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	This book is written in Dutch and then translated into English by the author, with the necessary help of the reviewer and dictionaries of course. So, the chance that the reader will find funny, stupid and naughty rascal translation mistakes in this book is very, very high. ‘Well, so what?’, the author writes. He has tried to create the opportunity to make his English a little bit better, without an official language control.

	 

	Translation of:

	Associatief-speculatieve reeksen. Een bijeengesprokkelde verzameling ontblote gebeurtenissen om op door te denken. 

	Rotterdam: Brave New Books, april 2026.


Cover

	 

	The sculpting canvas on the cover of this book has been made by the rumba dancing Congolese artist Thonton Kabeya. 

	Nowadays (2026) he lives and works in Johannesburg ZA. 

	 

	Title: Kasala, Inner City Blues – 2020 – 306 cm/190 cm.

	 

	Thonton Kabeya:

	“… I think the main idea behind this project is for people to start thinking about what happens after the conflicts for freedom end. Because after fighting for so long to get freedom, once you get it don’t know what to do when you’re free. Freedom becomes a new battlefield or war zone because now that you have freedom, what are you going to do with it? You can’t do anything with it. It’s just a way of expressing yourself, but what to express it for? Also, now there is a hunger to have what you don’t have and to constantly to have more. When you were fighting for freedom, all these other things were not important, freedom transforms from a state of mind to a materialistic object.” (1)

	 

	Fragment 1 
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	Fragment 2
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	Fragment 3
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	• Let me live in the urgency of my own destiny!

	(Fiston Mwanza Mujila; 2)

	 

	• Murder Most Foul. 

	(Bob Dylan; 3)

	 

	• We must try to find an ambiguity, to turn things upside down, to make a reversal possible, a somersault, to let a word change into a color, a shadow, a sculpture.

	(William Kentridge; 4)
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1. Disclaimer

	 

	A number of books cannot be classified because they do not want to be on the shelf to which they are condemned with the classification. Every bookstore should have a shelf for so-called Outsider books; books that do not want to be classified in one track. It can't be true that a book at one place is on the shelf of 'fiction – children's book – comic strip', at another place of 'poetry – Dutch poetry', elsewhere on the shelf of 'novel' and finally on the shelf of 'uncategorized non-fiction'. Yet that happened with the Dutch translation of the first comic strip (bande dessinée, they say in France) Histoire de Monsieur Vieuw-Bois. The story originated in 1827, published in Geneva in 1839 with drawings by Rodolphe Töpffer, published in English in 1842 under the title The Adventures of Mr. Obadiah Oldbuck, translated in Dutch in 1975 and put in rhyme by Gerrit Komrij, digitized in Canada in 2013 and finally processed as a silent, drawn movie in 2014/2015. (5) 

	The book starts with a nice foreword that I (6) would like to apply to this essayistic novella (= a kind of short narrative prose [non-]fiction) as a disclaimer.

	 

	
		
				Voorwoord.
 
Hier vangt de waarachtige en kluchtige historie aan van de verliefde heer Jubal Jubelslee, en hoe hij, na talloze perikelen, uiteindelijk trouwt met het voorwerp van zijn min.
Vlieg, boekske, uit in de wereld; het zit met dwaze dingen zo – wie er niet om lacht verveelt zich, wie er zich niet aan over geeft verzet zich, wie kritiek wil oefenen heeft ongelijk, en wie er ernstig bij wil blijven, hij ziet maar.

				Foreword.
 
Here begins the true and farcical story of the lovesick lord Jubal Jubelslee, and how, after countless ups and downs, he finally marries the object of his love.
Fly, book, out into the world; it's like this with foolish things – those who don't laugh at them get bored, those who don't surrender to them resist, those who want to criticize are wrong, and those who want to stay serious about it, screw it.
 

		

		
				Avant-propos.
 
C'est là que commence l'histoire vraie et grotesque du seigneur Jubal Jubelslee en mal d'amour, et comment, après d'innombrables hauts et bas, il finit par épouser l'objet de son amour.
Voler, petit livre, sortir dans le monde; c'est comme ça avec les choses stupides – ceux qui n'en rient pas s'ennuient, ceux qui ne s'y rendent pas résistent, ceux qui veulent critiquer ont tort, et ceux qui veulent rester sérieux à ce sujet, laisse béton. (7)
 

		

	

	 

	If you dedicate a novella to a South African Frenchman, a South African Swazi slash South-African German (and also a Swazi Pseudo-American and a Mozambican-Swazi), you must incorporate a little French and English into your writing. Why? Just because! In everyday life, no reason needs to be given for such a just-because! You just do it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	You can strike a pose in everything: you can write hypocritical books, cynically align yourself with a diametrically opposed ideology, call yourself progressive while actually being right-wing, pretend to be a good or bad mother, act modern while detesting everything modern, etc. What is impossible is lying in language; the words we choose do not lie, in them the whole truth comes to light. (8)



	




	2. Instead of a preface

	 

	Perhaps humanity is learning far too slowly and steadily to omit. Not just omit, but refrain combined with wonder, doubt, and postponement in favor of incoherence. So, something can emerge that opens up new + renewed + innovative connections in favor of the all-too foolish. 

	This thought occurred roughly in this order.

	 

	Passing on art.

	 

	We've started clearing out our condo. We'll be traveling to South Africa again soon, and we know we'll be bringing artwork back with us. This gives us the opportunity to see what we already own and which artworks we could pass on to family, friends, and acquaintances. Over time, artworks can take on a different character when they were first purchased and kept in our home. There's nothing wrong with that; it's simply a fact that not only people, pets, trees, flowers, phenomena do change, become a bit obsolete, wither, but things do too. We offer selected artworks to selected people to enjoy the works for a while. And if a piece starts to wither again in its new location, someone surely will be nearby who would happily give it another place for a third while.

	 

	Turntable.

	 

	Pass-on art is reminiscent of LPs.

	After many years of collecting music, the time came to pass it on. Over time, tapes could be recycled, and LPs and CDs could move to another workspace, a studio. This worked out perfectly because any residual effects of the music I'd passed on could be heard elsewhere, while its previous location began to purge itself. The meanings of those LPs and CDs, in the broadest sense of the word —namely, their meaning components — were lost and became increasingly less (or even ir-) relevant. The former location purged itself rapidly thanks to the absence of the things that held those meanings. Only 200 CDs and one batch of LPs survived the urge to pass them on. The meanings of the latter stack resist any purging to this day. NB In German, such resistance is called something like Schöngeisterei, but without the negative connotations of disdainful complacency and excessive veneration of the aesthetic. The surviving CDs and LPs were never willing or able to keep up with the host's urge to clean up.

	 

	After 14 years of patient waiting, the LPs were tired of waiting and cried out for clarity. Like The aphorism of Franz Kafka: Once upon a time a cage was looking for a bird. (9) It was a matter of choosing or sharing, or in other words, playing, selling, or donating. Once, the LPs had captured the hearts of their hosts, now they wanted their hearts back; laced with at least a nice touch of soul from the same hosts. And when that is no longer possible, it behooves the LPs to embark on the quest for someone else's heart or soul.

	In addition to the usual fresh rolls and eggs, the hosts bought another turntable to give the LPs a chance to be revived or finally de-heart-ed. And then Bob Dylan's fourth official LP landed on the turntable; titled: Another Side of Bob Dylan. (10) The line "All I really want to do, is, baby, be friends with you" (11) immediately popped out of the speakers.  A series of verbs tells us what the first-person narrator isn't after; nine of them pass by only in the first verse. The 'I' don’t want to compete, to beat, to cheat, to mistreat, to simplify, to classify, to deny, to defy, to crucify you. Another 38 verbs follow in the next five verses. It seems Dylan is referring to the end of his relationship with his girlfriend Suze Rotolo. Others say Dylan didn't want to write protest songs anymore, and in the I/you song " All I really want to do," he lets us know that mission accomplished. (12)

	 

	Mustache.

	 

	These interpretations, together with their simultaneity and their difference, pointed the way to Desmond Morris, the writer best known in the Netherlands for his book "The Naked Ape." (13) Morris wrote and painted too. He is considered a Surrealist. At the Arnhem Museum, we recently saw two of Morris's paintings in the exhibition "Forbidden Landscapes."
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	Desmond Morris, Serpent's Choice, 1958. Oil on Canvas. (14)

	 

	The catalog presents the painting above as an example of a fantasy landscape. It is hardly mentioned something about; only: “In Serpent's Choice (1958), for example, a snake with knowing eyes glances at the viewer while contemplating a selection of invented animals – presumably deciding which to devour – one of which has a distinct mustache.” (15) It takes considerable imagination to figure out on the basis of which signs in the painting the image is categorized as surrealistic. The association between the painted mustache and Dalí might work as a wafer-thin, invisible line for some – who knows. Also, regarding Morris's second painting in the same exhibition, a surrealistic reference doesn't easily move from the flat surface to implant itself in the perception. On his own website, Morris divides his production period into four periods: Early period, Zoo period, Naked Monkey period and the Late period. The two paintings shown in Arnhem belong to the Zoo period. Zap through all the pictures on Desmond Morris's website, the adjective "cartoonish" comes to mind, without any reference to unconscious dream images and absurdities.

	 

	Collage.

	 

	“Catoonish” as a brilliant move from the images in my thinking through, strips the narration of its Neo-Freudian, psychoanalytic categorization referent. In effect, cartoonish liberates the image from the unconscious occupation, without touching upon the absurd. Cartoonish is both relieving and secularizing. The cartoonish disjoins. The constructed coherence of unconscious and absurd, using unconscious dream images, falls apart. A new interspace (inter, in-between) separates the unconscious from the absurd in the image-making process. The verb "to disjoin" causes the surrealist to collapse (= lose its form) and creates the opportunity for (re)new[ed], innovative collages.

	South African artist William Kentridge can teach us a great deal about collages. A collage consists of fragments. A more or less haphazard rearrangement of fragments suddenly conjures up an image, a form, in our perception. The way that image, that form, comes to us is simply irresistible, Kentridge teaches. While we know it's just scraps of paper. (16) Kentridge distinguishes three types of rearrangements of fragments.

	• Randomly rearrange and look for a new insight;

	• By adding one or more other fragments to a fragment;

	• By placing several larger fragments next to each other, where a sharp contrast is central and where it is impossible to miss that the image is a construction.

	I examined again closely one of the collages hanging on our wall at home with the trio of rearrangement types in mind – to be clear: I was looking merely as an observer, not as a maker, like Kentridge.

	I was looking at:
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	Avhashoni Mainganye. I've seen it all. 2004. (private)

	And:
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	Sello Malebye, South-African artist, Ga-Rankuwa. Waiting for likes. Year: 2025/26.

	 

	Looking at rearrangements of fragments frees the creator from the pressure toward meaning, writes Kentridge. The rearrangement and the viewing thereof are situated on the borderline of meaning. The temporary rearrangement image can be somewhat sustained by its entry into the collection of memory images. This collection of memory images appears to last longer than the rearrangement image itself. The collection pushes the duration of the rearrangement image toward the memory image. When the creator, William Kentridge, and his associates present their rearrangement images, they leave space between them. Space that makes the sequence of rearrangement images jolt. As soon as the shock space takes hold of the viewer, they feel a sudden force of resistance, they falter, they become distraught, the accumulated collection of memory images becomes dismayed. The rearrangement spaces suddenly grab the viewer emotionally by the throat. For the viewer, the rearranged spaces repeatedly open surprising possibilities for association based on the viewer's collection of memory images.

	In this context, Kentridge repeatedly speaks of the search for a new grammar. As a neo-dadaist slash neo-surrealist, Kentridge wants to connect this search to the concept of impulse, as the counterpart to rational decision-making. According to Kentridge, the impulse does not originate in the frontal lobes, but rather in the periaqueductal gray matter, a pea-sized piece of gray matter on the brainstem, the most primitive part of our brain, and a particularly sensitive part of the body. This localization of the impulse aligns with the psychoanalytic belief found in Surrealism. Apparently, in addition to new grammar, Kentridge also needs a new vocabulary and new instruments to secure his artistic thought and action. 

	NB Fortunately, it’s possible to follow Kentridge’s thoughts without relying on a small gray matter of the ‘medulla oblongata’, if we accept the emptiness in-between as the impulse giver. 

	Rearranging fragments involves disentangling – rearranging – reassembling. The coherence – disjointness – rejoining acquires a new/ renewed/innovative dynamic through the repositioning of fragments in relation to one another. In the case of Kentridge's creative process, the punctuation marks stand respectively for "tearing apart coherence" and "relocating fragments, repositioning fragments".

	 

	Ruin.

	Relocating fragments; like tourists in Scotland who wanted to keep their shoes dry and used stones from a section of a wall from a 500-year-old castle in northwest Scotland to create a path over a pool of water.

	The organization that has taken on the responsibility to ensure that the castle, including the wall, is preserved for future generations, is calling for greater respect for the heritage. (17) 

	The news item of November 25, 2025, states that the castle is a ruin; the wall is part of that ruin. Apparently, some people find it very difficult when ruins become even more ruined. How the castle managed to become a ruin in the past, while the wall, as a fragment,
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	has been spared the same ruination, remains/seems to be an interesting mystery. The organization for the preservation of … put the ruin into a virtual museum but has not succeeded in relocating it to a building with the sign: Museum. The barriers and fences to encourage the public to respect the ruin's conservation process are also lacking. At the end of the day, in the open air a ruin will never be protected from increasing deterioration. Conservation is at best a postponement, not a cancellation. Circumstances not only ruin the unruined, but the ruin itself also slowly and steadily falls prey to further ruination. Because ruin = rot = change by disintegrating into fragments and becoming absorbed into another disturbing (upsetting) assemblage. And… then all the disturbing assemblages themselves rot again. Until the memory of the now rotten ruins is incorporated into the historical record.

	 

	Associative-speculative.

	 

	The above series consists of five fragmentations: pass-on art – turntable – collage – mustache – ruin. The progression to the next fragment in the series is mediated by the already temporarily present collection of memory images. Memory images are personal; in this case, those of the author of this preface. The collection was created associatively. Moreover, the collection is speculative; that is, there is no academic evidence to be given for the question why precisely that memory images have accumulated in this personal collection, nor for the order of the fragmentations. Generalizations of it therefore have only a very limited impact; namely, only for those "who are willing to go with this flow”.

	 

	After the old Hellenic wonder + doubt of the Age of Reason + postmodern postponement + antropocene, ecosophical omission appears: the encapsulation by the worldly in-betweens.

	 

	I've tried to open my search for a (re)new(ed) innovative associative-speculative vocabulary + grammar + instruments with a flow of experiences, messages, and writings that came my way. 

	Let's try to go further with this flow, please.

	 


3. Self-directed

	 

	The Dutch word regie is derived from the French régie that in the 19th century meant 'leadership in theatre' and before that 'management, leadership' and 'seat of government'. Régie is the independently used feminine form of the past participle of régir = to lead, to steer. In Afrikaans, the noun regie (directing) means: 'spelleiding hoe 'n teks deur spelers uitgevoer 

	moet word’.

	Self-direction and autonomy are welded together in the Dutch care 

	and welfare systems. Self-direction concerns the skills around making 

	[image: Afbeelding met kunst, tekening, verven, muur  Door AI gegenereerde inhoud is mogelijk onjuist.]decisions and creating something by yourself. Autonomy concerns 

	the basic psychological need of all people who want to decide for 

	themselves what is important to you and that nobody does it for 

	you. The trained professional has three ways to doubt: the will, the 

	skills and the ability to act. This triptych forms the pit in which

	'self-directed’ has been dumped. Concerning l'art brut, the educated 

	art culture doubts the skills and capacity of the maker. 

	
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	In some treatment circles, the 

	will-to-make was included in the                                                                                               Verminkt – maulded – estropié.

	treatment as a serious problem.                                                                                                                            (private collection)

	The making of wild minds with paint, pencil, wood or clay, for example, was channeled through portraiture. The use of clashing colors was softened by offering mainly soft colors (muted tones). And a young man who liked to practice his singing skills by singing songs by the Dutch band Doe Maar with a synthesizer, had to stop with that arrogant craziness, said the health psychologist. In other circles, the trained professional used, among other things, the drawing of trees as a co-indicator of the extent to which there would be healing or worsening of suffering. A tree without roots stands for the unrooted life of the maker. And a tree with a battered crown mainly speaks of a desperate perspective, a serious lack of hope for better/for chance. (18) In the last century, space has become available for wild minds. Rough and raw is no longer locked up in solitude. 

	The roughness and rawness of life gained supporters; adherents who live out their unheard, bizarre, baroque and unseen reflections. 

	Thanks to roaming spaces (wander spaces); that is, thanks to the unused social junk spaces, hubs & spokes, that mainly accommodate smaller minorities. Hubs and spokes are often directed without explicit hierarchical management. Self-direction predominates regarding self-direction, which permanently collects temporarily appropriate sub-directing in the axes and spokes. Autonomy roams in wandering spaces as the freedom to whereabouts within self-directed dependencies. Wild minds simply look for rough ashes & raw spokes. 

	 

	Own insight

	 

	Unstoppable was Bayard Rustin, the organizer of the March on Washington in 1963; the march that ended with Martin Luther King's speech "I Have a Dream." Throughout his life, Bayard was forced to keep his mouth shut, threatened, arrested, beaten, imprisoned, fired from leadership positions because of his sexual preference. Rustin has set resounding tones for future pacifist activism on civil rights, LGBTQI prides and Black Life Matter. His style of exaltation to an almost mythical height, makes it A/art. In 2013, perhaps that is why Mister President Barack Obama awarded the Presidential Medal of Freedom to the nonviolent troublemaker Rustin; posthumous. Boyfriend Walter Naegle received the medal. 

	The medal added a narration to that story. Obama's medal of honor tells me a silent story about Rustin's doings. The story of and about Rustin seems to be fairly sufficiently documented, although considerations with and without footnotes, indices and source references will probably remain written. That show must go on, of course. Maybe we're on our way to a kind of Jesus Christ Superstar play, film, musical, graphic novel, opera, comic (comic film) & TV series; to remember the story of Rustin.  

	A documentary and picture book (comic) are already there. There is still plenty of room in the supply market for the next quarter century, the marketers of Holly-Bolly-Nollywood could easily think. 

	“Art in an environment of people who are disrupted, is gentle on the soul”, wrote a visitor to an exhibition in a hospital. (19) Protest marches should not be smothered in political framings (we are going to debate), economic framings (we are going to invest), contemplative framings (we are going to investigate) or egological framings (we are going to connect on similarities). Protest marches belong to the people, to the demos (δῆμος). For the population, the path of nonviolent resistance is always peeking through a crack until discontent, injustice or impetuosity comes along. Because then, in the event of collectively felt disgust, the road also turns out to be the access-route to assembly squares with stages, music (20) and toilets. We could call that the core message of Rustin activism. 

	In the last few years, the phenomenon of large-scale protest marches or mass demonstrations has been swelling again in the Netherlands. Many Dutch people are tired of passively watching on the sidelines how specific themes develop in our country. They want to do something. While they also know that their actions will not immediately change the world. But yes, doing something is always better than doing nothing. Leaving it to politicians, leaving it to observers, leaving it to hooters, leaving it to conspiracy theorists or slacktivists, are no longer options. The fact that older fellow human beings deliberately leave IT to young people is just as understandable as it is becoming increasingly incomprehensible that people over 75 defend their role and ambitions in various (political) arenas in their old age. The distance between standing with both feet in the practices of worlds and reflections on those practices in the face of ecosophical needs increases just as quickly as the assumed and real social accelerations. In the end, man remains behind as a silent witness of his own autonomy (= self-directed dependence; 21). As the 96-year-old Japanese poet Toyo Shibata wrote in her notebook, slowly, with a pencil, according to the rules of calligraphy:

	
		
				Me, with ninety-six
 
Ms. Shibata
where are you with your thoughts?
so, asked me
the caregiver
and embarrassed me
 
After all, I was just thinking
that things go wrong
with today's world
that it can use 
some improvement
 
But in the end, I sighed once
and just laughed (22)
 

		

	

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Not only by obeying do we not give up our own understanding23. Also, by friendly silent ignoring. And by physically turning the world a quarter turn.

	How is it possible that the legislature is allowed to deal with legislation until death and beyond? So first as a living representative of the legislature and then as a post-living representative; as an old source? After the seventy-fifth year of life (72 or 72¼ = better? We can argue endlessly about the exact number of years), we should give every right of decision in public space the legal status of solicited or unsolicited right to advice. In the private space, the right to decide is of course maintained, perhaps better said: drastically strengthened – then we can take the transition from ‘(living) living’ to ‘living dead’ in a legal/political/action-technical way. Making your voice heard is different; that belongs to both the ‘(living) living’ and the ‘living dead’. Commitments (laws/regulations) in the public domain has not been left to marchers – rightly, marchers have been found to be too much straight shooters.

	Minorities include too little otherness. The urge to leave the sidelines and occupy a square or highway for a short time is a right that may be used. The number of demonstrations has increased significantly in recent years. In 2024, 5400 demonstrations (= 15 per day on average) were registered in the four major Dutch cities (Amsterdam, Rotterdam, The Hague and Utrecht). The Netherlands does not know how many there have been in the whole of the Netherlands, because that is not registered nationally. 

	Strangle, as we learned from a graphic novel, is an adventure, a mystery, an extraordinary work of art. No one knows why stranglers move an object and add it to a building or structure. It just must be done. (24) 

	 

	Pictures + texts

	 

	Books and magazines with texts and pictures have now taken over their own domain. They are no longer in the damn corners, together with crappy writings, reading material and p.o.d.'s or 'my personal bestseller'. Books with pictures are now called cartoons, comics, manga, graphic novels, comic strips, picture books, graphic guides, superhero stories. Now, these publications also have their own cabinets. In South Africa, we saw that the renowned chain Exclusive Books, which operates a well-equipped store in just about every large shopping center, has often filled a cupboard near the entrance with booktok titles that have been reviewed and recommended on TikTok's Booktok. In the Netherlands we call this Young Adult or Fantasy. No Dutch term has been coined for it. Young people know how to formulate something in a few lines about a book in such a way that the generation to which they belong can decide whether they want to read that book. That gift is not given to most book supplements. Fortunately, Heintje Davids and the Female Singer Without a Name (Zangeres Zonder Naam), two very old ancestors of the culture of songs in Dutch) were allowed to join the cast of the 1001 women in Dutch history. (25) That probably does the very old white straight man a bit right. But the fact that in the twentieth century chapter there is no future-still-child-girl-woman (like Zoë Zwart: the witch of nothing) under the heading 'witchcraft and witchcraft', at least will surprise the same old white straight man. As far as he is concerned, everyday realities seem to know it a little better than the highly educated ♀ head of Digital Reference Works of the Huygens Institute for Dutch History, Mrs. Kloek. 

	In the nineteenth century, in the collection there is still one woman, Hendrika Hofhuis, reviewed. In 1822, Hendrika Hofhuis was wrongly accused of witchcraft by neighbor Jenneke ter Horst. Hofhuis therefore wanted to undergo the water test at her own request. A year later, that test took place in the little river named Twickelse Vaart. She wrote a letter to the residents of the village Deldenerbroek in which she invited them to witness the test at 3 o'clock in the afternoon on that day. … Two hundred people – about 50% of the inhabitants – were present. Hendrika Hofhuis undressed, put on her husband's trousers, had a rope tied around her brother-in-law (Berend Buursink) and walked into the water. When she sank, her innocence was proven to all involved. A funny, perhaps even comic-worthy story. But... uh... we would all disenchant the lives of the living and the living dead if, after Hendrika Hofhuis, there would be no more witchcraft and sorcery, in The Netherlands. 

	 

	Three languages?

	 

	Back to books with pictures and letters. A comic strip often consists of text language and visual language (they say). Both should be read as the writer intended the comic to be, says the narrative grammar of the comic. Between a publication with only texts and one with only pictures, the comic seems to be in the space in-between, in the inter. Sometimes image and text languages are only brought together after years. An example. Once, the American photographer Barry Feinstein asked Bob Dylan to write a text for several older photos and to publish the photo + text together in one book next to each other. Dylan has done that. In response to a photo of an old model Rolls Royce showing a man reading behind the wheel, parked in front of the Department of Employment building – state of California, Dylan wrote: 

	
		
				i was very sick one day
with an infection in my car
so I went down and
grabbed some blue shield
an made it t my private hospital
as I waited in the corridors
i could tell that my doctor
was all filled up for the day
i got back in my car
but there was a strange figure
on the dashboard
as i looked closer, it was a 
jeweled goose
an it shouted “gobble gobble” 
at me
i said “don’t you know where 
i’m from?”
she got mad an swore at me
i jumped out of the car
ran down the street
lights blinding
a telephone pole blocked my 
path
an I suddenly came t the 
realization
that there was 
no place t go
but up (26)

				ik was op een dag erg ziek
met een infectie in mijn auto
dus ging ik naar beneden en
pakte een blauw schild
en heb het tot mijn 
privéziekenhuis gemaakt
terwijl ik in de gangen wachtte
kon ik zien dat mijn arts
die dag helemaal vol zat
ik stapte weer in mijn auto
maar er zat een vreemde figuur
op het dashboard
toen ik beter keek, was het een 
met juwelen versierde gans
en ze schreeuwde "gak gak" 
naar me
ik zei "weet je niet waar ik 
vandaan kom?"
ze werd boos en vloekte tegen 
me
ik sprong uit de auto
rende de straat af
verblindende lichten
een telefoonpaal blokkeerde 
mijn pad
en ik kwam plotseling tot het 
besef
dat er geen plaats was 
om naartoe te gaan
anders dan omhoog

		

	

	 

	 

	
		
				ek was eendag baie siek
met 'n infeksie in my motor
so ek het afgegaan en
'n blou skild opgetel
en dit my privaat hospitaal gemaak het
terwyl ek in die gange gewag het
ek kon sien dat my dokter
daardie dag was heeltemal vol
ek het weer in my motor geklim
maar daar was 'n vreemde figuur op die paneelbord
toe ek nader kyk, was dit 'n 
juwele versierde gans
en sy het "grok grok" op my geskree
ek het gesê: "Weet jy nie waar ek vandaan kom nie?"
sy het kwaad geword en vir my gevloek
ek het uit die motor gespring
in die straat afgehardloop
verblindende ligte
'n telefoonpaal het my pad versper
en ek het skielik tot die besef gekom
dat daar nie plek was nie 
om te gaan
anders as op
 

		

	

	 

	 

	Why also in Afrikaans? 

	ᴥ Because it is possible, says the technician. 

	ᴥ Because the book was purchased in South Africa, the book says. 

	ᴥ Because we’ve met Philippe & Solam/Kiki in SA.

	ᴥ Because Afrikaans can brutalize English and Dutch; gives it a place.

	 

	Via a French detour I come back to Dylan/Feinstein. In 2024, the Centre Pompidou had a major exhibition, entitled 'Bande dessinée, 1964 – 2024'. In the catalogue, Benoît Peeters recalls the concept of iconic solidarity to explain the relationship between text and image: "... the pictures do not simply co-exist but are interconnected to an extent that makes them inseparable." Peeters adds: "One of the key features of a comic is the creation of connections between these images, within their sequence and across the space of pages. This means transforming contiguity into continuity, guiding the reader's gaze from one panel to the next." Presence & touch transform into coherence & connection, to guide the reader's gaze from one panel to the next one. (27) The A/art and S/skill how to bring texts and pictures together as inseparable, has not been systematized by Centre Pompidou, to my great pleasure. Characteristics (categorizations that are called essentials) help the viewer to understand comics to understand/explain comic system-logically; such as with the characteristics: 

	1. typology; 

	2. gutter (space between panels); 

	3. closure (giving meaning to the gutter);

	4. narrative grammar, consisting of:

	    4¹. establisher,

	    4². initial,

	    4³. prolongation’,

	    4⁴. peak’

	    4⁵. release;

	5. container metaphor;

	6. zooming in/out;

	7. polymorphism;

	8. repetition-omission-stretching;

	9. attention units;

	10. movement;

	11. framing;

	12. shot;

	13. McCloud's 6 transitions: 

	      13¹. from moment to moment, 

	      13². from action to action, 

	      13³. from subject to subject, 

	      13⁴. from scene to scene,  

	      13⁵. from aspect to aspect, 

	      13⁶. non-sequitur (Latin: it doesn’t result), in which the writer has not made a connection between two panels – so the reader can go in any direction with his thoughts. 

	 

	It seems that Dylan has closed a non-sequitur. But. For Dylan, his text apparently follows from the photo; SO, I'm not going to doubt it. I don't think a reader/viewer can read/see a non-sequitur at all. Because the non-sequitur is something (space, hole, void) of the maker slash writer, not of the reader slash viewer. The creator/writer can place the panels with text and/or images at a certain distance from each other. The reader/viewer fills in that distance with either here, or there, or over there (yonder). (28) The reader/viewer understands the space, the void, between the panels based on his reading/viewing of the two panels that are placed in close proximity to each other. In other people's jargon: the closure of the gutter places the non-sequitur in the position and room for influence of the maker/ writer, regardless and independent of the way in which (how) the reader/viewer will think through the in-between space. 

	Personally, I don't really need to understand/explain Bob Dylan or Barry Feinstein. I am interested in the relationship between the image and the text language. Dylan turns the image-language story into his personal poetic narration. The relationship between the visual story and the text narration is left to the reader. Conversely, Dylan's text narration makes a visual narration out of Feinstein's image-lingual story slash narrative. The reader/viewer fills the space between the visual and textual story/narrative without knowing it as a narration. That is, without having been informed by the maker/ writer exactly about the intended closure of the gutter. The attribution of meaning to the visible gutter is up to the reader/viewer. The latter interprets the gutter, fills the gutter with his/her/their meaning, in a lightning-fast or calm looking back and forth = looking from here to there and think beyond = of comparative spying.

	The verb to interpret has come to NL via French (interpréter) but comes from Latin. Interpretari means to explain, to interpret. The language of interpretation cannot coincide with the visual language of the maker, nor with the text language of the writer. The filling of the space in between has a distinct grammar that manifests itself in a narration about the text language read + visual language seen. Bearing in mind the origin of the verb to interpret, one can speak of the interpres narrative. Interpres means mediator, interpreter, translator and a narration is the situationally determined, personal way in which a story is told by someone to someone(s). Just as the grandmothers pass on the important traditional stories of the tribe to the grandchildren by retelling them over and over again, sometimes a little bit tailored to the listener(s). 

	 

	In a novel are almost never pictures, only text. Sometimes an illustration; a visual explanation that supports the textual message that needs to be conveyed. An illustration = an ornament, an illumination. (29) Its visual language and the text language should be as perfect as possible to click one-on-one. Like the phrase "it clicks" brings the "that" & "what" of the clicking back to “how” it clicks. The rest, the waste, no longer matters because it clicks one-on-one (= in that place in that how). In a graphic novel (cartoon, comic, manga), the waste continues to matter to a greater or lesser extent. The comic strip tells its own narration that will be solid, loosely fixed or loosely connected to the text language by the reader/viewer with each reading/viewing. 

	The conceptual which is perhaps similar to an interpres in a pictureless novel, is coined as iwath. An iwath = the acronym of 'I WAs THere'. This concept was invented by David Mitchell. Writers use iwaths to make scenes more plausible and believable. "It's that flash of awe when someone names something you've often noticed but never heard mentioned before." (30) The iwath is only present in the textual language and is inserted by the writer. The iwath is and remains ‘of the writer’, not ‘of the reader’. Whether the flash of awe is evoked in the reader does not only depend on the iwath of the writer. The way of reading and everything that plays a role in it, influence the recognition of a writer's iwath in a flash of awe. Such a flash of awe can also come about when seeing a picture, in the visual language. How often do we say to someone else's selfie: hey, I've been there too. After which the stories are allowed to go wild. Iwaths are a bit parasitic and predatory for Mitchell. I can think about that, if I read the manga Parasyte by Hitoshi Iwaaki. (31) 

	Every life is parasitic through and through, Michel Serres argued 45 years ago. (32)

	The counterpart of the iwath is the stor: the So-TO-Read. An example. Poems by Charles Baudelaire have been published with illustrations per line under the title: Imagined poems. (33) The possible interpretations of the poems are smothered in clumsy, colossal, piquant, cartoonish pictures. The reader will no longer be able to read the poems outside the closures of the imaginations and the constructed grammar in the pictures. A clear (devastating) stor. 

	An illustration can be called a stor by the reader, regardless of the intention of the writer, but also an iwath. That freedom possesses reading in relation to writing and looking in relation to imagining. For example, I read the graphic novel The Echo of the Cities (= L'écho des cités) (34) with photos of Marie-Françoise Plissart as a graphic novel, not as an illustrated fiction. Just like the book with 99 pages of photos and the following, 35 pages long and in addition to the photos published, contemplative text by Jacques Derrida, published in 1985 under the title: Droit de regards (35). Unfortunately, this book is not available in Dutch. The advantage of it is that I went looking in the digital world for translations of 'droit de regards' and found a fascinating list. In English, the most common translations are 'right of look' and 'right of inspection'; to a lesser extent: 'right of access', 'right to view'. The NL-list colors draw inner and outer lines:

	• right of inspection;

	• veto;

	• supervisory law;

	• right to attention;

	• right to a point of view;

	• say;

	• first choice of everything.

	 

	Marie-Françoise Plissart and Benoît Peeters provided the script and editing of the photo novel, beautiful as an artist's book, complex as a novel, fluid and captivating as a good film, with a burning and skillfully constructed relationship between two people. The book, which is accompanied by a lecture by Jacques Derrida, offers a series of intertwined stories that should be read like poetry: literally and in all respects (says the publisher). Could the book be intended as 2-books-for-the-price-of-1? As non-fictional fiction? Like manga? As a literary comic book? As a comic? As a noncomic? As a comic (= neither comic nor noncomic)? Like a comic with avant-garde inspirations? As fictional non-fiction? In descriptions, the book is called an album. An album developed from 'a book with white, empty pages' into 'a book with a collection'; for example, think about a poetry album or a stamp album. In English, the word took on a broader meaning: 'collection in or on something'; for example, a gramophone record with several songs. Gradually, we have adopted the broadening of meaning in the Netherlands.

	Droit de regards seems to have a bit of all above in it. The photos are a-kind-of (36) stills. And the frames are one-kind-of panels, panels. The collection of photos resembles an art book and a photo novel. The text provides moods, explanations, reflections, and theoretical vistas. Nevertheless, in that of-everything-a-little, there are also a lot of non-, not-; many none. One-bit-of-that-everything limits the all in that-everything and the scope of that-all in a-bit. Outside these two limitations lies the bounded, the excluded: the notnothing + the not + the non-, the none. 

	 

	We would like to draw sharp lines between inside and outside. The clarity of an explanation requires such a line, we think. Maybe that's why we can argue so pleasantly about 'is', because X is X and X is not Y. The 'is' defends both the existence of the limited and the restricted. A synthesis of the contained + the excluded obfuscate (= darkens, unlawfully deprived) the recognizability of both. That obfuscation implies deprivation. From a synthesis it can be deduced that the words taken imply something different from the implied. The darken becomes 'none' thanks to synthesis, without disappearance, dissolvement or stair climbing to heaven or hell of the darkened. 'None' is a very complex word. None are:

	ᴥ a cardinal number (not a mortal; not an ounce; not one; not a chat);

	ᴥ an indefinite pronoun (neither; neither of us);

	ᴥ an article of indeterminacy (no word; no concept; no secret);

	ᴥ an article of determinacy (not the, not it; no right; no money)

	ᴥ an adverb of denial (outdated: I do feel none slightest cheerfulness).

	'None' sets something apart, without categorical negation of that something. The darkness of any synthesis consists of the obscuring self, not the obfuscation as such. The continuation of 'none' can always be the question ‘what-else’? or of course the ‘no-what-else-question’. Only when the sequel carries a certain 'So what?' and lights up from the obfuscated, does any cursing begin in categorical folly churches. For me, the fun of synthesis lies in the chance to illuminate the obfuscated. So, not in the synthesis as such, but in the tunnels under a synthesis in which only darkness reigns. (37) The words 'in which' open the fun of darkness to light up. The synthesis invents the boundary determinations of the syn- and the non-syn-. So, the synthesis conceives the in- (= which is admitted to the synthesis). The associative (= speculative everydayness), on the other hand, thinks through the obfuscation of the illuminated, partly under the influence of the illumination of the obfuscated. A de-tunneled synthesis is embedded in the most practiced ways of looking at things. The speculative-associative everydayness is in the periphery of thinking through what has been invented by others, whether it appears to be de-tunneled or associative-speculative. Thinking through, as opposed to thinking, always resembles 'de-' and 'non-'.

	'De-' = to get rid of = to dispose of.

	'Non-' = not = exclusion without any permission.

	'None' = not that, without excluding everything else.

	After 'de-' follows a mix of 'non-' and 'none' and ‘yes’ and ‘something’ and ‘yeah?’ and ‘perhaps’ and ‘a bit?’ and ‘wondering silence’ and ... … … (38)

	 

	De-.

	In the old days we all thought that we could think against the zeitgeist with a bit of knowledge and a lot of imaginative power. It was the dominant belief to facilitate a different sound and a new perspective. Many thinkers are still believers; thinkers through are beyond that belief. (39) To rid one's thinking of already devised boundaries needs convention criticism. The conventions that lead the thinking to syntheses, theories, abstractions, can be put under the microscope to illuminate their in-/through-/elaborations on the thinking. This magnifying glass most likely crushes sufficiently the edges of synthesized thinking and expands the scope of a former synthesis. I prefer to call synthesizing thinking arresting, annexing, seizing, colonizing; to negotiate respect for the existence of something other than itself in synthesizing thinking. Continuing comminution will cause the ‘plosion’ of the synthesis, first ex- (outwards), then the implosion (inwards). Stipulating respect requires a certain removal, a certain loosening of all kinds of undesirable dependencies, in order to be able to be experienced in freedom within the self-directed dependencies (= autonomy). Syntheses, theories, abstractions, maintained rules and regulations, create not only desirable but also undesirable dependencies, about which you can make the decision (la décision de vie) to elude the undesirable, to evade it, to despise it. The baring (uncovering) of the undesirable is done many times every day by the associative-speculative everydayness. Not only in private spaces, but even more in public spaces. Clearing the bare/naked unwanted requires a kind of eco-poison – a way of approaching the unwanted without killing its life. Eco-poison that has a disruptive effect, without destroying everything and everyone.

	 

	First exemplary elaboration. 

	Designer Isidro Ferror practices the A/art of 'un' in 'About Nothing'

	with Miguel Ángel Pérez Artegeade. (40) In this book, all kinds of things are reviewed under the titles un-swim, un-tie, un-growl, un-think, un-organize, un-wander, un-walk, un-investigate, un-arrange. For example, under the heading un-think you will find a text written by Isidro Ferror.

	The makers describe how to use the book as follows:

	
		
				Instructions for use
 
1. 
Open this book randomly and find the first music proposal that appears. Search for it in your music app and start to listen to it. Ideally with headphones.            
Close the book.
 
2. 
Open the book randomly and turn to the first of Isidro's text that you find. Read it slowly. With the music always in the background. 
Close the book.
 
3. 
Open the book randomly and turn to the first image that you find. Keep looking at it. With the music always in the background. 
Close the
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