K: …that is what attracted me. The thought of all these _____ being told that they were somehow 'wrong' or 'sick'…

K: What I find useful is pretending to pretend to be mad. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]K: There was a creature that lived/s in my skull that wasn't me. It had troubled me on an off for years, and I eventually decided to try to give it a mechanism for expressing itself in the physical world. I realised that when I did things like this in an aesthetic context, it became a 'work' rather than an 'infirmity'.

K: Reading your mail, I wondered if a correspondence between us might not itself become the 'work?’
 
K: I like how it connects with what we’ve been discussing re: the performance of relating and the coldness of bureaucratic and other vicarious systems of communicating. The loopiness of corresponding about using correspondence in this way also appeals to me…

K: Probably there’s more than one way of naming, too, which takes the dissipation to another level. I tend to think that these things - loops of meaningful meaninglessness (or meaningless meaning?) - are fundamental, rather than abnormal, psychology. But then again, my psychological state has been assessed as abnormal, so maybe I just have ‘poor insight’…

K: …you pick up the catalogue of an exhibition that you never went to. It is filled with words and images describing someone's experience of viewing an artist's experiences. And it will be peppered with quotations and citations. There’re so many narratives mingling and being borrowed from or used as a prop for someone else's truth… 

K: …this discussion functions just as well in that sense than anything else.

K: …do you think a feeling of dissociation is something most people are dealing with all the time? I wonder about this a lot.

K: I think a main feature of dissociation is that it’s usually hard to name, hard to point directly to the source of the problem - because when your perceptions, or thoughts, or experiences aren’t very cohesive, the sense of there being an object of or point to your unease (of there being objects or points at all) tends to dissipate as well. It’s one of those things that only becomes coherently felt when it is also coherently named, I think. 

K: I have found it necessary to begin labelling myself as 'suffering' from this and that, in order to fit my experiences into a language bureaucrats will be able to tick off in their myriad little boxes. The ones that need ticking in order to be supported…

K: The need for box-ticking in nearly every aspect of life provokes in me simultaneous feelings of rage and joy.

K: Do you align dissociation with any kind of feeling?

K: I don’t align dissociation with any particular feeling, not even confusion. For me, the separation of things that normally appear to hang together renders all of those things uncanny. Usual talking and thinking don’t seem relevant, or understandable, or existent. I think the trick is to be dissociated from the dissociation, because then all of this ceases to matter…

K: We have never met, and we are using this cold medium to explain our internal selves. This interface - the e-mail communication program - is operating between us as the public/present manifestation of our separate performances. A great many possible performances have been stripped away as possibilities by the finite nature of writing behind a screen… 

K: We could both be lying, exaggerating, avoiding...

K: It’s not such a different experience to reading fiction. It offers a window into the fantasy of interaction without needing any actual emotional or physical investment on my part. Fiction is a rest from being myself, and using the written word, it means that the images are constructed in my mind's eye. I get to feel that the experience is completely internal…

K: If I still feel suffering, then it is mostly due to the difficulty of the experience, rather than the difficulty of being 'out of order' in a social or relational sense. So the work consists of working, even though it looks like the work consists of playing mad. The madness becomes the content that holds the structure in place, although socially it is seen as a thing that pulls the structure down.

K: If I were able to rest alone, while the experiences I wished to have were recorded and dictated back to me by someone else who had to go out and interact with the world, using all of their own energy to take in - that would be quite marvellous.

K: I think there ought to be a service you can hire where you pay someone to walk around the place with you while you have your eyes closed, stopping you from banging into things. Maybe I need to start this business myself. I don’t think anybody else will, because I doubt very much that such an enterprise would be at all profitable.

K: From my perspective it’s not the information that is exhausting, but rather the combination of relevance and meaning.

K: I forgot where I was going with this.





