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But, on the new plane, it is possible that

the problem now concerns the one who

believes in the world, and not even in

the existence of the world but in its

possibilities of movements and

intensities, so as once again to give

birth to new modes of existence, closer

to animals and rocks. 

Gilles Deleuze and Félix Guattari, 

What Is Philosophy 74

Alfred	North	Whitehead	once	wittily	said	that	if	we	desire	“a

record	of	uninterpreted	experience,”	we	should	“ask	a	stone

to	record	its	autobiography.”	

I	pulled	Stone	out	of	the	cold,	sterile,

basement	drawer	because	Stone	called

to	me.	Some	of	the	rocks	not	want	to	be

touched,	but	this	one	did.
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Best,	

		

Alfie	(as	known	as	Alfred	North	Whitehead).	

		

Conversation	with	a	Stone,	By	Wislawa	Szymborska	

November	29,	1998	

		

I	knock	at	the	stone's	front	door	

		

"It's	only	me,	let	me	come	in.	

		

I	want	to	enter	your	insides,	

		

have	a	look	around,	

		

breathe	my	fill	of	you."	

		

"Go	away,"	says	the	stone.	

		

"I'm	shut	tight.	

		

Even	if	you	break	me	to	pieces,	

		

we'll	all	still	be	closed.	

	

		



You	can	grind	us	to	sand,	

		

we	still	won't	let	you	in."	

		

I	knock	at	the	stone's	front	door.	

		

"It's	only	me,	let	me	come	in.	

		

I've	come	out	of	pure	curiosity.	

		

Only	life	can	quench	it.	

		

I	mean	to	stroll	through	your	palace,	

		

then	go	calling	on	a	leaf,	a	drop	of	water.	

		

I	don't	have	much	time.	

		

My	mortality	should	touch	you."	

		

"I'm	made	of	stone,"	says	the	stone.	

		

"And	must	therefore	keep	a	straight	face.	

		

Go	away.	



I	don't	have	the	muscles	to	laugh."	

		

I	knock	at	the	stone's	front	door.	

		

"It's	only	me,	let	me	come	in.	

		

I	hear	you	have	great	empty	halls	inside	you,	

		

unseen,	their	beauty	in	vain,	

		

soundless,	not	echoing	anyone's	steps.	

		

Admit	you	don't	know	them	well	yourself.	

		

"Great	and	empty,	true	enough,"	says	the	stone,	

		

"but	there	isn't	any	room.	

		

Beautiful,	perhaps,	but	not	to	the	taste	

		

of	your	poor	senses.	

		

You	may	get	to	know	me	but	you'll	never	know	me	through.	

		

My	whole	surface	is	turned	toward	you,	

		

all	my	insides	turned	away."	

		

I	knock	at	the	stone's	front	door.	

		

"It's	only	me,	let	me	come	in.	

		

I	don't	seek	refuge	for	eternity.	

		

I'm	not	unhappy.	

		

I'm	not	homeless.	

		

My	world	is	worth	returning	to.	

		

I'll	enter	and	exit	empty-handed.	

		

And	my	proof	I	was	there	

		

will	be	only	words,	

		

which	no	one	will	believe."	

		

"You	shall	not	enter,"	says	the	stone.	

		

"You	lack	the	sense	of	taking	part.	
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"You	lack	the	sense	of	taking	part.	

	



No	other	sense	can	make	up	for	your	missing	sense	of	taking	part.	

		

Even	sight	heightened	to	become	all-seeing	

		

will	do	you	no	good	without	a	sense	of	taking	part.	

		

You	shall	not	enter,	you	have	only	a	sense	of	what	that	sense	should	be,	

		

only	its	seed,	imagination."	

		

I	knock	at	the	stone's	front	door.	

		

"It's	only	me,	let	me	come	in.	

		

I	haven't	got	two	thousand	centuries,	

		

so	let	me	come	under	your	roof."	

		

"If	you	don't	believe	me,"	says	the	stone,	

		

"just	ask	the	leaf,	it	will	tell	you	the	same.	

		

Ask	a	drop	of	water,	it	will	say	what	the	leaf	has	said.	

		

And,	finally,	ask	a	hair	from	your	own	head.	



I	am	bursting	from	laughter,	yes,	laughter,	vast	laughter,	

		

although	I	don't	know	how	to	laugh."	

		

I	knock	at	the	stone's	front	door.	

		

"It's	only	me,	let	me	come	in.	



EVERYTHING	SUGGESTS												MORE
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world

amodally	speaking
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any	color	is	a	flash	of	novelty.	 the	red	is	not	in	the	atoms,	itʼs	in

the	way	the	atoms	come	together.	 color	emerges	from	that

relationship.	thereʼs	always	a	 potential	for	color,	itʼs	not	a

particular	color	but	itʼs	not	a	 general	color	either.	potential	for

a	singular	tone	of	color,	to	make	 ingress	in	a	situation	and	appear.	
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“These	are	the	days	my	friend	and	these	are

the	days	my	friend”	

		

While	doing	todays	proposition	with	Indira	(I

was	the	interviewed),	it	got	very	clear	to	me

what	can	be	the	oscilation	from	form	to	forces.

Named	intensities	playing	a	game	–	drops	of

temporary	identity	going	to	the	background

while	impersonal	affects,	virtualized,	becoming

actual	–	the	foreground	and	affecting	other

virtualities	into	another	time-space.	Chôra	as

Deleuze	steals	from	Plato’s	Timeu	–	the

spacial	way?	Not	related	to	the	inteligible	non

the	sensible?	

		

Drops	of	temporary	identity	–	how	did	I	got

here	since	I	woke	up?	-	going	to	the

background,	while	impersonal	named

intensities	appear.	How	did	the	event

“Distributing	the	Insensible”	got	here	since	the

event	woke	up?	How	did	I	get	into	the	event

since	I	woke	up	into	the	event?	
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Doubled.	Doubled.	A	Schizo	cartography	of	a	body	in	me.	Something	lives	besides

the	identity	forms…	a	body	that	is	more	than	my	identity	–	sometimes	it’s	so

beautiful	that	it	hurts.	But	it	is	also	a	nice	hurt	running	to	a	very	subtil	field	where	I

feel	inside	of	me	the	risk	of	being	caught	in	a	trap.	Eric	Alliez	named	it	very

precisely:	It	hurts	because	it	troubles	my	“identity”,	because	“As	neurotic	anti-

production,	as	imitation	without	invention,	as	repetition	without	forces	and

differences,	as	logo(s),	this	refrain	of	the	Body	without	Organs	hurts.	But	it	does	not

hurt	as	the	Body	without	Organs	has	to	hurt	me	as	a	philosopher,	because	it	does

not	dis-organ-ise	my	(supposed)	philosophical	identity.”	With	this	questions	I	get

more	close	into	the	Anarchive	as	it	necessarily	escapes	from	me.	It’s	not	“me”

anymore,	it’s	not	an	archive	anymore	and	I	feel	an	exciting "A	magician	is	someone	who	has

the	capacity	to	accumulate	and

direct	energy",	Coyote	Thistle

explained	me	while	we	were	eating

'pasta	e	fagioli'.

Damanhur,	Northern	Italy	2014
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