
  
    
  


  
    
  


  
    “Iwake to the drone of an airplane engine and the feeling of something warm dripping down my chin. I lift my hand to feel my face. My front four teeth are gone, I have a hole in my cheek, my nose is broken and my eyes are swollen nearly shut. I open them and I look around and I’m in the back of a plane and there’s no one near me. I look at my clothes and my clothes are covered with a colourful mixture of spit, snot, urine, vomit and blood. I reach for the call button and I find it and I push it and I wait and thirty seconds later an Attendant arrives.


    How can I help you?


    Where am I going?


    You don’t know?


    No.”


    


  


  
    So begins James Frey’s fraudulent memoir ‘A million little pieces.’ Exposed by online truth hackers, this visceral, classically abject opening scene of ‘spit, snot, urine, vomit and blood,’ pitched by Frey’s publisher as a memoir, turns out to be merely a literary construction. Castigated by Oprah on live television after the book was selected by her Book Club in the memoir genre (the outing of which rendered the selection merely inappropriately classified, demonstrating how daytime TV viewers need the judgements of their outsourced thinking to be unwavering), this reveal transforms the scenario to become its opposite. The bodily abject described in the book’s opening transubstantiates into a pop-cultural event, centred around an argument about authenticity and truthfulness, played out in the hypomanic moral universe of American day-time television.

  


  
    The idea of abjection that I want to depart from refers to the feeling of horror or revulsion towards an encounter with bodily destruction, rot, and excrement. Framed in Julia Kristeva’s terms, these material experiences provoke the fear of a breakdown between self and other, or even the self and nothingness. As a complimentary hypothesis, there’s also a body of scientific research that suggests that this response may have developed as an evolutionary advantage, a pre-loaded set of image archetypes that immediately communicate ‘keep away—diseaseDo you have these symptoms?

    

    · itchy skin and rashes 

    · fatigue

    · mouth ulcers

    · bloating

    · white coated tung

    · toe fungus here.’ This research is far from a unified field. It reaches as far back as Charles Darwin, who documented the facial expression of disgust in his 1872 study ‘The Expression of the Emotions in Man and Animals,’ and continues into modern research on the microbiology of gene selection in evolution. In parallel, and perhaps further back in time, art has often been involved with these questions of the meaning of abjection. They appear sometimes as marginal aspects of historical trends, as in the rotten food tumbling across delicately folded and illuminated linens in the Trompe l’oeil paintings of the Flemish renaissance, where sentimental realism as arrested decay was the formula for momento mori. More explicitly the 20th century experienced a renewed interest in abjection, peaking in art with a diversity of practices from Herman Nitsch to Cindy Sherman and Paul McCarthy, owing perhaps to the century’s introduction to mechanised warfare and the explosion of urbanism.

  


  
    But we live in a time now when the average person is at a total remove from their excrement, their loved ones’ corpses, and with the exception of the vomit covered streets of the urban entertainment district on a Saturday night, any significant contact with the bodily fluids of others. And the only time one is likely to handle the raw flesh of a dead animal is between the styrofoam packaging and the teflon pan. But even without many of the expected sources of this corporeal abjection we still encounter the feeling, lurking behind many of our modern experiences. Why?

  


  
    If we do a thought experiment where we combine Kristeva’s notion of the breakdown of the self within the abject experience, and laboratory science’s hypothesis that there is an evolutionary compulsion to flee from filth, we can imagine the combination of these forces as an archetype, independent of the specific case. And if we use this archetype as a lens to view our modern, urban, networked experience, we’ll find it frames many contemporary scenarios which paradoxically are often completely sanitary, plastic, synthetic, and brand new. This is something like a new abject.

  


  
    The way this framing mechanism is working involves a type of merge operation. In one part, the non-recognition of self, and biological preservation as flight form the two involuntary aspects of our outward expression of abjection. These sensibilities are chiefly responsible for intuition of ontic rupture. The innate sensibilities merge with new sense data (experience) to activate the revulsion reflex toward corpses, vomit etc. It’s the ‘merge operation’ of these observations and intuitions which forms its affect. For example, when discovering a corpse in the woods, one sees the body of a person as an image to be referenced against normal parameters. The image and the normal parameters are merged. If there’s incongruity, alarms sound. Yes, it’s a human body, but no, there should not be maggots crawling from its eyes. This same merger operation can be, and is applied to scenarios and objects which are not bodily at all. Our ability to create technological objects and fashion spaces impervious to nature has greatly outpaced bio evolutionary time, as anatomically modern humans—humans with the developmental plasticity to become our contemporaries should they be transported in a time machine, emerged over 195,000 years ago. This means that we are constantly having experiences for which our intuition of abjection and comparative merge function is essentially outdated, or never designed for. Resulting in a category of experience that is quintessentially contemporary.

  


  
    Furthermore, as gene mutations happen in individuals, not groups, and must then be selectively bred, modern social structures have opted us out of whatever process of physical adaptation might have occurred. Even if a person today is genetically superior in any capacity, from disease resistance to intelligence, it’s unlikely they will reproduce prolifically or outside of social expectations of monogamy etc. Royal families are perhaps the last bastion of evolution through selective breeding that the global/capitalist moral system allows. So our minds remain as museums of this evolutionary process we have escaped physiologically for better or worse, and its adaptation to new experiences will continueClean & Repair Windows Errors and eliminate CRASHING and FREEZING!!!! to draw on ancient programming.

  


  
    Withan increasingly liberated and anxious society-wide discussion of what it means to be in possession of such an ancient, conscious mind beneath a godless, gadget transmitting sky, many young artists are exploring in one way or another, the psycho-emotional relation between this ancient mind, and the ever-increasing detritus and scenarios of global capital output and spatial management, both real and virtual. What I’m calling the New Abject is centrally located in these fields of concern, and compels responses. As the protagonist in Spike Lee’s recent near-future think piece, ‘Her,’ discovers when he falls in love with a computer-generated intelligence, this ethereal, high tech experience can deeply impress the human psyche while leaving no actual impression at all. Further to this point in the film, an attempt to have sex with a human acting as a surrogate for the machine intelligence goes unconsummated, suggesting the wound felt by the protagonist is precisely situated within the ontic rupture between the humanlike voice and intelligence of the operating system, and its failure to comply with the bodily standard assumed by our ancient mind to accompany that intelligence.

  


  
    Centred in our universal language capacity, this intuitive comparison, which takes place as an ontic merge, is then an essential processing function we perform thousands of times daily, and one which forms the background of our ‘interior monologue,’ or ‘self-talk.’ Not only does this intrapersonal language constitute the greatest volume of our use of language, Noam Chomsky suggests up to 99% (as opposed to language use between individuals), Chomsky also suggests that this could in fact be the purpose for which recursive language emerged as a biological trait somewhere between 75,000 to 100,000 years ago.

  


  
    But today, as it encounters new experiences within the real and virtual spaces and products of global capital, this comparative ontic merge often finds the incongruity which triggers the abject response, and these objects and situations now frequently involve things that are conversely brand new, high tech, weightless. For example, I recently found in a £1 shop in London, an electric blue hand soap which claimed to have an ‘ocean breeze’ scent. The liquids noxious smell was in reality much closer to something like ‘poison chemical candy.’ The reason for the abjection I felt (Abject coming from Latin to literally mean Throw + Away—Ab + Jacere) is articulated in two sense phases: the first to do with the ontic rupture that came first from trying to reconcile bright blue, silver flaked liquid in a plastic bottle with the memory of feeling an ocean breeze on my face, and secondarily to do with the memory of that ocean breeze’s scent, cross referenced against the soap’s freaky faux chemical bouquet.

  


  
    The number of products and experiences one encounters today which mirror a paradigm of this scenario of ontic rupture, fully new, yet provoking a feeling of abjection, are innumerable. They fill both the commodity realm and the software interfaces of our communicative networks, and as corollary extend into our experience of time. And insofar as this realm involves our ability to produce and distribute far beyond a particular need or even identifiable content of things to distribute, it constitutes an excess capacity. Excess capacity is to media as gluttony is to eating5 foods to never eat

    

    cut down a bit of killer fat every day by never eating these 5 foods.

    

    never eat. Filler becomes a management task that erases itself at the moment of visibility.

  


  
    If the personal experience is political then it’s certainly also aesthetic. Cycling across Tower Bridge one day, I was stuck behind a bus that was covered in a ‘wrap’ advertisement, where the whole bus is enveloped in printed image, becoming a moving totality of its targeted illusion, like a sunshine acid tab for capitalists. The ad was for an exhibition of Impressionist paintings at the Royal Academy. I here felt the new abjection—the complete ontic split between the bus-as-digital-painting (brand new, perfectly applied), covered with advertising copy and surrounded by other traffic, buildings etc.—and the Monet canvas depicted. On top of the momentary sensation of this new abject experience however, the bus continued to travel over the bridge, and each scene that it passed created a new relationship with the wrap advertisement, producing a continuity of relations that could be narrativised, but still had at their core the yawning ontic break. I thought back to the origins of the ‘Impressionism’ brand. After viewing a canvas by Monet the artist had titled ‘Impression, Sunrise’, the critic Louis Leroy satirically dismissed the work as not actually a painting, but merely an impression. Seeming to imply incredulously that the psychic experience of the event could not be isolated in a plastic form. A recourse to the etymology of the word ‘impress’ continues this problematic: In + pressare—to press into—suggesting a physical indentation, a mark left. It occurred to me that my experience of this bus continually producing new non-relationships with its new abject evoking wrap advertisement as it travelled through the urban landscape was somehow the opposite of this impression. And if I simply substitute the prefix In, for the prefix a, meaning without (apriori etc.), we get a new description of a phenomena experienced that does not leave a mark, remains formless and socially disconnected—apressionism.

  


  
    Compressed Shadows


    To what extent have these apressionistic relations become a misanthropic fetish that’s reactionary to a malaise regarding a vacuum of architectures of social meaning in end-game global capitalism? An example in which the new abject, and apressionistic effect have been rendered as such is the once popular @Horse_ebooksDOWNLOAD↓

    READ NOW. The account was designed to appear as a ‘bot,’ or algorithmically controlled function, which most often serves the purpose of some form of advertising. In this case it was eBooks about horse training. This Twitter account was followed by over 200,000 users, many of whom were involved in art and literary worlds, and who must have appreciated it for the precise combination of (assumed) automation, and the resulting levity of its statements. Central to the amusement of the account’s messages, which often seemed like sentence snippets from algorithmically processed self-help literature, half sage, half banal: ‘your daily life, and also in difficult and trying situations’—was the assumption that there was no author with whom one was forced to distantly identify—no creative other, full of specific being and desire and intent, to whom one must reconcile their own projections in relation to. Rather the bot operated like the faceless penises that populate the frame peripheries of porn: pure potential for personal fantasy. This modus of followers appreciation was confirmed by the outpouring of grief and anger when it was revealed that in fact a human was behind the account, and even worse, it was linked to an overly earnest art exhibition in Manhattan. Readers preferred a bot as an apressionistic, empty centre for their experience of the abjection of the ontologically displaced fragments of thought, populating the airless technological platform.

  


  
    @Horse_Ebooks is also instructive in how the experience of new abject does not need to arise from direct experience, but can also be the effect of analysis, particularly as it relates to disjunctures in time that are made apparent by technology’s need for quantification and tracking.



    Today, in order to placate rational society’s distrust of creativity, and the need of corporations to maximise profits, we often gauge cultural outputs by some statistical approach. For example in much of the 20th century when music was published and distributed on physical objects—records, tapes, CDs—the companies who produced these objects and their merchants to the public kept track of how many discrete units had been sold, and these stats would become mementos—goldCHF Pairs DROPPED.

    Invest in SAFE Haven Assets.

    Trade Now ⇗

    

    Trading incurs a high level risk and can result in the loss of all your capital. and platinum records, positioning precious metal’s utility as symbolic of the public’s commercial uptake of the recording artist. With the shift to digital distribution of music, this task of making visible mass popularity and attempting to quantify it has shifted in music to the number of ‘views’ a music video has received on YouTube. But with this shift comes another ontic disjuncture, which produces the effect of new abject. While formerly an album selling 10 million copies was an incredible stat, one could still try to imagine records or CDs piled high in a warehouse in some place, or the entire population of New York City queuing to buy it from a single store. However, if we for example consider Justin Bieber’s video for ‘Baby,’ which at the time of writing has <1,111,658,442> views, we have an entirely different experience. As there is no longer an everyday physical correlate to the enumeration, the shift from units to views becomes the shift from discrete object to time. The video is 224 seconds long. This multiplied by the total views, is <4 150 191 517> minutes. Which is <69 169 859> hours. Or <7891> years. This means if one travelled back in time with a laptop and an infinite battery supply, to 5877 BC, which is around the time that humans went from being hunter-gatherers to forming the earliest Neolithic societies in the middle east, and then began watching the video <1,111,658,442> times (of course they would also have to be immortal), they would be finishing the plays just about now. But also in the time that elapsed, all of the views would have happened again (worryingly Nietzsche’s concept of Eternal Return would apply to the Biebs as well), and they would be just as far away from finishing as when they started. This is the parallax of new abject time, as experienced by proxy. We could also say that this experience of new abject time, when extended to multiple cultural scenarios like the wrapped bus rolling through the city, is effectively apressionistic. That millenniums of human time have been spent viewing the baby video is a truth that leaves no impression. It is rather like a wash of iridescent colour, a sunset reflected in a pair of knock-off Ray Bans, or trying to read the iTunes legal disclaimer while slipping into a K-hole.

  


  
    This contemporary ability, exemplified by the ‘babytime’ example, to simply present, far in excess of things which we can either identify as crucial to present, or even conjure with desire as pleasurable to present, leads to the subject being reimagined as a management task, what we identified earlier as excess capacity. This subject-task is the emotional need that produces ‘surfing,’ our aimless screen-based Debordian dérive, in the hopes that an unanticipated content will appear as relevant or at least entertaining. Under capital, which instrumentalists them for advertising, these presentation capacities act like a tumour. Metastasising until they interfere with a some organ function. As in the case of the South Korean man who died of cardiac arrest in 2005 after playing World of Warcraft continuously for 50 hours without eating or sleeping.

  


  
    unflag, recapitalize, message body


    What’s important about the concepts of new abject, apressionism, and excess capacity, as they relate to aesthetics in the 21st century, is how they might offer a technique of reappraisal for certain works or practices that have been anachronistically read back onto the form pieces of previous historical notions of ‘Art.’ Or perhaps even follow from a disinterest in those notions whatsoever. Maybe if a generation of young artists today seem unengaged with the critical fracas of art history (or else baldlyBring back the confidence in 30 seconds with KeraFiber

    

    HAVE A FULL HEAD OF HAIR TODAY

    

    30 days

    free shipping exploitative of its links and kudos), it’s in part because the ‘Art’ format they deploy in new productions has simply been hijacked in order to parasite off its prefabricated structural advantages, its networks of visibility, distribution and capital. Just because there’s a light on in the house doesn’t mean it’s the architect who’s inside. Could it be that today we see a type of aesthetic squatting? Maybe concerns for phenomena that sit at the intersection of contemporary life and aesthetics simply present themselves in the galleries and mediums that are already established to support them. After all, it was only the American mid-century which reasserted a materialist notion of progress in aesthetics, in line with imperialist ambitions, to define arts productive telos. The critical notions of pure painting and non-referential objects that were projected by the CIA through its program of funding international exhibitions of American painting (as we now know) were moreover an incongruous blip in the otherwise thoroughly post-modern century. The fact that these re-teleocised abstractions happened in the middle make the second half seem like a response, when in reality deconstruction had been happening in art since perhaps Manet, and certainly since Cubism, Dada, Surrealism. Picking up where you oft left.

  


  
    As well, at some such midcentury juncture artists would have still had control over to what extent they participatedYou have (1) new gift

    

    We need 30 seconds of your time. In return, we’ll offer your a NEW Android tablet for £1.00 in mass/popular culture, a position which is no longer conceivably genuine for a young artist. Even as we picture the myth of Andy Warhol stacking his daily Campbell’s tomato soup cans around his desk at the advertising agency, this picture is necessarily offset by the suggested pre-pop outside of a family run diner where Andy could have had unbranded soup instead. The culture was articulated in the choice: he was opting in. Today, seeking such an alternative in midtown Manhattan would be the extraordinary position, perhaps a demonstration of righteous or sentimental anti-corporatism, while branded lunch is the default. Even in 1965 as Nam June Paik followed behind the Pope in his car with an early, cumbersome portapack video camera in a demonstrative exercise of the technical ability of the medium, today one could hardly escape the 24hour cycle of imagery and information from such an event, whether on your Facebook page, or standing in line at the bank beside flat screens playing cable news (during which time you would perhaps ALSO be looking at Facebook posts of the same event). And if released today, Cindy Sherman’s film stills would be indistinguishable from the generic, global flood of tech-enabled narcissistic fantasy.

  


  
    So as Pop becomes the imperative, it ceases to be an intelligible subject. It becomes an ontic realm that one can’t see the horizons of.

  


  
    And in this realm, even the deconstructive and pop-emulating models seem quaint, anachronistic. It can’t be that any of these models are the motivation for new work. And at the same time it can’t be that the tremendous output, good or bad, is unmotivated. But these past Art narratives operate as a psychic block, a convenient and popular alibi. That’s why imagining the structure of alternative impetus for engagements is crucial to both carrying on, and developing a language that can frame and critique the activity of this carrying on. Much of this responsibility will fall to artists. The difficulty they face is to be articulate about their motivations in an unbounded territory.

  


  
    In Bonny Poon’s ongoing work ‘Holiday’ the artist will spend parts of the next 20 years travelling to Ibiza to work on a perpetually updated and rereleased film. Twin notions of materially and temporal new abjection are extruded through her unreliable, but critically self-effacing monologue. The work’s narrative traces the artist’s questionable and, thus far, failed involvement with the EDM scene that has transformed the blissful Balearic island from a sleepy hippy enclave to the Elysian/dystopian rave extravaganza that seems to exist outside of all other forms of culture and time. A place where MDMA and a soundsystem seem to have replaced the former necessities of life. Her motivations are never clear—excluding both documentary and passive participation, she stalks the functional margins of the club scene in communal flats of Italian neo-hippies and 24hr blacklight gymnasiums, where hooking up is the ultimate hyperproductive nothingness. It’s here that Poon seems to discover a kind of new abject of humanity in the form of European party goers, who at the peak privilege of their respective societies, have opted to devote themselves to a brand of hedonism that seems perfectly compatible, perhaps even complicit, with the darkest and most banal facets of capital. Indulgence, amnesia (the name of a club we see from the roadside in a shot from the film), and the consumption of one’s own time as an excess capacity, best exemplified by days long episodes in the island’s tacky, riots clubs. And it’s this place, apart from a geopolitical sense of reality and time, where the music that was started in the ruins of Detroit’s post-industrial collapse goes to un-die. The film’s amateurish shooting on low quality, and cell-phone cameras is by default, an opposition to the increasing HDification of everything, and the fascist logics of surveillance and clarity they entail. In one version of the film, there’s even crappy stock footage of island and resort scenes, used to fill in for shots not realised. But rather than focusing on the status of the stock image itself, they seem to suggest a banal equivalence of the generic image. A lack of interest in, rather than of reality. A desire for more life, outside of any concept of what that could be.

  


  
    The opposing quasi-governmental fetish for the symbolic realness of the definition that exceeds human perception is expressed most clearly where it manifests as synthetically material in Hollywood films, once again creating the ontic break that engenders the new abject. Hollywood’s latest disruption, 3D cinema, has existed for nearly 100 years, experiencing a period of peak popularity in the 1950’s brought about by new technologies, before falling out of fashion in the 60’s through 90’s, and remerged in the early 2000’s following James Cameron’s 3D exploration of the Titanic. It’s significant that this latest impetus for renaissance of the technique is called for by a case where the bodily reaches a limit, such as the bottom of the ocean. Naturally then, this most recent resurgence of the popularity of 3D has also lead to a new series of tropes of spatial illusionism. Curiously, the lens flare—an optic error produced by diffraction of direct light inside a camera lens, projecting a string of coloured circles and hexagons across an image—has become a popular way to emphasise the ‘realness’ of the filmic illusion. In 3D films these flares now project toward ones eyes, creating the feeling that the flare is progressing/receding in real space. However, unlike a 3D illusion of a bullet or car rushing realistically toward your face in 3D, this lens flare effect is only ever a 2D occurrence. It’s a purely optic effect that has no material body, only ever appearing either in the viewfinder of the camera, or on a printed/projected image surface, more phantom than trace. By giving it the appearance of spatial position, and employing this appearance as an aspect of enhanced ‘reality’ of 3D film, Hollywood is actually mining the way we are falsely accustomed to thinking of 2D representational images as having a causal correspondence with a physical form. The exploitation of this false image-body then gives rise to the ontic break which acts as a new abject of space and light.

  


  
    I SAW DASEIN


    Although it seems anachronistic to close with a concept from the early 20th century, I’d like to consider how the ontic ruptures via new materials and experiences that activate the new abject, might be related to Heidegger’s notion of dasein (the disclosure of being), and how the entry into this disclosure, via the thrown-awayness (abjection) might allow us a space for the primacy and strangeness of experience to reemerge on top of a field of possibility otherwise dominated by corporate interest and distraction. When we encounter an instance that evokes the new abject; whether it be ocean breeze scented soap, a bus advertising a painting exhibition, a pop music video, a Spanish progressive trance party, a 3D lens flare, or any of the limitless experiences, objects, and scenarios that are based in this type, the ontic rupture can become a productive space. Insofar as it negatively defines an event in being, it makes it possible to reframe going forward outside of recalcitrant formalisms. In the realm of aesthetics, this might offer a way of escaping the current questions about ‘who was best dressed on suicide watch?’ or ‘what are you doing after the orgy?’ Practically speaking, this means both producing and looking with an understanding that the material languages used in new works, whether apparently ‘old’ like paintings, or ‘new’ like video, are merely provisional structures for the negatively revived demands of the present. Some will be like shanties, lean-tos, tents and cinderblock squats. Others will look more like government-provided trailers. But architecture happens anyways, and outside the sun is coming up.

  


  
    Colophon


    This text was originally pirate-hosted as a series of posts on craigslist.org, in the artist section of the London UK community message boards. This original publication disappeared after the standard 45 day lifespan for posts on the site.
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