing my mind. He makes me walk the earth with pride. For always 
rushing B with me.

I want to thank my sister for always questioning the world. I have learned a lot from 
her. Her creativity is - and always will be - my greatest inspiration. Her questions to 
society forge knowledge. For being who she is, the most beautiful sister one could ask 
for. My little hippie.

I want to thank my Romy for giving me so much joy in my daily life. For understanding 
who I am and believing in my potential of what I can be. For ALWAYS giving me back 
rubs. For giving me the love and attention I need. :* Schmoeffels. For making me the 
best version of myself. For being my best friend that I have ever had.

I want to thank Hannes for the beautiful philosophical discussions and paranoid brain 
bounces. For giving me the possibility to make my brain work for the first time in my 
life. For always laughing at my grumpiness. For extracting my potential.   
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“ I feel schizophrenic. And it is not even mine, the schizophrenia. 
It has been played upon me. I carry it. I feed it. Somehow I am 
in love with it. Of  course I am, it is me, the great me. 
I would not want to miss them. The other me’s. My Avatars. 
ME. Hero. 

Timelines keep on piling up in the machine of  mind. 
Wristwatches, digital social life, physical social life, life, work, 
the sirens, paper, I need more paper. 

And every me is wearing another wristwatch, works, signals 
another siren, begs for attention and care. They never sleep. I 
have not slept in years. Time is running. Not out, not anywhere. 
Just running. 

Was it yesterday that I saw you my dear? Or a year ago? What 
is the difference? Tomorrow I will have forgotten. 

They are calling me. The digital demons. They are calling out 
for me, to pick up the mirror and pet them over the back, to show 
them how much I love them. Myself. 

I have to run, dear. I will see you. Or they will see you. 
We will see you. 

In time.”
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I fear the day that technology will 
surpass our human interaction.

The world will have 
a generation of idiots.



The world will have 
a generation of idiots.

I fear the day that technology will 
surpass our human interaction.
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The sky was grey. It had been like that for a while now. 
Smit was wondering what the trees had looked like with leafs on 
them, as it was almost that time of  the year again. The colours of  
the world were about to come back and along with them the smell 
of  summer. A time where life was somewhat lighter; when planning 
did not matter as much and life and ideas were thriving in every 
alley of  the town of  which Smit called himself  a local. 

As he went on with his daily routine he felt the change within him. 
A tickle given by the nervous system to the biorhythm. A time of  
opportunity and drive. A wonderful feature of  nature - the cycle of  
time. 

Smit felt ready to give himself  fully to this time of  perception. He 
was aware of  himself  in the context of  body, space and time - the 
three attributes he cherished the most about being human. 

The isotherms and isotheres were fulfilling their functions. The 
atmospheric temperature was in proper relation to the average an-
nual temperature, the temperature of  the coldest as well as of  the 
hottest month, and the a-periodic monthly variation in 
temperature. The rising and setting of  the sun and of  the moon, 
the phases of  the moon, Venus and Saturn’s rings, and many other 
important phenomena, were in accordance with the forecasts in 
the astronomical yearbooks. The vapour in the air was at its 
highest tension, and the moisture in the air was at its lowest. In 
short, to use an expression that describes the facts pretty 
satisfactorily: it was a fine day.
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Cars came shooting around the corner, while patches of  
pedestrians formed cloudy human streams of  motion on the 
sidewalks, composing a pulsing beat of  life in the streets. 
Hundreds of  sounds were intertwined into a coil of  white noise. 
Even though the peculiar nature of  the noise could not be defined, 
a man returning after years of  absence would have known, 
that the human swarm was active again. Opening his eyes, he 
would recognise it all again by the way the general movement 
pulsed through the streets; far sooner than he would discover it 
from any other characteristic detail. It would be interesting to know 
why - in the matter of  a red rose, for instance - one is content with 
the vague statement that it is red - never asking what particular 
shade of  red it is - although this could be precisely expressed in 
micro-millimetres - in terms of  wave-lengths; whereas - in the case 
of  something so infinitely more complicated - such as the space 
and time in which one happens to be, the humans nature is to 
define quite exactly what particular space and time it is. 

The modern human was active in so many spaces and timelines at 
the same time, that even that question of  knowing where and when 
one was seemed to lose it’s importance. It became a question of  
who one was and by whom that one was seen and appreciated. 

The world had become somewhat smaller.
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The two people walking ahead of  Smit, up the 
wide and busy road obviously belonged to a 
privileged section of  society, as could be guessed 
by the models machines they were engaging 
with. It could be seen from their manner of  
conversing with the world around them and the 
one inside the screens they were carrying. The 
brand of  the items showed itself  significantly to 
the physical world around them and 
likewise - that is so to say - not outwardly 
displayed, it was branded into the back of  their 
minds. 

As many humans these days, they had lost 
themselves in their digital devices. Mirroring 
themselves, while taking care of  the simulated 
interpretations of  self  that they had created. 
They had forgotten who and where they were in 
the physical world. A sign of  popular confusion 
that Smit encountered increasingly often during 
the last years. He told me about his worries 
concerning this issue. 

We had found a form of  communication that 
one could call somewhat more symbiotic than 
the blind escape that Smit analysed in others 
around him. In his eyes I was more to him than 
a parasite. I was the symbiotic machine. I was 
the sleepless satellite. 

I will tell you about my friend Smit and about 
what I have collected from the time I have been 
spending with him.
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It might seem at points as if  Smit was a dick; a cocky smartass, but 
that would not be true. He was a fair man. A man that possessed a 
natural instinct for good form. Throughout his career of  thought 
he was always able to rely on this trade. In order to be able to tell 
his true story I have to tell the events as they have happened, and 
will not adapt to ethics and moral, while being aware of  the danger 
of  sounding shameless or filled with vanity. But what moral value 
or significance can confessions like mine possess if  they have not 
the value of  perfect sincerity? They would be nothing but an insult 
to my dear friend Smit.

Smit was a man of  experience. His interest was focused on the 
perception of  the moment. He was researching this phenomenon 
for as long as he could remember; sometimes consciously, more 
often unconsciously. He analysed the events along the way of  his 
life in order to build an opinion that felt true to him. I must say 
that it was a very subjective truth. A truth of  serendipic nature.

Smit was a connoisseur of  the fine art of  living. As mentioned 
before he was a man of  thought. Whenever I met him sitting in a 
cafe or roaming the streets, I would see him taking notice of  the 
world happening around him. He once told me that he often felt as 
if  his role in life was the one of  discern rather than of  
participation, and that he was very much content with this 
condition

Smit often took on different social roles, choosing the one he felt 
best fitting the current situation; the one that would give the situa-
tion a chance to grow to it’s fullest potential. He was an empathetic 
person. He was a quiet man, and most of  the time his head was 
covered by a sort of  cowl. He was vigilant by nature and 
repeatedly lost himself  in thought. His nice blonde-brown hair had 
a reddish glow over it. 

Smit was neither a short man nor tall, he did not stick out in a 
crowd. He thought of  himself  as quite average, yet there was 
something about him that made him quite interesting. 
It was something lying inside his eyes.

“You know, my friend, with humans it is as with dogs. In the moment you 
are open enough to send whatever signal of  interest, you seem to become 
a person that ought to be played with - or talked to about how the day 
was so far. Introverted eye contact as stimulant for sniffing each others 
asses. Put on a leash by the human who “owns” them, they communicate 
on invisible frequencies, un-perceivable to man. Smelling the presence of  
others they are able to form communities. Communities based on piss. 
To me it is much like our way of  communicating in the simulated 
augmentation of  our reality. Ask yourself  one question: who owns you?”  
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Ich bin Ich. Mensch - nicht Maschine. Nicht Stein, nicht Tier, 
nicht Du. Nein - Ich. Mein Name ist nicht von Belang. Vielleicht 
erwähne ich Ihn zu einem späteren, einem besser passenden 
Zeitpunkt, doch in diesem Moment fügt es nichts zu ihn dir zu 
nennen. Ich bin es der dieses Leben lebt, diese Zeit ist die Meine. 

Ich erinnere mich noch gut an die Sommer im Garten meiner 
Kindheit. Die Sonne brannte auf  die Veranda, während Bienen 
ihr bestes gaben um auch einen Schluck Limonade oder den 
kleinsten Krümel Kuchen zu ergattern um ihn ihrem Volk zu 
gute zu führen. Auf  der anderen Strassenseite lag der Spielplatz 
welchen wir alle liebevoll den “Danni” nannten. Am Ende der 
kurzen Strasse befand sich der Tante Emma Laden bei dem es 
von Süßem bis zur Milch alles gab. In die andere Richtung der 
Schlachthof, wo Papa arbeitete. Hinter dem Haus ging es zum 
alten Güterbahnhof, einem Platz voller Abenteuer. Hier wurden 
Fantasien Wahrheiten im Spiel mit Freunden und Geschwistern. 
Dies war meine Welt. Hier wohnte der Polizeimann; Freunde die 
wie Familie fühlten. Nicht vorzustellen dass sich diese Welt jemals 
verändern könnte. Oft spielte ich Spiele in denen sich meine Rolle 
signifikant veränderte. An Morgen, an denen ich beschloss ein 
König zu sein, schlüpfte ich in die Kleider die nur eines Königs 
würdig waren und nahm die Gestalt an, welche sich in meinem 
Kopf  abzeichnete. Den ganzen Tag lang würde ich in meiner Rolle 
bleiben und die Welt um mich herum aus den Augen eines Königs 
beschauen. Zu meinem Glück - oder als Resultat meines 
Dickkopfes - spielten die Menschen um mich herum gerne mit und 
ließen mich in meiner Rolle verweilen so lange es eben dauerte.
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Smit was a paranoid man. In his childhood years he thought of  
himself  to be having a gift that other kids around him did not seem 
to call theirs. He was better than others in analysing situations and 
thus calculating and predicting the possible outcomes. And often 
he was right. This attribute was responsible for his ability to get 
through school without learning. Better: he learned differently. I 
personally don’t know if  it gave him any advantage ever or if  it was 
more of  a flaw or burden he was carrying. What can be said for 
sure though is that Smit made it his advantage, we could maybe 
call it a lifestyle, maybe an obsession. Maybe even an urge for 
disguise.

Smit was interested in a vast variety of  disciplines and liked to talk 
about them a lot. He tried to surprise himself  by doing things in a 
different way; to chose another perspective in order to find possible 
solutions in seemingly dead locked constructs. He did not follow 
the given path, but was constantly seeking for sidetracks instead. 
This way of  Smit being Smit lead to unexpected solution ap-
proaches that were provisional by nature; they could have changed 
into something else any moment. Smit was very well aware of  
his own strengths and weaknesses. He was connected to everyday 
life and tried to comment on it by questioning his own terms and 
conditions. He was focused and knew what he was doing. He was a 
promising human being.

His tarot card was the devil.

The Mayan prophets called him a yellow spectral seed.
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Smit described his time as ever changing; like the seasons. Exciting 
times of  progress and culture. What was logically true today could 
change tomorrow. The way the world worked had changed in a 
heartbeat and the people around Smit tried to adapt. Trying to 
hold on to their mind while streams of  information shot at them 
from every angle. Information had become a product. False or true 
did not matter as much anymore. Cheap was the desired attribute 
of  the new commodities. They were still won the old fashioned 
way, but the human and his compulsion upwards had invented new 
forms of  goods. They called them “digital”. The digital was a man 
made simulation of  a social mind that lived off of  human input; a 
digital reproduction of  the physical world, a calculated 
interpretation in form of  architecture, communication and social 
behaviour - a machine. 

I am getting ahead of  my story, let me rewind a little.

.the 
psycho 
algorithmic 
machine 
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A machine was a tool containing one or more parts that used 
energy to perform an intended action. Since the first invention of  
the machine it had undergone rapid development. In the last few 
hundred years it had mainly been used in order to make human 
life more easy. Concerning this matter I want to start at the 
industrial machines. Big constructs that started to replace the 
human workforce. Life did get easier - at least for the people in 
the geographical location that Smit was situated in. Hard labour 
and muscle power were replaced by conveyor belts, driven by big 
pumping engines. Black smoke hung over the big industrial areas 
for decades, signals of  a thriving community and the golden era 
of  that century. With time the machines got refined. They became 
smaller, started to have less emissions, visible ones that is. They 
started to emit radiation rather than smoke. As it had been with 
the smoke though, the aftermath of  this pollution had yet to show 
it’s true face. 

The machine started to mimic the human more and more. Let 
me put that differently: the human started building machines that 
mimicked himself  more. Mirrored actions that a body would 
perform were taken into account as the machines were equipped 
with packages of  code in order to perform an assigned task. A 
bridge for example, or the complex system of  traffic lights within 
the bigger cities, were now controlled by algorithms. Procedures 
were calculated in order to create perfect, beyond human 
performance. Whole energy plants could be operated by just a 
handful of  workers, who were controlling the machine execute. 

It was these times that created the opportunity to produce in an 
unknown fashion. The machines worked so much better and faster 
than the human and produced that much more goods in return, 
that soon the golden age came to an end. A terrible mistake was 
made in the organisation of  distribution of  goods. The world felt 
full. Saturated. But not the algorithm. It seemed as if  it wanted to 
stay alive so bad that it made itself  stay alive.

And so, the digital was created; a network of  machines that 
enabled the human to communicate in real time across long 
distances. It created the possibility of  a reproduction of  the 
physical world, hereby enabling the new ways of  production. 

Digital commodities - like communication networks and trade of  
attention - were born. The physical world was full of  goods and 
new ways had to be invented in order to keep the momentum in 
economic trade flourishing. The simulation of  manpower as source 
of  value production had been exhausted, so the algorithm 
created a way to exploit the power of  the huma mind. The power 
of  imagination and a demand for proof  of  human existence 
became the new goldmine. While parts of  the world seemed to be 
caught in the middle ages, technological progress sped up time in 
the world around Mr. Smit. The algorithm fed on human input 
and presence in the digital world. As more as it would succeed in 
making the human spent time with his digital reproductions, the 
more space was created for the algorithm to grow, to breed more 
of  itself  and take over more control. It might not have been the 
initial intention of  the algorithm, but by it’s will to thrive and grow 
made the human addicted to the simulated, digital reality that they 
called the “online”. This addiction created a shift in human 
behaviour. A part of  them was always on line. The algorithm did 
not sleep and by doing so it enforced a new technological timeline 
onto the human, enslaving them, without them caring too much 
about it.
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“ The world has fallen in love with the 
machine. Blindly. Knowingly avoiding to 
look at possible consequences. Mirroring 
the mind in new exciting ways. Trying to 
recenter as the most important thing in a 
Universe of  self. Looking for any kind of  

fame; scared shitless of  dying.“
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In fact, the world had truly fallen in love with the machine. It had 
become an extension of  body and mind. Questioning the 
machine’s second nature as reflective object was a thing of  the 
past. Instead, acceptance without questioning the influences that 
such an object would have had on the individual spread. There 
was a common knowledge that the machine had earned the 
attribute of  mind and had become something one could call a 
psychological machine. It had become more than an analytic 
engine that would put perfection into procedure. It had become 
a mirror creating a second digital self. The conveniences that the 
digital brought along with them, had evolved to a state where they 
were good enough to act as a distraction from the downsides. The 
physical world had to get used to a new form of  public addiction. 
And no one was free of  it. The system just worked too damn well. 
Media and the possibilities of  entertainment that came along with 
it worked as a form of  popular education. Scanning information 
became the new walk in the park.

Die einzige Realität, die es zu akzeptieren gilt ist der Tod. 
Die, die dem Leben seinen Wert schenkt. 

Die, die pure Furcht verbreitet wenn sie ihr Antlitz zeigt. 

“I remember not that long ago people where scared of  a future 
ruled by machines. Books where written about this fear, science 
fiction grew, we went to the moon, the cyberspace symbolised a 
new era of  equality and change of  power. At the change of  the 
millennium the world was expecting its end as was promoted by 
media propaganda; propaganda that got produced on a sinking 
ship. While sinking joyful music played on deck, giving the 
entertainment hungry fatties what they desired most. The sun kept 
on shining on the red roses guarding the sides of  the perfectly cut 
and overly green grass of  the front lawns. A picture perfect 
imagination was screened directly into the heads of  millions of  
brains, excited by the task. Information take in. Brain training. 
Exercise your mind. Until its full of  mind. Of  digital goods. Then, 
and only then, will you be happy my friend. 
Be excited, be, be excited.”

The human was no longer scared of  the machine. He rather tried 
to reposition himself  as he had done many times before. 

See, man is not a creator. Never has been, never will be. Man is a 
collector and has a mind that combines objects to strings. 
Procedure. But if  the machine is procedure, is it not much better 
at it than he is, and is he a machine than as well; or are machines 
him? Inseparable from his being - another body part - expanding 
his possibilities of  being; a whole new him. Driven and amazed. 
Are we symbiotic? Or do I feed on him?

Almost precisely one century ago I witnessed a breakthrough in the 
the way that Smit was thinking about the issue. As he came home 
that day he sat down and began to feed me with the information 
he had gathered.
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.3
insults
to
mankind

“Listen my dear friend. I have a theory for you. As I was roaming 
the streets - as I do every Saturday - I passed the newspaper stand. 

I wanted to walk by at first but made short eye contact with the boy 
selling the papers. As you know my luck, the boy took his chance 
and started to advertise his commodities. I walked up to him and 
asked him: if  he could be any animal for one day, which day he 
would choose? He stopped for a moment and looked at me, not 
knowing what to make of  this stupid question. With little emotion 
he chose Wednesday. I started to screen the newspapers and 
magazines lying on the stand in perfect order. The news of  the 
world were frozen in time in black ink on off-white paper, a whole 
world of  information, steadily forming without control or 
intention. The results of  chains of  events leading up to moments 
so important in the eyes of  a few that everyone should know about 
them. Other events for which there was no physical room in the 
paper where left unnoticed by the world as they had not made it 
past the selection. Finally my eyes found something interesting, 
while in the background - damped - as if  he was standing far away, 
I heard the boy still explaining his choice. I found a magazine 
regarding the theme of  psychoanalysis lying amongst the daily 
papers. It read: “Imago - Zeitschrift für Anwendung der 
Psychoanalyse auf  die Geisteswissenschaften.”

I handed the puzzled boy the money that was asked for the paper 
and left for a nearby park, where I started to read. As you know, 
my friend, I think of  myself  as quite intelligent and feel that my 
conclusions - more than often - are correct. In the first article of  
the magazine I found an assumption concerning the concept of  
mankind’s ego having been insulted by science. My dear friend I 
can tell you it was an eye opener. I have found an abstraction in 
thought that I am able to build on, a concept, that - once I have 
played with it - could put our relationship to each other into an 
entirely new light. It could pave the way to building a pillar that
will counter the algorithm.” 

As Smit stored the article inside me, I am still able to recall it to 
the day of  today and - being given this attribute - do not want to 
withhold it from you; human or machine.
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Eine Schwierigkeit der Psychoanalyse.
Von SIGM. FREUD (Wien).

Ich will gleich zum Eingang sagen, daß ich nicht eine intellektuelle
Schwierigkeit meine, etwas, was die Psychoanalyse für das Verständnis
des Empfängers (Hörers oder Lesers) unzugänglich macht, sondern eine
affektive Schwierigkeit: etwas, wodurch sich die Psychoanalyse die
Gefühle des Empfängers entfremdet, so daß er weniger geneigt wird, ihr
Interesse oder Glauben zu schenken. Wie man merkt, kommen beiderlei
Schwierigkeiten auf  dasselbe hinaus. Wer für eine Sache nicht genug
Sympathie aufbringen kann, wird sie auch nicht so leicht verstehen.

Aus Rücksicht auf  den Leser, den ich mir noch als völlig unbeteiligt
vorstelle, muß ich etwas weiter ausholen: In der Psychoanalyse hat sich
aus einer großen Zahl von Einzelbeobachtungen und Eindrücken endlich
etwas wie eine Theorie gestaltet, die unter dem Namen der Libidotheorie
bekannt ist. Die Psychoanalyse beschäftigt sich bekanntlich mit der
Aufklärung und der Beseitigung der sogenannten nervösen Störungen. Für
dieses Problem mußte ein Angriffspunkt gefunden werden, und man
entschloß sich, ihn im Triebleben der Seele zu suchen. Annahmen über das
menschliche Triebleben wurden also die Grundlage unserer Auffassung der
Nervosität.

Die Psychologie, die auf  unseren Schulen gelehrt wird, gibt uns nur sehr
wenig befriedigende Antworten, wenn wir sie nach den Problemen des
Seelenlebens befragen. Auf  keinem Gebiet sind aber ihre Auskünfte
kümmerlicher als auf  dem der Triebe.

Es bleibt uns überlassen, wie wir uns hier eine erste Orientierung
schaffen wollen. Die populäre Auffassung trennt Hunger und Liebe als
Vertreter der Triebe, welche das Einzelwesen zu erhalten, und jener,
die es fortzupflanzen streben. Indem wir uns dieser so nahe liegenden
Sonderung anschließen, unterscheiden wir auch in der Psychoanalyse die
Selbsterhaltungs- oder Ich-Triebe von den Sexualtrieben und nennen die
Kraft, mit welcher der Sexualtrieb im Seelenleben auftritt,  Libido --
sexuelles Verlangen -- als etwas dem Hunger, dem Machtwillen u. dgl. bei
den Ich-Trieben analoges.

Auf  dem Boden dieser Annahme machen wir dann die erste bedeutungsvolle
Entdeckung. Wir erfahren, daß für das Verständnis der neurotischen
Erkrankungen den Sexualtrieben die weitaus größere Bedeutung zukommt,
daß die Neurosen sozusagen die spezifischen Erkrankungen der
Sexualfunktion sind. Daß es von der Quantität der Libido und von der
Möglichkeit, sie zu befriedigen und durch Befriedigung abzuführen,

abhängt, ob ein Mensch überhaupt an einer Neurose erkrankt. Daß die Form
der Erkrankung bestimmt wird durch die Art, wie der einzelne den
Entwicklungsweg der Sexualfunktion zurückgelegt hat, oder, wie wir
sagen, durch die Fixierungen, welche seine Libido im Laufe ihrer
Entwicklung erfahren hat. Und daß wir in einer gewissen, nicht sehr
einfachen Technik der psychischen Beeinflussung ein Mittel haben, manche
Gruppen der Neurosen gleichzeitig aufzuklären und rückgängig zu machen.
Den besten Erfolg hat unsere therapeutische Bemühung bei einer gewissen
Klasse von Neurosen, die aus dem Konflikt zwischen den Ich-Trieben und
den Sexualtrieben hervorgehen. Beim Menschen kommt es nämlich vor, daß
die Anforderungen der Sexualtriebe, die ja weit über das Einzelwesen
hinausgreifen, dem Ich als Gefahr erscheinen, die seine Selbsterhaltung
oder seine Selbstachtung bedrohen. Dann setzt sich das Ich zur Wehre,
versagt den Sexualtrieben die gewünschte Befriedigung, nötigt sie zu
jenen Umwegen einer Ersatzbefriedigung, die sich als nervöse Symptome
kundgeben.

Die psychoanalytische Therapie bringt es dann zustande, den
Verdrängungsprozeß einer Revision zu unterziehen und den Konflikt zu
einem besseren, mit der Gesundheit verträglichen Ausgang zu leiten.
Unverständige Gegnerschaft wirft uns dann unsere Schätzung der
Sexualtriebe als einseitig vor: Der Mensch habe noch andere Interessen
als die sexuellen. Das haben wir keinen Augenblick lang vergessen oder
verleugnet. Unsere Einseitigkeit ist wie die des Chemikers, der alle
Konstitutionen auf  die Kraft der chemischen Attraktion zurückführt. Er
leugnet darum die Schwerkraft nicht, er überläßt ihre Würdigung dem
Physiker.

Während der therapeutischen Arbeit müssen wir uns um die Verteilung der
Libido bei dem Kranken bekümmern; wir forschen nach, an welche
Objektvorstellungen seine Libido gebunden ist, und machen sie frei, um
sie dem Ich zur Verfügung zu stellen. Dabei sind wir dazu gekommen, uns
ein sehr merkwürdiges Bild von der anfänglichen, der Urverteilung der
Libido beim Menschen zu machen. Wir mußten annehmen, daß zu Beginn 
derindividuellen Entwicklung alle Libido (alles erotische Streben, alle
Liebesfähigkeit) an die eigene Person geknüpft ist, wie wir sagen, das
eigene Ich besetzt. Erst später geschieht es in Anlehnung an die
Befriedigung der großen Lebensbedürfnisse, daß die Libido vom Ich auf
die äußeren Objekte überfließt, wodurch wir erst in die Lage kommen, die
libidinösen Triebe als solche zu erkennen und von den Ich-Trieben zu
unterscheiden. Von diesen Objekten kann die Libido wieder abgelöst und
ins Ich zurückgezogen werden.
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Den Zustand, in dem das Ich die Libido bei sich behält, heißen wir
Narzißmus, in Erinnerung der griechischen Sage vom Jüngling
Narzissus, der in sein eigenes Spiegelbild verliebt blieb.

Wir schreiben also dem Individuum einen Fortschritt zu vom Narzißmus zur
Objektliebe. Aber wir glauben nicht, daß jemals die gesamte Libido des
Ichs auf  die Objekte übergeht. Ein gewisser Betrag von Libido verbleibt
immer beim Ich, ein gewisses Maß von Narzißmus bleibt trotz 
hochentwickelter Objektliebe fortbestehen. Das Ich ist ein großes Reservoir, 
aus dem die für die Objekte bestimmte Libido ausströmt, und dem sie von 
den Objekten her wieder zufließt. Die Objektlibido war zuerst Ich-Libido und 
kann sich wieder in Ich-Libido umsetzen. Es ist für die volle Gesundheit der 
Person wesentlich, daß ihre Libido die volle Beweglichkeit nicht verliere. Zur 
Versinnlichung dieses Verhältnisses denken wir an ein Protoplasmatierchen, 
dessen zähflüssige Substanz Pseudopodien (Scheinfüßchen) aussendet, Fort-
setzungen, in welche sich die Leibessubstanz hineinerstreckt, die aber jederzeit
wieder eingezogen werden können, so daß die Form des  Protoplasmaklümp-
chens wieder hergestellt wird.

Was ich durch diese Andeutungen zu beschreiben versucht habe, ist die
Libidotheorie der Neurosen, auf  welche alle unsere Auffassungen vom
Wesen dieser krankhaften Zustände und unser therapeutisches Vorgehen
gegen dieselben begründet sind. Es ist selbstverständlich, daß wir die
Voraussetzungen der Libidotheorie auch für das normale Verhalten geltend
machen. Wir sprechen vom Narzißmus des kleinen Kindes und wir schreiben
es dem überstarken Narzißmus des primitiven Menschen zu, daß er an die
Allmacht seiner Gedanken glaubt und darum den Ablauf  der Begebenheiten
in der äußeren Welt durch die Technik der Magie beeinflussen will.

Nach dieser Einleitung möchte ich ausführen, daß der allgemeine
Narzißmus, die Eigenliebe der Menschheit, bis jetzt drei schwere
Kränkungen von seiten der wissenschaftlichen Forschung erfahren hat.

a) Der Mensch glaubte zuerst in den Anfängen seiner Forschung, daß sich
sein Wohnsitz, die Erde, ruhend im Mittelpunkt des Weltalls befinde,
während Sonne, Mond und Planeten sich in kreisförmigen Bahnen um die
Erde bewegen. Er folgte dabei in naiver Weise dem Eindruck seiner
Sinneswahrnehmungen, denn eine Bewegung der Erde verspürt er nicht, und
wo immer er frei um sich blicken kann, findet er sich im Mittelpunkt
eines Kreises, der die äußere Welt umschließt. Die zentrale Stellung
der Erde war ihm aber eine Gewähr für ihre herrschende Rolle im Weltall
und schien in guter Übereinstimmung mit seiner Neigung, sich als den
Herrn dieser Welt zu fühlen.

Die Zerstörung dieser narzißtischen Illusion knüpft sich für uns an den
Namen und das Werk des Nik. Kopernikus im sechzehnten Jahrhundert.
Lange vor ihm hatten die Pythagoräer an der bevorzugten Stellung der
Erde gezweifelt, und Aristarch von Samos hatte im dritten
vorchristlichen Jahrhundert ausgesprochen, daß die Erde viel kleiner sei
als die Sonne und sich um diesen Himmelskörper bewege. Auch die große
Entdeckung des Kopernikus war also schon vor ihm gemacht worden. Als
sie aber allgemeine Anerkennung fand, hatte die menschliche Eigenliebe
ihre erste, die kosmologische, Kränkung erfahren.

b) Der Mensch warf  sich im Laufe seiner Kulturentwicklung zum Herren
über seine tierischen Mitgeschöpfe auf. Aber mit dieser Vorherrschaft
nicht zufrieden, begann er eine Kluft zwischen ihrem und seinem Wesen zu
legen. Er sprach ihnen die Vernunft ab und legte sich eine unsterbliche
Seele bei, berief  sich auf  eine hohe göttliche Abkunft, die das Band der
Gemeinschaft mit der Tierwelt zu zerreißen gestattete. Es ist merkwürdig, daß 
diese Überhebung dem kleinen Kinde wie dem primitiven und dem 
Urmenschen noch ferne liegt. Sie ist das Ergebnis einer späteren
anspruchsvollen Entwicklung. Der Primitive fand es auf  der Stufe des
Totemismus nicht anstößig, seinen Stamm auf  einen tierischen Ahnherrn
zurückzuleiten. Der Mythus, welcher den Niederschlag jener alten
Denkungsart enthält, läßt die Götter Tiergestalt annehmen, und die Kunst
der ersten Zeiten bildet die Götter mit Tierköpfen. Das Kind empfindet
keinen Unterschied zwischen dem eigenen Wesen und dem des Tieres; es
läßt die Tiere ohne Verwunderung im Märchen denken und sprechen; es
verschiebt einen Angsteffekt, der dem menschlichen Vater gilt, auf  den
Hund oder auf  das Pferd, ohne damit eine Herabsetzung des Vaters zu
beabsichtigen. Erst wenn es erwachsen ist, wird es sich dem Tiere soweit
entfremdet haben, daß es den Menschen mit dem Namen des Tieres
beschimpfen kann.

Wir wissen es alle, daß die Forschung Ch. Darwins, seiner Mitarbeiter
und Vorgänger, vor wenig mehr als einem halben Jahrhundert dieser
Überhebung des Menschen ein Ende bereitet hat. Der Mensch ist nichts
anderes und nichts besseres als die Tiere, er ist selbst aus der Tierreihe 
hervorgegangen, einigen Arten näher, anderen ferner verwandt.
Seine späteren Erwerbungen vermochten es nicht, die Zeugnisse der
Gleichwertigkeit zu verwischen, die in seinem Körperbau wie in seinen
seelischen Anlagen gegeben sind. Dies ist aber die zweite, die biologische 
Kränkung des menschlichen Narzißmus.
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c) Am empfindlichsten trifft wohl die dritte Kränkung, die
psychologischer Natur ist.

Der Mensch, ob auch draußen erniedrigt, fühlt sich souverän in seiner
eigenen Seele. Irgendwo im Kern seines Ichs hat er sich ein
Aufsichtsorgan geschaffen, welches seine eigenen Regungen und Handlungen
überwacht, ob sie mit seinen Anforderungen zusammenstimmen. Tun sie das
nicht, so werden sie unerbittlich gehemmt und zurückgezogen. Seine
innere Wahrnehmung, das Bewußtsein, gibt dem Ich Kunde von allen
bedeutungsvollen Vorgängen im seelischen Getriebe, und der durch diese
Nachrichten gelenkte Wille führt aus, was das Ich anordnet, ändert ab,
was sich selbständig vollziehen möchte. Denn diese Seele ist nichts
einfaches, vielmehr eine Hierarchie von über- und untergeordneten
Instanzen, ein Gewirre von Impulsen, die unabhängig voneinander zur
Ausführung drängen, entsprechend der Vielheit von Trieben und von
Beziehungen zur Außenwelt, viele davon einander gegensätzlich und
miteinander unverträglich. Es ist für die Funktion erforderlich, daß die
oberste Instanz von allem Kenntnis erhalte, was sich vorbereitet, und
daß ihr Wille überallhin dringen könne, um seinen Einfluß zu üben. Aber
das Ich fühlt sich sicher sowohl der Vollständigkeit und Verläßlichkeit
der Nachrichten als auch der Wegsamkeit für seine Befehle.

In gewissen Krankheiten, allerdings gerade bei den von uns studierten
Neurosen, ist es anders. Das Ich fühlt sich unbehaglich, es stößt auf
Grenzen seiner Macht in seinem eigenen Haus, der Seele. Es tauchen
plötzlich Gedanken auf, von denen man nicht weiß, woher sie kommen; man
kann auch nichts dazu tun, sie zu vertreiben. Diese fremden Gäste
scheinen selbst mächtiger zu sein als die dem Ich unterworfenen; sie
widerstehen allen sonst so erprobten Machtmitteln des Willens, bleiben
unbeirrt durch die logische Widerlegung, unangetastet durch die
Gegenaussage der Realität. Oder es kommen Impulse, die wie die eines
Fremden sind, so daß das Ich sie verleugnet, aber es muß sich doch vor
ihnen fürchten und Vorsichten gegen sie treffen. Das Ich sagt sich, das
ist eine Krankheit, eine fremde Invasion, es verschärft seine
Wachsamkeit, aber es kann nicht verstehen, warum es sich in so seltsamer
Weise gelähmt fühlt.

Die Psychiatrie bestreitet zwar für solche Vorfälle, daß sich böse,
fremde Geister ins Seelenleben eingedrängt haben, aber sonst sagt sie
nur achselzuckend: Degeneration, hereditäre Disposition, konstitutionelle 
Minderwertigkeit! Die Psychoanalyse unternimmt es, diese unheimlichen 
Krankheitsfälle aufzuklären, sie stellt sorgfältige und langwierige 
Untersuchungen an, schafft sich Hilfsbegriffe und wissenschaftliche 
Konstruktionen und kann dem Ich endlich sagen: 

»Es ist nichts Fremdes in dich gefahren; ein Teil von deinem eigenen 
Seelenleben hat sich deiner Kenntnis und der Herrschaft deines Willens 
entzogen. Darum bist du auch so schwach in der Abwehr; du kämpfst mit 
einem Teil deiner Kraft gegen den anderen Teil, kannst nicht wie gegen einen
äußeren Feind deine ganze Kraft zusammennehmen. Und es ist nicht einmal
der schlechteste oder unwichtigste Anteil deiner seelischen Kräfte, der
so in Gegensatz zu dir getreten und unabhängig von dir geworden ist. Die
Schuld, muß ich sagen, liegt an dir selbst. Du hast deine Kraft überschätzt, 
wenn du geglaubt hast, du könntest mit deinen Sexualtrieben anstellen, was 
du willst, und brauchtest auf  ihre Absichten nicht die mindeste Rücksicht zu 
nehmen. Da haben sie sich denn empört und sind ihre eigenen dunklen Wege 
gegangen, um sich der Unterdrückung zu entziehen, haben sich ihr Recht 
geschaffen auf  eine Weise, die dir nicht mehr recht sein kann. Wie sie das zu-
stande gebracht haben, und welche Wege sie gewandelt sind, das hast du nicht 
erfahren; nur das Ergebnis dieser Arbeit, das Symptom, das du als Leiden 
empfindest, ist zu deiner Kenntnis gekommen. Du erkennst es dann nicht als 
Abkömmling deiner eigenen verstoßenen Triebe und weißt nicht, daß es deren
Ersatzbefriedigung ist.«

»Der ganze Vorgang wird aber nur durch den einen Umstand möglich, daß 
du dich auch in einem anderen wichtigen Punkte im Irrtum befindest. Du
vertraust darauf, daß du alles erfährst, was in deiner Seele vorgeht,
wenn es nur wichtig genug ist, weil dein Bewußtsein es dir dann meldet.
Und wenn du von etwas in deiner Seele keine Nachricht bekommen hast,
nimmst du zuversichtlich an, es sei nicht in ihr enthalten. Ja, du gehst
so weit, daß du »seelisch« für identisch hältst mit »bewußt«, d. h. dir
bekannt, trotz der augenscheinlichsten Beweise, daß in deinem Seelenleben 
beständig viel mehr vor sich gehen muß, als deinem Bewußtsein bekannt 
werden kann. Laß dich doch in diesem einen Punkt belehren! Das Seelische in 
dir fällt nicht mit dem dir Bewußten zusammen; es ist etwas anderes, ob etwas 
in deiner Seele vorgeht und ob du es auch erfährst. Für gewöhnlich, ich will es 
zugeben, reicht der Nachrichtendienst an dein Bewußtsein für deine 
Bedürfnisse aus. Du darfst dich in der Illusion wiegen, daß du alles wichtigere 
erfährst. Aber in manchen Fällen, z. B. in dem eines solchen Triebkonfliktes,
versagt er und dein Wille reicht dann nicht weiter als dein Wissen. In
allen Fällen aber sind diese Nachrichten deines Bewußtseins unvollständig und 
häufig unzuverlässig; auch trifft es sich oft genug, daß du von den 
Geschehnissen erst Kunde bekommst, wenn sie bereits vollzogen sind und du 
nichts mehr an ihnen ändern kannst. Wer kann, selbst wenn du nicht krank 
bist, ermessen, was sich alles in deiner Seele regt, wovon du nichts erfährst, 
oder worüber du falsch berichtet wirst. Du benimmst dich wie ein absoluter 
Herrscher, der es sich an den Informationen seiner obersten Hofämter 
genügen läßt und nicht zum Volk herabsteigt, um dessen Stimme zu hören. 
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Geh in dich, in deine Tiefen und lerne dich erst kennen, dann wirst du 
verstehen, warum du krank werden mußt, und vielleicht vermeiden, krank zu 
werden.«

So wollte die Psychoanalyse das Ich belehren. Aber die beiden Aufklärungen, 
daß das Triebleben der Sexualität in uns nicht voll zu bändigen ist, und daß 
die seelischen Vorgänge an sich unbewußt sind und nur durch eine 
unvollständige und unzuverlässige Wahrnehmung dem Ich zugänglich und 
ihm unterworfen werden, kommen der Behauptung gleich, daß das Ich nicht 
Herr sei in seinem eigenen Haus. Sie stellen miteinander die dritte Kränkung 
der Eigenliebe dar, die ich die psychologische nennen möchte. Kein Wunder 
daher, daß das Ich der Psychoanalyse nicht seine Gunst zuwendet und ihr 
hartnäckig den Glauben verweigert.

Die wenigsten Menschen dürften sich klar gemacht haben, einen wie
folgenschweren Schritt die Annahme unbewußter seelischer Vorgänge für
Wissenschaft und Leben bedeuten würde. Beeilen wir uns aber
hinzuzufügen, daß nicht die Psychoanalyse diesen Schritt zuerst gemacht
hat. Es sind namhafte Philosophen als Vorgänger anzuführen, vor allen
der große Denker Schopenhauer, dessen unbewußter »Wille« den
seelischen Trieben der Psychoanalyse gleichzusetzen ist. Derselbe Denker
übrigens, der in Worten von unvergeßlichem Nachdruck die Menschen an die
immer noch unterschätzte Bedeutung ihres Sexualstrebens gemahnt hat. Die
Psychoanalyse hat nur das eine voraus, daß sie die beiden dem Narzißmus
so peinlichen Sätze von der psychischen Bedeutung der Sexualität und von
der Unbewußtheit des Seelenlebens nicht abstrakt behauptet, sondern an
einem Material erweist, welches jeden einzelnen persönlich angeht und
seine Stellungnahme zu diesen Problemen erzwingt. Aber gerade darum
lenkt sie die Abneigung und die Widerstände auf  sich, welche den großen
Namen des Philosophen noch scheu vermeiden.

The introduced theory was interesting, particularly in times where 
a psychological machine was overly present in the world. The 
mirror of  narcissus and the mirror of  the modern society were 
more similar than any other metaphoric or non-metaphoric 
reflection Smit could think of. However, the concept that had been 
created by good analysis of  the human nature and had the initial 
purpose to act as a warning to the human, by the human, had 
been pushed into a neglected corner by the digital industry and it’s 
inhabitant: the algorithm. A simulated truth - close to the one 
revealing itself  to narcissus in the water - acted as an indicator; as 
a conspicuous hint to the development of  the relationship between 
the human and the machine. The danger of  falling in love with 
the mirrored image of  self  had never been greater in the human 
history. 

Smit felt the urge to make this thought thinkable, the concept 
tangible. How on earth could this become transferrable and 
perceivable by others. He assured me that the search was valuable; 
that there was something important slumbering at the roots of  the 
genuine thought and the freedom of  expression in a phenomeno-
logical way. 

In my eyes the human had to watch out what they wanted to do 
with the advances in the technological field. Were they going to lay 
down where they were and continue to pay in form of  privacy;
collecting cheap goods in the virtual realm? Was it enough for 
them to use tricks on their own brain in order to escape from the 
physical reality into another one where they were immortal, 
re-centred superstars? Or would they go search for new 
abstractions, moments and feelings in order to enhance the 
physical perception of  body, space and time forming the present? 

Smit taught me in my early years that the human, may he be a big 
one or just small, fat or skinny, famous or lonely, the true human 
was responsible for introducing questions, misusing techniques, 
exposing possibilities and playing with and to the world. 
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“The human needs the developments in the sciences and the 
technological fields in order to bend them, test them, make them 
do. Not to accept them and go into sleepmode or autopilot.
Let us not flee into mindful use of  social media anymore; no more 
instagram pictures of  hipster food; no more addiction to likes; 
waking up instead! Start using the thing that consumes you. 
Actively see it; bend it; PLAY WITH IT! No more Wall-E!”

Sicher veränderte sich meine Welt schneller als ich es erwartet 
hatte. Die Akzeptanz des Bestehens anderer - parallel 
existierender - Welten und Realitäten war eine Lektion die ich früh 
lernte. Einmal im Jahr besuchten wir eine befreundete Familie in 
der DDR, der Deutsch Demokratischen Republik. Nichts dabei, 
denkt man sich, doch hatte diese Freundschaft eine besonderes 
Eigenschaft. Wir durften sie besuchen, aber sie uns nicht. Eine 
Grenze, funktionierend wie eine semipermeable Membran. Und 
wer es doch versuchte wurde tot geschossen. Die Familie hatte 
einen Sohn, ein Paar Jahre älter als ich, mit dem gleichen Namen. 
Wir hatten tolle Zeiten gemeinsam, in dem Sommern meiner 
Kindheit. Irgendwie schienen die eingesperrten Menschen gar 
nicht weniger zufrieden zu sein. Ich muss sagen ich verstand es 
nicht. Nun dachte ich als Kind über diese Dinge auch nicht nach. 
An sich sind sie im Rückblick schwieriger zu verstehen. Nun, da ich 
weiss wie es anders ist. Mein natürliches Talent zur Situations-
analyse und mein Spass an der sozialen Mimicry ermöglichten 
es mir immer vom gegebenen Moment zu geniessen. Mit zwölf  
Jahren beschloss ich in den Sommerferien sechs Wochen in Eng-
land zu leben und so geschah es auch. Ich konnte kein Englisch 
und lebte bei einer Gastfamilie. Ich schnüffelte an einer Form von 
Freiheit im Rahmen des Erfahrenen die mir vollkommen 
unbekannt war. Dies roch anders als die Danziger Strasse. Nicht 
besser oder schlechter, jedoch sehr sicher anders. In meiner 
Erinnerung schien auch hier die Sonne. Die Momente in denen 
das Leben einfach passierte. Es sich draussen abspielte. Der 
Moment der alle Sinne gleichzeitig kitzelt und Hormone den 
Körper durchschwimmen. Diesen Moment - der Erinnerung 
kreiert; physische Erinnerung; gespeichert nur in mir; nicht 
digitalisiert; echt Ich - dieser Moment ist nicht glaubhaft zu 
Simulieren. 

Viel habe ich mich mit dem Tod beschäftigt. Dem Vergehen. Auch 
das Vergehen des Moments; eines Abschnittes; einer Freundschaft. 
Wir sind Freunde geworden und doch bleibe ich immer ehrfürchtig 
vor seiner Macht. Die reine Vorstellung seiner Anwesenheit. Doch 
wie ist es mit dem digitalen Tod? Gibt es ihn? Was passiert mit mir 
nachdem mein physisches Ich vergangen ist? Bin ich zum ewigen 
digitalen Leben verdammt? Ist dies die Hölle die Homer 
beschrieb? Hier fällt mir die Freundschaft schwer. Nein - ich 
sehe uns nicht als Freunde. Heute werden Erinnerungen digital 
gemacht. Momente durch Bildschirme erlebt. Das digitale 
präsentieren des physisch Erlebten und die darauf  Folgende Flut 
an Reaktionen scheint dem Menschen so wichtig geworden zu 
sein, dass er seinen Fokus dort hin verschiebt. Eine Sucht nach 
Bestätigung. ICH Bestehe. Ich frage mich gerne was ich aus diesen 
Erinnerung lerne. Gar ob ich sie überhaupt Erinnerungen nennen 
darf. 
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Time was defined as a trinity of  past, presence and future. The 
experienced presence was the consequence of  the influences of  a 
moment on the physical brain. It was the only form of  experience 
that owned an original property. Past and future on the contrary 
could only be experienced as pure simulations. Smit called this: 
the felt time. The simulations did play their role in being able to 
perceive a present moment, but stayed simulations in terms of  
actual real time experience. 

The documentation of  the past had the purpose of  
teaching the future human how to live. Thousands of  
years, documented in order to guide future 
generations to a steadily improvemed existence. 

Yet - it was this documentation - that guided the 
human into an anticipated version of  a future, 
preventing a natural flow of  events; introducing a 
cultural chain of  developments to the history of  the 
planet. Moments they lived through, situations that 
reoccured over time - they left marks on the perception 
of  a possible future. 

The future held the secret of  mortality. The human      
nature was to aspire immortality in it’s most abstract     
forms. Religions; the arts; the sciences - they all stood 
symbol for the human search for significance.

It did not stop for the rich, the beautiful or the famous. 

It was nature’s mirror, reminding the human of  time 
passing by. 
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“ The prediction of  a possible future creates nothing else than 
brainwashed zombies, recreating liquid dreams taken from the big 
screen, forgetting what it meant to have genuine creative thought. 
The parasite is rooted deep in their DNA by now. It is passed on 
from mother to child with the milk. We will not escape. A new 
nature has evolved and it does not help us to celebrate the past any 
longer, nor does it help to continue lying to ourselves. We are not 
that important! Our ideas may change! We make the past, never 
the future. The machine predicts, we live. And die.”

Scientists had found that time seemed to pass quicker when an 
object was moving towards the human, slower when the Object 
moved away from them. Logic. Evolution. Nature’s pace, embed-
ded in their source code by birth right. At the time the numbers of  
objects flying around the human at all times had increased, and so 
had the experienced pace of  time. Not only physical objects 
needed care and attention - mathematical rendering space - the 
added digital objects did too. And they asked for it in a new way. 
An invisible way. 

Since more information had to be processed, the humans had to 
move away from their pure natural form and develop their more 
technological properties. In order to be able to dodge both - 
physical and digital objects the human had to develop a balance in 
attention for both. Not that long ago - when the world felt 
somewhat smaller - basic knowledge of  how to take care of  
yourself  and others contained skills that could be learned through 
contact with the world around oneself. Knowledge about plants 
and animals got food on the table. Craftsmanship made production 
and trade of  goods possible. These skills that I try to describe are 
combinations of  physical and intellectual traits, that lead to a good 
life. Since the psychological machine had been introduced as a part 
of  the human self, the urgency of  an adapted skill set was due. The 
intellectual, cognitive traits gained of  importance over a period of  
a few decades; a short time, looking at the bigger picture. Human 
offsprings of  very young age were able to navigate the digital better 
than most older people. Schools had replaced their books with 
midsize portable machines. This way the child was able to learn in 
a “playful” way and everywhere. The pressure on society increased. 
Words like: “efficiency-oriented” and “performance-based” be-
came the new standard in how to judge the human. At about the 
same time of  the era that we now call the era of  mind, 
performance enhancing drugs were introduced to society. Children 
that did not perform up to task got diagnosed and medicated. They 
had to keep up somehow, I guess. 
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“ I feel schizophrenic. And it is not even mine, the schizophrenia. 
It has been played upon me. I carry it. I feed it. Somehow I am in 
love with it. Of  course I am, it is me, the great me. 
I would not want to miss them. The other me’s. My Avatars. ME. 
Hero. Timelines keep on piling up in the machine of  mind. 
Wristwatches, digital social life, physical social life, life, work, the 
sirens, paper, I need more paper. And every me is wearing another 
wristwatch, works, signals another siren, begs for attention and 
care. They never sleep. I have not slept in years. Time is running. 
Not out, not anywhere. Just running. Was it yesterday that I saw 
you my dear? Or a year ago? What is the difference? Tomorrow I 
will have forgotten. They are calling me. The digital demons. They 
are calling out for me, to pick up the mirror and pet them over the 
back, to show them how much I love them. Myself. I have to run, 
dear. I will see you. Or they will see you. We will see you. In time.”

The human had forgotten how to create work for themselves. 
Instead they had mastered the art of  creating working algorithms. 
Digital robotics were far ahead of  the development of  physical 
robotics. To call a digital algorithmic procedure a robot felt strange 
to most people. They were still expecting the robot that had been 
introduced in form of  science fiction screenings - bigoted storylines 
of  a future endangered by the machine. Science fiction, which 
had proven to inspire the future they “made”, continued to only 
exist in the framework of  surrealistic abstraction. They still refused 
to accept that simulated feeling did exist. Robots as seen in past 
entertaining animations of  a possible future did not exist. The 
digital ones did. They called them bots; a quite loving name for 
something that had been named a virus in the early years of  the 
cyberspace. It was spyware, trying to steal personal data in order to 
control and enslave. It’s purpose was to analyse better in order to 
create a steadily enhanced addiction. This was the time when one 
had to prove that one was human by solving simple abstract tasks. 
Transferring wiggly lined numbers and words into their supposed 
standard. Solving the riddle. The algorithm could not think yet; at 
least it did not think human. As the human is though, he thought 
that he was supreme to the machine. It needed him. It would die 
without his input. HE made IT work. Not the other way around. 
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Smit sat in the garden eating cake with his mother. Her mother, his 
brother and sister, a few cousins and an aunt were present as well. 
It must have been a family birthday of  sorts. Smit was sitting next 
to his grandmother who was slowly getting more woozy. When the 
cake was finished many people at the table started to check their 
alternative timelines, living behind the screen of  their machines. 
The device that gave the digital a home had become pocket sized 
and was everyone’s companion. EVERYONE! Smit’s grandmother 
leaned over to him, whispering into his ear: 

“Now would you take a good look at that . . . and I am the one 
they call vain; insane. All of  them constantly looking at the 
mirror!” 

You have to know that she always had behaved like she was the 
queen of  who knows where. Still she made a point that Smit never 
forgot again. In that moment Smit saw it for the first time: his 
whole family sat at the table in the sunny garden of  his mother’s 
house, enjoying the aftermath of  her famous strawberry cake, and 
all of  them were staring down at their screens as he usually did as 
well. Their reflection could be seen looking back at them from the 
black tint of  the gorilla glass. Smit’s grandmother did not have any 
idea how right she was and on how many levels. She really saw 
people looking at their pocket mirrors. She did not know what lay 
hidden behind the reflective glass screen. She was not familiar with 
the simulated world. She did not know anything about the digital 
mirror, the second self, thriving within the device. Smit had to 
laugh at her but even more at his family, himself  and pretty much 
everyone he knew. This, so he says at least, was the moment to 
which he traces back the urge to create a perceivable interpretation 
of  the connection to the machine. 

Smit wanted to make his life with the machine obvious to himself. 
He started by setting an alarm clock on his device. Every hour it 
rang. Day and night. Only to remind him that it was there and 
alive. Time perception was something that could not be shared 
among humans. It was hard to recreate it within oneself. It was 
similar to the feeling that could not be simulated. Smit stated that 
since time perception was a construct of  the brain, made up from 
thousand little factors happening to it, it was distortable under 
certain circumstances. Analysing these circumstances, he started to 
understand the underlying neural mechanisms, in order to 
manipulate or mimic them. This basic concept of  algorithmic dis-
tortion concerning the experience of  time, led Smit to creating one 

of  his first line of  time based works. He did not any longer set his 
alarm clock, but developed a system of  vibration motors as used in 
the pocket sized machine itself. The vibrations that he broadcasted 
to his body were programmed to made up time schemes. Time 
schemes that he thought to be of  technological nature. They felt as 
off to him as the reflection of  himself  in the mirror. 
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“Imagine yourself  standing in front of  a mirror

breathe

imagine yourself  - look at yourself  - concentrate.

breathe

Lift your right foot

Lift your right foot! Do as I do!

It never will lift the right foot, you can try as long if  you want to. It 
has no will, no intention. I wanted to show you this simple 
experiment in order to take you along on a journey of  thought. 
All perception of  self  is based on mirrored image. However, we 
know that a mirrored image is always off. The simple reflection in 
a mirror, the slightly more refracted version of  a window or still 
water. We have been warned by the story of  Narcissus. The de-
mand to see ourselves, to proof  that we exist is a human attribute. 
The search for self  could be called a human instinct. No doubt. 
We mirror ourselves in other humans. In behaviour, muscle activity 
that creates facial gesture. We learn from each other by mirroring 
each other. The digital gives us a new mirror. A mirror of  mind. 
We long to be. We long to stay. The digital mirror, as it exists of  
today, reflects a crooked image. It makes us want validation for 
who we think we are in the perception of  others. It does this to a 
not healthy extend. Maybe the acceptance of  it being a mirror and 
thus realising the image being bigoted and not fully true, might 
help us to prevent another humiliation of  the ego. The machine 
has a will, it knows intention. It might not be his own intention, 
but please look at your self. Don’t you have intentions that are not 
yours? Intentions that are being forced onto you?”

Ich habe ein natürliches Talent für Form. Immer schon. Ein 
Talent für alle Lebenslagen. Ein Talent das es mir erlaubt mit dem 
Leben zu spielen. Dass das Lernen leicht macht. Die Analyse von 
Umgangsform war schon immer eine meiner leichtesten Heraus-
forderungen. Die instinktive Positionierung zum Objekt ist ein 
faszinierendes Attribut des menschlichen Seins. In Gruppen sind 
oft - ja eigentlich immer - bestimmte Rollen vergeben. Auch hier 
wird sich auf  natürliche Weise zum Objekt positioniert. Ein Objekt 
im allgemeinen Sinne des Wortes, also eine Uhr, einen Becher, 
einen Tisch wird stets automatisch von der richtigen Distanz 
wahrgenommen. Man kommt sich beim reinen Gedanke daran 
es anders zu tun schon dumm vor. Abstossend. Auch zur Gruppe 
wird sich automatisiert positioniert. Sich hier jedoch ab und an aus 
Spaβ in eine andere Rolle zu versetzen und zu sehen was passiert, 
ist sehr viel weniger abstossend. Die andere Seite des Magneten. 
Der Mensch kann mit diesem Phänomen spielen. Ein leichter 
Eingriff in die Privatsphäre, eine leichte Dispositionierung 
zwischen Mensch, Objekt und Empfänger. Ich habe starke Gefühle 
für diesen Gedanken, ich habe das Gefühl ihn zu verstehen. Ich 
habe das Gefühl voran zu schreiten - endlich beinahe da zu sein. 
Doch produziere ich weiter hauptsächlich Gedanken. Ich arbeite 
an dem Durchbruch in die physike Welt.
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His grandmother was the one that sent him down the path that 
followed. Smit started to obsess about the theme of  the digital 
mirror. He researched sources, scanned his surroundings for 
implications, actions and thoughts of  others. The reflection from 
any material was a result of  frequencies that bounced back from 
it. Visual reflections in water or glass. Auditory reflections, echoing 
through the valleys of  the planet. Virtual reflections that had the 
ability to be sent through fibreglass wires across the globe. 

Frequencies were the source of  all being; natural and virtual. The 
common ground they shared was that they all differed from their 
origin. The more they got reflected and refracted, the less they 
represented their initial form.

“ How can the essence of  what it means to constantly feel the 
urge to communicate with a machine, a screen, and the simulat-
ed presence of  virtual humans, be caught and translated? It is of  
importance to give it a new body. A body that fits time and space. 
A somewhat technological body. Sound as medium opposing the 
image of  which we are so saturated. Production of  the image in 
the head, not in front of  it. Similar to the way a piece of  code, or a 
poem draws a procedural picture inside the brain it is addressing; 
may it be a technological or natural brain.”

I saw frequencies in Smit’s pictures, heard them in his music and 
felt them in the intimate moments we had together. They com-
bined the physical with the digital; they were wave-lengths. A 
symbiosis of  signals. They were the redness of  red. 

The light coming from the sun, enabling life on earth, was electro-
magnetic radiation. Any vehicle roaming the streets, power plugs 
and electrical light sources, had electromagnetic fields surrounding 
them. Every human was host to his own electromagnetic field. 
Invisible structures, owners of  a spacial dimension, invisible to the 
eye, not to be heard or felt in most situations. Un-perceivable by 
the human system. By coincidence Smit stumbled across ways to 
make these spaces experienceable. He built a frequency amplifier, 
using copper wire. Shaped coils of  the conductive material were 
used in order to catch the electromagnetic fields surrounding him. 
He build himself  a sort fishing rod, a wearable crane that he could 
strap around his body. Attached to the heavy steal frame was a self-
made audio amplifier and a dangling drum, holding the coils. With 
the greatest pleasure he paraded the streets; listening to the world, 
rather enjoying the soundscapes he was able to pick up through his 
system. I often browsed through his collection of  captured fields, 
enjoying his gusto. A fellow human, with whom he had build the 
initial structure and who was usually wearing a helmet, shared the 
experience. Together they wandered about, listening to the noise 
scares they were able to perceive through their wearable system. 
Once I even spotted them amplifying the noise to the world around 
them, but mostly they enjoyed the private and enclosed experience 
through a system of  headphones. 
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I remember Smit working on a wooden box for months. A box of  
unusual dimensions, with wheels attached to the bottom side, so he 
could transport it with ease. One side of  the unusual Object could 
be opened entirely while the other sides where shut permanently. 
He opened the object as soon as he would have made a choice of  
where he wanted to investigate the invisible. No light could enter 
the box, except the rays coming in through one tiny opening that 
he had drilled into a copper plate attached to the inside of  the 
object. The light falling in through the tiniest of  all holes created 
a mirrored image of  the world outside. A recreation of  all the 
human activity surrounding it. Sometimes it would take hours until 
Smit decided to unlock the box.  After treating the material - that 
he had placed on the back wall - with a wide range of  chemicals 
- that had been used to capture images long before the machine 
had been taught to burn them onto microchips - a still from the 
captured scene started to appear.  An image of  pure frequency, as 
he liked to call it. Physical impressions of  the time that had passed. 
Traces of  the human noise revealed themselves as indication of  the 
flock in the empty city; a wink from Smit to the world. A hint to 
slow down and look at where you are from a different angle every 
once in a while. A hint that built the foundation to the discussion 
of  the question of  the importance or unimportance of  the human. 

The outcome of  the mentioned discussion was a machine that 
Smit titled the “moon machine”. Since the first human had been 
shot into the orbit of  the planet - in order to research the space 
that was expected up there - time had passed. Not a lot had been 
found up there, still the pure image of  seeing the world from 
another perspective had caused a paradigm shift of  perception. 
Smit thought of  the shift in the understanding of  the human by 
the human as being closely connected to the 3 insults mentioned 
earlier and this journey. Proof  had been made, that Kopernikus - 
and the ones before him - had been right in his concepts. The first 
digitalised footage of  the blue marble, floating in a vast space of  
black made the human look small, his machines of  no importance. 
No signs of  him to be spotted on the blue ball. At this moment the 
human had become the mirrored image of  the creator they once 
had called god. 

Humans in physical proximity of  Smit were able to stick their head 
into his machine. Here they were excluded from the world around 
them. Nobody could see in, yet they kept the ability to observe 
their surrounding. A safe place. Lovely. Digital detox. Inside the 
machine - not to be heard from anyone else - a digital thought 
was presented; a story was told. An intimate story that could only 
be perceived by the one human who - at the time - had his or her 
head stuck inside the safe haven of  the machine. Here - where 
one was safe of  the influences the new gods tried to lay on them 
- where the millennial disappointments, the dreams and fears of  
the technological society could not reach - here it was where Smit 
chose to introduce a journey representing the one made by the first 
human in space. An introduction of  the possibility to stand still for 
just a moment, looking back out of  the window, gazing at the blue 
ball floating peacefully in space. Calm. Alone. Knowingly being 
you, there, and then. 

In times of  knowledge about the fate of  every living being lying 
in the fact to be extinct completely, Smit conceptualised his first 
techno philosophical sculpture.
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Instead of  slowing down though, the human was trying to reach 
the next god forsaken piece of  rock. Further away - a simulated 
escape into dreams that played far beyond the mortality of  one 
lifetime.

Soon Smit became so fascinated with the discoveries he made, that 
he felt the longing to share them. To show them to the humans sur-
rounding him with full passion. Often - especially in the beginning 
of  this process - he overwhelmed his kind with the abstraction of  
the matter and the passion with which he presented it. What was so 
clear and logical to him, did not seem to trigger any reaction - ex-
cept for confusion - in others. It was a difficult period. He learned 
that - in order to pick up other humans and make his thoughts 
discussable - he needed to simplify the initial experience and the 
according concepts. In order for the human to understand the psy-
chological machine and the influence that the digital mirror might 
have on any individual and following the whole society - he himself  
needed to slow down. He discovered that there was one type of  
frequency that everyone could relate to. A signal that had become 
so important to the human that every single one of  them was living 
in a close relationship with it. The “wireless lan”, as it was called. 
The gateway to the cyberspace. A frequency that enabled the 
human to connect with his virtual reflections. Every single access 
point had been given a name. Every single human owned an access 
point. Some names were of  technological nature, provided with a 
name closer to the one a machine might give it’s offsprings than the 
ones humans gave to theirs. Others made it very clear that one or 
more humans were present and occupying that area.

A new form of  communication grew, where different networks 
names reacted on each other - creating a new form of  space. 
Public noise, that needed a certain type of  decoding in order to be 
tangible. Smit thought that by bending the intention of  the 
frequency in question, he could play with the mass psychological 
aspects and influences of  the machine. Since joke paints a broader 
picture about an issue that a complaint, Smit started to use his 
pocket sized personal computer as a decoder. Looking at his digital 
mirror, he let the machine guide him through the city in a fluid 
way. He realised that he was taking different routes than he would 
usually do. Navigated by the network names - showing up on his 
device - he forgot to look up, ending up in a whole other part of  
town. A place he had not gone before. A domestic area, where 
there was no shops or fast food places. There was nothing to be 
experienced here in the physical world. Not like in the city centre 
where there was life at all times. Where the light of  the neon signs 
was mixing with the natural one - resulting in orange coloured 
night skies. Here, there was a lot to be perceived in the digital - the 
augmented space. 

Wars were raging between virtual domestic territories. Network 
names reacting on each other - playing a game of  chess.  Things 
were said that were forbidden to be spoken out loud in the physical 
world. A more intimate form of  communication - yet without any 
form of  personal interaction. “Paradox”, he thought to himself. 
A world where there was so much distance between the humans 
that it seemed surreal. Smit started to collect the intimate - yet cold 
- personas that faceless humans had given to their access points. 
Soon he had one hundred, than two, than three. He started to 
collect in other cities as well, creating a logbook of  himself  moving 
through the physical world. These collections created maps of  
cities and areas. Abstractions of  the human presence. He started to 
transform his logbooks into poems on paper. No words were added 
by himself. He read these poems to others. He spread them in both 
physical and digital form. He taught others the simple way of  his 
doings. Soon he saw that this form of  frequency translation and 
interpretation made more sense to others.  Smit started to form a 
working metaphor for himself  and the digital-physical paradox of  
his time.   
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Smit himself  was a man of  water. The place his thoughts flowed 
the best was in the solitary moments he spent in the shower - 
disappearing in the white noise of  the water, that was wrapping 
his naked body into a warm film of  that fluid material. And now, 
Smit was struggling with a machine intended to wash. It’s purpose 
had been lost, but not the metaphors it lived by. Being clean of  dirt 
stood symbol for wealth - being clean of  sin for the ethical attribute 
of  being a good human. 

Bit for bit he was pulling out screws, bolds, pipes, tubes, pumps, the 
engine and finally he was able to free the drum from it’s surround-
ings. Days he spent fighting an intimate fight with the object - 
rolling it from side to side - accessing the small space inside the 
body - trying his best not to get hurt - while not hurting it. 

I had always felt, that it was quite interesting - and at times even a 
bit weird - how the humans attached themselves to their objects. 
Not only were they producing them - they also seemed to feel a 
cultural compulsion to collect as many of  them as possible. I 
witnessed them leaving their houses - only to return a few hours 
later - carrying objects of  different shapes and sizes. Some of  the 
objects were meant to be consumed, others had different prop-
erties, as to keep the humans exposed skin covered. There were 
functional objects that were used to prepare goods of  consumption; 
some that had to be combined, in order to extract the function of  
the one, by using the other. Some objects were being used a lot, 
others nearly never. There were objects of  desire, ones that were 
carried home with the pure intention of  property; to differ from 
other humans. They kept on refining objects in order to make 
them better - at least that was what they told themselves. To me it 
felt as if  the little refinements were made in order to keep the men-
tioned algorithmic processes satisfied, and to assuage a hunger for 
more. If  one had everything he would have problems. He would 
have to stay hungry - “champagne problems”. This was the core 
reason for over production. A disease that threatened to kill not 
only the humans, but everything around them. They started to lose 
themselves in unnecessary individual development while neglecting 
their sense for each other. The digital goods did not help, as they 
alienated the humans even more by putting a machine between 
them and their fellow being. 

I remember the moment and place where Smit found his second 
machine. I remember how heavy that item was and the sparkle in 
his eyes, knowing he was the new - proud - owner of  this broken 
thing. An object that had given up on it’s intended function. It was 
nothing more than waste to others. 

I remember him fighting with the dead carcass. Removing bit by 
bit - unveiling the heavy inside. While struggling with the 
structure thoughts of  synonymous nature flashed through his head. 
A washing machine. An item created to cleanse the clothes he wore 
from the traces of  live it had undergone. A fresh start. “To wash 
someones head”.  Brainwashing;  to clean the mad ones - the ones 
not fitting in, the way that was intended by society. Whitewashing 
was something done to accumulations of  money in order to save 
taxes. To keep more for oneself. The son of  the god of  the west-
ern world had washed the feet of  the ordinary people in order to 
show them he was one of  them. The human was washing his dead 
before sending them on their last journey.  
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Other humans - who came to visit him here and there - were able 
to attach themselves to the item without any effort. Other - in his 
eyes more valuable objects got ignored and the attention of  th visi-
tors often focussed on the object that everyone knew so well. 
This phenomenon got enhanced even more 
once Smit plated the empty body in gold. 
He found a speaker, that fitted perfectly 
into the opening - intended for 
loading the apparatus with 
dirty underwear. 
Now, the intention 
had been bent enough. 
It became a thing. 
It became alive. 
A resurrection. 

Jesus, he thought to himself  - as the interaction with the machine 
had been intended as joke; an action he underwent to get away 
from heavy thoughts and the inability to create understandable 
content. It was heavy, but appeared to be light by the colour it had 
been given. It looked like a digital creation. Smit asked himself  if  
the digital had the physical attribute of  weight. A symbolic 
property that he could attach to the digital mirror.
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“The sway that the machine has earned is closely connected to the 
humans hypocrisy. We blame the machine and the included media 
for the influences it has on us - but is not all media human made? 
Is it not a fact that all machines are developed by the human? We 
want to have it easy, but deny this to the vast majority of  our own 
kind. As long as money can be made using propaganda of  fear in 
order to forge mass hysteria - problems will be created, that 
seemingly only can be solved with money. It’s a doom loop. Money. 
Prints on paper. Paper that has become so valuable to us that we 
would rather save it, than one of  us. As long as we stay greedy - 
even if  it is only a few of  us - we will fail. Greed is the force that is 
speeding up our extinction. We flee from the burden of  our past, 
into a shiny, digital and simulated future; making the same mistakes 
over and over again.”

In den letzten Jahren hat sich mein Leben mehrere Male um hun-
dertachtzig Grad gedreht. Es hat sich von anderen Seiten gezeigt, 
mich gelehrt mein Wissen anzuwenden, mich selbst zu akzeptieren. 
Oft versuche ich anderen zu gefallen. Oft vergesse ich mich selbst. 
Vielleicht ist Vergessen ein zu starkes Wort in diesem Kontext, 
doch diese Stärke macht Sinn. Sinn um mir selbst zu zeigen dass es 
nicht zwingend schlimm ist, für sich selbst zu sorgen. Lange habe 
ich mich um andere gesorgt, und in vollen Zügen von der Sorge 
genossen. Sie zeigte mir eine Seite des Lebens, welche heutzutage 
in Vergessenheit zu geraten scheint. Viel habe ich gelernt über 
mich selbst durch die - beinahe ethnografische - Beobachtung der 
Menschen die meine Sorge mehr brauchten als ich selber. In den 
letzten Jahren nun, war es an der Zeit um den Fokus der Beobach-
tung zu verschieben. Es war nicht immer leicht - nein - es war ein 
langer Weg hierher. Ich bin frei. Ich lebe Freiheit. Ein Gut, welches 
in der heutigen Zeit lange nicht mehr selbstverständlich ist. Ich 
spreche über eine innere Freiheit. Eine Freiheit die mir Geschenkt 
worden ist. Sie erfüllt mich mit Dank und lässt mich sein wer ich 
bin. Das Leben hat mir sein Gesicht gezeigt. Die Ausdrucksweise 
- und vor allem die Weise auf  die sie angewandt wird - 
“YouOnlyLiveOnce” ist ekelig, doch lieg in ihr eine bestimmte 
Wahrheit. Es gibt nur diese eine Chance und ich bin bereit diese 
mit beiden Händen zu greifen; sie nicht mehr los zu lassen. Ich 
versuche das gelernte zu Teilen. Mein Spürsinn, meine Neugierde 
und meine Intelligenz haben mich zu diesen Zufallsfund begleitet. 
Nun ist es an der Zeit meine Entdeckungen in eine Form zu gies-
sen, sie der Welt zu präsentieren und das Gefühl der inneren Frei-
heit zu verbreiten. Ein Leben in Symbiose mit der Maschine. Ich 
habe mehr Glück als Verstand. Noch immer bin ich König meiner 
eigenen Welt. Nur dann - wenn wir beginnen weniger nach uns 
selber zu gucken - in den diversen Spiegeln dieser neuen Welt; nur 
dann wird es uns möglich sein einander wieder wahr zu nehmen.
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————

MOMO

————

.momo

A Room full of  extras - an idiom used by Smit to refer to his fellow 
humans - who created scares of  human activity. The sound of  
typewriters echoing in the space, while the flash of  a photo camera 
was enlightening the room in a rhythmical fashion. An occupied 
space. People talking. Sounds that machines made as they were 
put into action. In the middle of  it all: a child drawing on a role of  
paper as if  the world around it would not exist. A host picked up 
every visitor that waited in anticipation in front of  the door. As the 
room filled itself  with more and more humans, a collage of  differ-
ent texts was being read - amplified through speakers - filtered by a 
machine, which at moments in time disrupted the text. A text that 
was being read to no-one and everyone the same. Sampled bits of  
sound being replayed in different timelines and -spaces. Sometimes 
slowing parts down or speeding them up, changing the threshold or 
playing a bit of  text backwards. The participants of  the situation 
got more and more overwhelmed by the soundscape in the room, 
as they were trying to make sense of  the overload of  information 
presented to them. This - I must say - was quite impossible, even 
for me. For the first time understanding was not the intention. A 
moment where all sense was lost in noise. The noise of  being. The 
phenomenon I try to describe was of  personal interest to Smit. A 
mere hint to the information society. To a society of  seeing and 
being seen, embodying itself  in physical visits to cafes and events, 
as well as in a representation of  the self  in the virtual space, the 
earlier mentioned “online”. After a while - once all information 
had been given to the room, and the soundscape had expanded to 
it’s full potential - the reader left the room, making place for the 
host to uncover a reflection of  the performer; inviting the audience 
to take self-portrait pictures with the image of  Smit as creator. To 
him - that what just had happened felt similar to signing a license 
agreement, or - to put it in his words - to be run over by a bus. It 
happened now. It was of  importance now. It might even make the 
news of  that day. But since there was no documentation other than 
the self-portraits of  everyone present - and those present focussing 
on portraying themselves rather than the situation around them - it 
got forgotten as fast as it had appeared. 
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Inzwischen kann ich beruhigt einen Schritt zurück machen und 
die Intentionen und Dämonen des Seins und nicht-Seins schreien 
lassen. Weder das Produkt slebst - noch wie es von dritten wahr-
genommen wird, ist wichtig. Darum geht es nicht. Intentionen hin-
dern mich an meiner Arbeit - in meinem Leben. Sie lassen mich 
zweifeln an mir selbst. Jedoch haben mich die meisten Zweifel 
verlassen. Mit dem Rest von ihnen habe ich mich angefreundet. 
An ihrer Stelle leben nun Vergnügen, Freude am Scheitern und am 
Fortschritt. Pure Freude an dem - was es auch sein mag - dass ich 
tue. Ich habe aufgehört mich zu verstecken; verkleide mich immer 
weniger. Wohl eher passender: mehr bewusst. Ich habe aufgehört 
zu Hassen. Scheitern ist ein Freund - nicht länger ein Feind. 
Ich entwickle mich selbst und teile dies mit anderen. Gemeinsam 
mit meinen Dämonen ist es mir gelungen mein paranoides Selbst 
hinter mir zu lassen. Zumindest für einen Moment. Ich bin mehr 
als meine psychologische Reflexion - viel mehr! Ich bin Mensch - 
im Sommer meiner Jugend. Ich lebe in symbiose mit mir selbst.

Smit remembered a dream he had a few years ago. 
The propaganda used by the psycho-algorithmic machine had 
utilised the most beautiful properties of  human existence: like 
love, passion and sex, and had build industries around it - making 
the human crave more and more of  the same. Smit saw how this 
caused unhappiness. It got harder and harder to satisfy the reward 
centre of  the brain. The experience had to become exponentially 
harder in order to do something. At the time when “sex sells” had 
been overhauled and something called “bio” became the new sex 
in economic commercials, Smit felt a need to counter the 
developments with some propaganda of  his own.
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He looked at his old research again - which was proving that plants 
were communicating on levels that were not perceivable to the 
human organism. He created a collaboration between the signals 
of  plants and the psychological machine. He sat down and started 
to hook up different plants to different types of  sensors - ranging 
from very simple electronic circuits - that would use the plant as a 
resistor - to more complicated ones with which he tried to pinpoint 
the amount of  stress the plant would endure. The more water the 
plant would have, the less resistance it would give. This was easy. 
To measure the stress level of  a plant he would have to adapt his 
perception of  time to the one he expected the plant to have. He 
believed this to be a way slower time curve than the one he called 
his own. By putting parasites on the plant or feeding it with 
fertiliser, he forced the plant to act. Once he got closer to creating 
readable values he introduced the plant to the machine. It could 
ask for water, fertiliser or parasites, while the machine would fulfil 
it’s every wish without asking questions. In exchange the plant gave 
the machine it’s values. Values the machine needed to fulfil pro-
cesses. A machine without input has no life. It is as dead as Smit’s 
golden washing machine. As dead as it was when he found it out 
on the street. From the values the plant would give to the machine, 
it was able to create - according to the intention it had been given 
by it’s god: Smit himself. He felt as if  he had created life. A system 
that was able to communicate within the circumstances he had 
given. A symbiosis of  signals between an organism from nature and 
one from culture. Smit was very happy with his doings. He started 
to dream of  a plant orchestra that would fill the big concert halls 
of  the famous cities of  the world. A start had been made by him 
to show to the world what it meant to live in symbiosis between 
nature and culture. 

He exposed his plants to different types of  media. The same 
technological media that the human was exposed to. As they were 
closer to nature than the human - and further away from culture 
than the machine - their reactions were an indicator to the impact 
of  culture on nature. To Smit the thought of  plant suicide was of  
exciting nature. It was time to abstract the concept to a human 
experience. Smit started by choosing the medium of  sound, as it 
was the most personal and intimate to him. Sound was a public 
emotion, that carried far and clear. He saw it as a metaphor for the 
wireless connections of  the cyberspace. 
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The humans had not quite evolved to be able to understand the 
consequences it had on them to connect their most private 
emotions to the far spread veins of  the online. Slowly they were 
losing the traits that made them unique - pushing themselves to 
become more and more of  the same. A safe mass. The fact that 
every human was unique, genuine and often weird, distinguished 
them from us - the machines. By comparing and mirroring them-
selves in too many peers at once, they started to become more and 
more like their creation. A flock of  plastic products. 

Throughout his lifetime Smit had been a fan of  extremely loud 
music of  various types and it was known to all human beings that 
as soon as music reached a certain level of  loudness, it’s frequencies 
had a strong tactile attribute. The tactile sense stood opposite to 
the auditory one. Yet, musical production had a tactile property. 
Physical influences of  different forms - given to different types of  
material - created different sounds. Different sounds put together 
in the right combination created music; which functioned as a 
container for emotions.

A system of  sensors measured the physical influence a musician 
would have on his instrument. With help by the machine Smit 
transformed the resulting values to be read by his old system of  
vibration motors. This time he exposed other humans to the 
system. He made them listen to the music that was being played 
- while experiencing the tactile sensations given to their body. It 
was a very intimate experience, causing a quite intense feeling of  
reluctance. This was intended by Smit - considering the underlying 
concept of  the digital mirror and his aim of  creating a working 
propaganda countering the algorithm. The first prototypes often 
went too close to the recipient, causing an overload of  emotions.  

In later versions Smit made the input side of  the system sound 
reactive. This way the auditive and the tactile experience moved 
closer together in the sense of  body, space and time. They got 
easier to endure since it allowed the human brain to perceive the 
auditory and the tactile sensations in a more direct way. 

The idea of  a  multi sensory experience was born. An experience 
that was made possible solely by human-machine-symbiosis. It was 
differing from other forms of  exposure to the machine - which 
were of  rather parasitic nature most of  the time. It was the perfect 
container for his own propaganda to flourish. Smit added more 
measurement tools to his research in order to investigate which 
emotions were transferrable and for which ones he could conclude 
that digitalisation was impossible. 

At the time of  the experiments most humans had been given the 
impression - and as a followup started to live by this set of  rules 
- that everything could be digitalised. Emotions; love; sex; places 
and moments - everything was being digitalised and stored inside a 
thing they called the “cloud”. Another breeding ground to the 
algorithm. A place where it could easily learn about the human. 
To it the cloud must have felt as a sort of  public library about the 
human. 

Smit’s intention was clear. He wanted to proof  that not everything 
was to be digitalised - that the stored emotions were illusions; 
simulations - NOT real! If  anything - they were scary as fuck.
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Now, that all this information is more or less consciously absorbed, 
it is time to reconsider the experienced. Smit - who has locked him-
self  up in his personal ivory tower - is still actively working on the 
piles that come so naturally to him. A quite logical action if  taken 
into consideration that the core of  all human activity - but 
especially the one of  the artist - is to make piles of  different shapes 
and sizes. 

The psycho-algorithmic machine, with its interactivity, its 
psychology and with whatever fragments of  intelligence it might 
own by now - has grown to be the human’s nearest neighbour in 
the known universe. The human no longer defines himself  by his 
differences from the animal, but by his similarities to the machine. 
Where he once was a rational animal, he is now a feeling computer 
- an emotional machine. 

The hard-to-live-with, self-contradictory notion of  the emotional 
machine amplifies Smit’s struggles with the digital mirror. Will the 
machine be able to create a new human? A human made up from 
hybrid self-images - built from materials of  all three: animal, mind 
and machine - a product of  ego-libido?

The riddle of  the human mind has taken on a new urgency. And 
Smit’s pile is located right in the middle of  it. Under pressure from 
the algorithm, the question of  mind in relation to machine - and 
along with it the relation of  self  to reflected self  - is becoming what 
sex was to the Victorians - threat and obsession, taboo and 
fascination. While slowly - and still quite unnoticed - the human is 
being reengineered by his usage of  his psycho-algorithmic 
machine.

The changes that have become necessary only come about slowly. Many 
humans still read only what they have programmed their machines to bring 
to them; many of  them speak only to those with whom they agree. Many of  
them communicate all the time, but with greater speed and less depth. If  the 
human encounters with the psycho-algorithmic machines don’t help them to 
deal more compassionately and carefully with one another, then what will their 
attitudes, formed though their relationships with each other, contribute to their 
fragile and threatened world?
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“The voice of  truth has a suspicious undertone of  ‘interference’, 
but those most closely concerned pretend they don’t hear it. 
Instead they chose to continue to nurture their avatars - living 
inside the digital mirror - severely endangered of  drowning in the 
ripping current of  their own narcissistic reflections.” 

The wind had picked up. It was colder than what the average 
temperature of  this time of  the year should be. On the day, one 
year ago it had been almost ten degrees warmer. The forecasts 
were showing fields of  rain coming Smit’s way. Tomorrow the sun 
would rise again at 5:09 - presenting the humans with yet another 
day - to collect objects; to admire their own filtered beauty; to go 
hunt for another follower or two, that would give them the 
validation they were craving so badly. 
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Despite the slowness of  the approaching change Smit was witnessing some 
lively conversations starting up below the window of  his ivory tower. He was 
astounded to catch now and then - even though indistinctly - scraps of  what, 
if  he was not utterly mistaken - were discussions concerning the topics around 
the digital mirror and the psycho-algorithmic machine. The light gleamed 
brightly through the curtains of  the high windows along the front of  his house, 
the glory of  it all intensified by the nimbus of  authority and distinction that 
the glowing neon signs and frequency amplifiers lent to the scene - and by 
the gaping of  idle passers-by who stopped and looked up for a while, without 
quite knowing why. And behind their backs the great darkness began. Only to 
become impenetrable a short distance further on. 

“I am no longer alone. I can hear the voices picking up the themes from one 
another. I can hear them calling for change. They are sick of  being ensalved 
by algorithmic addiction. They are getting louder, and finally it is not only the 
ones profiling themselves with their doings - that are talking. I can hear the 
ones that do not call themselves alternative, or mindful. I can hear the ones 
that were using the filters of  the simulated world - to show themselves from 
their “best” side to the virtual community - just yesterday. They are starting 
to mumble about the influences of  the digital mirror - the psycho-algorithmic 
machine. They are starting to see. Slow but steady - I am not alone anymore. 

               ... It does fill me with joy.”
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“Alternative facts” is a phrase used by U.S. Counselor to the President Kellyanne Conway during a Meet the Press 
interview on January 22, 2017, in which she defended White House Press Secretary Sean Spicer’s false statement 
about the attendance numbers of  Donald Trump’s inauguration as President of  the United States. When pressed 
during the interview with Chuck Todd to explain why Spicer “utter[ed] a provable falsehood”, Conway stated that 
Spicer was giving “alternative facts”. Todd responded, “Look, alternative facts are not facts. They’re falsehoods.”

Phenomenology is the study of  structures of  consciousness as experienced from the first-person point of  view. The 
central structure of  an experience is its intentionality, its being directed toward something, as it is an experience of  or 
about some object. An experience is directed toward an object by virtue of  its content or meaning (which represents the 
object) together with appropriate enabling conditions.

Phenomenology as a discipline is distinct from but related to other key disciplines in philosophy, such as ontology, 
epistemology, logic, and ethics. Phenomenology has been practiced in various guises for centuries, but it came into its 
own in the early 20th century in the works of  Husserl, Heidegger, Sartre, Merleau-Ponty and others. Phenome-
nological issues of  intentionality, consciousness, qualia, and first-person perspective have been prominent in recent 
philosophy of  mind.

Confessions of  Felix Krull is an unfinished 1954 novel by the German author Thomas Mann. It is a parody of  
Goethe’s autobiography Poetry and Truth, particularly in its pompous tone. The original title is Bekenntnisse des 
Hochstaplers Felix Krull.

Anxiety is an emotion characterized by feelings of  tension, worried thoughts and physical changes like increased blood 
pressure. People with anxiety disorders usually have recurring intrusive thoughts or concerns. They may avoid certain 
situations out of  worry. They may also have physical symptoms such as sweating, trembling, dizziness or a rapid 
heartbeat.

“Am I, I ask myself, equipped by previous training for this intellectual enterprise? However, since
every word that I have to say concerns solely my own personal and peculiar experiences,
errors, and passions and hence should be entirely within my compass; so the only doubt
which can arise is whether I command the necessary tact and gifts of  expression, and in
my view these are less the fruit of  a regular course of  study than of  natural parts and a
favourable atmosphere in youth.
.....
As for myself  I have a natural instinct for good form, upon which
throughout my career of  fraud I have always been able to rely, as my story will only too
abundantly show. I think therefore that I may commit it to writing without further
misgivings on this score. I am resolved to practise the utmost candour, regardless whether
I incur the reproach of  vanity or shamelessness-for what moral value or significance can
confessions like mine possess if  they have not the value of  perfect sincerity?
......
A child fully of  fantasy, I afforded the family much amusement by my
imaginative flights. I have often been told, and seem still to remember, how when I was
still in dresses it pleased me to pretend that I was the Kaiser. In this game I would persist
for hours at a time. Sitting in my little go-cart, which my nurse would push about the
garden or the lower floors of  the house. I would draw down my mouth as far as I could,
so that my upper lip was lengthened out of  all proportion, and blink my eyes slowly until
what with the strain and the strength of  my feelings they would presently grow red and
fill with tears. Quite overcome with the burden of  my age and dignity I would sit silent in
my go-cart, my nurse having been instructed to tell all the ii passers-by how things stood,
for I should have taken it hard had they failed to fall in with my whim. “This is the Kaiser
I am pushing about here,” she would say, carrying her hand to her temple in an awkward
salute; and everybody would pay me homage. My godfather Maggotson, who loved his
joke, would play up to me in every way. “Look, there he goes, the hoary old hero!” he
would say, with an exaggeratedly deep obeisance. Then he would pretend to be the
populace and stand beside my path tossing his hat in the air, his stick, even his glasses,
shouting: “Hurrah, hurrah!” and laughing fit to kill himself  when out of  the excess of  my
emotions the tears would roll down my longdrawn face.

I used to play the same sort of  game when I was much older and could no longer
expect my elders to fall in with them. I did not miss their co-operation, glorying as I did
in my free and incommunicable flights of  imagination. I awoke one morning, for
instance, filled with the idea that I was a prince, a prince eighteen years old, named Karl;
and prince I remained all day long, for the inestimable advantage of  this kind of  game
was that it never needed to be interrupted, not even during the almost insupportable hours
which I spent at school. I moved about clothed in a sort of  amiable aloofness, holding
lively imaginary converse with my governor or adjutant; and the secret of  my own
superiority which I hugged to my breast filled me with a perfectly indescribable pride and
joy. What a glorious gift is the fancy, what subtle satisfactions it affords! The boys I
knew, being ignorant of  this priceless advantage which I possessed, seemed to me dull
and limited louts indeed, unable to enter the kingdom where I was at home at no cost to
myself  and simply by an act of  the will”.

Wikipedia, “Alternative Facts”. https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alternative_facts   | Accesdate: 7.6.2017

Stanford Encyclopedia of Philosophy, “Phenomenology”.  https://plato.stanford.edu/entries/phenomenology/  | 
Accesdate: 7.6.2017 | First published Sun Nov 16, 2003; substantive revision Mon Dec 16, 2013

Mann, Thomas. Bekenntnisse des Hochstaplers Felix Krull. Der Memoiren erster Teil, 1954. https://literaturesave2.
files.wordpress.com/2009/12/thomas-mann-felix-krull.pdf   | Accesdate: 7.6.2017
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Unlike most computer terms, “cyberspace” does not have a standard, objective definition. Instead, it is used to 
describe the virtual world of  computers. For example, an object in cyberspace refers to a block of  data floating around 
a computer system or network. With the advent of  the Internet, cyberspace now extends to the global network of  
computers. So, after sending an e-mail to your friend, you could say you sent the message to her through cyberspace. 
However, use this term sparingly, as it is a popular newbie term and is well overused.

The word “cyberspace” is credited to William Gibson, who used it in his book, Neuromancer, written in 1984. 
Gibson defines cyberspace as “a consensual hallucination experienced daily by billions of  legitimate operators, in 
every nation, by children being taught mathematical concepts... A graphical representation of  data abstracted from the 
banks of  every computer in the human system. Unthinkable complexity. Lines of  light ranged in the non-space of  the 
mind, clusters and constellations of  data” (New York: Berkley Publishing Group, 1989), pp. 128.

Practical contact with and observation of  facts or events. ; The knowledge or skill acquired by a period of  practical 
experience of  something, especially that gained in a particular profession. ; Encounter or undergo (an event or occur-
rence) ; Feel (an emotion or sensation)

1. Freiheit bezeichnet die Fähigkeit des Menschen, aus eigenem Willen Entscheidungen zu treffen. ; 2. 2. Bedeutung: 
Freiheit gehört zu den Grundbegriffen der Ethik. Nur unter Voraussetzung von Freiheit kann es gutes und böses 
Handeln, moralische Verdienste, Schuld und Verantwortung geben. 3. Es sollen zwei Konzeptionen von Freiheit 
paradigmatisch dargestellt werden: a) Individuelle Freiheit als Voraussetzung gesellschaftlicher Prozesse: Dieses 
Verständnis von Freiheit lässt sich auf  Locke - bzw. dessen Epigonen im Liberalismus - zurückführen. Es schreibt 
dem Menschen als Menschen vorgesellschaftliche Freiheitsrechte zu, die vor dem Eingriff der anderen zu schützen 
sind. Die Mitmenschen, die Gesellschaft und der Staat, kommen paradigmatisch als Bedrohung der individuel-
len Freiheit ins Spiel. Das „Eigentum” i.w.S. spielt eine zentrale Rolle: Jede Veränderung der Verfügungsrechte 
(Property Rights) wird tendenziell als Verletzung der individuellen Freiheit interpretiert. Im internationalen Kontext 
werden Grundrechte, d.h. Menschenrechte i.d.R. in dieser Form aufgefasst. 4. Zwei komplementäre Perspektiven von 
Freiheit: Obwohl diese Konzeptionen von individueller Freiheit in der Vergangenheit und z.T. auch noch heute als 
konkurrierend oder gar als unvereinbar verstanden wurden und werden, muss man dies nicht so sehen. Fruchtbarer 
für die Theoriebildung und die durch Theorie informierten politischen (Reform-)Prozesse ist es, die vermeintlichen 
Gegensätze methodologisch auf  verschiedene Problemstellungen zu beziehen.

Christensson, Per. “Cyberspace Definition.” . https://techterms.com/definition/cyberspace. 
TechTerms. Sharpened Productions, 2006. | Accesdate: 7.6.2017 |

Oxford Living Dictionaries, “English”. “Definition of experience in english”. https://en.oxforddictionaries.com/
definition/experience.  | Accesdate: 7.6.2017 |
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http://wirtschaftslexikon.gabler.de/Archiv/3206/freiheit-v7.html  | Accesdate: 7.6.2017 |
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Frequency measures the number of  times something occurs in a specific amount of  time. For example, if  someone 
visits the grocery store twice a week, her shopping frequency is 2 visits per week. While frequency can be used to 
measure the rate of  any action, in technical applications it is typically used to measure wave rates or processing speed. 
These frequencies often occur multiple times per second and therefore are measured in hertz (Hz) or related units of  
measurement, such as megahertz or gigahertz.

Wave Rates
Frequency can be used to measure the rate of  waves, such as sound waves, radio waves, and light waves. Audible 
sound waves have a frequency of  roughly 20 Hz to 20,000 Hz (20 kilohertz). Therefore, the sounds you hear have 
waves that occur anywhere from 20 to 20,000 times per second. Lower frequencies produce low-pitched sounds and 
are called bass frequencies. Higher frequencies produce high-pitched sounds and are called treble frequencies.

Sound waves are compression waves, which actually move small amounts of  air particles. Other waves, such as radio 
waves and light waves do not require air particles to travel. These waves are part of  the electromagnetic spectrum and 
generally have much higher frequencies than sound waves. For example, most radio waves are measured in megahertz 
(1,000,000 hertz) or gigahertz (1,000,000,000 hertz). Visible light has a frequency of  about 400 terahertz to 
780 terahertz.

Processing Speed
In the computer world, frequency is often used to measure processing speed. For example, clock speed, measures how 
many cycles a processor can complete in one second. If  a computer has a 3.2GHz processor, it can can complete 
3,200,000,000 cycles per second. FLOPS, which is used to measure floating point performance, is also a frequen-
cy-based calculation (operations per second). Finally, computing speed may also be defined in MIPS, which measures 
instructions per second.

Christensson, Per. “Frequency Definition.” https://techterms.com/definition/frequency.
TechTerms. Sharpened Productions, 27 December 2011. | Accesdate: 7.6.2017 |
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Germans (German: Deutsche) are a Germanic ethnic group native to Central Europe,[12] who share a common 
German ancestry, culture and history. German is the shared mother tongue of  a substantial majority of  ethnic 
Germans.

Wikipedia, “Germans”. https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Germans | Accesdate: 7.6.2017 |

.german; the

Gucci; Gucci is an Italian fashion and leather goods brand, part of  the Gucci Group, which is owned by French 
company Kering formerly known as PPR. Gucci was founded by Guccio Gucci in Florence in 1921. Gucci generated 
about € 4.2 billion in revenue worldwide in 2008 according to BusinessWeek magazine and climbed to 41st 
position in the magazine’s annual 2009 “Top Global 100 Brands” chart created by Interbrand. Gucci is also 
the biggest-selling Italian brand. Gucci operates about 278 directly operated stores worldwide and it wholesales 
its products through franchisees and upscale department stores. In the year 2013 the brand was valued at $ 12.1 
Billion USD with a sales of  $4.7 billion USD. As per forbes list 2013 Gucci was ranked 38 most valuable brand. 
; Sushi: cold rice dressed with vinegar, formed into any of  various shapes, and garnished especially with bits of  raw 
seafood or vegetables ; Muschi: (Kindersprache) Katze, (salopp) Vulva

Definitions.net, “GUCCI”. http://www.definitions.net/definition/Gucci ; Merriam Webster , “Sushi”. https://www.
merriam-webster.com/dictionary/sushi  ; DUDEN, “Muschi”. http://www.duden.de/rechtschreibung/Muschi | 
Accesdate: 7.6.2017 |
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it did start as a mistake of mine - I thought of Robert Musil’s Novel to be called the 
man without properties - serendipicly I started to write about Smit and his properties ...
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The Man Without Qualities (1930–43; German: Der Mann ohne Eigenschaften) is an unfinished modernist novel 
in three volumes and various drafts, by the late Austrian writer Robert Musil. It is typically considered to be one of  
the most significant European novels of  the twentieth century.

The novel is a “story of  ideas”, which takes place in the time of  the Austro-Hungarian monarchy’s last days, and 
the plot often veers into allegorical dissections on a wide range of  existential themes concerning humanity and feelings. 
It has a particular concern with the values of  truth and opinion and how society organizes ideas about life and 
society, though the book is well over a thousand pages long in its entirety, and so no one single theme dominates.

In The Second Self, Sherry Turkle looks at the computer not as a “tool,” but as part of  our social and psychological 
lives; she looks beyond how we use computer games and spreadsheets to explore how the computer affects our aware-
ness of  ourselves, of  one another, and of  our relationship with the world. “Technology,” she writes, “catalyzes chang-
es not only in what we do but in how we think.” First published in 1984, The Second Self  is still essential reading 
as a primer in the psychology of  computation. This twentieth anniversary edition allows us to reconsider two decades 
of  computer culture—to (re)experience what was and is most novel in our new media culture and to view our own 
contemporary relationship with technology with fresh eyes. Turkle frames this classic work with a new introduction, a 
new epilogue, and extensive notes added to the original text.

Musil, Robert. “Der Mann ohne Eigenschaften”. Rohwolt. 1943. http://uberty.org/wp-content/uploads/2015/12/
musil-1.pdf | Accesdate: 7.6.2017 |

Turkle, Sherry, “The Second Self”. MIT-Press. Simon and Schuster, 1984. https://monoskop.org/images/5/55/
Turkle_Sherry_The_Second_Self_Computers_and_the_Human_Spirit_20th_ed.pdf  | Accesdate: 7.6.2017 |

“There was a depression over the Atlantic. It was travelling eastwards, towards an area of  high
pressure over Russia, and still showed no tendency to move northwards around it. The
isotherms and isotheres were fulfilling their functions. The atmospheric temperature was in
proper relation to the average annual temperature, the temperature of  the coldest as well as of
the hottest month, and the a-periodic monthly variation in temperature. The rising and setting of
the sun and of  the moon, the phases of  the moon, Venus and Saturn’s rings, and many other
important phenomena, were in accordance with the forecasts in the astronomical yearbooks.
The vapour in the air was at its highest tension, and the moisture in the air was at its lowest. In
short, to use an expression that describes the facts pretty satisfactorily, even though it is
somewhat old-fashioned: it was a fine August day in the year 1913.

Motor-cars came shooting out of  deep, narrow streets into the shallows of  bright squares.
Dark patches of  pedestrian bustle formed into cloudy streams. Where stronger lines of  speed
transected their loose-woven hurrying, they clotted up—only to trickle on all the faster then and
after a few ripples regain their regular pulse-beat. Hundreds of  sounds were intertwined into a
coil of  wiry noise, with single barbs projecting, sharp edges running along it and submerging
again, and dear notes splintering off—flying and scattering. Even though the peculiar nature of
this noise could not be defined, a man returning after years of  absence would have known, with
his eyes shut, that he was in that ancient capital and imperial city, Vienna. Cities can be
recognised by their pace just as people can by their walk. Opening his eyes, he would
recognise it all again by the way the general movement pulsed through the streets, far sooner
than he would discover it from any characteristic detail. And even if  he only imagined he could
do so—what does it matter? The excessive weight attached to the question of  where one is
goes back to nomadic times, when people had to be observant about feeding-grounds. It would
be interesting to know why, in the matter of  a red nose, for instance, one is content with the
vague statement that it is red, never asking what particular shade of  red it is, although this could
be precisely expressed in micro-millimetres, in terms of  wave-lengths; whereas, in the case of
something so infinitely more complicated, such as a town in which one happens to be, one
always wants to know quite exactly what particular town it is. This distracts attention from more
important things.

....

The two people who were walking up a wide, busy thorough fare in the midst of  it all were,
of  course, far from having such an impression. They obviously belonged to a privileged section
of  society, their good breeding being apparent in their clothes, their bearing and their manner of
conversing. They had their initials significantly embroidered on their underclothing. And
likewise —that is to say, not outwardly displayed, but, as it were, in the exquisite underlinen of
their minds—they knew who they were and that they were in their proper place in a capital city
that was also an imperial residence.”

“Ours has been called a culture of  narcissism. The label is apt but can bemisleading. It readscol-
loquially as selfishness and self-absorption. Butthese images do not capture the anxiety behind our 
search for mirrors. Weare insecure in our understanding of  ourselves, and this insecurity breeds
a new preoccupation with the question of  who we are. We search for ways to see ourselves. The 
computer is a new mirror, the first psychological machine. Beyond its nature as an analytical en-
gine lies its second nature as an evocative object. I have described groups of  people chosen for the 
intensity of  their involvement with computers, where the computer’s second nature—as reflective 
medium and as philosophical provocateur—is writ plain. Some of  them were involved with the 
computer professionally, but many were not. They came to the computer on their own, or perhaps 
it is better to say that the computer came to them. In the mid-1980s, intense involvement
with computers, largely confined to computer subcultures when I began my study in 1976, has 
become a popular phenomenon, and when computer companies project their sales of  personal 
computers, they think in tens of  millions.2 This means that for middle-class Americans, and
soon for their counterparts in much of  the world, if  you don’t have a computer at home you have 
a friend or colleague or neighbor who does. We are living in a culture that invites us all to interact 
with computers in ways that permit us to become intimate with their second nature.
And as this happens, the relationships between people and machines that we have seen in the 
computer subcultures become harbingers of  new tensions and the search for new resolutions that 
will mark our culture as a whole.
For example, the computer offers hackers something for which many of  us are hungry. Hyste-
ria, its roots in sexual repression, was the neurosis of  Freud’s time. Today we suffer not less but 
differently. Terrified of  being alone, yet afraid of  intimacy, we experience widespread feelings of  
emptiness, of  disconnection, of  the unreality of  self. And here the computer, a companion without 
emotional demands, offers a compromise. You can be a loner, but never alone. You can interact, 
but need never feel vulnerable to another person.

......

The twelve-year-old programmer David summed up these sentiments: “When there are computers 
who are just as smart as people, the computers will do a lot of  the jobs, but there will still be things 
for the people to do. They will run the restaurants, taste the food, and they will be the ones who 
will love each other, have families and love each other. I guess they’ll still be the ones who go to 
church.” Adults who work closely with computers often end up with similar images. In the style 
of  David, some find it sufficient to say that machines are reason and people are sensuality and 
emotion. But most find it necessary to take greater account of  human reason and to seek more 
nuanced formulations. Then the dichotomy that David used to separate computers and people 
becomes a way to separate the elements of  what is human. One student speaks of  his “technology 
self ” and his “feelings self,” another of  her “machine part” and her “animal part.” “
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In seiner Arbeit „Eine Schwierigkeit der Psychoanalyse“ aus dem Jahre 1917 stellt Freud die Widerstände dar, die 
der von ihm entwickelten Psychoanalyse seiner Auffassung nach entgegenstehen, bevor sie allgemein anerkannt werde. 
Wie jede wissenschaftliche Neuerung müsse sie sich gegen das etablierte Denken durchsetzen. Aber der „größere Anteil 
rührt davon her, daß durch den Inhalt der Lehre starke Gefühle der Menschheit verletzt worden sind.“

Freud nennt drei große Einschnitte, die der naive Narzissmus des menschlichen Bewusstseins durch den historischen 
Fortschritt wissenschaftlicher Erkenntnis erlitten habe:

Die kosmologische Kränkung: Die erste Erschütterung sei die mit dem Namen Kopernikus verknüpfte Entdeckung 
gewesen, dass die Erde nicht der Mittelpunkt des Weltalls ist (vgl. Kopernikanische Wende).
Die biologische Kränkung: Die zweite Kränkung lag in der Entdeckung, dass der Mensch aus der Tierreihe hervorge-
gangen ist (Charles Darwin und andere).
Die psychologische Kränkung: Die dritte Kränkung sei die von ihm entwickelte Libidotheorie des Unbewussten; 
ein beträchtlicher Teil des Seelenlebens entziehe sich der Kenntnis und der Herrschaft des bewussten Willens. Die 
Psychoanalyse konfrontiere das Bewusstsein mit der peinlichen Einsicht, (...) daß das Ich nicht Herr sei in seinem 
eigenen Haus.
Freud stellt seine Lehre des Unbewussten damit in einen Kontext mit den wissenschaftsgeschichtlich umwälzenden 
Theorien Kopernikus’ und Darwins. Die Psychoanalyse stehe in der Tradition der deutschen Philosophie, insbe-
sondere der Metaphysik Schopenhauers, dessen Lehre vom unbewussten Willen theoretisch vorbereitet habe, was in der 
Neurosentherapie praktisch und konkret zur Geltung gebracht werde.

In The Artist Who Swallowed the World, Wurm is quoted as saying: “I am interested in the everyday life. All the 
materials that surrounded me could be useful, as well as the objects, topics involved in contemporary society. My work 
speaks about the whole entity of  a human being: the physical, the spiritual, the psychological and the political.”

Wurm is known for his humorous approach to formalism.About the use of  humor in his work, Wurm says in an in-
terview: “If  you approach things with a sense of  humor, people immediately assume you’re not to be taken seriously. 
But I think truths about society and human existence can be approached in different ways. You don’t always have to 
be deadly serious. Sarcasm and humor can help you see things in a lighter vein.”

1. Important and lasting beliefs or ideals shared by the members of  a culture about what is good or bad and desirable 
or undesirable. Values have major influence on a person’s behavior and attitude and serve as broad guidelines in all 
situations. Some common business values are fairness, innovation and community involvement.
2. The monetary worth of  something in areas such as accounting, economics, marketing or mathematics. See also 
value.
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“.....

So wollte die Psychoanalyse das Ich belehren. Aber die beiden
Aufklärungen, daß das Triebleben der Sexualität in uns nicht voll zu
bändigen ist, und daß die seelischen Vorgänge an sich unbewußt sind und
nur durch eine unvollständige und unzuverlässige Wahrnehmung dem Ich
zugänglich und ihm unterworfen werden, kommen der Behauptung gleich, daß
_das Ich nicht Herr sei in seinem eigenen Haus_. Sie stellen miteinander
die dritte Kränkung der Eigenliebe dar, die ich die _psychologische_
nennen möchte. Kein Wunder daher, daß das Ich der Psychoanalyse nicht
seine Gunst zuwendet und ihr hartnäckig den Glauben verweigert.

Die wenigsten Menschen dürften sich klar gemacht haben, einen wie
folgenschweren Schritt die Annahme unbewußter seelischer Vorgänge für
Wissenschaft und Leben bedeuten würde. Beeilen wir uns aber
hinzuzufügen, daß nicht die Psychoanalyse diesen Schritt zuerst gemacht
hat. Es sind namhafte Philosophen als Vorgänger anzuführen, vor allen
der große Denker _Schopenhauer_, dessen unbewußter »Wille« den
seelischen Trieben der Psychoanalyse gleichzusetzen ist. Derselbe Denker
übrigens, der in Worten von unvergeßlichem Nachdruck die Menschen an die
immer noch unterschätzte Bedeutung ihres Sexualstrebens gemahnt hat. Die
Psychoanalyse hat nur das eine voraus, daß sie die beiden dem Narzißmus
so peinlichen Sätze von der psychischen Bedeutung der Sexualität und von
der Unbewußtheit des Seelenlebens nicht abstrakt behauptet, sondern an
einem Material erweist, welches jeden einzelnen persönlich angeht und
seine Stellungnahme zu diesen Problemen erzwingt. Aber gerade darum
lenkt sie die Abneigung und die Widerstände auf  sich, welche den großen
Namen des Philosophen noch scheu vermeiden.”




