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What people are saying about the author

I have read two of Jason Mohaghegh’s books prior to reading this work and I find the latter very much in keeping with the author’s remarkable voice and almost sui generis approach to and retrieval of contemporary non-western thought. He rather challenges the prevailing contours of philosophy, creatively and philosophically rethinking not only what matters to philosophy but also how philosophy can matter.


Jason Wirth, Professor of Philosophy, Seattle University


Night emerges as an intellectually unique and methodologically courageous work...The author’s stylistic and methodological novelty is a great advantage, for it gives the reader, at one stroke, the chaotic and multidimensional universe of culture, and increasingly the world in which we live. It gives us not a clear and transparent unity, a structure, but an ever-changing, fractal cosmos, and invites the reader to follow the trace of the affect in the everyday.


Mahmut Mutman, Professor of Cultural Studies, University of Tampere
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For my wife, the anesthetist, the chef, master of substances, beside whom all nights attain their perfect oblivion.








Introduction

Seven Principles (dark paradoxes)

To study Night, one must stare into what one already realizes intuitively as a paradoxical object: that Night is where horror thrives, and also infatuation; that Night hides certain acts, but that things are also said to “come out at night”; that we are surprised and caught off-guard by its sudden noises, while also recognizing its calm familiarity; and that even Night’s mythological child Sleep is no safe bet, dualistically bringing both dreams and nightmares, meaning and nonsense, to the oblivious mind. Beyond this, we must engage Night through the varying prisms of its most fascinating practitioners: namely, those who keep strange hours and navigate the different potentialities of nocturnal experience (both of terror and enchantment). For the criminal’s relation to the dark (fugitive, dealer, prowler) is not the same as the wanderer’s relation (nomad, sojourner, sleepwalker), nor the many other sub-identities whose survival relies upon a certain exact mastery of Night’s formulas and upon learning its conceptual-experiential relations to time, space, fear, nothingness, desire, death, forgetting, enigma, solitude, sensation, vision, secrecy, monstrosity, and the body. To stay vigilant and wakeful throughout; to keep watch while others close their eyes.


Night as Universal Overthrow

Night brings revolution against the archetypal. It overthrows the dominant hierarchies and universal myths in favor of the beautiful disarray of the masquerade or bonfire. It is where one fathoms otherwise, the time-space of the visionary, the imaginary, the unreal, the unknown, the elsewhere, the outside, and the emergent. It is where one first builds machinations of radical thought, letting fall those droplets of mad and dangerous consciousness. The governing categories of human existence are suspended for the meanwhile, and in their place pour forward the semblances of alternative classifications and diagrams (banned libraries, archives, catalogs, arrangements).

There has been an ancient war across the fields of philosophical inquiry, and in this violent conflict two diametrically-opposed sides: on the one front, those movements aligned with perceiving philosophy as enlightenment, and thus inescapably tied to discourses of truth, absolutism, and idealism that would render ours a radiantly serious, legitimate discipline. Tradition, structure, reason, and systemic orders of the mind follow in their wake; and on the other front, those movements aligned with perceiving philosophy as dark trek, and thus inescapably tied to discourses of chaos, exception, obscurity, and fragmentation that would render ours a deviant, criminal enterprise. Originality, distortion, tremor, and rogue speculation follow in their wake. For one alliance, the light promises a certain stability of Being (desire for groundedness); for the other alliance, the night provides gateways and trajectories of becoming (desire for flight or freefall). In this way, it is a war between the throne and the open sea, a war between significance and the ingenious manipulation of meaning within the folds of pure meaninglessness. The conceptual schism between day and night therefore marks the existential border between those with a pathological need to rule and those with a diabolical impulse to abandon, subvert, and reinvent the game of mortal experience.

Night as Fatal Wager

Night is that unique lottery where anyone can win a crucial round, fulfilling otherwise impossible transactions of fortune/plot if only capable of the right subterfuge. It is where unforeseen cunning triumphs over sober intelligence, where the will to play is rewarded with momentary lawlessness. It is where the guilty are gifted another innocence, and the gods turn blind eyes to those disturbing their cosmos with the gambler’s dice. Night thus uproots the origin and installs luck as the new progenitor; it equalizes the board/arena for all malevolent contenders, parting skies for a short epoch of temptation, wonderment, and ecstatic violation of our finitude’s limits. It is not the upper air of the sacred promise, but rather the breath of profane eternality lasting only a few stolen hours. It is the site of erased debts and ultimate risk for those with both nothing to lose (desperation) and everything to gain (quest). For this reason, the night is precisely where we perish interminably and yet can never die.


Night as Creational Error

Night is also the time of weeping or celebration for the grand mistake of existence. Creation as error; Being as error. That this should never have happened; that this happened all wrong. That we transpired against odds and intention, in spite of essential forces; that we constitute both symbolic and material offense with every continued breath. Hence night furnishes the precipice across which humanity can take its own insulting presence over and beyond, testing the journey unto a miscalculation’s endpoint; it collects tribute for the inexcusability of our arrival herein. Some choose laughter as their vehicle, some choose lament, but all move toward the outer threshold of seeing this fault through…once and for all (the vengeful unwanted). Night thus restores awareness of the longevity of our bondage, and the bondage of our longevity.


Night as Supreme Encounter

Night is where the self encounters its own superior version, whether down some stray alley or in the corner of an old tavern. This figure is the enhanced rendition of one’s identity—almost identical but slightly quicker, more eloquent, more attractive, more perceptive. And what does it mean to meet the resemblance that nevertheless always stands two steps ahead? The conditioned subject of the daylight (the social, political, cultural being) would likely fall into immediate resentment and death-wish toward this elevated paragon (don’t men kill all their gods, after all?), whereas the nocturnal subject is able to perceive this refined kin as precious to the extent of initiating a relation of immediate discipleship. To kneel before the sharpened counterpart; to bow before one’s own arc toward sophistication. Such is the experience of the self’s exclusive master whom in midnight hours must be adored, emulated, served, and studied under with consumptive energy. Thus night transforms the typical relationality toward supremacy into one of rightful acknowledgment, restoring one to that most primary honor-principle of wanting to be annihilated by the intensified element of oneself.


Night as Objective Solipsism

Night knows only itself: the dark that admits nothing else, like a black hole permitting no invading light or mass, phenomenologically bound in its own procession. And what happens when a world forgets to host its creatures, forgets everything not properly its own? Beyond immanence and transcendence, we find a solipsistic cruelty whereby the nocturnal no longer recognizes itself in anything else nor anything else within itself. Not even a relation of power, but of indifferent contraction. And yet we would fall lethally if ever placed in the path of such seceding vales, without even the Night’s noticing our casualty. We would find ourselves hopelessly evacuated by its interiority, were the atmospheres (the elemental, the terrestrial, the galactic) to claim this right to absolute irresponsibility and self-containment.


Night as First Return

Night in its rarest form is simultaneously an experience of awe (the first time) and return (the revisited). The first return is not primordial but timeless (these are often confused moods, since both feel archaic), a cyclonic sensation—of the circle, ring, whirlpool, vortex, quicksand, and revolving door—for which an inventory of recurrent beings, forces, and attendant concepts proves invaluable:


	Return of the Full Moon (metamorphosis): The Werewolf

	Return of the Nightmare (fright): The Dreamer

	Return of the Sacred (resurrection): The Redeemer

	Return of the Curse (vengeance): The Enemy

	Return of the Tides (migration): The Sailor

	Return of the Banished (hatred): The Exile

	Return of the Ancient (power): The Idol

	Return of the Text (evocation): The Messenger

	Return of the Threat (intimidation): The Extortionist

	Return of the Dead (disappearance): The Ghost

	Return of Desire (obsession): The Stalker

	Return of Pain (infection): The Virus

	Return of the Discarded (waste): The Vagrant

	Return of Glory (vindication): The Fighter

	Return of the Scene (concealment): The Criminal

	Return of Dust (mortality): The Creation

	Return of Instinct (animality): The Creature

	Point of No Return (irreversibility): The Lost Cause



Night harbors all these myriad prototypes in its own creases, allowing us to begin fathoming the further relations of the return to themes of forgetting, innocence, euphoria, disaster, deportation, festival, ritual, cowardice, and obliteration. Such are the mazes hereafter.


Night as Deception Theory

Night solves the paralyzing dilemma of modern philosophy for which the grand challenge to truth, knowledge, and metanarrative appears (to some critics) to have bequeathed a vacuous moment of self-defeating disenchantment. Thought here seemingly deconstructs itself in endlessly self-punishing loops, tearing pessimistically at its own foundations, announcing its frail doubts and qualifying its non-totalizing emptiness, marooned between the unforgiving sands of nihilistic suspicion (toward language, identity, meaning) and the false oases of scientific-epistemological certainty to which some desperately wish their return.

Night, however, provides us with a third route beyond the tabulations of masochistic skepticism and sadistic truth: deception theory. It was recognized already in obscure currents of ancient, medieval, and modern thought that the tripartite fatality of essence (death of God, death of the Human, death of the Real) is not meant to incur the dead-end of possibility but rather to blow open a limitless epochal-existential era of lying. The ecstatic convolutions of the lie that exists in no dialectical relation with a truth criterion, the first existential forgery that becomes a thousand branching games of ingenuity, deceit, treacherous play, fictive double-crossing, and elaboration. “All is illusion, thus all is permitted,” said the Old Man of the Mountain (leader of the medieval Persian assassins), and no coincidence that such radical utterances occurred amid the fresh air of nights spent walking his courtyards and fortress spires. One could say the constellations carved a slant into his tongue, or that the darkness forked his speech into a smoke-and-mirrors philosophy for the ages. And still it instructs accordingly, reminding us to fill the gaping voids of reason with the farcical-fanatical momentum of vision, slander, rumor, story, and poetic diversion (to become Night’s master-liar).

Throughout this short book, we will see how Night provides opportunities for both acute and massive transpositions: in chapter 1, temporal-spatial orders morph into other time-spaces; in chapter 2, once-presumed identities become contrary personae with their own masks and performative mind-games; in chapter 3, material objects switch places, functions, appearances, and proportions (revenge of the thing); lastly, it is in chapter 4 that concepts themselves bleed and traipse into one another, allowing untold thematic lattices to form. Thus no structure of reality is left immaculate by these better nights; there is only the dampening to concern us here.







Chapter 1

Counter-Futurity (dark time-space): Traveler’s Night; Architect’s Night; Rebel’s Night

Philosophies of night should rightly commence from an awareness of the night-travelers, those who master patterns of nocturnal movement and intricately choreograph their infiltrations or escapes around the hours of mass oblivion. Many conceptual figures rise to the imagination, each with their own techniques, ambitions, and sensorial orchestrations of the dark intervals: The Thief’s Night; The Runaway’s Night; The Harlot’s Night; The Drunkard’s Night; The Insomniac’s Night; The Revolutionary’s Night; The Hysteric’s Night; The Sorcerer’s Night. All must learn to motion while others fall still; all must grow restless while others stay at rest.1

This exploration of the phenomenological-experiential domains of the night-traveler will revolve around two distinct works.

Case 1: B018 Night Club in Beirut, Lebanon (architect: Bernard Khoury, 1998). Situated in a bombed-out, devastated district known as “The Quarantaine” (named after old quarantine sites for foreigners arriving from the nearby port), it later formed the grounds for Armenian, Kurdish, and Palestinian refugee camps cleansed during the country’s civil war. Today, this night club is placed underground in the ominous shape of a bunker with a large retractable metallic roof that opens and closes each hour past midnight. So it is that several morphologies of the night-traveler intersect here, both past and present: those of the old boat-passengers once placed under enforced isolation; those of the exiles displaced from occupied homelands; those of the marauding sectarian factions who patrolled city streets each night, opportunistically equating darkness with ideology and blood; those of the slaughtered minorities, who traversed into non-being before the death squads; and lastly, those of our era’s night-revelers, who summon themselves to this strange place over and again like a doomsday ritual.

Case 2: Film/Photographic Installation titled In the Future, They Ate From the Finest Porcelain (artists: Larissa Sansour and Soren Lind, Palestine, 2016). This visual work stages a fictive dialog between a rebel leader and a psychoanalyst interlocutor, the former charged with “narrative terrorism” for planting false relics in the earth to establish invented histories for a coming people. Hence these two figures—the hooded insurgent and the invisible interrogator—maneuver back and forth tactically across questions of myth, memory, legacy, and power. Here all four concepts are reduced to deceptive art-forms, as futuristic images of desolation loom across the screen. So it is that several morphologies of the night-traveler intersect here as well: those of a militant storyteller transmitting forged messages to descending generations (time-travel 1); those of phantom ancestors and phantom offspring who bind together the strands of a liar’s tale (time-travel 2); those of the imprisoned radical pacing through remote, shadow-laced rooms while cross-examined by a voice, an inquisitor obsessed with her origins in criminal warfare (time-travel 3).


1.Night-Travel and Time

B018 is a music club, a place of nocturnal survival.2

There are many intricate temporalities woven into the steps of B018’s night-traveler: from restive inception to exhaustive aftermath, from the pandemoniac moment of encounter to the minute of futile return.

I. To start from the bookends of this nocturnal process, there are the macro-temporal experiences of entering and exiting which allow the club two separate, mysterious powers: (1) to seal the night-traveler within its own sovereign cube of unworldly time; (2) to then mercilessly release its guests back into the time of the real (last call). These are complex practices aligned with emergent dusk and dawn respectively: first we witness the hyper-anticipatory nervous system of the arrivals, waiting in line outside with rigid postures; then we witness the closing-time eviction, embodied in the slackened torsos of the leaving crowd that resemble zombies staggering into gray sunlight. Thus the once-ancient, nocturnal roles of the lamplighter and the lighthouse-keeper have been translated into their postmodern counterparts of the club manager (who turns artificial light switches to formally inaugurate the nighttime) and the doorman (who scans oncoming presences from near and far). Like all stationed guardians, they literally open and close the gates to a certain exclusive timescape.

II. The next temporal stratum to consider happens inside the club itself, that of the inner-middle experience of the “night out” which passes like an impressionistic sky (liquid or vaporous, without demarcation). They close their eyes; they sway, gesticulate, smile; they drink refined liquors; they feign loss of control. But this is neither transcendent time nor transgressive time; like all decadent modalities, there lies a bitter undercurrent beneath the surface of play; this is why they stage their reverie amid the blast debris of the filthiest district in the city, the gesture itself harboring an element of spite. It is not transgressive because of the non-hierarchical awareness that their entire collective existence is but a mark of evil ruination; it is not transcendent because the slum is the true face of the city. What we get instead is an end-of-the-world show; the time-step of a plague dance.

III. This brings us to our final temporal amalgamation, one that alchemically mixes both the ghost’s time and the survivor’s time. Let’s not forget that this supposed display of the hedonistic present is physically built on the remains of refugee camps liquidated during civil war just one generation prior. Our nocturnal architect, however, has gone to great lengths not to conceal the bullet-ridden apparitions of this obscenity but rather to encase it in the very walls and ground that swallow his patrons each night. The club itself is therefore a blunt force instrument of enunciation of this killing affair; its inexorable electronic beats are pure death rattle. The music funnels back only to the catastrophic imagination; the structure indulges the haunted mind to its nth degree, at once appearing to blend survivor’s guilt with the survivor’s addictive rush of invincibility. And yet the club’s time-game goes even further: for while survival is based on a temporal assumption of the closure of violence (requiring a concept of the elapsed event), this sunken enclosure beneath the earth channels all adrenaline into the disclosure of but one simple fact: that no one made it out alive (the war is not yet over). Yes, there is an error that took place here, and it remains the decried site of error-making. Hence the night-travelers do not raise their glasses in denial; they raise their glasses in recognition of the ever-violating decades, toasting the unforgivable.
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