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As Hollis Frampton’s photographs and celebrated experimental films 
were testing the boundaries of the camera arts in the 1960s and 
1970s, his provocative and highly literate writings were attempting 
to establish an intellectually resonant form of discourse for these 
critically underexplored fields. It was a time when artists working in 
diverse disciplines were beginning to pick up cameras and produce 
films and videotapes, well before these practices were understood 
or embraced by institutions of contemporary art. This collection 
of Frampton’s writings presents his critical essays (many written 
for Artforum and October) along with additional material, includ-
ing lectures, correspondence, interviews, production notes, and 
scripts. It replaces—and supersedes—the long-unavailable Circles 
of Confusion, published in 1983.
	 Frampton ranged widely over the visual arts in his writing, 
and the texts in this collection display his distinctive perspectives 
on photography, film, video, and the plastic and literary arts. They 
include critically acclaimed essays on Edward Weston and Eadweard 
Muybridge as well as appraisals of contemporary photographers; 
the influential essay “For a Metahistory of Film,” along with scripts, 
textual material, and scores for his films; writings on video that con-
stitute a veritable prehistory of the digital arts; a dialogue with Carl 
Andre (his friend and former Phillips Andover classmate) from the 
early 1960s; and two inventive, almost unclassifiable pieces that 
draw on the writings of Borges, Joyce, and Beckett.

Hollis Frampton (1936—1984) was a filmmaker, artist, and writer. 
Among his best-known works are (nostalgia), Zorns Lemma, and the 
unfinished epic film cycle Magellan. He was one of the founders of 
the Digital Arts Lab in the innovative Center for Media Study at SUNY 
Buffalo. Bruce Jenkins is Professor of Film, Video, and New Media at 
the School of the Art Institute of Chicago.

Writing Art series 

“At long last, a near complete collection of Hollis 
Frampton’s idiosyncratic, scholarly, recondite, funny 
writings, which might justly be called ‘Offbeat Ways 
to Think About Everything.’ A cursory look at a few essay 
titles—‘Time, Space, Causality,’ ‘The Invention Without 
a Future,’ ‘Segments of Eternity,’ ‘Inconclusions’—
reveals the astonishing breadth and brilliance of a 
mentor to many. This book is an invaluable resource 
for artists, pedagogues, autodidacts, and anyone who 
enjoys being intellectually provoked.”
Yvonne Rainer, author of Feelings Are Facts

“Bruce Jenkins has combed Hollis Frampton’s published 
and unpublished texts and from them has composed a 
meticulously edited and exhilarating sequence of 
essays, letters, notes, jottings, scripts, interviews, pro-
posals, narratives, and occasional pieces. Frampton’s 
writing is a torrent of eloquence, by turns philosophi-
cal, brooding, practical, witty, allusive, playful, opin-
ionated, densely learned, and relentlessly provocative. 
This indispensable volume reintroduces us to the 
idiosyncratic sensibility and dazzling intelligence of 
the artist who gave us such masterworks as Zorns 
Lemma and (nostalgia).”
Alfred Guzzetti, Osgood Hooker Professor of Visual Arts, 
Harvard University

“Bruce Jenkins should be thanked profusely for bring-
ing the voice of filmmaker Hollis Frampton back into 
the domain of thinking about cinema and media at 
this crucial moment in the transformation of the cin-
ematic institution. Frampton’s quirky and manifestly 
brilliant essays develop a sustained meditation on 
the relation of life and media that transcends any 
narrow-minded polarization of analog and digital, 
film and code, experience and representation. This 
meditation manifestly positions Frampton as one of 
the most innovative visionaries of the present and 
future of media. How fortunate are we to have access 
once again to so novel and inspirational a corpus of 
writing by such a singular artist!”
Mark Hansen, the Program in Literature and ISIS:  
Information Science and Information Studies,  
Duke University, author of New Philosophy for New Media
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Unpublished manuscript, 1965
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Digressions on the Photographic Agony

This is the end of art. I am glad I have had my day.
 — J. M. W. Turner, 1839 / 40
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[ ]

There is no substitute for critical tradition: a continuum of understanding, early commenced. 

Rémy de Gourmont surmised that the Iliad discovered today in the ruins of Herculaneum 

“would produce only some archaeological sensations” . . . illustrative of some vanished  

civilization. Precisely because William Blake’s contemporaries did not know what to make 

of him, we do not know either, though critic after critic appeases our sense of obligation to 

his genius by reinventing him. . . . In the 1920’s, on the other hand, something was immedi-

ately made of Ulysses and The Waste Land, and our comfort with both works after 50 years, 

including our ease at allowing for their age, seems derivable from the fact that they have 

never been ignored.2
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This led me to reflect on the inimitable beauty of the pictures of nature’s painting which the 

glass lens of the Camera throws upon the paper in its focus . . . creatures of a moment, and 

destined as rapidly to fade away . . . how charming it would be if it were possible to cause 

these natural images to imprint themselves durably, and remain fixed upon the paper.3
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Notes
1.

2.

3.

4.

Artforum 11, no. 3 (November 1972): 43–51. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.:  
Visual Studies Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 177–191.
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Eadweard Muybridge: Fragments of a Tesseract

It is the artist who is truthful and it is photography which lies,  
for in reality time does not stop.
 —Auguste Rodin, 1911
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Muybridge’s photographs laid bare all the mistakes that sculptors and painters had made in 

their renderings of the various postures of the horse. 
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They showed how inventive the eye is, or rather how much the sight elaborates on 

the data it gives us as the positive and impersonal result of observation. Between the state 

of vision as mere patches of color and as things or objects, a whole series of mysterious 

operations takes place, reducing to order as best it can the incoherence of raw perceptions, 

resolving contradictions, bringing to bear judgments formed since early infancy, impos-

ing continuity, connection, and the systems of change which we group under the labels of 

space, time, matter, and movement. This was why the horse was imagined to move in the 

way the eye seemed to see it; and it might be that, if these old- style representations were 

examined with sufficient subtlety, the law of unconscious falsification might be discov-

ered by which it seemed possible to picture the positions of a bird in flight, or a horse gal-

loping, as if they could be studied at leisure; but these interpolated pauses are imaginary. 

Only probable positions could be assigned to movement so rapid, and it might be worth-

while to try to define, by means of documentary comparisons, this kind of creative seeing 

by which the understanding filled the gaps in sense perception.4

[ ]

[ ]
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[ ]

The steps a man takes, from the day of his birth to the day of his death,  
trace an inconceivable figure in time. The Divine Intelligence  
perceives that figure at once, as man’s intelligence perceives a triangle.  
That figure, perhaps, has its determined function in the economy  
of the universe.
 — Jorge Luis Borges, “The Mirror of the Enigmas” 

Notes
1.

And now, finally, we are given, if not answers, then at least rich substance for contemplation.
Anita Mozley, curator of photography at the Stanford University Museum of Art, who has spent 
nearly twenty years in the pursuit and study of Muybridge’s work, prepared the exhibition 
Eadweard Muybridge: The Stanford Years, 1872–1882, together with its accompanying catalogue.
 The catalogue is one of the most thorough (and seductive) I have ever seen. If the  
sheer quantity and energy of work done are astonishing, the magnitude of the aesthetic ter-
rain Muybridge had staked out, decades before commencing his magnum opus in Philadelphia, 
is more so; page after page tempts hyperbole. Mozley has contributed an introduction and 
extensive notes on the photographs, and there is also an extended biographical essay by 
Robert Bartlett Haas; a brief monograph by Françoise  Forster- Hahn details the commerce among 
Muybridge, the painter Meissonier, and the physiologist Marey. An attempt has been made to 
approximate the tonality of the original prints (nineteenth- century photographs are properly 
spoken of as monochrome, within a range of sumptuous reds, browns, sepias; they were  
almost never black and white). And the book is otherwise chock full of scholarly apparatus, patent  
diagrams, technical and historical documents.
 The exhibition proper nevertheless includes some surprises. To begin with, it is precisely 
the right size, neither inundating nor settling for mere titillation. A number of the protocine-
matic devices (phenakistiscope, zoetrope, praxinoscope . . . “Philosophical Toys,” they were 
called) that were kept in the Stanford home, presumably for the edification of Leland, Jr., are 
there. All are in good working order and may be played with by the spectator, along with a  
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precise working replica of the zoopraxiscope that became part of Muybridge’s bequest to the 
Public Library at Kingston on Thames, where he was born and died; this latter machine, an  
elegant hand- cranked projector, demonstrates forcefully how tenuous the illusion of the earliest 
cinema must have been: the ghost of an illusion, so to speak, demanding much of [what  
Valéry called] the “kind of creative seeing by which the understanding filled the gaps in sense 
perception.”
 Finally, I must remark on the insight that arranged for essential images, otherwise 
unavailable, to be reprinted from the original negatives and permitted copy prints to be shown 
wherever an album might not be dismembered for exhibition: these re- executions are,  
in every case, immaculate. A photographic print is not, after all, a unique object but only a 
member of a potentially infinite class of “related” interpretations of a negative.

2.

3.

4.

Artforum 11, no. 7 (March 1973): 43–52. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies 
Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 69–80.
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Incisions in History / Segments of Eternity

Time cuts down All, 
Both Great and Small.
 —The Bay State Primer, c. 1800 

Time is not, Time is the evil, beloved
 —Ezra Pound, Canto LXXIV
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Nor dread nor hope attend

A dying animal;

A man awaits his end

Dreading and hoping all;

Many times he died,

Many times rose again.

A great man in his pride

Confronting murderous men

Casts derision upon

Supersession of breath;

He knows death to the bone—

Man has created death.
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[ ]

This led me to reflect on the inimitable beauty of the pictures of nature’s painting which the 

glass lens of the Camera throws upon the paper in its focus . . . how charming it would be if 

it were possible to cause these natural images to imprint themselves durably, and remain 

fixed upon the paper.
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Your camera is a magic black box for capturing precious moments that you will treasure for 

many years to come . . . so always take your pictures carefully, and they will come out nice.
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[ ]

Art is the human disposition of sensible or intelligible matter for an aesthetic end. 
Question: Can a photograph be a work of art? 
Answer: A photograph is a disposition of sensible matter and may be so disposed  
for an aesthetic end but it is not a human disposition of sensible matter.  
Therefore it is not a work of art.
 — James Joyce, Paris Notebook, March 28, 1903
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[ ]

Question: If a man hacking in fury at a block of wood make there an image of a cow (say)  
has he made a work of art? 
Answer: The image of a cow made by a man hacking in fury at a block of wood is a human 
disposition of sensible matter but it is not a human disposition of sensible matter  
for an aesthetic end. Therefore, it is not a work of art.
 — James Joyce, Paris Notebook, March 28, 1903
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[ ]

Time is the substance of which I am made. Time is a river that bears me away,  
but I am the river; it is a tiger that mangles me, but I am the tiger;  
it is a fire that consumes me, but I am the fire. The world, alas, is real;  
I, alas, am Borges.
 — Jorge Luis Borges, “A New Refutation of Time”

Notes
1.

2.

3.

Artforum 13, no. 2 (October 1974): 39–50. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies 
Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 87–106.
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A Talk on Photography and History: Time, Space, and Causality
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[ ]

“Excuse me!” interjected Alice. She was always polite, but she had waited long enough for 

the White Knight to catch his breath. “But what is this history you keep bringing up? I 

thought history was full of knights, but you’re a knight and you’re right here, so you can’t 

be part of history.” 

“Quite so, my dear!” the knight replied, “unless your friend, the Reverend Dodgson, 

puts me in one of those books he writes when he’s pretending to be an author. In that case, 
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I shall have to be content. It’s better to be in a silly history than in none at all. But you must 

but know by now, young lady, that what history is depends remarkably upon whom you’re 

talking with. For instance, should a physician ask you for your ’history,’ he only wants to 

know about the times and ways in which you have been ill.”

“But I’ve never been ill at all!” Alice cried.

“No history there, then!” the White Knight answered, unperturbed. “There are other 

kinds, though. Your member of Parliament for Oxford will tell you that they make the stuff 

every day, up in London, like grinding out forcemeat.”

“How long does it last?” ventured Alice, feeling that she was starting to get the hang 

of the conversation.

“Forever!” shouted the knight. “I mean, as long as anyone remembers it; and it’s a 

mercy that’s not long at all, or else by now the world would be so full of history that there 

would be no room left in which to do anything.”

“Well then,” Alice said pettishly, and stamped her foot, “I suppose I’ll never be in his-

tory because I never do anything much besides thinking and talking.”

“But that’s the very best kind of history, my dear Alice!” the White Knight answered, 

“because if you keep yourself to thinking and talking you can never make a mistake! Standing 

here talking with you, I feel much more certain of my place in history than I should if I were out 

looking for dragons to slay!” Encouraged by his own speech, he tipped his visor and blinked.

 “Do you mean,” inquired Alice, “that history is like a game: one bad toss and you’re 

out of it? That doesn’t seem fair to me!”

“Nor to me, sweet child,” sighed the knight. “And indeed some have kept their place in 

history by making nothing but mistakes, which shows what an odd sort of game it is.”

“At least it seems easier than being right all the time!” Alice pouted.

“Now, now!” the White Knight remonstrated. “I said it was an odd game. The rules 

change with every turn!”

Alice bridled with annoyance. “What sort of game is that, I ask you!” she wanted to 

know. “It sounds more like a nightmare to me! One can’t either win or lose, nor tell if one 

plays it alone or with another person . . . nor even know if one is playing it or not!”

The White Knight lowered his visor and drew himself, for the first time, to his full height. 

Impressed by the extent of his glittering panoply, Alice fell silent. “There is another name 

for this game of history,” he boomed, finally. “It is also called being grown up. It is the only 

game I know, because I have forgotten how to play all the others. So don’t speak badly of it, 

or else I’ll stop explaining things to you. Now if you’ll excuse me for a moment . . . ?” and he 

receded, clattering in his rusty armor.
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“Good riddance,” Alice thought. Then, after a while, she reflected that the White Knight 

was, at least, more polite than the Red Queen had been. After another while, she noticed 

that the room in which she sat was without windows or doors, and wondered mildly if that 

had anything to do with its lacking walls.

Lecture delivered for the symposium “Toward the New Histories of Photography,” School of the Art Institute  
of Chicago, 1979. Published in exposure (Journal of the Society for Photographic Education) 21,  
no. 4 (1983): 32–34.
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Meditations around Paul Strand

They say that we Photographers are a blind race at best;  
that we learn to look at even the prettiest faces as so much  
light and shade; that we seldom admire, and never love.  
This is a delusion I long to break through.
 —Lewis Carroll, 1860

[ ]
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1. Photography must separate itself immediately from painting and the graphic arts. 

2. The separation must be based upon sensible axiomatic differences directly related  

     to illusion. 

3. Photography must insist upon the special materiality of its own process.

A. The structure of the photographic image is wedded absolutely to illusion. As photo-  

    graphers, we are committed to the utmost fidelity to spatial and tactile illusion.

B. Mais d’abord, il faut être poète. No two men, however perfect their illusionary craft,     

     make commensurable photographs from the same pretext.
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C. These differences must somehow be accounted for. So they must lie within the  

     substructure of the work, that is, among its cosmological and epistemological    

     assumptions.

D. Therefore, every parameter of the photographic process (“. . . form, texture, line, and  

     even print color . . . ”) directly implies, and defines, a view of reality and of knowledge.

[ ]



64  

[ ]



 65

[ ]

[ ]

[ ]
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Through the years, a man peoples a space with images of provinces,  
kingdoms, mountains, bays, ships, islands, fishes, rooms, tools,  
stars, horses, and people. Shortly before his death, he discovers that the  
patient labyrinth of lines traces the image of his own face.
 — Jorge Luis Borges

New York City, 1972

Notes
1.

2.

3.

Artforum 10, no. 6 (February 1972): 52–57. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies 
Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 127–136.
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Impromptus on Edward Weston: Everything in Its Place

The greatest potential source of photographic imagery is the human mind.
 —Leslie Krims

By all means tell your Board [of Trustees] that pubic hair has been definitely  
a part of my development as an artist, tell them it has been the most important part,  
that I like it brown, black, red or golden, curly or straight, all sizes and shapes.
 —Edward Weston, in a letter to Beaumont Newhall, 1946

[ ]

If the recording process is instantaneous and the nature of the image such that it cannot  
survive corrective handwork then it is clear that the artist must be able to visualize his final  
result in  advance. His finished print must be created in full before he makes his exposure,  
and the controlling powers . . . must be used, not as correctives, but as predetermined  
means of carrying out that visualization.1
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[ ]

Since the nature of the photographic process determines the artist’s approach, we must have  
some knowledge of the inherent characteristics of the medium in order to understand what 
constitutesthe aesthetic basis of photographic art. . . . The photographer . . . can depart from 
literal recording to whatever extent he chooses without resorting to any method of control  
that is not of a photographic (i.e., optical or chemical) nature.
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In the time the eye takes to report an impression of houses and a street the camera can record 
them completely, from their structure, spacing and relative sizes, to the grain of the wood,  
the mortar between the bricks, the dents in the pavement. . . . In its ability to register fine  
detail and in its ability to render an unbroken sequence of infinitely subtle gradations  
the photograph cannot be equalled by any work of the human hand.
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[ ]

The photograph isolates and perpetuates a moment of time: an important and revealing moment, 
or an unimportant and meaningless one, depending upon the photographer’s understanding 
of his subject and mastery of his process. The lens does not reveal a subject significantly of its 
own accord.
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[ ]

Photography must always deal with things—it can not record abstract ideas—but far from 
being restricted to copying nature . . . the photographer has ample facilities for presenting his  
subject in any manner he chooses. . . . The photographer is restricted to representing objects  
of the real world, but in the manner of portraying those objects he has vast discretionary powers.
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[ ]

An intuitive knowledge of composition in terms of the capacities of his process enables the 
photographer to record his subject at the moment of deepest perception; to capture the  
fleeting instant when the light on a landscape, the form of a cloud, the gesture of a hand,  
or the expression of a face momentarily presents a profound revelation of life.
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[ ]

The appeal to our emotions manifest . . . is largely due to the quality of authenticity in the 
photograph. The spectator accepts its authority and, in viewing it, perforce believes he  
would have seen that scene or object exactly so if he had been there. . . . It is this belief in the 
reality of the photograph that calls up a strong response in the spectator and enables him  
to participate directly in the artist’s experience.
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[ ]

Conception and execution so nearly coincide in this direct medium that an artist with  
great vision can produce a tremendous volume of work without sacrifice of quality.
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[ ]

[The discriminating photographer] can reveal the essence of what lies before his lens in a 
 close- up with such clear insight that the beholder will find the recreated image more real and 
comprehensible than the actual object.

[ ]
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[ ]

He especially liked to find the coded messages, the surfaces behind surfaces, the depths below 
depths, that gave ambiguous accounts of the nature of things. He loved the Atget photographs  
that looked into store windows in Paris and combined the world within with confusing reflections 
of the world without. It was the kind of conundrum he found irresistible.
 —Charis Wilson

Order is, at one and the same time, that which is given in things as their inner law, the hidden 
network that determines the way they confront one another, and also that which has no  
existence except in the grid created by a glance, an examination, a language; and it is only in  
the blank spaces of this grid that order manifests itself in depth as though already there,  
waiting in silence for the moment of its expression.
 —Michel Foucault, The Order of Things

[ ]



 87

Houston / San Juan / Buffalo, 1977–1978

Note
1.

October 5 (Summer 1978): 48–69. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies Workshop 
Press, 1983), pp. 137–160.
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Lecture Notes on Edward Weston

[ ]

Handwritten notes of opening and closing statements for a lecture on Edward Weston delivered in Houston, 
Texas, 1977. 



 89

Erotic Predicaments for Camera

[ ]
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[ ]
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Let a geometrical point move from A to B. In so doing, it passes through intermediate posi-

tions. Now, of these positions, either (1) there is a position through which it passes first 

after leaving A, or (2) there is not such a position. These propositions are contradictories, 

so one of them must be true. But neither is conceivable.

Buffalo, New York 
April 1982

Text presented at the symposium “The Pornographic and Erotic Image—Toward Definition and Implication,” 
International Center of Photography, New York, April 17–18, 1982. Published in October 32 (Spring 1985): 56–61.
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Fictcryptokrimsographology

And I’ll tell by the same token, for those kind enough to listen,  
according to a system whose inventor I forget, of those instants when,  
neither drugged, nor drunk, nor in ecstasy, one feels nothing.
 —Samuel Beckett, First Love
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[ ]

“I’ve lost my Innocence!” 

“I’ve lost my Rubber Duck!” 

“I’ve lost my place in the book!” 

“I’ve lost my virginity!” 

“I’ve lost my appetite!” 

“I’ve lost my self- esteem!” 

“I’ve lost the affection of my lover!” 

“I’ve lost my self- control!” 

“I’ve lost my way!” 

“I’ve lost my mind!”
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Introduction to Fictcryptokrimsographs: A Book- Work by Les Krims (Buffalo, N.Y.: Humpy Press, 1975).
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Pictures, Krims’s Pictures, PLEASE!
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Note
1.

Unpublished text.
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Notes on Marion Faller’s Photographs
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Brochure text for the exhibition Marion Faller / Photographs, Edith Barrett Gallery, Utica College of Syracuse 
University, Utica, New York, March 22–April 17, 1981.
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Proposal for ADSVMVS ABSVMVS

Grant proposal submitted to Light Work / Community Darkrooms, Syracuse, New York, 1981. 
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ADSVMVS ABSVMVS

In memory of Hollis William Frampton, Sr. 
1913–1980 
abest



 107

Untitled I–XIV from ADSVMVS ABSVMVS, 1982

Ektacolor photographs. Collection Walker Art Center,  
Minneapolis, Clinton and Della Walker Acquisition Fund, 1993 
Courtesy Walker Art Center
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I. WHITE CLOVER (Melilotus alba)

This specimen was found by Marion Faller in an established escape well within  
the drip-line perimeter of a crack willow in the Town of Eaton, New York,  
in July 1977. Good fortune emanates from ownership of the consequence of a  
chromosomal ambiguity in this leguminous herb. As the number of leaves 
is incremented, luck increases exponentially. For related but inferior species,  
that increase is merely arithmetic. Even numbers greater than three  
govern cards, odd numbers, love. The nectar is edible, but disappointingly  
weak considering the exercise required to extract it.
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II. JELLY (Physalia physalis)

This remnant of a specimen was purchased by the author in February 1982 from  
J & S Oriental Grocery on Erie Boulevard in Syracuse, New York. The stinging  
coelenterate, not a true jellyfish, is perfectly congruent with the virulent Portuguese 
Man O’War of the Atlantic and is fished for food in the Sea of Japan. Only the  
flotation bladder is available at market, since the jellyfishermen reserve for their 
own households the finest portion, the mouth parts, which they call the head.  
Once desalinated and rehydrated, the bladder is sliced into strips and eaten raw, 
alone, or perhaps with cold chicken, juliennes of cucumber, and a light purée  
of sesame. In appearance and first texture, this food resembles classic india rubber 
bands, but it retrieves for the palate something of the childish adventure of  
jumping on beached bell jellies after a hard sea storm: ever so momentarily, they 
resist, and then, suddenly, pressed, liquefy and vanish, leaving behind an  
everlasting sensation.
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III. CUTTLEFISH (Rossia mastigophora)

This specimen, one of a pair costing $1.39, was purchased by the author at King 
Chong Company, Bayard Street, Manhattan, in November 1981. Its chalky or  
calcærous braincap, called ossa sepia, has been excised for sale to the canary trade, 
as well as the little sac in which it carried with it a calamitous portable tint of  
night. The flesh of the genus is more savory, more pensive, less yielding to the 
teeth than that of other cephalopods, who invite being eaten carelessly,  
with quick, flashing bites. 
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IV. CHIMÆRA (Callorhynchus capensis)

This specimen was purchased by the author at a marine curio shop on Fisherman’s 
Wharf, San Francisco, in April 1980, for five dollars. Its stated provenance  
was Hong Kong, and we may conjecture that the genus appears as an adulterant 
among edible catches dragnetted in easterly effluents from the Indian Ocean.  
The present apparition is an artificial fetish, made by incising the fish along its  
dorsal edge. It is then opened like a pamphlet, drawn, dried, varnished, and  
the result prepared for hanging as a wall decoration by twisting a noose of thin  
copper wire about what passes for a neck. That wire has been removed: its presence 
implied a false narrative, since fish are never garroted or executed by hanging. 
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V. LOTUS (Nelumbo nucifera)

These specimens were purchased by the author in June 1980 from J & S Oriental 
Grocery on Erie Boulevard in Syracuse, New York, as part of a packet of fourteen 
costing seventy-nine cents. The species is prized only for the edibility of the  
immature tuber represented here; unlike the sort from Gondwanaland, it never  
harbors jewels. The ancient euphoric psychotropic of the Nile valley derived from 
the fruit of a tree, Zizyphus lotus, of the buckthorn family. 
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VI. MIDSHIPMAN (Porichthys notatus)

This specimen, one of a pair costing $1.49, was purchased by the author at William’s 
Market in Mattydale, New York, in October 1979. Its tail is bowdlerized, having  
been surreptitiously gnawed some months later by Maxwell, a cat. The species, a 
notorious whistler and a schooler of subtropical shallows, is customarily seined,  
by hand or from rowboats, in Thai waters, where it is often chopped or shredded and 
pickled in a sour, peppery escabeche. From anatomical evidence, it is clear that  
this fish subsists on a diet of smaller fish and possesses only moderate vertical 
mobility. It was mislabeled, though, as pollack (Pollachius virens), a commercially 
important codlike fish of the North Atlantic, shaped less like a cudgel, which 
appears at table even more seldom than hake.
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VII. OYSTER SHELL (Pleurotus ostreatus)

These specimens were gathered, among a vast recurrent troop, by the author, in the company of Gerald Church, 
Postmaster in the village of Eaton, New York, on a raw morning at the beginning of November 1981. Fresh or  
dried and reconstituted, the abundant meat of this fungus is of unusual tensility. At least three races may be  
distinguished by the tone of the slightly viscid cap, which may vary from opalescent white through pale gray  
to a strong yellowish beige. Invariably, the gills of mature bodies are foraged by a small beetle whose presence  
is positively diagnostic of a choice species well distributed throughout the North temperate zone. It is one of two  
fully domesticated edible fungi, the other being a strain of Agaricus campestris propagated on beds of clay and 
composted horse dung in the abandoned anthracite mines of Pennsylvania. In Japan, this Pleurotus is domesticated 
on rotting elm logs. The author has obtained it wild, as well, from senescent maples and from standing beech (Fagus 
americana) in seeming health; but the establishment of its mycelium is always a sign of pathology in the host. 
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VIII. COMMON GARTER (Thamnophis sirtalis) and EASTERN COACHWHIP 
(Masticophis flagellum)

Vacated winter skins, found in the summer of 1980, in a vegetable garden in  
the Town of Eaton, New York, are proposed as standards for a new system of  
measurement. These benign reptiles, insectivore and constrictor respectively,  
are alleged to hear through their tongues. They are enjoyed by diurnal  
predatory birds and universally deprecated by fools. 
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IX. GARDEN TOAD (Bufo americanus)

This specimen was donated by Mary Emmaline Bryant, then of Poolville, New York, 
in August 1979. The author suspects that her gift was prompted by the creature’s 
imaginary tactile symmetry with certain grotesque or exotic fungi, of indeterminate 
identity, which he had gathered on that pleasant day, whereafter he stopped in 
Poolville to show them to her family and drink a bottle of beer. Constantin Brancusi 
maintained that toads are more handsome than Michelangelo’s statues, but he 
referred to the modest French park toad. The drug bufagin, a cardiac stimulant and 
vasodilator, brewed from Chinese toads during the Chou and Former Han, and  
rediscovered in the West in the early 1950s, has never been synthesized and may 
have fallen into medical desuetude or disrepute. Its scarcity in purified form is  
pendant to the deserved unpopularity of toad catching as an adult vocation: toads 
defend themselves in a perennially surprising way.



 117

X. PEPPER (Capsicum longum)

These specimens, dried at various ages, were grown by Marion Faller in her  
vegetable garden in the Town of Eaton, New York, during the summer of 1981.  
This preservative method steals something of the peppers’ piquancy, but it 
enhances their essence and imparts to them a lucency of unexcelled saturation. 
Because it is a triumph to raise jalapeños on the Allegheny Plateau, where  
the growing season is barely a hundred days long, we determined to celebrate  
the first big harvest with a feast. For an afternoon, I parched and flayed,  
she stuffed with three farces, we sauced and baked. Ah!
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XI. GRASS FROG (Rana pipiens)

This specimen was discovered by Will Faller, Jr., in May 1981, on the shoulder  
of a macadam road in Randallsville, Town of Lebanon, New York. The timid soprano 
amphibian becomes highly vocal under collective sexual arousal, improvising  
stochastic nocturnal choruses of considerable elegance. It is nominally edible  
but meager.
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XII. MOURNING DOVE (Zenaidura macroura)

This immature specimen was found by Bill Brand during the demolition of a wall  
in the Town of Eaton, New York, in July 1975. The genus is never iridescent, but  
it is soothing in appearance as in voice and graceful in its habits. The squabs are 
reputedly delicious but are rarely to be gathered in quantity.
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XIII. BROWN RAT (Rattus rattus)

This young adult specimen, enhanced by two spray applications of a cellulose  
acetate fixative, was discovered by Adam Mierzwa in May 1973 in the course  
of partially dismantling a house in the Town of Eaton, New York. The cause of its  
virtually total depilation is unknown. A rural pest, graminivorous by preference,  
the species constitutes the permanent North American reservoir of bubonic plague, 
and must not be confused with Rattus norvegicus, its urban counterpart. Inedible  
by custom, the genus Rattus is prized as a delicacy in Easter Island, whither it  
was brought by European explorers. The author wishes that its site of delectation 
might have been displaced to Yap, in proximity to superior megaliths.
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XIV. ROSE (Rosa damascena)

This specimen was taken by the author as a keepsake from a funeral wreath at 
Millersburg, Ohio, on March 5, 1980. The mature fruit, a hip, anatomically  
cognate with apples and pears but unusual among most cultivars of this species,  
is edible and contains appreciable quantities of ascorbic acid. Formerly, petals  
were smoked by the Queen of Siam and offered for that use to guests during  
royal audiences; when strewn in the paths of the brilliant, or of heads of state,  
they are a sign of acclaim.



Untitled from A Visitation of Insomnia, 1970–1973  
Black-and-white photograph. Collection Walker Art Center, 
Minneapolis. © Estate of Hollis Frampton  
Courtesy Walker Art Center
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A Lecture
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Text of lecture, Hunter College, October 30, 1968. Published in Avant- Garde Film: A Reader of Theory and 
Criticism, ed. P. Adams Sitney (New York: New York University Press, 1978), pp. 275–280. Reprinted in  
Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 193–199.

For this lecture / performance, Frampton prerecorded his text on audiotape, using the voice of film-
maker Michael Snow. A 16mm projector set to silent speed, a red gel and a pipe cleaner, the audio playback 
equipment, and a large screen were installed in the room. Frampton started the tape recorder and retired  
to the back of the hall to operate the projector. The version of the text used here follows minor revisions that 
appeared in its 1983 publication in Circles of Confusion. (B.J.)
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For a Metahistory of Film: Commonplace Notes and Hypotheses

The cinematograph is an invention without a future. 
 —Louis Lumière
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Notes
1.

2.

3. 

Artforum 10, no. 1 (September 1971): 32–35. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies 
Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 107–116.
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A Pentagram for Conjuring the Narrative

I
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BRAKHAGE’S THEOREM: For any finite series of shots [“film”] whatsoever there exists in 

real time a rational narrative, such that every term in the series, together with its position, 

duration, partition, and reference, shall be perfectly and entirely accounted for.

(An example: consider for a moment the equation

p = 30

which may be expanded to yield

p
p p p p

= + + + +
3 5 6 10

6

Here is a rational narrative that accounts for the expansion: “A necklace was broken  

during an amorous struggle. One- third of the pearls fell to the ground, one- fifth stayed on 

the couch, one- sixth was found by the girl, and one- tenth recovered by her lover: six pearls 

remained on the string. Say of how many pearls the necklace was composed.” Such was the 

algebra of the ancient Hindus.)

IV
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V 
One cannot escape the feeling that these mathematical formulae have an independent  
existence and an intelligence of their own, that they are wiser than we are, wiser even than  
their discoverers, that we get more out of them than was originally put into them. 
 —Heinrich Hertz

Gertrude Stein: x x=

Rudyard Kipling: x
c b

a

–=

Ambrose Bierce: x
c c b

a

( )
=

2
2

3
–

Henry James: x
c c bc b

c bc b c b

(
=

− +
+

2 2 2

3 3

2 2

3 2 2 3

)

– –

ax b c+ =

a
c b

x
= –

b c ax= – c ax b= +
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1
c b
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ax

–
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Note
1.

Form and Structure in Recent Film, ed. Dennis Wheeler (Vancouver: Vancouver Art Gallery, 1972),  
unpaginated. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies Workshop Press, 1983),  
pp. 59–68.
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Notes on Composing in Film
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[ ]

And I will tell, by the same token, for those kind enough to listen,  
according to a system whose inventor I forget, of all those moments when,  
neither drugged, nor drunk, nor in ecstasy, one feels nothing.
 —Samuel Beckett, First Love1

Note
1.

It had something to do with lemon trees, or orange trees, I forget, that is all I remember, and for 
me that is no mean feat, to remember it had something to do with lemon trees, or orange trees, 
I forget, for of all the other songs I have ever heard in my life, and I have heard plenty, it being 
apparently impossible, physically impossible, short of being deaf, to get through this world, 
even my way, without hearing singing, I have retained nothing, not a word, not a note, or so few 
words, so few notes, that, that what, that nothing, this sentence has gone on long enough.

Text delivered at the “Conference on Research and Composition,” State University of New York at Buffalo, 
October 1975. Published in October 1 (Spring 1976): 104–110. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, 
N.Y.: Visual Studies Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 117–125.
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Letter to Stan Brakhage

Eaton, New York

January 26, 1972

Dear Stan,

Had I but world enough and time, I should right now be excogitating a rigorous critical essay under 

the title “The Act of Seeing The Act of Seeing with One’s Own Eyes with One’s Own Eyes.”1 But “time 

enough” would extend analysis beyond the bounds of this particular work, into films very much 

earlier (I see surfacing concerns implicit at least as far back as Wedlock House: An Intercourse,  

for instance, or Nightcats) and also forward into work that you are doing (already, in my greedy 

imagination) years from now.

And then “world enough” must take me sprawling past the edges of the most strenuously 

finite belles lettres into . . . what? Well, naturally, I’ve gotta use words when I talk to you; but I think 

the answer to that question is: “into film.” Let me, if I am able, explain how I feel that.

A friend said to me once that the great natural poem about anything was its name. The lyricism 

of that statement is not altogether insipid: for any process within the passionate weather of the 

beholding intellect is surely as much a “thing” as is a boot or a pie. From that vantage, if I may be 

pardoned a jump- cut, Finnegans Wake is also a “name” . . . for something which has no other name.

A difficulty seems to arise (Could any poet agree with me?) from within language itself. Like 

a soap bubble, it is most iridescent and tense at its bursting point, that is, at the extreme limit  

of its elastic acceptance of the inspiration that formed it in the first place. But the bubble of lan-

guage bursts in extreme slow motion. I recall a puzzlement from 2400 years ago: Aristotle, turned  

henhouse robber, attempts to deal precisely, in words, with the embryology of the chicken.

That was something poor old ‘Arry saw with his own eyes, and the result of his effort to 

“describe” it (presumably he wasn’t trying for art) amounts to a major cultural disaster. He needed, 

at the least, a draughtsman’s skill. And isn’t it curious that the Greeks, who took such pride in  

illusions, in encaustic fruit that could charm birds from the trees, couldn’t spare one calorie to 

document! Their plastic “art” was aimed, like voodoo dolls, at manipulating the universe; the 

tasks of investigation and discovery were left to “mere prose.”

Long dissolve to: Andreas Vesalius.

After centuries of perfervid disputation, a single man dissected the corpses of dead paupers 

and hanged murderers. We still live with his drawings’ offspring. Vesalius saw with his own eyes, 

and most assuredly they were scarcely ours: for instance, his drawing of a womb looks so like a 

penis that the resemblance has drawn comment ever since.
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Vesalius’ drawings surpass Aristotle’s abstract prose in their capacity to include, tersely. 

(When it comes to containment, to comprehension, in that word’s ancient sense, all our arts’ bubbles 

tremble with the colors of infinity.) But something still is not in these drawings: I mean the utter 

particularity that draws our sensibilities to photographic images.

The fair Greek probably believed entirely that he found All Chickens inside his every egg, just 

as he saw all triangles in each. And the man of the Renaissance was a scientist, which is to say that 

he was given to deriving curves from as few points as possible, whereas the curves (and axes as 

well) of art must coalesce as luminous knots in a web that is all the discoverable qualities of all the 

things of the world. (The web weaves ourselves into itself.)

A second long dissolve, then, to Stan Brakhage, entering, with his camera, one of the forbidden, 

terrific locations of our culture, the autopsy room. It is a place wherein, inversely, life is cherished, 

for it exists to affirm that no one of us may die without our knowing exactly why. All of us, in the 

person of the coroner, must see that, for ourselves, with our own eyes. It is a room full of appalling 

particular intimacies, the last ditch of individuation. Here our vague nightmare of mortality acquires 

the names and faces of others.

This last is a process that requires a witness; and what “idea” may finally have inserted itself into 

the sensible world we can still scarcely guess, for the camera would seem the perfect Eidetic Witness, 

staring with perfect compassion where we can scarcely bear to glance.

What was to be done in that room, Stan? and then, later, with the footage? I think it must have 

been mostly to stand aside; to “clear out,” as much as possible, with the baggage of your own 

expectations, even, as to what a work of art must look like; and to see, with your own eyes, what 

coherence might arise within a universe for which you could decree only the boundaries.

Well now. Earlier on I said that The Act of Seeing with One’s Own Eyes leads directly back 

into film. Now the reason seems quite simple: this film is the first completely clear enunciation 

(to my hearing) of the “family” name of a process within thought that may have other “given” 

names. But they are not to be sought in (even) the most illuminated palaver. Decades ago, Ezra 

Pound wrote that the most intense criticism is in new composition.

I think this new work merits intense criticism; and that is what we shall all of us,  willy- nilly, 

have to undertake.

Benedictions, 
[signed Hollis Frampton] 
H.F.

Note
1.

Typewritten letter. Reproduced in Millennium Film Journal, nos. 16 / 17 / 18 (Fall–Winter 1986–1987): 212–213.



 159

Letter to Donald Richie

Eaton, New York

January 7, 1973

Mr. Donald Richie
Curator of Film
The Museum of Modern Art
11 West 53 Street
New York, New York 10019

Dear Donald:

I have your letter of December 13, 1972, in which you offer me the honor of a complete retrospective 

during this coming March. Let me stipulate at the outset that I am agreed “in principle,” and more: 

that I appreciate very deeply being included in the company you mention. I am touched to notice 

that the dates you propose fall squarely across my  thirty- seventh birthday. And I am flattered by 

your proposal to write notes.

But, having said this much, I must go on to point out some difficulties to you.

To begin with, let me put it to you squarely that anyone, institution or individual, is free at 

any time to arrange a complete retrospective of my work; and that is not something that requires 

my consent, or even my prior knowledge. You must know, as well as I do, that all my work is distrib-

uted through the Film- Makers’ Cooperative, and that it is available for rental by any party willing to 

assume, in good faith, ordinary responsibility for the prints, together with the price of hiring them.

So that something other than a wish to show my work must be at issue in your writing to me. 

And you open your second paragraph with a concise guide to what that “something” is when you say: 

“It is all for love and honor and no money is included at all. . . .”

All right. Let’s start with love, where we all started. I have devoted, at the nominal least, a 

decade of the only life I may reasonably expect to have, to making films. I have given to this work 

the best energy of my consciousness. In order to continue in it, I have accepted . . . as most artists 

accept (and with the same gladness) . . . a standard of living that most other American working 

people hold in automatic contempt: that is, I have committed my entire worldly resources, whatever 

they may amount to, to my art.

Of course, those resources are not unlimited. But the irreducible point is that I have made the 

work, have commissioned it of myself, under no obligation of any sort to please anyone, adhering  

to my own best understanding of the classic canons of my art. Does that not demonstrate love? And 

if it does not, then how much more am I obliged to do? And who (among the living) is to exact that 

of me?
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Now, about honor: I have said that I am mindful, and appreciative, of the honor to myself. But 

what about the honor of my art? I venture to suggest that a time may come when the whole history 

of art will become no more than a footnote to the history of film . . . or of whatever evolves from film. 

Already, in less than a century, film has produced great monuments of passionate intelligence. If we 

say that we honor such a nascent tradition, then we affirm our wish that it continue.

But it cannot continue on love and honor alone. And this brings me to your: “. . . no money is 

included at all. . . .”

I’ll put it to you as a problem in fairness. I have made, let us say, so and so many films. That 

means that so and so many thousands of feet of raw stock have been expended, for which I paid 

the manufacturer. The processing lab was paid, by me, to develop the stuff, after it was exposed in 

a camera for which I paid. The lens grinders got paid. Then I edited the footage, on rewinds and a 

splicer for which I paid, incorporating leader and glue for which I also paid. The printing lab and the 

track lab were paid for their materials and services. You yourself, however meagerly, are being paid 

for trying to persuade me to show my work, to a paying public, for “love and honor.” If it comes off, 

the projectionist will get paid. The guard at the door will be paid. Somebody or other paid for the 

paper on which your letter to me was written, and for the postage to forward it.

That means that I, in my singular person, by making this work, have already generated wealth 

for scores of people. Multiply that by as many other working artists as you can think of. Ask yourself 

whether my lab, for instance, would print my work for “love and honor”; if I asked them, and they 

took my question seriously, I should expect to have it explained to me, ever so gently, that human 

beings expect compensation for their work. The reason is simply that it enables them to continue 

doing what they do.

But it seems that, while all these others are to be paid for their part in a show that could not 

have taken place without me, nonetheless, I, the artist, am not to be paid.

And in fact it seems that there is no way to pay an artist for his work as an artist. I have 

taught, lectured, written, worked as a technician . . . and for all those collateral activities, I have 

been paid, have been compensated for my work. But as an artist I have been paid only on the rarest 

of occasions.

I will offer you further information in the matter:

Item: that we filmmakers are a little in touch with one another, or that there is a “grapevine,” 

at least, such as did not obtain two and three decades ago, when the Museum of Modern Art (a dif-

ferent crew then, of course) divided filmmakers against themselves, and got not only screenings 

but “rights” of one kind and another, for nothing, from the generation of Maya Deren.

Well, Maya Deren, for one, died young, in circumstances of genuine need. I leave it to your 

surmise whether her life might have been prolonged by a few bucks. A little money certainly would 

have helped her work: I still recall with sadness the little posters begging for money to help her 
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finish The Very Eye of Night that were stuck around when I was first in New York. If I can help it, that 

won’t happen to me, nor to any other artist I know.

And I know that Stan Brakhage (his correspondence with Willard Van Dyke is public record) and 

Shirley Clarke did not go uncompensated for the use of their work by the Museum. I don’t know about 

Bruce Baillie, but I doubt, at the mildest, that he is wealthy enough to have traveled from the West 

Coast under his own steam, for any amount of love and honor (and nothing else). And, of course, if 

any of these three received any money at all (it is money that enables us to go on working, I repeat) 

then they received an infinite amount more than you are offering me. That puts us beyond the pale, 

even, of qualitative argument. It is simply an unimaginable cut in pay.

Item: that I do not live in New York City. Nor is it, strictly speaking, “convenient” for me to be 

there during the period you name. I’ll be teaching in Buffalo every Thursday and Friday this coming 

spring semester, so that I could hope to be at the Museum for a Saturday program. Are you suggest-

ing that I drive down? The distance is well over four hundred miles, and March weather upstate is 

uncertain. Shall I fly, at my own expense, to face an audience that I know, from personal experience, 

to be, at best, largely unengaging and, at worst, grossly provincial and rude?

Item: it is my understanding that filmmakers invited to appear on your “Cineprobe” programs 

currently receive an honorarium. How is it, then, that I am not accorded the same courtesy?

Very well. Having been prolix, I will now attempt succinctness. I offer you the following points 

for discussion:

1. It is my understanding, of old, that the Museum of Modern Art does not, as a matter of policy, 

pay rentals for films. I am richly aware that, if the museum paid us independent film artists, then it 

would be obliged also to pay rentals to the Hollywood studios. Since we all live in a free- enterprise 

system, the Museum thus saves artists from the ethical error of engaging in unfair economic com-

petition with the likes of Metro- Goldwyn- Mayer. (I invite anyone to examine, humanely, the logic 

of such a notion.) Nevertheless, I offer you the opportunity to pay me, at the rate of one- half my 

listed catalog rentals, for the several screenings you will probably subject my prints to. You can call 

the money anything you like: a grant, a charitable gift, a bribe, or dividends on my common stock in 

Western Civilization . . . and I will humbly accept it. The precise amount in question is $266.88, plus 

$54. —  in cleaning charges, which I will owe the Film- Makers’ Cooperative for their services when my 

prints are returned.

2. If I am to appear during the period you propose, then I must have  round- trip airfare, and 

ground transportation expenses, between Buffalo and Manhattan. I will undertake to cover whatever 

other expenses there may be. I think that amounts to about $90.— , subject to verification.

3. If I appear to discuss my work, I must have the same honorarium you would offer anyone 

doing a “Cineprobe.” Correct me if I’m wrong, but I think that comes to $150.—.
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4. Finally, I must request your earliest possible reply. I have only a limited number of prints 

available, some of which may already be committed for rental screenings during the period you 

specify. Since I am committed in principle to this retrospective, delay might mean my having 

to purchase new prints specifically for the occasion; and I am determined to minimize, if possible, 

drains on funds that I need for making new work.

Please note carefully, Donald, that what I have written above is a list of requests. I do not speak 

of demands, which may only be made of those who are forced to negotiate. But you must under-

stand also that these requests are not open to bargaining: to bargain is to be humiliated. To bargain 

in this, of all matters, is to accept humiliation on behalf of others whose needs and uncertainties 

are greater even than mine.

You, of course, are not forced to negotiate. You are free. And since I am too, this question of 

payment is open to discussion in matters of procedure, if not of substance.

I hope we can come to some agreement, and soon. I hope so out of love for my embattled art, 

and because I honor all those who pursue it. But if we cannot, then I must say, regretfully, however 

much I want it to take place, that there can be no retrospective showing of my work at the Museum 

of Modern Art.

Benedictions,

Hollis Frampton

Unpublished typewritten letter, 1973.
The retrospective of Frampton’s films took place as proposed on March 8–12, 1973, with program notes 

written by Donald Richie. This was not Frampton’s first critique of institutional practices at the Museum of 
Modern Art. He attended meetings of the Art Workers’ Coalition beginning in 1969 and was a signatory to an 
early statement on museum policies. See Andrea Fraser, Museum Highlights (Cambridge, Mass.: MIT Press, 
2005), pp. 58–76. (B.J.)
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Letter to the Editor, Artforum

To the Editor:

One of your reviewers seems to be proceeding under the familiar (and barbaric) assumption that the 

text of film art is coterminous with his experience of it. I refer to Alan Moore, who writes (January 

1975, p. 68), in the midst of some remarks about Frank Gillette’s recent video show at The Kitchen:

The disjunction of audio and visual, I would guess, derives from Jean- Luc Godard’s 

Brechtian non- coincidence of action and mood music in films like Weekend (1967). 

It has been continued in the work of many filmmakers as just such an indication of the 

act of artifice, or, as in Hollis Frampton’s Nostalgia (1971), to discourse on the nature 

of memory in time.

Guess again! Mr. Moore is correct in his surmise that I do not hold a patent on disjunction, 

whatever role it has played throughout my work; indeed, that very disjunction that Moore notices 

first in Godard’s films of the late 1960s has always struck me as a fundamental strategy of modernism. 

If Godard invented  audio- visual disjunction, that fact belongs in the same chapter of our universal 

almanac with the conquistadores’ “discovery” of gold in the Americas . . . long after the Incas had 

dug it out of the ground. But Godard need not have gone to America for his discovery, nor, even, so 

far afield as the epic drama of Brecht. A suggestion, even an injunction concerning disjunction, was 

already there to be mined from the primordial tradition of his own art.

“THE FIRST EXPERIMENTAL WORK WITH SOUND MUST BE DIRECTED ALONG THE LINE OF ITS DISTINCT 

NON- SYNCHRONIZATION WITH THE VISUAL IMAGES.” I quote, of course, from privileged discourse: 

a single sentence from a statement written by Sergei Eisenstein, co- signed by two such strange 

 bedfellows as Alexandrov and Pudovkin, and published in Zhizn Iskusstva on August 5, 1928 . . . 

nearly forty years before the making of Weekend. Eisenstein extends into the domain of the sound 

film his axiomatic view of human thought as dialectical; the  montage- structures that were to instan-

tiate the process of thought must necessarily be congruent with the dialectic.

Need I remark that Godard, a Marxist of a later rhetorical cast, everywhere gives evidence of 

a thorough knowledge of the film tradition, and of its history of written polemic? I encountered 

Eisenstein’s writings on sound in about 1950; I first saw Alexander Nevsky in the same year, and the 

collision of text and film produced in me a malaise that was long in departing. Godard, a few years 

older than myself and coming to young adulthood and his first work in a milieu that was intellec-

tually active, politically just utterly different, would have been able to learn more efficiently from 

the Soviet master. “Derive” is not an informative verb . . . but I would gladly assent to a suggestion 
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that whatever I myself have thought about sound can be charted against axes first laid out in 1928. 

To this day, no filmmaker known to me (Eisenstein included) has given full and systematic atten-

tion to the questions raised at that time (unless I am to be confounded by Kirsanov’s Rapt, which I 

have not seen).

Eisenstein’s primary concern was that language (and especially staged drama, a linguistic 

mode that had strongly contributed to his own formation) was about to engulf the new art. Now 

spoken language might be said to lie at one end of an auditory spectrum, at the other end of which 

we find music . . . and the typical silent film was not silent at all, as are, for instance, the films of Stan 

Brakhage. Musical “accompaniment” was ubiquitous, and it was tacitly accepted for the most part; 

on exceptional occasions, specially composed scores replaced the  piano- player’s improvisations. 

And music in the sound film, except in the special case where its acoustical origins are visible on the 

screen, must by definition be disjunct from the visual image—since all sound is so disjunct when 

it originates in off- screen space and is not narratively explained (i.e., causally related to) what is 

simultaneously seen. Elaborate sound stages, perfectly degraded acoustical universes, are built in 

order to keep such disjunctions at bay. So it would seem, at first thought, that to apply the epithet 

disjunct to “non- coincidence of action and mood music” is to speak in tautologies.

The phrase “mood music” brackets a musical typology so low on the entropic scale as to lie 

beyond even the fearless artistic metabolism of a Charles Ives. In the entertainment film industry 

it has two main functions. First, it is an inhibitor of random communication, masking the shuffling, 

crackling, and coughing of a crowd of spectators . . . and thus effectively isolating the individual 

viewer in the presence of the projected image. The second, and more important, function of such 

“music” is the crude sequestering of a single “meaning” out of the welter of significances, semantic 

and affective valences, by which images may combine and come to articulation among themselves.

(Consider an example from a standard Western. In shot #1, the wary settlers have formed their 

Conestoga wagons into a redoubt. Splice. In shot #2, we are given a bald, scrubby hill that might be 

in Wyoming, Spain, Korea. In silence, the imagination bathes in the energies radiating from this 

collision. But no: there is sound. Galloping hooves and bugles signal the cavalry. Alternate scenario: 

the heathen tom- toms of the dreaded . . . )

The musical stereotype, as surely as the spoken word, adheres limpetlike to its coeval image. 

We need not look far in this engineered “adhesion” for a fundamental principle of alienation, which 

addresses us at once in the terms of a gross contempt for our capacity to participate in that artic-

ulation of consciousness which is a work of art . . . and again, in the terms of a vulgar irreverence 

toward that intricacy which is the most noticeable trait of everything, and of which film art 

deeply partakes.

In annihilating the customary (for how long?) bond between banal music and banal image, 

Godard calls both into question. Eisenstein would agree, I think, that this factoring of the condition 

of alienation, secreted at the very center of a popular art, is not only a formal insight, and it is not 
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also a formal insight, but rather that the two are the same thing. Is this what Godard meant when 

he spoke of making a film that was a political act? If it is, I believe your reviewer has, paradoxically, 

detected a moment when he did so.

Hollis Frampton 
Eaton, New York

Letter dated January 21, 1975, published in Artforum 13, no. 7 (March 1975): 9.
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Film in the House of the Word
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Notes
1.

2.

3.

October 17 (Summer 1981): 61–64. Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies 
Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 81–85.



 171

The Invention without a Future

Our fine arts were developed, their types and uses were established, in times very different 

from the present, by men whose power of action upon things was insignificant in compari-

son with ours. But the amazing growth of [our] techniques, the adaptability and precision 

they have attained, the ideas and habits they are creating, make it a certainty that profound 

changes are impending in the ancient craft of the Beautiful.

In all the arts there is a physical component which can no longer be considered or treated 

as it used to be, which cannot remain unaffected by our modern knowledge and power. For 

the last twenty years neither matter nor space nor time has been what it was from time 

immemorial. We must expect great innovations to transform the entire technique of the 

arts, thereby affecting artistic invention itself and perhaps even bringing about an amaz-

ing change in our very notion of art.

Just as water, gas, and electricity are brought into our houses from far off to satisfy our needs 

in response to a minimal effort, so we shall be supplied with visual or auditory images, which 

will appear and disappear at a simple movement of the hand, hardly more than a sign.
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Notes
1. 

2.

3.

4.

Transcription of an audio recording (now lost) of a lecture for the series “Researches and Investigations 
into Film: Its Origins and the Avant- Garde,” Whitney Museum of American Art, New York, November 17, 1979. 
Published in October 109 (Summer 2004): 64–75, edited and annotated by Michael Zryd.
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Interview at the Video Data Bank

ADELE FRIEDMAN: When did you meet Ezra Pound?

HOLLIS FRAMPTON: Well, I was  twenty- one; Pound was  seventy- one or  seventy- two.1 At that time 

he had finished the part of the Cantos called Section: Rock- Drill and was working on Los Cantares 

95–109. And he was of course involved in trying to get out of the funny farm, more so than he usually 

had been in previous years. There was an incessant stream of visitors, some of whom were interest-

ing, some of whom were remarkable in other ways. One in particular [Marcella Spann] was a female 

disciple a couple of years older than I was with whom Pound in fact collaborated on an anthology 

called Confucius to Cummings at about that time: a young woman from Texas, for whose uplifting 

education, enlightenment, or what have you, Pound undertook to read aloud and to footnote live or 

to make oral scholia on the entirety of the Cantos—the whole shooting match. And it was mostly 

through that that I sat, and it was indeed an extraordinary experience.

If very much of modernist poetics rests upon an extension of the rhetorical figure called 

metonymy, the substitution of the part for the whole, the Cantos is the supreme test of that. It is the 

vastest of all metonymic works. In its failure—and I believe that as a poem, as a whole work of art, it 

is a failure, as Pound believed—it represents an incredible catastrophe within modernist poetics. It 

is one of the supreme attempts, and it is one of the supreme failures. It is an immense catastrophe.

I don’t think that it’s possible—and I suppose here my theoretical Marxist leanings begin 

to emerge, at least—possible or feasible to bring off a project of those dimensions without a 

theory of history, in a word. And I don’t think Pound had one. Thereby unfortunately depends the 

anti- Semitism. Pound didn’t have a theory of history; he had a child’s view of history—namely, that it 

was quite clear that everything was going downhill. And he set out to look for the culprit. And, of 

course, he found the culprit, because when one sets out to look for the villain of the piece, one 

always finds that villain. And that villain, of course, was not the Jew; that villain was a kind of 

recurrent state of mind that Pound came to call “usury.”

I can also understand and sympathize with how that came about. And I think that that is very 

sad. Imagine a relatively young man. He was thirty (twenty- nine in 1914, at the beginning of the 

First World War) and had imagined, as only a young Romantic from the Idaho wilderness (but more 

of course from Philadelphia) enamored with European culture could have imagined, a new 

Renaissance. There was an extraordinarily brilliant group of people, immensely gifted, faced with 

what all of them perceived in all the arts, at the very least, as a kind of tabula rasa. It was virtually 

impossible by the eve of the First World War even for Browning, let alone Algernon Charles Swinburne 

and Milton and Wordsworth, to have very much claim on the attention of the young poet any more 

than it was possible for Brahms to have an absolute claim on the attention of such a composer as 

Schoenberg, for instance. The world, as it were, lay all before them; it seemed fairly clear what was 
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to be done. And then of course came the War, and, in a sense that has been explained so often by so 

many people of that generation and half a generation earlier, the world ended. As it had been slowly 

constructed from, let us say, the Renaissance through the Enlightenment and on into the period of 

the Industrial Revolution and the formation of the great empires of that period, that order ceased to 

exist. It seemed like a major collapse within Western civilization, and indeed it was. Most particu-

larly, there was the personal loss of at least two very close personal friends of Pound: Henri Gaudier 

[Gaudier- Brzeska, the Vorticist sculptor] and T. E. Hulme [the British poet and critic]. Of Gaudier it 

would be premature I think to say very much; he was very young. Of T. E. Hulme, on the other hand, 

it is fair to say that critical thought of the philosophy of art sustained a very critical loss at the time. 

And what really happened to Pound after that time (he had been before then, after all, an aesthete 

with flying hair talking about Dante and so forth) was that he became a pacifist. And being the person 

he was, as a pacifist, set out to retrieve the origins of war, which he considered, as we all consider, 

supremely evil. He then retrieved those origins, as we now feel, incorrectly.

AF: How did you become interested in art?

HF: I was an adolescent poet because it was the thing to be. Abstract Expressionism, or let us say New 

York–type painting, while I was in secondary school, had begun to show real muscle. That moment, 

which was as we know quite extended, still strikes me as extraordinary; it did then, and I tried off 

and on for a while to be a painter as well. But it simply was not—as Gertrude Stein said to William 

Carlos Williams—my métier. I finally had to admit that it was something I simply didn’t like to do. I 

didn’t like paint. I didn’t find any pleasure in smearing gooey substances over flat surfaces, which is 

after all what painters do. Somewhere I continue to maintain that there has to be something deeply 

attractive in the idiot level of whatever you do or it’s impossible to sustain it, you see.

AF: What were your aspirations toward filmmaking?

HF: It could not be done; one had to be a millionaire and so forth. However, I did take the view that 

it could be done eventually, maybe with luck in some way; I had no idea how. The nearest place to 

embark, to acquire, say, a journeyman’s knowledge of something that tended toward film, was the 

still photograph.

AF: What was the environment like in New York at this time?

HF: To try to be a still photographer in the late ’50s and on into the middle ’60s in New York was to 

live in a kind of vacuum. Still photographers were people like [Richard] Avedon or something like 

that. In other words, they were people who corresponded more or less to Hollywood directors. They 

were beautiful people who took pictures of rather  snotty- looking other beautiful people for the 

magazines.
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There was no photographic milieu, or virtually none that I thought could be taken seriously. 

There was one very small gallery on East Tenth Street (I don’t remember what it was called). It was 

kind of two rooms painted white, and it was very much a kind of coterie situation. The photographs 

weren’t very interesting. And a guy named Norbert Kleber, who lived under the stairs in the Village 

and had a very long front hallway that led back into his apartment, opened something called the 

Underground Gallery, which was this hallway.

That was it. The rest was MoMA, and MoMA was then, as it is now—except that it was [Edward] 

Steichen instead of [John] Szarkowski, and it was The Family of Man instead of what have you—the 

current product there. From the point of view of the museum, it was . . . photographers were scarcely 

landed gentry any more than they are now.

AF: Were you influenced by other photographers?

HF: In my then still perennial search for the father figure, I opted for Weston—more or less climbed 

the coconut tree of view-camera, zone-system stuff. I never had too much stomach for [Minor] White, 

thank you. Having done that, I really couldn’t very well handily find my way down out of that tree. I 

didn’t really like the work that I thought was my best work. I liked the stuff that I didn’t like a lot more.

AF: What was the dialogue like within your community of artists?

HF: There I was, essentially having fallen amongst sculptors and painters in New York, among sculp-

tors and painters who were my direct peers, and in a couple of cases at least school chums: Carl Andre 

and Frank Stella, in particular, who were in the nature of the thing dogmatic anti- illusionists. And I 

found myself in the very peculiar and uncomfortable situation of being a committed illusionist.

And of course they had reason on their side, you see. I mean they could marshal not only their 

own arguments, which were excellent, but those of the venerable Clement Greenberg and so forth. 

It left one very little room for being the devil’s advocate. Because, if anything, I felt myself to be 

not the advocate but the devil himself.

AF: How did you move into filmmaking?

HF: Eventually what I found in making still photographs was that I was working not only in series 

and / or in sequences but was imagining sequences of photographs that were time- regulated. Now 

that is impossible to enforce. You have things up on a wall and you would like to say to someone, 

“Now go back to photograph number thirteen and look at it for eight seconds.” All right. At that point 

within the work I was doing, the vehicle more or less collapsed, and I was tossed out of it into film 

whether I wanted to or not.

Then there was some problem in my mind about trying to purge my own work, or at least the internal 

geometry of my frame, of the still photograph. That process is still going on in Zorns Lemma [1970].
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I spent a long time, of course, theoretically paying my debts to still photography. Then, as at 

least one friend remarked, the Weston essay [“Impromptus on Edward Weston: Everything in Its 

Place”] was the ritual murder of the father, which I then of course had to, being a grown man, at least 

decently bury with my own hands. At the same time I did want to do Weston the service of offering 

that body of work some criticism, some critical attention, rather than lighting simply another 

candle at the shrine of Wildcat Canyon or something like that.

I don’t think that film and photography are two halves of something. My sensation now, right 

now, is that they are both parts of something for which we do not have a name at the present time—

it would be amusing to try to give it a name—which thing, once it is fully constituted, will I expect 

finally to constitute a kind of  counter- machine for the machine of language. That is to say that I 

suspect that the intellect of the West at least has been struggling for quite some time to invent a 

natural counterbalance for language as a way of accounting for the world, a way of doing it through 

images. And it has done so with its usual hysterical enthusiasm of productivity, with its usual confi-

dence, and with its usual clumsiness. It is interesting to note, for instance, that at least primitive—

very, very primitive—cinemas predate the invention of photography not by long, mind you, but by 

a few years, that it was quite some time before the two things united, the one in this case as the 

tool of the other. I think it’s very clear for lots of reasons (I could give a few) that in the sense that 

we have had them since the 1830s and the 1890s, respectively, both still photography and film are 

obsolete and are going to vanish.

AF: What filmmakers have influenced you?

HF: I am in point of gratitude to quite a number of people who first hacked their way through the  

jungles of independent film. And if there had not been the encouragement by example of quite a 

few people who had somehow managed to make films . . .

AF: Would you care to mention them?

HF: Sure, of course. Glad to. First and foremost, Stan Brakhage, without question. They didn’t have to 

be films that I agreed with, you understand, but it was nevertheless work of the first interest made 

with integrity and conviction. Then it had been done, and I’m sure that Brakhage would not agree 

with the phrase, by a classic gesture of seizing the means of production. But others as well, less 

prolific than Brakhage, very clearly: [Robert] Breer, Kenneth Anger, I suppose, who had certainly 

persevered against extraordinary odds. Most of all perhaps, in maintaining a space in which it was 

possible to entertain the notion of making film independently, Jonas Mekas. I knew none of those 

people at that time. I went to their screenings and so forth.

There was then something called the [Film- Makers’] Cinematheque in New York, which became 

a kind of hangout. I met other people who were trying to make films: Joyce Wieland, Michael Snow, 
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Ken Jacobs, Ernie Gehr after a while, although he was somewhat younger. Later on Paul Sharits, who 

was at that time living in Baltimore.

And there existed at least for a time, and that time lasted for some years in New York City, a 

kind of constant contact among us. One might almost—almost—venture to call it a sense of being 

united in some way, probably by the conviction that there should be good films. Preferably films so 

good that they hadn’t been made yet. That the intellectual space open to film had not entirely been 

preempted. There had to be some films worth making or interesting to make that had not been made 

even by the master of Rollinsville [Colorado, where Brakhage then lived] or what have you. So that 

there was in that a kind of encouragement. There was a dialogue, in a word. All right, there was a 

dialogue that had not existed in still photography.

AF: What is the role of narrative in film?

HF: Just because it is possible to invent a narrative excuse for the way something presents itself 

doesn’t, I think, mean that it is narrative. I don’t want to be stuck that closely to the summary joc-

ularities of the “Pentagram for Conjuring a Narrative.” It was possible, for instance, to imagine the 

patterning of static, of white noise in Peter Kubelka’s Arnulf Rainer as the breathing of a heavy and 

unwieldy man constantly running up and down stairs, which was Brakhage’s actual invention, by the 

way, to account for that. At one time I didn’t have very much difficulty in suddenly detecting in the 

kind of  double- bell- curve rate- of- change structure in Tony Conrad’s The Flicker a thickening and 

thinning of density of event, which is very much like the abstract curve, let’s say, of a short story 

by Chekhov, in which, for instance, one has a crisis where two people or a family are separated. All 

right, that’s the main bell- curve, typical Chekhov situation. And then years later there’s a secondary 

peak of density of event in which they are reunited, after which the curve slopes back out to zero. So 

that I was seeing even there a kind of very rarefied trace of a narrative structure . . . about as much 

narrative, say, as there is hydrogen between galaxies, or something like that . . . quite a bit, anyway. 

But it requires a fairly delicate measuring instrument to detect it, or you have to be very observant, 

you have to be tuned to the radio band that those hydrogen atoms are giving off, and then they’re 

everywhere. And so if you start looking for narrative out of curiosity, not as a disease, some kind of 

unspeakable ancestral disease, tertiary syphilis let’s say—which was something like what painters 

of my generation recoiled from when they detected an illusionist reference in an abstract painting, 

as if from someone whose nose has just fallen off or something like that, some fright—but simply 

out of some question as to whether it was escapable or not, quite parallel to the question of whether 

or not illusionist reference is absolutely escapable in painting . . . I contend that probably it’s not.

The decision never was, in my case, whether to make or not to make narrative films. I contend 

(this is simply, of course, the voice of the author, another imperfect reader) that all my work—and 

that includes Magellan, includes even the portions of Magellan that have been made and released—

are perverse or oblique narratives. It’s possible, after all, to have a narrative account of a very brief  
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period of time, for instance, and to expand that brief period of time until it’s unrecognizable, and to 

fragment it and to rearrange it, and so forth. Nevertheless, I think it’s possible always, if it seems 

relevant to do so, to expend that kind of diligence to retrieve the standard of the rational narra-

tive which accounts for it in some way or other. To take an example that is by no means extreme, 

let me turn the tables and ask you if you believe, for instance, that [Alain Resnais’s] Last Year at 

Marienbad is a narrative film. Well it is, of course. [Alain Robbe- Grillet’s] A Project for a Revolution 

in New York is a narrative book; it is a narrative fiction. In the case of both of them, one is directed 

constantly toward an effort to retrieve the uninflected account of the events as they actually were, 

whatever they were, because one perceives immediately that they are highly inflected. And part of 

the process of seeing that Resnais film with its scenario by Robbe- Grillet, or reading that novel of 

Robbe- Grillet’s, is a process of trying to retrieve the actual events, whatever they were. Then they 

may turn out to be not very interesting.

The things I’m doing now are sometimes more and more, sometimes less  narrative- like. If you 

read the Weston text in October, then it’s possible that you read the issue of October following that, 

which has a group of seven short fictions called “Mind over Matter,” all of which are, in a manner of 

speaking, narratives—though in part what those are about is the transparency or opacity of the text 

relative to the event. None of them are very clearly writing at degree zero or, heaven help us, what 

Sartre commended in Camus, écriture blanche, white writing. They deviate in the direction of ultra-

violet in that regard. But narratives indeed they are, of some kind or another.

AF: How do your opinions about narrative differ from those of Brakhage?

HF: There’s a suggestion or utterance of Brakhage’s some years ago, which I find very problematical, 

with which indeed I take issue, although not very extensively here. I remember his saying that as an 

example of something in a film of his own, a certain queen sent forth a certain knight of the Round 

Table on a search for the Holy Grail. In the tale of that quest one is . . . it is set on mythic ground; that 

is to say, that story seems to be the  fleshed- out general type of a class of stories. Stan then asserted 

on that occasion that if in a work of art, let us say a film, a woman says to a man, “Will you please go 

over there and get me a glass of water?” . . . because it is a situation in which a woman sends a man 

on a journey to fetch a container out of which one might drink, that situation, that moment, occu-

pies the same mythic ground as the quest for the Grail. One has therefore a blank reenactment of 

the myth. It’s a curious insight into what Brakhage means by myth. I doubt it. Aside from doubting 

it, I would just say very momentarily that it is a curiously Jungian or kind of  hyper- Jungian view of 

the thing one is looking at: that one understands it according to whether its segments or compo-

nents constitute a peg that fits more or less perfectly into a mythic hole of the proper shape. Or that 

all human action, however casual and ordinary, is stamped out by a set of mythic  cookie- cutters 

that cut the cookies of Oedipus or Agamemnon or what have you. I hope not, you see, because that 
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journey across the room then to fetch the lady a glass of water is not something that I want to make, 

because clearly there are too many sharp things to fall on when one stumbles over the footstool 

or something like that. And when one gets to the table and finds that the table is not your regular 

table but a high altar suffused with violet light and defended by bats with baby faces and so forth, 

in the ordinary world you are likely to say, “Oh fuck it, she don’t get no water. Get your own god-

damn cup.” I’m just not sure that it’s possible to live the quotidian life in terms of such high tone 

quite all the time.

AF: Where do you see media heading in the future?

HF: People, I suppose, still think of computers as being enormous IBM mainframes in rooms blaz-

ing with fluorescent lights and full of roaring cabinets. But in fact that’s not true; they are little and 

cheap. I think that it is fair to say that within two years we will have intelligent toasters, for instance, 

that will always brown your toast to exactly the way you want it, you understand. Because the giant 

computer of twenty years ago is now a little integrated circuit, it’s a little chip that looks kind of like 

a porcelain Band- Aid and costs about nine dollars. So if you want a really smart toaster, let alone a 

Waring blender or an intelligent frying pan that will flip the omelet at exactly the right time, you are 

going to have it. And in fact, of course, it’s probably going to be difficult to have anything else quite 

soon. And I suspect that that is going to have social consequences and consequences with regard 

to the fate of the  counter- machine of language—the image machine—at least as far- reaching as 

video has, as broadcast television has, and probably more so eventually.

Notes
1.

Transcription of a videotaped interview by Adele Friedman for the Video Data Bank, School of the Art Institute 
of Chicago, 1978. The tape, titled “Hollis Frampton: An Interview,” is available on DVD as part of the On Art and 
Artists collection from www.vdb.org.
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Notes on Filmmakers
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ROBERT HUOT
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JOYCE WIELAND

Film- Makers’ Cooperative Catalogue, no. 5 (New York: New American Cinema Group, 1971).
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Zorns Lemma: Script and Notations

Part I: Narration, Bay State Primer (c. 1800)1
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Part II: Images (subset B)2

A  turning pages of a book

B  frying an egg

C  red ibis flapping its wings

D  cutting star- shaped cookies from a sheet of dough

E  two halves of a woman’s face speaking at different rates

F  a single winter tree (static shot)

G  hands washing themselves

H  a man walks one block and turns the corner (handheld)

I  grinding hamburger

K  painting a green wall white

L  child on a swing

M  three men digging a hole

N  dried beans gradually fill the frame

O  a man bounces a ball (quadruple superimposition)

P  hands tying shoes

Q  steam escaping from a street vent

R  hands assemble a Tinkertoy chain

S  two rhinoceri

T  changing a tire

V  peeling and eating a tangerine

W  passing side streets at night (trucking shot)

X  a raging fire (handheld)

Y  a stand of cattails (trucking shot)

Z  sea waves breaking backwards



194 

Part III: Narration, On Light, or the Ingression of Forms by Robert Grosseteste, Bishop of Lincoln 
(as translated and edited for Zorns Lemma by Hollis Frampton)3



 195

Notes on the Film [handwritten manuscript]

Title: “Zorn’s Lemma” Itself

Every partially ordered set contains a maximal fully ordered subset
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The German noun

“Zorn”

means rage, anger

Words:
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“The Word was made Flesh . . . ” 
 — John, I

Elements of autobiography:

a) that I received the same  Judaeo- Christian upbringing as nearly everyone else in my 

culture: rote learning, by authority, in the dark, full of obscure threats of death,  

moral maxims, exotic animals anthropomorphized, tales of obtuse heroes pointing 

doubtfully to arcane wisdom.

b) that my adolescence and early adulthood were concerned primarily with words and 

verbal values. I fancied myself a poet; studied living and dead languages—hence my 

early contacts with, for instance, Ezra Pound.

c) that thirteen years in New York saw a gradual weaning away of my consciousness from 

verbal to visual interests. I saw this as both expansion and shift.

d) that I began, during the making of the film, to think about leaving the city. Part III is 

prophetic, in that sense, by about five months.

e) note that the film was begun in late 1962 . . . and the growth of the work on the 

conceptual level quite literally mimes the shift described in (c). The necessities of this 

film, and of others that rehearsed it, also accelerated the process the film simulates.

Subclasses within the class of all “word” images:
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1) Metric errors. Lines that simply will not scan within the parameters of the normal 

overall metric scheme.

2) Omissions. Information necessary to intelligibility definitely left out.

3) Errors. Mistaken words. Errors of fact and syntax. Solecisms and other grammatical 

monstrosities.

4) Lapses of taste. Overt phoniness, vulgarity, archness, artiness, etc., which apparently 

proceed from the artist’s character rather than his aesthetic stance (i.e., they are  

not tactical).

5) Faking. The use of a nominal or merely adequate locution to find one’s way out of an 

uncritical node or impasse.

6) Breaches of decorum. Wherein the artist, by design or otherwise, breaks the rules he 

has himself set up for operating upon the elements of the work.

1) Metric Errors. All shots in the main section (your “Part II”) or matrix are 24 frames long, 

except for  twenty- four: twelve are only 23 frames, and twelve are 25 frames. Their positions 

were determined by another party (my “key grip,” David Hamilton) by chance operations 

specified by me, and he then destroyed the record of their location (without informing me).

2) Omissions. As if I had thought later of some words that should be in the film, e.g., 

dulcet, aspirin, lute, etc. These are burn- in titles, superimposed in white. Since I did not 

wish to break the architectural decorum at this point, they are supered on shots of Lower 

Manhattan buildings.

3) Errors. I decided to encipher these “as though” the cinematographer had used the 

wrong color filter. A group of  black- and- white graphic collages were prepared and shot on 

color stock, on a stand; several were made through each of the additive and subtractive 

primaries: red, green, blue, cyan, magenta, yellow.
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4) Lapses of taste. A scattered category [of] “real” words (not flat animation material) 

obviously hoked up in the studio. The hand un- writing “xylophone” backwards is one 

example among many.

5) Faking. A large group. Color collages pasted up from magazines, instead of  

being “found” in the environs. Homages to many, but chiefly Rosenquist.

6) Breaches of decorum. Encoded as still  black- and- white photographs, “flat” stuff, amid 

the welter of color; these are from the original 1962 / 63 shooting and so are the oldest 

material in the film. Each has a sentimental or outrageous “real” (colored) object lying on 

top of it (a green toothbrush on “wig,” matches on “fuck,” etc.).

“Replacement” Images

1) Banality. Exceptions: S, C.

2) “Sculptural” as distinct from “painterly” (as in the word images) work being done, i.e., 

the illusion of space or substance consciously entered and dealt with, as against mimesis 

of such action. Exceptions: D, K.

3) Cinematic, or paracinematic, reference, however oblique. To my mind any  

phenomenon is paracinematic if it shares one element with cinema, e.g., modularity  

with respect to space and time. Consider also the problems of alternating scale,  

and maintaining the fourfold Hopi analysis: convergent vs. non- convergent / rhythmic 

vs. arhythmic.
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Notes on specific images:

A: Turning pages. A new cycle, new day, etc. Secret correspondence: the particular book 

is the Old French version of Antonio Pigafetta’s diary of the voyage of Magellan, which 

figures in a future film. The pages were turned to the beat of a metronome at one page  

per second.

B: Frying egg. Note that you see the egg being cracked. Egg  usual cosmological bullshit 

but a real and vivid image. A new historical cycle, a new epoch: a new phoenix egg.

C: Red ibis. The only shot not made specially for Zorns Lemma. Kowtow to exoticism;  

a rarity, and the rarest shot in the film, or 1 second in 3,606 [seconds].

D: Cookies. Immediate reference to flat- screen vs. illusionist space, via the passage  

from “figure” to “ground.” Annette M. [Michelson] thought the woman was laying black 

stars on the table. Of course “star” means something in film history.

E: Split face. Talking, silently. Two times in the same space. The first “person” (in fact the 

schoolmarm of Part I, reciting the same text by halves).

F: Tree. A leap forward to Part III. A (dormant) vegetative world of slow rhythms. The only 

static shot among [the] replacements.

G: Hands washing. The first nominal “ritual.” Manipulated through “direction” (“Now begin 

to rinse,” etc.).

H: Walking a block. Simile for the whole film = expenditure of an artifact of fixed physical 

length. Use of telephoto lens, without change of focus, passes shot from deep space 

through flat and back to deep again. Giving the artifice away at the very end. I had the 

cowboy hero, who appears from nowhere and then disappears, specifically in mind.

I: Grinding meat. Another simile—this time, the deformative analytical process to  

which I subject all the material in this film, and to which cinematography subjects the  

flow of “real” processes. The camera is a meat grinder.

K: Painting a wall. Another simile: starting something and finishing it through human 

work. The space ends up white; the wall is the film frame. In the course of the shot,  

I repeatedly breathed on the lens to fog the image, which then repeatedly clears.

L: Child swinging. The early history of film scale within a single shot—the passage from 

cogitative to contemplative “distance” within one second: para cinematic modularity.
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M: Digging a hole. Expenditure of the artifact  attrition of the artifact. One shovelful  

one shot.

N: Beans. The film (the frame) as a container. When it is full, ample, replete, the task is 

done. The beans are anonymously modular, like leader frames. If you look closely,  

a mirrored image (in the background) of the beans being poured is gradually obscured by 

the beans themselves.

O: Bouncing ball. Four different attempts to perform a modular act (in four different 

times) seen simultaneously. (Every pair of superimposed spaces also is presented— 

two different times).

P: Hands tying shoes. A performance. Fourteen takes to do it in exactly ten seconds.

Q: Steam  air.

R: Tinkertoys. Paracinematic metaphor obvious. A childhood favorite. To make me look 

competent, the sequence was shot in reverse at twelve frames per second, so that, actually,  

I was taking the chain apart at a quite comfortable rate.

S: Rhinoceri: pure shock value. What other shaggy animals are up to in “our” era.  

An alter ego image.

T: Changing tire. A simple, convergent sculptural act involving performance values.  

Also homage to Brooklyn Bridge, q.v. in background.

V: Peeling and eating tangerine. Another convergent and sculptural act. But note radial 

modular symmetry of tangerine vs. axial modular symmetry of striped background,  

and illusion vs. “flatness.”

W: Passing side streets. Deforming the real world via cinema. An allusion (oblique) to 

kitsch “underground” images. I had formerly shot a Norenesque [cf. Andrew Noren] 

sequence of endless  breast- fondling for this slot (which didn’t work at all).

X: Fire. Shot at twelve frames per second, handheld, long telephoto, while a friend 

deliberately pushed me and told me jokes, to make the frames smear à la Abstract 

Expressionism.

Y: Cattails. N.B : This is actually two shots alternating, one with the other, against the light. 

Again a figure and ground, planar vs. illusionist alternation.

Z: Sea. Twelve frames per second reversed. The waves are only about six inches high!
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Notes
1. 

2. 

3. 

Typewritten script elements and handwritten notes, undated, in the collection of Anthology Film Archives, 
New York.

Certain elements of grammar and punctuation in the handwritten manuscripts have been amended.  
In addition, Frampton’s methods for indicating emphasis (capital letters, underscoring) have been uniformly 
transcribed as italics, and shorthand abbreviations (FPS, cd / , wch / ) have been spelled out. For an exact 
transcription of the documents, see Scott MacDonald, Screen Writings: Scripts and Texts by Independent 
Filmmakers (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1995), pp. 53–69.
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(nostalgia): Voice- Over Narration for a Film of That Name

[ ]
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Notes
1. 

2.

3.

4. 

Film script dated January 8, 1971. Published in Film Culture, nos. 53– 55 (Spring 1972): 105–111.
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The (nostalgia) Portfolio, 1971 (photographed 1959–1966)

Thirteen black-and-white photographs  
© Estate of Hollis Frampton
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Untitled (photography darkroom), n.d.
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Untitled (portrait of Carl Andre), 1959
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Untitled (self-portrait), 1959
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Untitled (dusty cabinetmaker’s shop), 1960
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Untitled (A Cast of Thousands), 1961
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Untitled (portrait of Frank Stella), 1963
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Untitled (portrait of James Rosenquist), 1963
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Untitled (bank window), 1963
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Untitled (two toilets), 1964



220 

Untitled (Franco-American Spaghetti), 1964
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Untitled (Michael Snow’s studio), 1965
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Untitled (portrait of Larry Poons), 1966
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Untitled (appropriated newspaper photograph), n.d.
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Notes on (nostalgia)

Film Culture, nos. 53– 55 (Spring 1972): 114.
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Envoi

Notes
1. 

2.

3.

Preface to the screenplay of Frampton’s 1972 film Poetic Justice, published as the book Poetic Justice 
(Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies Workshop Press, 1973).
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Statement of Plans for Magellan
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Typewritten manuscript of proposal, undated (c. 1978).
There are at least three versions of this proposal requesting support for various portions of the work, 

including earlier submissions to the Creative Artists Program Service Inc. and the individual artist program of 
the National Endowment for the Arts, and a later one to the Guggenheim Foundation. The agency to which this 
particular proposal was submitted, with an appended budget of $9,250, is unknown. (B.J.)
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Phrases.Mag
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Computer file, undated.
The computer file represents a diary Frampton kept of idioms and turns of phrase that caught his  

attention as potential titles or themes for elements of his Magellan cycle. Of the phrases on this list,  
at least one—More Than Meets the Eye—became the title of a completed film in 1979. (B.J.)
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Talking about Magellan: An Interview

BILL SIMON: I was wondering if we could start with the last film shown in the Whitney programs, the 

one called Gloria!, which I found to be the most moving and otherwise most beautiful film that I’ve 

seen in years. The experience of seeing it was really very special, and I have a feeling that part of 

the effect was that after seeing about five- and- a- half hours or so of the Magellan cycle, Gloria! 

seemed like a very special work, involving an important shift in tone. I don’t think I have a specific 

question. I guess it was the very personal quality of the work that was so striking.

HOLLIS FRAMPTON: It is personal. At the same time I hope that it manages through one stratagem or 

another or one obliquity or another to achieve some kind of equipoise. If the things at the Whitney 

are in calendric order, nevertheless, as the tentative calendar will have informed you, it still doesn’t 

necessarily mean that the films shown were contiguous. The previous segment shown was Tiger 

Balm. The transition from there to Gloria! was pretty hard; it’s a pretty hard cut. The break in deco-

rum that you see between Tiger Balm and Gloria! will look a little smoother. Gloria! will be consid-

erably less isolated. Between the group of films that Tiger Balm will be part of (the rest of which are 

not done), there is a Lamentation, for which I have a certain amount of material, and then not one 

but three dedications or, better, terminal pieces: an Alleluia, a Gloria, and a Hosanna. Each of them, 

first of all, has a dominant color. The three primaries that figured largely throughout the rest of the 

film—the red, green, and blue—are finally relinquished: the Alleluia is blue and Mallarmé figures 

rather largely in it; the Gloria is green; and the Hosanna is red.

BS: Is that Finnegan who comes out of the coffin and causes all the trouble?

HF: Oh, absolutely. Among other things, there’s a lot of loose punning about Irishness in the whole 

thing, which means certain things to me personally, but also has a certain flavor within literary mod-

ernism. For me, the most important part of  English- language literary modernism is Irish. I must say 

that I am also somewhat moved by the film; it’s relatively recent. It’s not easy for me to get through 

it with a completely dry eye, I suppose.

BS: I think that was very much part of my experience. It had such a personal level and at the same 

time seemed to be touching on a lot of the largest themes of the entire work. It’s obviously a film 

about birth and death and it touches on other themes like . . .

HF: Language . . .

BS: I thought it was an amazing way to capsulize and to reframe the huge major themes of the whole 

work, plus to do it on such a personal level. I think that is especially striking.
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HF: There is a certain function within the whole of Magellan that I hope it has or will have, and that 

is that I hope it will neutralize at least the monumentality of it, the sheer size of it, and haul that 

down into some human scale, which is where I feel it ought to be. There’s also a reference of a dif-

ferent kind, which is a good deal homelier. As long as I’ve known anything about Dante Alighieri 

and The Divine Comedy, I have been at once touched and annoyed by the dedication of that huge 

work to Beatrice Portinari, who presumably was an extremely attractive person. But Dante only saw 

her once for sure, and she was nine years old, and it’s all very discorporate. And so Gloria! is also a 

very alive and very cumbersome work that is dedicated to a woman, who is extremely important to 

me but was by no means a spiritual and discorporate creature. She was my Irish Grandma with the 

style of a drunken sailor, and I think my final decision to do the Gloria at that place and in that way 

devolved more heavily than anything else upon a conflict that I had always felt about the dedica-

tion of The Divine Comedy. The very large work in any medium is a special case; it’s an odd case. I 

didn’t originally set out to undertake something this big. It grew upon a certain group of films, and a 

great deal of footage conspired among itself to begin to suggest the cycle. But having decided that 

I was going to do it, I’ve now spent a certain amount of time going over the problems of the mam-

moth work of whatever kind.

BS: One other thing about Gloria! that was especially striking relates to a comment you made to 

Amy Taubin in your discussion in the Soho Weekly News to the effect that you had been struck, as 

Mr. Joyce was at a certain point after the publication of Ulysses, that no one has commented on 

its being a comic work . . .

HF: Yes.

BS: And one of the things I think about Gloria! and about many films that constituted the first pro-

gram was that they did strike me very much as comic . . .

HF: Good.

BS: . . . works. I laughed, though I laugh at strange things. The fact that Gloria! starts with the old 

farcical film obviously cues the comedy. But then the propositions that you state in the film are done 

in a somewhat portentous manner. And some of them are very personal and humorous. The language 

that they are stated in adds to the humor. The moment when the propositions stop and the music 

begins, which is the most moving transition, that’s the part when the dry eyes aren’t dry anymore. 

I tended to laugh then too, because, amongst other things, I tend to laugh when the structure of a 

work comes together in a certain way or when there’s a leap in the structure of a work. There’s a kind 

of joyfulness at something like that.
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HF: It’s interesting to hear you trying to talk about it. There are things in what is now at the museum 

that I, in my perverse manner, find downright funny. But the difficulty that you have at the moment 

in saying why you laughed or why you perceive something as comical is not unlike the difficulty I 

have had in trying to say why I think Magellan is comical. Joyce, in fact, objected that after all the 

furor about Ulysses and indeed the voluminous attention to it . . . he was annoyed that no one had 

remarked that the book was funny. And of course, Ulysses is still funny. Some of the jokes haven’t 

dated too badly, in fact.

BS: There are whopping belly laughs throughout.

HF: Yes, sure. I think there are two observations to be made: one is that after all this time, in film 

or outside, while we have a set of general theories of tragic art, we do not have a general theory of 

comedy. Period. My own claim is to suggest that—aside from the occasional joke, or giggle or guf-

faw, or that special gratification that can come at the moment when one perceives that a form has 

fulfilled itself—comic art resolves in favor of its protagonist. Now, the manner in which it does that 

can be very, very complicated. It’s the only possible justification, for instance, for my own pecu-

liar judgment that Oedipus at Colonus is a comedy and the only comedy that Sophocles ever wrote. 

I cannot understand it as a tragedy at all. It’s a nonesuch in any case. How in the world, in the Laurel 

and Hardy sense, do you square the notion of comedy with the title of Dante’s poem, since there 

are very few real side- splitters in there? But, if you wish to accept my general axiom, that brings on 

a second question, and I think that in the case of this film it’s possibly a paramount question. And 

that is, of course, to find the identity of the protagonist, since there is none, you see. If you look for 

a persona of the Renaissance explorer within the film, you are not going to find it. If you seek that 

at the center, the center will be empty.

BS: In terms of the protagonist in Magellan, it seems to me that I’ve seen two statements now: 

one to the effect that the protagonist can be understood somehow as your consciousness, and the 

other that the spectator is the protagonist. What are the relationships of those two senses of the 

protagonist?

HF: The spectator is the protagonist when the work is done. I am the surrogate protagonist for the 

making of the work; I have to be. Somebody has to do it. Presumably there has to be some locus 

identified for the spectator throughout the making of the work. An important social function for the 

one who makes the work, at the time of its making, is to occupy and guarantee the eventual space 

of the spectator and then, presumably, to evacuate it, or to become, as Eliot said of The Waste Land, 

just one more reader. For a time you have to be the only reader, and you’re also a supremely cor-

rupt reader, because you can never be innocent to the work. You can never retrieve, for instance, the 

exact moment when the making of the work began. All you can know is when it’s done, so to speak. 
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So it is in that very general sense that I would claim, or that I’m advertising in advance, that I’m 

trying to make a comedy. That is to say, whatever labyrinths it involves itself in, I am proposing that 

it will eventually resolve itself in favor of the protagonist and that the protagonist is the spectator 

of the work. There’s going to be no moment when an identifiable persona appears in the film.

BS: That obviously makes for a very different experience for the spectator in terms of how the  

spectator conventionally understands himself or herself in relation to most films.

HF: I think it offers to the spectator the possibility of a posture that’s so active in relation to the work 

that it borders on the utopian or it is utopian.

BS: Utopian in the sense that your expectation of what the spectator is to do—for example, see it 

calendrically—is almost impossible to realize?

HF: I think that what is utopian about it is that it posits for the spectator a kind of willingness to see 

the thing through and a resourcefulness in reading and a certain taste for the chase that has been 

suggested certainly as a goal for film, but I don’t think has ever been pushed quite this far. In that 

sense, it’s utopian. Obviously the successful utopian project—for instance, I think Finnegans Wake 

an entirely utopian project—produces its own spectator, so to speak. It breeds a new genetic strain 

that has learned from the work how to read the work. Let’s take that particular book as a case in point. 

Although it has to a great extent got bogged down in the back shops of the English Department, a lot 

of which is very boring, of course, a lot of which plays exactly into Joyce’s hands since it’s something 

he only could have anticipated with a certain grim relish, nevertheless, there is now a readership for 

that book and that readership has learned from that book how to do it, finally. It simply is something 

that takes time. One has to be pretty relaxed about that.

BS: Part of the utopianism, then, is involved with the length of the work and with the projected way 

that a spectator is meant to see it, which is to see a certain amount of film for something like . . .

HF: Well, a year and some days is what it amounts to . . .

BS: The reason for calling that utopianism obviously is that it doesn’t seem to be realizable in the 

context of  present- day distribution and exhibition circuits. So far, the work has been showing in 

conventional kinds of programs, an hour at a time, two hours at a time. Now, it is being reshaped 

and reworked, calendrically. In designing it to be shown calendrically, it seems to me, you’re chal-

lenging the mass experience or the collective experience in which film has been conventionally 

viewed. Does something like television make the project more realizable? It seems to me that 

you’re anticipating the revolution we are told is going to happen in film viewing, which is that 

films will be viewed privately on television through various video forms. That way of seeing 
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Magellan might prove practical, although it would sacrifice tremendously the visual and auditory 

qualities of the work.

HF: There are a lot of questions there. First of all, I don’t think it is possible to separate a mode of 

production from its allied or associated mode of distribution. The scheme of film distribution as we 

have it—its packaging strategies, its being set apart as a special occasion—cannot in any way be 

separated from film as we have it. And that, of course, is something that grows, if anything, more 

exaggerated at the present time. So it is difficult to imagine, first of all, a film which is distributed 

through a very long period of time and has other stuff, mainly the spectator’s life, embedded in it, 

being achieved without tremendous strain, without extremely anomalous effort, which of course 

means extremely expensive effort.

It’s interesting that you bring up television, because television is respired while film is banquet. 

I always find it enormously interesting that Americans watch television now more than they work. 

Really. If we assume a  forty- hour work week, the average American watches television  forty- eight 

hours a week. Well, there are plenty of things I don’t like about television if we talk about it as the 

broadcast mass medium. I can’t think of anything that I like about it. But if we talk about video and 

what might be broadcast video, or widely available video, cheap video, permeant video, I’m not 

quite so offended. If screens were larger and if they had 2000- line resolution instead of 525- line 

resolution I would be less upset. It’s very easy coming from film to feel snotty about the video image. 

It is of low resolution. It superimposes that graphic raster on everything. It emanates from a piece of 

furniture instead of something that is before one in an attentive situation. It sits there by itself and 

does its thing and is surrounded by fake tulips and other furniture and cheese doodles and TV snacks. 

It’s a whole environment. But there is this to be said for television, and that is, it is seen. Which is a 

matter of enormous importance. I was speaking with someone else this afternoon about Eisenstein 

and in particular about some of Eisenstein’s more maverick pronouncements and interests and so 

forth, some of which seemed a little fake. Consider, for instance, that Eisenstein was enchanted by 

Harvey the Rabbit. I would like to know more about that. I would like to know more, if more were to 

be known, about Eisenstein’s extreme interest in television. But we don’t know if he even ever man-

aged to see any television except at the most primitive, experimental level. It seems possible at 

least for him to have entertained a  trade- off in order that his work would be seen.

Well, I’ll entertain that, or it’s something that might experimentally interest me to look at. I 

will go even a step further and say that I’m testing the possibility in my mind, as the cost of practice 

in the high technology of film becomes astronomical, that rather than consign the work to another 

one of those ruined formal gardens, I’d consider finishing Magellan in video rather than to not 

finish it at all. That, of course, would affect a radical and in some ways painful translocation of it. 

The translocation would be more drastic than the translation of the written word from one natural 

language to another.
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On the other hand, of course, I can’t imagine any possibility that I could  single- handedly force 

a change in the mode of film distribution as we have it. But I do feel that I can suggest a critique of 

that mode. If anyone considers it important that they see Magellan, then of course its improper fit 

with the modes of distribution as we have them immediately becomes apparent and becomes a part 

of the over- subject of the work. Indeed, if it is possible to say of something like this that it has a 

social or political inscription—and I assume it is since I assume everything does—then that 

becomes one of its most important inscriptions. However, I think it’s also utopian to imagine or hope 

for a mode of film experience that is more allied with the use of the book than with the use of the 

painting. One does pick a book up and set it down. Unless you happen to have the painting in your 

house, seeing it involves, as seeing a film involves, going to a special palace that is consecrated to 

that use. The last thing I would think about imposing on anyone is some ecclesiastical duty, as it 

were, of marching off to somewhere every day for a year to see what is typically two minutes of film. 

It would be extraordinary if the appropriate two minutes or forty minutes or whatever were some-

where in repertory along with, and typically very parenthetical to, whatever else was being shown. 

But what about missing part of it? One of the most relaxing things I ever read about reading was a 

remark by Borges that Proust was the most fortunate of authors because in subsequent readings of 

Proust you never skip the same passages twice. Thus, eventually you actually manage to read Proust, 

which admits at once that the fact that you’re out to lunch a certain amount of the time is part of the 

condition of reading the written word. Or you skip over passages. But that does not place a stigma-

tum of shame upon you. It simply states that it is part of the reading process.

BS: As someone who is certainly interested in seeing the whole work and as somebody who is 

intrigued by the idea of seeing it in the calendrical form, in practical terms it’s much easier for me 

to imagine myself having it in my home on a cassette that I can plug into my television than it is 

going to Anthology Film Archives or Millennium or the Whitney to see the two minutes every day.

HF: It’s impossible.

BS: So that I think the analogy with reading a novel or a book of poems or reading by chapters, 

where you would pick it up at any point in the day when you wanted to . . .

HF: Or go back and read it over if you wanted to . . .

BS: Sure. I’m certain that if I saw one that I really liked and I had ten minutes instead of one  

minute, I’d look at the one minute ten times.

HF: Which would in a way finally disturb the kind of canonical way of viewing films. Because the 

worshipers of Satan recite the Lord’s Prayer backwards in no way inflects the canonical order of the 
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words; it readjusts our understanding of what they mean to their reciters. No, the one thing that I 

would hope to dislocate Magellan from permanently is the idea that there is going to be some hor-

rifying  thirty- six- hour marathon, which is sadistic. I think that at the Whitney this collocation of 

ordered fragments is probably about six hours. I think that that amount in one sitting is pushing it 

very, very hard, and I hope that the audience has not felt clamped into the iron maiden of this thing 

or that they’re attending one of those uninterruptible hushed rites among the porcelain teacups of 

art. If they have to go to the toilet, they walk out. I have felt perfectly free to do that about my own 

films at my own screenings. I don’t always sit through the films myself. I obtain a certain intimacy 

with them presumably, but there are also afternoons or evenings when I just don’t feel like watch-

ing them. Six hours is the limit or else I think you’d just OD. I believe I cultivate a certain endurance 

for these things because I’ve been interested in extended forms for a long time. I have sat through, 

which nominally means I have seen, [Michael Snow’s 270- minute film] Rameau’s Nephew four or 

five times. That guarantees absolutely that I have been out to lunch during at least a third of every 

one of the screenings. I may, like Borges’s reading of Proust, have seen the film once by now. And 

there are parts I have seen four or five times.

BS: The one last point about the idea of having the film at home and being able to read it like a book 

is that the possibility of my affording it seems very unlikely.

HF: Oh, it’s impossible for a film print. I think it’s worse than that. I think that when and if the time 

comes that I finish the thing, it is unlikely, even under very special circumstances, that a single 

institution could afford it. In 1980 dollars, we’re talking about a print purchase on the order of 

seventy or  seventy- five thousand dollars. I do not own prints of these films. I do not have them in 

my house. The prints that are shown at the Whitney represent a chance encounter upon the dis-

secting table of that screen of prints that have never been together before. And a week from now, 

those show- reels will be dismembered and they’ll go flying off again. So that, literally, the Whitney 

screening represents a brief intersection of Magellan’s physical object, which otherwise could not 

have been done in any other way.

BS: I think that’s defining a utopianism of a sort. How do you feel about that?

HF: It breaks my heart. To such an extent that if I had thought the whole thing through before I began 

it I would have been discouraged from the beginning. What’s more, assuming that the Philips stan-

dard for video disc is adopted (which it probably now will be), then we will begin to see video disc, 

which is an extremely cheap thing to produce and to own. And at least the video level has very, very 

high fidelity and an almost incorruptible fidelity since it doesn’t get scratchy like a record. Then 

if a  twelve- inch vinyl disc can be bought for four or five dollars, which seems reasonable, and will 

hold an hour of image material, you could have even a leviathan like this at the strain of spending 
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a hundred and fifty, two hundred dollars. That’s cheaper than the Encyclopaedia Britannica. It’s 

probably as much as what I consider to be the supreme work of scholarship of the twentieth century, 

Joseph Needham’s Science and Civilisation in China. Well, obviously not everyone wants to have 

that set of books either for hard work or casual delectation. It’s very special but you can squeak it out. 

It’s not impossible to make yourself a great present of it. And by that same token, if it were possi-

ble to have this film with that kind of accessibility, then I think that the way in which one would tend 

to see it would probably more resemble the way in which it was made than the experience of seeing 

most films resembles the way in which they were made.

BS: I’m not sure what you mean by that. One of the things that I was struck by in the Whitney 

screenings is that the structure of the whole work is changing a great deal. For instance, three or 

four years ago, at Buffalo, you showed Magellan at the Gates of Death as a long consecutive piece, 

and now it has been cut down into smaller individual segments. And what was previously called 

Vernal Equinox is now in short segments under the title Ingenium Nobis . . .

HF: One of the reasons I was interested in this calendrical screening was that I had shown parts of 

Magellan as I had made them, not as they fit necessarily. It was always the case that Magellan at 

the Gates of Death was in  twenty- four parts. Each one, in fact, is to be seen twice, once right side up 

and forwards, once upside down and backwards, in the course of the whole cycle. Showing them on 

what I have called the storage reels as they were completed represents a very central binary choice. 

Either I can hold everything until the entire work is done or I can show what I had and risk, thereby, 

an essentially anomalous reading of the work. Figuring that this will take another six or seven years, 

I chose the latter. I wasn’t going to go into retirement and make periodic farts and groans and grum-

blings to the effect that I was working on some huge film which “no folks, isn’t ready yet.” You just 

don’t do that. Joyce made the same choice in the thirties in releasing parts of a book called at that 

time “Work in Progress” to magazines like Transition, and so forth. The result was an immense 

confusion and a very silly one, and some of the consequences were just bizarre. His only other alter-

native really was to affirm something that I suspect he did not believe, and I certainly do not believe, 

and that was that the book or the painting or the film was some kind of pearl formed within the 

delicate tissues of that delectable oyster, the artist, which only appears when he is shucked. The 

work is to be shared. It is made to be given to others finally. And it doesn’t seem reasonable to 

withhold it even if it is going to cause confusion. The act of withholding it even represents a kind 

of paternalization I suspect.

The potential misreading in the case of Magellan at the Gates of Death is something that 

Yvonne Rainer voiced very well two or three years ago when she saw it in a block. She said that the 

method of the film in that extension seemed so relentless and so obtrusive, or at least the effort to 

hold on to its method seemed so obtrusive, that it finally began to submerge the film. All I could say 
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at that moment was, “Well, wait. I think that within a few years it will be possible to begin to see it 

within its context, and I think that will very drastically change the thing.”

The question with Ingenium Nobis . . . is a little more complicated. It was called Vernal Equinox 

and was part of the four- film Solariumagelani for the solstices and equinoxes. I liked the film very 

much, but I was not satisfied at all with its position there. It is clearly and drastically out of deco-

rum with the other three. It’s twice their size, just to begin with, and it’s a completely different sort 

of montage. It’s a completely different part of some imaginable universe. So I decided to move it 

elsewhere. There is a new Vernal Equinox, which is shot but not edited, that I am planning to hold 

back for quite some time. Except that I will say that, quite appropriate to the season, I think it will 

be judged to be quite pornographic. There are those who have held that Winter Solstice, the steel 

mill film, is somewhat pornographic. I consider it an erotic film myself, almost inescapably so. I 

once showed it to my own students by surprise on a double bill with [Eisenstein’s] The General Line, 

and in those circumstances especially they seemed to be very readily getting a reading that was 

not entirely industrial.

BS: Was that purposefully so? That one would get a pornographic or erotic or phallic reading?

HF: I’ve always hoped so. It’s also true, by the way, that given presumably a variety of options about 

how steel can be worked, the culture has chosen a particularly phallic technology. It was other men, 

other dreamers upon the phallus than myself, who built steel mills and inscribed that suggestion in 

there. At the same time, just to dwell on that film for a moment, it is a steel mill, as two of the other 

films are made on a dairy farm on the one hand and in a slaughterhouse on the other. I would deli-

cately point out that each is a pretextual locus dearly beloved of Sergei Mikhailovich [Eisenstein]. 

The notion of vertical montage is, after all, not a two- edged sword but a sort of many edged . . .

BS: I was thinking of Vertov more with the steel mill . . .

HF: Let us say that each is a pretextual locus dearly beloved by our Soviet predecessors . . .

BS: In the Vertov heavy industrial films, I am especially always struck by his handling of the 

light quality of the molten metal. The light and color and texture in your steel mill film is also 

extraordinary.

HF: If I talk about Eisenstein more than I talk about Vertov, it is probably because Eisenstein him-

self taught more than Vertov did.

BS: In your notes about the Magellan cycle, you continue to pose it in terms of your notions of the 

metahistory of film. I say continue to pose it in those terms because you have also described at 
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least Zorns Lemma and Hapax Legomena in those terms. Are there more precise ways in which you 

see Magellan as developing those notions that are summed up in the metahistory of film idea?

HF: That article [“For a Metahistory of Film: Commonplace Notes and Hypotheses”], which is nine 

years old, was, in my mind, quite openly a manifesto for a work that I was at that moment thinking 

quite seriously about undertaking, namely the Magellan project. If I can incorrectly cite a couple 

of references to my own writings, there is one paragraph where “he” wrote that if the necessary 

films to constitute a full tradition do not exist, then they must be made. Another point very near the 

end says: while it is perhaps not possible to generate the knight’s tour in chess, the absolute tour of 

the board, it is possible to make a tour of tours, so to speak. In both of those cases, I now serve 

notice that I was alluding to this project, to at least what I thought its concrete scope of ambition 

could be. I cannot generate the infinite cinema that I posited then. But I can generate a grammat-

ically complete synopsis of it.

Part of Magellan’s film- historical content has to do with what now begins to appear on the 

screen at the Whitney. That is, there is a great deal of allusion in it to other films, but that allusion 

is not necessarily at the surface level. I remember having a letter, an oddly apologetic letter, from 

Lindley Hanlon about a rather quick and forceful and intuitive piece she wrote about Otherwise 

Unexplained Fires.1 She recounted the experience of watching the film and thinking at first that she 

might be looking at a Brakhage film and gradually acquiring a sort of deep malaise about that feel-

ing. Finally she came to the conclusion that it was not a film by Stan Brakhage but seemed to have 

something to do with Brakhage’s films and that it represented in her eyes a critique of a part of 

Brakhagean montage. When I got the Xerox of her text, I was at once gratified on the one hand and 

shocked on the other. The gratification caused me to send a page and a half of corroboration to her. 

In fact, it is literally true that the chickens in that film are Jane Brakhage’s chickens and they were 

shot at “Casa Brakhage” in Colorado. On the other hand, the shock caused me to write to her that, 

pleased as I was to see that someone had walked in on the thing and scored a bull’s- eye with one 

shot in a fairly difficult and kind of queasy reading problem, I also felt that if critical insight had 

developed to that level at that speed, then I had better start covering my tracks a little better.

In Magellan, there is everything from overt homage and imitation and retesting cor-

roboration (in the scientific manner of repeating the experiment) to literal  workings- out and 

 speculations- in- practice upon suggestions that were made a very long time ago and which have 

not been acted upon for reasons that I wouldn’t care to surmise on. Now as you clearly understood 

from your piece on Zorns Lemma, nothing tickles me pinker than to take a suggestion literally and 

to seek the consequences of the working out of a literal reading in detail.2 And the most interest-

ing single body of suggestions that I have found in film theory which has not been worked out is the 

rather vague and uncrystallized notion or suggestion or pre- vision of a vertical, as distinct from a 

horizontal, montage. Now there is in my efforts to test such a thing, to try to find out ways to make 
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a vertical montage, the most direct debt and the most direct homage—probably not in the customary 

artistic sense but in the scientific sense—to Eisenstein and Vertov.

BS: I assume that this includes working with sound.

HF: It sure does.

BS: But there are still relatively few sound pieces in the Whitney show. In fact, one of the things 

that put me in a special frame of mind for Gloria! was hearing the sound hum from the projector 

and realizing there was going to be a sound film after many hours of silent film. But rather than 

talk more about Gloria!, what was going on with sound in the Mindfall series was very interest-

ing. You talk in your notes about creating an “acoustic image,” in which the sound can create an 

image of that which presumably produced the image. That notion was very interestingly realized 

in one group in the Mindfalls, where the images are basically from nature—grass, flowers, plants, 

etc.—and the sounds seemed largely mechanical or technological.

HF: More specifically, by the way, where they are mechanical, they tend to be associated with 

 communication—teletypes, printing presses, telephones.

BS: The clarity and precision of the sound was amazing. So I certainly heard / saw the “acoustic 

image.” And the interrelationship of image and sound was fascinating. I remember one that started 

with a drilling sort of sound over an image of a cactus plant. There was a level of correspondence 

because the cactus is prickly. But then, while continuing the sound, you cut on the image track to 

out- of- focus water, a very soft image. So over the course of the one sound, the images were chang-

ing the relations in complex ways.

HF: All right, there is the passage, for instance, in which the pneumatic drill is first superimposed 

upon the cactus. Now let’s run through our Eisenstein paces just a bit on this one. Vertical montage 

at least permits—I would suggest, almost enforces—the simultaneous availability of essentially 

covalent chains of causal linkage of one kind or another. We have, on the one hand, a cactus, which 

is prickly, irritating, an abrasive thing, set against the pneumatic hammer, which is generally, even 

in the abrasive sonic environment of the city, a particularly noticeable, inescapable annoyance and 

interruption, likewise abrasive. On the other hand, it is also true that the cactus is phallic in form and 

thereby, because it is spiny, at least moderately sadistic in its implications. And the pneumatic 

hammer, of course, is a penetrating agency, which disrupts what it penetrates and functions phalli-

cally in a painful and destructive way. But then, of course, the image cut crosses the sound cut and 

one does have something like the gentle image of flowing water. The valence of the sound immedi-

ately changes entirely. This kind of thing started my thinking for the sound in those two parts 

of Mindfall.
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For all that came out of the 1928 manifesto, its most important recommendation is to sus-

tain, maintain, insist upon the moveability, the portability, the malleability of the montage piece, 

the shot, whatever it is. . . . And the author of that manifesto, who is, I think, very clearly Eisenstein 

and not its other two signatories, speaks in terms of Newtonian mechanics of the consequences of 

sound attaching itself to the image. He says it will increase the inertia of the montage piece so 

that it cannot move, cannot couple itself into a new energetic environment as readily. It develops a 

momentum which carries it and makes it impervious to other interpretations. He warns us that there 

is a great peril, and then, of course, he offers us an open invitation when he says that the first inter-

esting work that will be done in sound will involve its distinct desynchronization from the image. 

That suggestion is certainly something that one would like to test at some length. But as you begin 

to test it, or as I began to spend some time thinking about sound, there were a certain number of 

things that I started to notice very sharply. The most unsettling concerns the notion of sync sound 

itself. Because sync sound as we have it in the movies is an absolute artifice that is concerned not 

with generating synchronous sound but excluding synchronous sound. As we sit here, if there were a 

camera on us, there would be a lip- sync component as we talk. But unless the microphone were very 

narrowly focused, we would have proceeding from the same speaker, from the same nominal source, 

the sound of police sirens going by outside. Now that is synchronous sound after all, and it is the 

synchronous sound that the central nervous system filters out because it is a stimulus to which we 

cannot properly respond if we are going to go about our business. If you start responding to every 

stimulus, then you end up as a  nerve- gas case, quite literally. All the neurons fire at once. So what is 

typically called sync sound transpires in a very special acoustical universe, and real sync sound con-

stantly produces astonishing, disquieting intersections that are absolutely worthy of Lautréamont. 

The question of synchronicity is a lot more obscure, a lot less clear.

BS: In the sound pieces that I’ve heard and seen so far, it’s not clear to me that you’re working with 

that kind of thing. Is it something that you are working with in other sections?

HF: Yes, in one segment of Mindfall distinctly, I’m tilting at the windmill of desynchronization. 

Nevertheless, there is the tendency always to couple the sound with its image where possible, to 

seek connection, to make connection.

BS: But I was also thinking in terms of what you’ve just said about the nervous system itself  

filtering out certain kinds of sounds. In the sound films so far, you’ve performed that function in 

the sense of there not being anything more than one sound at a time. Will there be films where 

vertical montage on the sound track itself is operative?

HF: I think as it develops we will find that it is already there. At the moment, because there is so little of 

it—there’s only  thirty- six minutes of Mindfall—it’s sketchy. There are certain kinds of motifs, for 
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instance, that are taken up later and more densely. I made the two parts of the seven that will exist 

first because they were the easiest, they were the simplest. The sound in the intervening sections 

rapidly grows a lot more complex and dense. And I dread editing them.

BS: Is it harder for you to edit sound?

HF: Very much so.

BS: Why?

HF: When I’m editing sound, I’m editing magnetic film, full- coat recording, which has been made 

from tape. Well, of course, there is no way of looking at the thing to know what’s on it. You have to 

run it through a reader. But you can’t run a short piece of full- coat through a reader. You can’t get at 

the boundaries of the montage piece on the sound track because you have to mechanically main-

tain the integrity of the roll of full- coat, so that it takes five or six or seven or eight passes through 

in order to finally be able to pull out that thing that looks like a piece of film. It’s spliced in the same 

way but its image is invisible. Locating a cut in sound is very, very hard. To locate it precisely you 

have to slow the passage of the track down over the reader to the point that you can’t identify what 

it is anymore. So there’s always that odd experience of learning to identify the minute features of 

an acoustical image at very high and very low speeds.

BS: You’re explaining it in terms of the technical factors being so difficult that they would not lead 

one to go into complex superimposition as you would on the image track.

HF: It’s like playing  three- dimensional chess. The combining problems of resolving references 

between image and sound is geometrically more intricate, even in what are in some ways rela-

tively straightforward cases. In the parts of Mindfall that now exist, what I have called the acous-

tical images really are that; they are concise. They’re dense in association but not particularly 

dense in event. And I simply did find it very hard work. It’s not work that I object to; it’s delicious, 

of course. I think we always knew that, taken seriously, the problem of sound, that Damoclean 

sword, was going to be very complex and difficult to work with and, indeed, insofar as I have a 

foot in that door, it has turned out to be. But it must be done.

BS: Can we turn back to Brakhage? You’ve been citing the Soviets as the major sources of vertical 

montage. It would seem to me that the other major source in terms of image, at least, because of 

his uses of superimposition, would be Brakhage. Lindley’s observation that Otherwise Unexplained 

Fires is  Brakhage- like seems to me almost inescapable in relation to that film and to a lot of your 

more recent work. The reasons have to do with shooting procedures, camera procedures, the use 



 245

of superimposition. Also, it seems that everybody who has written about the slaughterhouse film 

has not been able to write about it without citing The Act of Seeing with One’s Own Eyes. There’s a 

sense that Brakhage virtually created a genre in terms of imagery by breaking the taboo, and that 

once one steps into comparable imagery, the comparison has become inevitable.

HF: Well, as to The Act of Seeing with One’s Own Eyes I think the relevant film of mine is Magellan 

at the Gates of Death.

BS: Let me put it a little differently. In most of the discussion of your work—Wanda Bershen’s 

essay on Zorns Lemma is perhaps the most explicit but this is also central in Sitney—your work is 

posed in sharp contradistinction to a whole tradition that culminates with Brakhage.3 Consequently, 

for people who see it that way, the importance of Brakhage in your work in the last five years has 

seemed surprising, perhaps ironic or puzzling. It goes against the historical “line.” The question 

perhaps is how does Brakhage figure? Do you accept my sense that, as with the Soviets, he figures 

as much more than an allusion?

HF: I think there are a couple of distinctions to be made. First of all, there is an extremely ancient 

principle in Roman law that was summed up in the phrase: “Two may do the same and it is not the 

same.” I will just leave that as a cenotaph for my following remarks. I would like to expand upon the 

differences. I think that within what is now being screened, the film that most apostrophizes some 

of those differences, again, is Otherwise Unexplained Fires. By framing a  Brakhage- like—and I’ll 

explain the word Brakhage- like in a moment—film segment within a context without saying any-

thing in particular about Brakhage’s cinematographic diction does call into question the rhetoric 

of the surrounded presence of that diction. I hope it does that fairly forcefully. Now again, the 

camera diction is in that case very overtly  Brakhage- like. But to say that is to beg the question of 

what Brakhage’s camera diction is like. I think it is very clear what that diction is like. It is like the 

 broad- brush diction of Abstract Expressionist painting. Although I would also say that Brakhage has 

enlarged that diction, has revised it, has made it in some ways more versatile, more malleable, than 

it was in the hands of the first generation of abstract painters. Nevertheless, that is its fundamen-

tal affinity. Like de Kooning, like Kline, like Pollock, like a certain number of other people, Brakhage 

not only does that, he does it all the time. He does it for plenty of reasons, but he does it, one would 

suppose, out of some core conviction that that diction is the mediator, that it is the discipline of the 

camera, that it is the center of the circle.

To carry the argument a step or two further, I think it may be worthwhile to distinguish camera 

diction from montage. If such a film for instance as Autumnal Equinox seems to have the kind of 

camera diction that a Brakhage film does, it might be worthwhile for me to suggest that perhaps 

it is not Brakhage’s diction but the diction of Abstract Expressionism which is at stake. Unlike the 
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numerous students who make that body of “poor- man’s Brakhage” which at least complements that 

body of ersatz structural film, I have had some contact with and reference to the primary source 

material in question. I think it’s probably fairly easy to establish or to argue also that the montage 

is entirely different, that it subjects the motor diction of the cinematography to a kind of challenge 

and contradiction that Brakhage does not.

Otherwise Unexplained Fires is explicitly a film that has to do with Stan’s work. It is even about 

the same size as a normal Brakhage film, with a typical Brakhagean sense of cadence. One of the 

pleasures of making the film was to work out the kind of high drama with an identifiable portion of 

the diegesis of the film, which is the kind of thing that Stan routinely claims. Now that has nothing 

to do with the mechanical horse or the Monterey pine trees or fire, but it does have to do with the 

chickens. It is an ordinary hen yard. That is to say that there is a rooster, one and only one sexually 

viable male, immersed in an environment of sexually viable females. And the incessant play of the 

chicken yard is rather like the incessant play of spiritual economy within the Brakhage household. 

It seemed to me that there was a strong similarity between the two situations. Well, that drama is 

about as visible as those dramas that Brakhage habitually finds. If you sample the history of 

Brakhage show- and- tell about his films, the suggestion would be that a dramatic situation of some 

kind has been discovered within, excavated from, unearthed out of the fragments of this Abstract 

Expressionist improvisational gesture—made in some heat. So, in Otherwise Unexplained Fires we 

have something of the same kind that was, in a certain sense, made in cold blood. I am completely 

cognizant, I think, of a couple of things about Brakhage’s work. One is that in the warmest sense of 

its importance, I feel nothing but sympathy and congratulations for the magnitude of that effort, its 

relentlessness, its coherence. Another thing I recognize very well about it is the extent to which it is 

predictable. That work, which also means that aesthetic strain, occupies and is likely to occupy for 

a very long time, the center of attention. I thought it particularly ironic that Brakhage complained 

so bitterly a couple of years ago at Millennium that the heir presumptive to the throne of the ice king, 

structural film, had had a decade of flack, of reaction, of goodies, or what have you, at a moment 

when there must have been during that week 1,500 screenings of Brakhage films within the bound-

aries of Christendom. Although it has not been adequate, has not even been intelligent, neverthe-

less, there has been some immediate attempt over a long period of years to make something of 

Brakhage’s films. Now extrapolating from that, it is possible to imagine in the year 2000 that very 

much more will be known and understood about a large and important body of work by a filmmaker 

who expounds, summarizes, and expands the syndrome of Romantic idealism. I am not at all sure 

that it’s plausible to imagine that in that same year anything like as much will be understood about 

the work of Michael Snow, Yvonne Rainer, and perhaps about my own work. By its continuity, by its 

size, by its enterprise, and by the fertility of the perpetual soil in this culture, which is always ready 

to receive the seed of Romantic idealism that is cast upon it from time to time, there will always be 

a special place for Brakhage’s body of work.
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I find it interesting that the question about the relation of my camera diction to Brakhage’s 

has not only been asked but in one instance rather peremptorily answered by Sitney, who says that 

while what he has seen is inconclusive, that it represents an attempt on my part to come to terms 

with Brakhage. Well, coming to terms with Brakhage is a process for me that is, in part, absolutely 

impossible and, in other parts, something that will take me the rest of my life. But the notion also 

seems to mark an equation of Brakhage’s import with his cinematography rather than with his mon-

tage. The other phrase that I recall from Sitney’s article I thought particularly insightful, though it 

wasn’t developed, was a phrase about my camera work as constituting “sumptuous optical rheto-

ric.” Now, the word rhetoric means something quite distinct in my mind. It’s a term that I’m not at all 

uncomfortable with. I think, on the other hand, that Brakhage would be extremely uncomfortable 

to have it suggested that his cinematography, his diction, his camera vocabulary was in any sense 

rhetorical or that it had been deliberately chosen and adopted for a particular reason. That would 

neither be his own position by personal conviction or indeed by his cultural heritage of Romantic 

poetry and Abstract Expressionist painting, among other things.

I also think that with regard to my earlier work there is a certain confusion. Certain dictions and 

certain kinds of virtuosity were entirely inappropriate for Zorns Lemma, for instance, or for Hapax 

Legomena. But those were always there as options. I’ve been using a camera since I was nine years 

old. The notion that there is a “style” or a “diction” to me is nonsensical. I think that within what has 

been shown in the Whitney screenings, there are certain things that refer directly to Brakhage, 

certain things that refer directly to action painting, and quite a bit that does neither. The cinema-

tography of Mindfall, for instance, has a much more complex reference and, while the handheld 

camera is there, it is quite clear that it means something quite different than it does in the slaugh-

terhouse film. To return briefly to the question at the very start of this, the comparison between The 

Act of Seeing with One’s Own Eyes and Magellan at the Gates of Death has come up before. There 

are plenty of differences in the circumstances. For all that the autopsy room may represent a cer-

tain kind of liberal taboo—one that Brakhage is extremely fond of, and he has an excellent nose for 

the liberal taboo—it is a film for which I have a great, great respect. It’s also a film that I think of 

as having a fundamentally didactic strain, which is odd to encounter in Brakhage. I think that in 

watching that film one could recover the standard method for performing an autopsy. It could 

function by some stretch of the imagination as an instructional film. At the very least, I think that is 

not something that could be said of Magellan at the Gates of Death. Its concerns, whatever they 

may be, are clearly other than that.

BS: I don’t think that that could be said about the slaughterhouse film either. It would be much 

more difficult.

HF: The corresponding case for the slaughterhouse film is, of course, Franju’s film The Blood of 

Beasts, which is a film that I admire immensely. Though I think this tends to escape most of its  
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viewers in the United States, it is deeply and fundamentally a political film. Along with its hair- 

raising, exquisite, literal beauty, it is made very clear within the film what the source of that beauty is,  

what it means, when it grows, what it costs. Well, that is not at all true of my slaughterhouse film.

BS: It is also not true of the steel mill film. That becomes clear in thinking about it in relation  

to Vertov.

HF: That’s true.

BS: The similarity that I saw was in formal terms, the luminosity, color, and so on, of molten metal. 

The immediate difference is in the absence of a strong sense of people working.

HF: Oh yes, sure. We find rare appearances of the human figure in the slaughterhouse and steel mill 

films. If those films encapsulate or carry somehow a political posture, my viewpoint—which I hope 

they do—then that has a great deal more to do with a fairly clear declaration of which side I’m on with 

regard to the controversy concerning the spectator’s relationship to the work. In that controversy, 

the two poles of which are Eisenstein and Bazin, I am very clearly on the side of Eisenstein, drasti-

cally and, again, utopianly so. But that is not the same thing as making a political film, of course.

BS: So that the political sense of it is to be understood in terms of the activity of the spectator, the 

engagement of the intellect.

HF: The special place of the spectator and the nature of the spectator’s task.

BS: I think the absence of people in those two films is important in that it allows for the possibil-

ity of the metaphoric readings that we were talking about—for instance, the steel mill film being 

a pornographic film. If you had a lot of people working there, you’d at least diminish that level of 

visual metaphor.

HF: One thing that it does is insist upon a certain type of scale for the images. There was a lot more 

people stuff, though I won’t say it dominated, in that footage as I made it. What I did have very much 

on my mind was its scalelessness or its absolute scale. At the same time, the blandishments of illu-

sionism enticed me to allow a shadowy figure to wander through this scaleless, infinite space from 

time to time.

BS: I think there’s a tremendous play on scale when you move from what is clearly a very large 

piece of the steel to a  close- up of flying sparks that are blown up tremendously all within a  

continuous shot.

HF: My sense was that people would interfere with that drastically. It’s also true that the circum-

stances in which I made those films were very different from the Soviets. When the filmmakers of 
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the Russian Revolution made the films that they did in those industrial situations, they had a right 

to be there. There was a recognized purpose for their presence in those situations. We do not live in 

a revolutionary society. My own position in filming these things was very privileged, which is to say 

it was very alienated. No shots were set up. I was under the greatest possible constraint not to inter-

fere with what was going on. People like shop foremen, as distinct from PR people, were very helpful. 

I was able to get some  close- up stuff in the steel mills because they literally rigged up fire baffles 

for me so that I was able to get very, very close. Some of that stuff is lethally close. From the point 

of view of the shop, the point of view of that productive situation, it was filmmaking that was com-

ing from nowhere and going nowhere. There was no kind of contact between my productive work and 

their productive work at all. That was not only latent in the situation but explicit in its construction. 

So that even if I had wanted, there were things I could not do, from which I was absolutely excluded. 

In particular, that applied to any interaction or interference with the work that was going on.

BS: How did you get into those two places to shoot? Were there problems in the beginning just to 

get permission?

HF: I got into those two places through the exercise of institutional muscle. What got me into U.S. 

Steel in Pittsburgh was the muscle of the Carnegie Institute Museum of Art. Presumably, the name 

Carnegie still carries some clout in Pittsburgh, PA. Sally Dixon just politely requested permission 

and got it. In the case of the slaughterhouse, I was in South Saint Paul, and that was engineered by 

the Walker Art Center so that it was absolutely the personified voice of the trustees of cultural insti-

tutions that inserted me briefly into those surroundings. I cannot imagine an abyss deeper than 

that which separated my predicament as a filmmaker in that steel mill and Vertov’s predicament as 

a filmmaker in that other steel mill. That alone could serve to virtually guarantee the relevance or 

the irrelevance of the human figure in the film. So that even if my political beliefs are congruent 

with those of another time, there is no direct way, no opportunity to construct a direct way, to matte 

them on the film that is made and to be seen. That entire possibility has been preempted and evac-

uated before I ever entered the situation.

BS: Is there a level where you feel that you can alter that kind of situation?

HF: What I did, because I was in Minnesota for a week and a half, was to process the film and make 

a work print immediately. I took it back to the slaughterhouse with a projector and offered to show 

it to the people that work there. It is fair to say that these slaughterhouse workers work in a dangerous 

and highly skilled trade and work somewhere near the bottom of the commodity chain, performing 

a task that most people think of as disgusting and shameful. At the same time, they were very, very 

good at what they did. In fact, it was an excellent modern shop. It was quite small. Not only was it 

very well set up, but insomuch as it is possible for such a thing to be very safe, it was. It certainly 
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wasn’t as primitive as the abattoirs in which Franju filmed. There wasn’t much discussion or much 

time; the guys were sitting there eating their baloney sandwiches on their lunch hour, watching 

this movie. And it wasn’t a movie, just footage. The vibes quite generally were that they had been 

nervous about my work because they thought I might be doing some kind of vegetarian exposé of 

the horrors of the slaughterhouse or something like that, which would tend to further degrade and 

humiliate them. A couple of them said, rather bashfully, that they had always thought that if you 

disregarded what it was that they were working on, they liked looking at it very much. Then one 

man, who’s quite old, said something that I rather cherished. He said, “You don’t see us in the film, 

you see what we see.” Which pleased me a lot. I myself did once work in a slaughterhouse. I grew 

up on a dairy farm; I have worked in a slaughterhouse; I worked in steel mills while I was in college. 

They’re old stomping grounds of mine. Aside from the cherished Soviet pretext, why I wanted to go 

back was that I had seen those things. If the steel worker, for instance, has a grave cross of unhap-

piness, it isn’t all bad in that daily experience. I suppose that for some of them, the one thing that 

can sustain them through a lifetime of that kind of work is that what they do, the actual work itself, 

is wonderful, elegant, exquisite; and secretly that is known. But, at its worst, the formula applies. 

The worker in that situation is deprived, is forced out of every possible pleasure or gratification 

that could come from the work itself, including the fantasia of what is to be seen there, which is, of 

course, extraordinary.

BS: How do you like Sitney’s word “sumptuous” as he applies it to your work?

HF: It doesn’t bother me at all.

BS: I think it is a very good word. There are some of your films that seem to be deliberately sump-

tuous and are extraordinary and others that seem to deliberately work against any sense of being 

described that way.

HF: There is room, I would hope, for the sumptuous and the spare, as well. To round the circle and 

go back to Gloria!, to burden that moment with sumptuousness, with embroidered trapping, would 

have lessened it, would have deprived it of its sense I would think.

BS: Would you like to talk about the very early, the so- called “primitive” films that you use in 

Gloria! and at other points in Magellan?

HF: I have gone through the Paper Print Collection at the Library of Congress like Lévi- Strauss went 

through the distant cultures of South America and the Pacific, desperately seeking primitive film. Of 

course, I haven’t found one yet because all film assumes from the moment it comes into the world, 

as the child does, that it has a complete grasp of the universe. Later on it revises that, but it is not 

rejected. The experience of sitting there on a Steenbeck machine looking at those films is like the 
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experience of encountering the  thirty- meter Lumière films. One is not impressed by their primitiveness 

but instead overawed by their subtlety, by their appalling depth of implication—to such an extent, of 

course, that one is left, to a certain extent, critically speechless. There is no such thing as that grand 

essay that sidles up to the Lumière films, for instance. I would love to imagine that in old age I could 

summon the wit to have a waltz with that stuff. It’s incredible. A few years ago, when I first showed a 

couple of parts of Mindfall in New York, I showed it with primitive footage, ancient footage, from that 

same collection. I showed a medical documentary, or a series of them that were made from 1905 to 

1911. Those have not at all been excluded. I have not taken them out, but they are subject to a further 

fragmentation and sandwiching procedure. I did not want to stick them in as an  eighteen- minute block. 

They really schemed the sense of the thing very much. It’s overpowering. When I showed that footage 

at Millennium that time, for once a very serious misapprehension of where I imagined it was going 

developed. But I have many, many more of those up my sleeve. I spent a lot of time, half a summer, 

looking at them in Washington, made a lot of notes, as they say. The material is in the public domain 

and I bought one each of what I wanted. There are a few things that I got simply because I wanted them; 

I have The Life of an American Fireman, which I think is an amazing, absolutely crazed film. But out of 

the one hundred and  twenty- five I bought, probably a hundred will be used.

One of the most important sights within Magellan is on the occasion of Sadie Hawkins Day, 

February 29th, which of course in the calendric cycle is anomalous. There’s a very large classifica-

tion of soft- core Edwardian porn in the Paper Print Collection, peep- show stuff, which has a set of 

subclassifications. Among the things you saw, by the way, was another ancient film that is in the 

Cadenza, the film about the bride in which two gentlemen, who we may presume to be bachelors, 

strip more or less bare a putative bride of some kind. It’s a very muddled situation that, given its 

context, I think someone might get a chuckle out of eventually. There are films in that collection that 

are interesting now and important now as their other posterities have modified them. In itself, the 

one man engaging the lady’s attention while another one unravels her skirt is idiotic. Getting back 

to Sadie Hawkins Day, there is a redaction of a set of Edwardian pornography films or peep- show 

films that is a preface to a particular specification as a protocol which was made a very long time 

ago: that on February 29th, it is the request of the filmmaker that Film About a Woman Who . . . , or 

any other specified work of her own by Yvonne Rainer, shall be screened on that day. When I sug-

gested it, slightly abashedly, to Yvonne, because I was concerned that she’d be worried about a mis-

appropriation of her work, she understood immediately and saw a certain symmetry because she, of 

course, has incorporated entire works by other people into hers with no worry about how it should 

be understood. Now that’s something that I would look forward to, some grand operatic screening 

of the whole thing—Yvonne Rainer as a readymade. Among all the films by all my peers, probably 

the ones that I most wish that I had made, because they are the ones farthest from my own capa-

bility, are Yvonne’s. I can imagine states of one kind or another in which there are films I could have 
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made or approximated or done something like that, but Yvonne’s, no. So I was amused at the idea of 

directly incorporating Yvonne as a true Other in that situation. I can’t wait to see her new film.

Notes
1.

2.

3.

Millennium Film Journal, nos. 7 / 8 / 9 (Fall–Winter 1980–81): 5–26.
The interview took place in New York City on January 19, 1980, during the course of a series of  

screenings of films from the Magellan cycle at the Whitney Museum of American Art. (B.J.)
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Text of Intertitles for Gloria!
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Screen version of intertitle text for the film Gloria! (1979). 
This text differs in minor detail from an undated draft version that exists as a computer printout. (B.J.)   
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Mental Notes
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When we’re dancing, and you’re 

dangerously near me,

I get ideas, I get ideas . . .

 *  *  *  *  *

I kind of hope you get ideas too.

Note
1.

Text delivered at the “Buffalo Conference on Autobiography in the Independent American Cinema,” State 
University of New York at Buffalo, March 1973. Participants included Jonas Mekas, Robert Frank,  
Bruce Baillie, Stan Brakhage, Ken Jacobs, and others. Published in CEPA Quarterly 1, no. 4 (Summer 1986): 7. 



Protective Coloration, 1984 (photographed 1981) 
Detail from a series of thirty-six Ektacolor  
photographs. © Estate of Hollis Frampton
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The Withering Away of the State of the Art
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Note
1.

Text delivered at the conference “Open Circuits: The Future of Television,” Museum of Modern Art,  
New York, January 23–25, 1974. Published in Artforum 13, no. 4 (December 1974): 50–55.  
Reprinted in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 161–170. 
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Proposal: Hardware and Software for Computer-Processed 
and -Generated Video

History of the Project:
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Work of the Project:

Results of the Project:

1. Complete documentation for the frame buffer, including schematic and timing diagrams, 

bill of materials, theory of operation, construction and troubleshooting information, and 

specification of interface to software.
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2. A high- level interpretive language and subsystems, in both human and computer 

readable form, together with its formal specification, user manual, implementation 

manual, and hardware test and alignment programs. The software will operate on the 

Zilog Z80 and / or the DEC LSI- 11 microcomputer(s).

3. Demonstration and tutorial video cassettes of the system in operation.

4. A descriptive and critical report on the project.

Manner of Returning Results of the Project:

1. Copies of all documents, software media, and videotapes will be returned to the 

National Endowment for the Arts for archival purposes.

2. A copy of the report will be distributed to the field, insofar as it is known to me.  

This includes over one hundred individuals at upwards of twenty sites.

3. Human and computer readable copies of all programs and documents will be made 

available for the cost of duplication, estimated at $50.

4. Videotapes will be made available for the cost of duplication.

5. The project will be reported to relevant professional groups, e.g., the Association  

for Computing Machinery (ACM), its special interest group for graphics (SIGGRAPH),  

and the IEEE Computer Society.

Note
1.

Proposal submitted to the Media Arts Program of the National Endowment for the Arts, in the category of 
Services to the Field (Individual Application), undated (1982).

The Services to the Field grant for the construction of the frame buffer and design of the software was 
awarded in 1983. (B.J.)
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About the Digital Arts Lab
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Note
1.

Unpublished document, State University of New York at Buffalo, c. 1982. 



 



Marion Faller, Hollis Frampton, 782. Apple advancing  
(var. “Northern Spy”) from Sixteen Studies from  
VEGETABLE LOCOMOTION, 1975. Black-and-white photograph  
© Marion Faller
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Letter to Enno Develing

Dear Enno Develing,1

Some months ago I agreed to write you a letter about Carl Andre. The matter has been on my 

conscience ever since.

I am by temperament no biographer. I should do a friend a disservice by attempting to embalm 

him in prose at the age of  thirty- three. Anyway, I secretly believe that Boswell faked the last of his 

book to cover the fact that he, Boswell, cooked and ate Doctor Johnson. That is the logical end of 

treating people as commodities.

So I write to you now rather in the role of archivist, not a very competent or thorough archivist, 

granted, but the only one available. How that state of affairs came about, and what is in the archive 

in question, I shall try to set down briefly. The events were boring enough at the time, certainly, but 

may by now be of some interest to strangers.

Carl Andre and I met as schoolboys.2 We were interested in science and in art. It was customary 

at that time for young men with diffuse artistic intentions to fancy themselves poets: accordingly, 

we both were poets. But we took studio courses and painted. In the early fifties, action painting was 

showing muscle in New York. Our teacher was Patrick Morgan, who had studied with Hans Hofmann 

years before, in Munich, and knew what was going on.

Carl went to Kenyon College, in Ohio, briefly. He saw the great earthwork Indian mounds there 

before he was asked to leave. It would seem that he lacked what we call in America “school spirit.” 

At any rate, he went back to his native Quincy, Massachusetts; saved a little money from a job at 

the Boston Gear Works; went to England for a time (visited Stonehenge and the Parliament), Paris 

briefly (visited the Eiffel Tower and the Louvre); returned to the States and spent two years in U.S. 

Army Intelligence in South Carolina; and then moved to New York City, where he worked for a while 

as a production editor for a publisher of textbooks.

I arrived in New York, to sleep on his floor, early in the spring of 1958. I found him living in one 

hotel room near Columbia University, forty pounds lighter than my memory, supporting himself by 

extracting an occasional book index (an activity he professed to enjoy)—and copiously making art. 

Chiefly he wrote lyric poems. There are still copies of some of them: literary objects are more 

portable than plastic, and at that time, as later, portability was paramount.

He made occasional drawings. Perhaps poverty first suggested that anything might be 

material for art. I recall a drawing of a predatory bird, made on a shirt cardboard with ballpoint pen 

and A–1 Steak Sauce. 

That summer, an acquaintance gone off to the Army bequeathed him a cheap apartment. He 

dismantled the walls and made a series of paintings, somewhat on the principles of Kenneth Noland’s 
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first work shown in New York but, I should say, not so tasteful. They were rejected by the old Tanager 

Gallery on East Tenth Street and became Carl’s first group of lost works.

I had got a tiny slum apartment in “Little Italy,” and the fall of that year found him sleeping on 

my floor. The painter Frank Stella, whom we knew from school days, had come up to the city from 

Princeton and was doing his first loose, expressionist stripe paintings in a tiny loft near Manhattan 

Bridge. The three of us began to spend a great deal of time together.

Carl brought downtown with him a beer box full of manuscripts and objects. He continually 

made more “objects,” as it were by reflex. By the end of that year his  object- making had taken a 

distinctly sculptural turn: he was systematically mutilating (I can use no other word) bits of wood in 

a variety of ways, none of which were traditionally sculptural: for example, charring, wire- brushing, 

and so forth. At about the same time, the still camera had turned my own attention from poetry, and 

I began systematically to photograph Carl’s work. And that is how the “archive,” such as it is, was 

begun.

I cannot now feel utterly certain of my motives in doing this. I have no impulse to “collect art,” 

and can’t remember ever wanting to record the work of any other artist. Surely this very first work 

was not especially “good” or “important” or “mature.” Of course it was important to me personally. 

What struck me then, as it does now, was CA’s utter concern for the root, the fundamental nature of 

art. His has always been an enterprise of curiosity, informed by the changing needs of his own mind 

rather than those of the market; hence his concomitant unconcern for the standard sorts of perma-

nence (or read “posterity” ad lib.).

The other plastic artists I knew then were “studio artists,” maintaining a workspace and taking 

a bustling bourgeois interest in preserving and disseminating their work. But CA worked wherever he 

happened to be, with what was at hand. His studio was his mind, so to speak. Anyone who admired 

a piece was welcome to shelter it, and a few did, but nothing encumbered him for long. When he 

moved, the work was left behind. If it became too copious, he discarded it. Since he has moved often, 

and produced much, a great deal is gone.

I guessed at the start that most of what I saw was ephemeral, so I began to make a record for 

myself—had I suspected that anyone else would be interested, I should have made a better job of 

it. As it is, much is missing entirely, and what there is often has the look of the photographs made in 

the pathology department of a hospital (they call them “gross specimens”). Ironically, some nega-

tives of CA’s lost work are, through the vicissitudes of my own life, themselves lost.

That winter (1958–59) was a time of considerable, if diffuse, activity. A long series of large 

 india- ink drawings investigated with considerable wit the “distinct possibility of the draughtsman’s 

page.” (These were photographed: they are, with one exception, lost.) A short novel followed: Billy 

Builder, or The Painful Machine. Still unpublished (one copy exists),3 it was turned down some 

years later by Grove Press, with the curious comment that it was “too long” (fifty- two pages). Carl 

described it at the time as “Tom Swift written by Dean Swift.”
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As the winter ended, he turned again, quite overtly now, to sculptural problems. Evidently, he 

had given thought to Brancusi’s insistence on the superiority of direct cutting over modeling; at the 

same time, he insisted that the typical block of raw material, the ingot or timber, was already an 

object strong in its own sculptural immanence. The immediate result was a small group of objects 

made of acrylic plastic variously drilled and incised but with the given prismatic surfaces left intact, 

so that the sculptural work transpired within a rigidly defined transparent volume.

This led, in the spring of 1959, to “negative sculptures,” man- sized for the first time, hand- 

cut from timbers pilfered from razed buildings in the neighborhood. He worked on them in Frank 

Stella’s studio: I see Stella’s aluminum Union Pacific in the background of the photographs of these 

pieces. I believe all are lost but one.

He spent the summer of 1959 with his family in Quincy, on the pretext of painting his father’s 

house. July 4th seemed an appropriate time to visit him in the family seat of the Adamses. When 

I got there, I found that he had been up to more than housepainting. His father was an enthusias-

tic woodworker and kept a hobbyist’s cellarful of power tools. Carl turned not to the lathe but to the 

more analytic capabilities of the radial arm saw, and had made forty or fifty small wood sculptures. 

He had modified the wood blocks in varying degrees, but the premise remained that the original 

block in itself implied a set of sculptures; he had, in each case, tried to end up with one of them.

I suppose they are all gone now, although he kept a few of the smaller ones with him for years. 

The photographs, taken later in New York, cannot suggest the vivid image they made standing by 

the dozens among the backyard flowers in Quincy, a little like a crowd of Japanese garden shrines. 

The radial arm saw, he said, had suggested itself because it “embodied thousands of years of human 

experience in cutting.” His attention had shifted from Brancusi’s carved pieces in bronze and stone 

to the hewn and stacked pedestals upon which they stand.

In the fall, he returned to New York and got married. A brief period of quiet followed. He lived 

in cramped quarters. That winter I took a very big apartment, mostly empty. CA moved his radial 

saw into it and in three months made eight or nine large “pyramids.” They were built of ordinary  

2  4 lumber, notched together stepwise in the manner of American wilderness log construction. 

Each could be assembled in two configurations, or taken down for storage and travel. Dozens of 

people saw them. They were, by any possible criterion, important work, generally admired by CA’s 

peers—none of whom could “do something” for the artist—and equally ignored by dealers and 

curators. The single exception was the scholar and critic Eugene Goossen.

At the time, the grip of Abstract Expressionism was barely thawing. Of course Ellsworth Kelly 

and Ad Reinhardt had shown extensively, Stella was beginning to make headway—but, in the main, 

few persons besides very young artists (CA was then  twenty- four) had grown sensibilities capable 

of “seeing” this new work.

So it simply stood there. In September of 1960, I gave up the apartment. The new tenant, the 

art dealer Richard Bellamy, agreed to store the pyramids, since Carl hadn’t room. Curiously enough, 
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Bellamy, who was to show considerable prescience in the Pop Art area and its adjacent precincts, saw 

fit to burn the pyramids for firewood during that winter.

Carl had momentarily run out of money and sculptural opportunity. In the autumn of 1960 he 

again turned his attention to poetry. Earlier poems had been freely rhymed lyrics; now he began 

taking given texts and “cutting” directly from them as from a timber, mapping upon words what he 

had learned from sculpture. A prime text for some time (for years in fact) was an old history of King 

Philip’s War, America’s first, fought in the marshes of CA’s native southeastern Massachusetts.

While emphasizing that Carl’s verbal and plastic activities are in no way separable, I must beg 

off writing at any length about the poems. There is a very large body of work in words, and I believe 

it an estimable one. By virtue or compactness, most of it has survived, unnoticed—seminal work 

largely, as it were, gone to seed. I only hope someone will eventually put a good portion of it into 

print.4 For the moment, the burden of proof rests mainly upon a file of carbon copies that parallels 

the file of photographic negatives.

In early 1961, financial necessity presented a new set of sculptural opportunities. CA went to 

work assembling freight trains as a yard brakeman for the Pennsylvania Railroad, a job he held for 

several years. The baldest guesswork would suggest that his earlier intimations of modular and iso-

metric structures found abundant example among the boxcars and crossties of New Jersey. More 

concretely, he began bringing home fabricated  scrap- iron bits picked up along the tracks: a hook, 

a spring, bearing balls. These were assembled loosely, held only by gravity or their own structural 

limits. A glazed ceramic insulator stood unmodified. Soon windowsills and floor margins were full 

of these little anecdotal pieces. They were underfoot.

I call them anecdotal, but they were not “literary” anecdotes, the iron cartoons of a Stankiewicz. 

Rather they were brief anecdotes about gravitation, friction, displacement, equilibrium, and like 

plain physical principles.

There was a concurrent effort that illuminates some of CA’s thought at the time. He made per-

haps a score of objects, less witty than funny (in an enigmatically vulgar way), which he called 

“Dada forgeries.” I recall, for instance, a tin box for “Schwarze Weisheit” Brazil ian cigars: inside it, a 

slice of desiccated toast, inked entirely black, the whole called The Donation of Constantine.

Clearly he was preoccupied with the possibilities of the readymade sculptural component, but 

wished to rid the readymade of the associative semblances of Dada and Surrealism. Rather abruptly, 

he found his way out of the quandary. The leavings of the railroad were abandoned as he began to 

shop for collections of identical modules, cheap at surplus houses, the tailings of industry in steel, 

glass, plastic, and aluminum. The endpoint of this series was reached in a group of small pieces 

made by combining identical bars of rolled steel measuring 1  1  3 units into forms like capital 

letters I, T, U, L, post- and- lintel, and so forth. Wanting then to build these pieces again out of con-

struction timbers, on a scale reckoned in feet rather than inches, CA wrote a detailed proposal for 
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a show to the dealer Leo Castelli. I can’t recall whether that letter, with its attendant drawings, was 

simply ignored or waved aside with a vague “maybe next year.”

In any case, late in 1961, with two bodies of work dismissed as pointless, CA went into a kind of 

seclusion. We saw little of one another until August of 1962. Then we arranged that I should come to 

see and photograph what he called his “indoor vacant lot.” He would soon move to a tiny apartment 

in Brooklyn. There was no room there for storing old work; all was to be left behind.

The “vacant lot” was a complicated  parlor- floor hole in a Lower East Side tenement. There were 

a bed and wardrobe somewhere, but no other furniture. A cabinetmaker’s saw in the basement below 

rang like a carillon. A broken automatic toilet flushed Niagara. Children had stoned out the windows 

months before. There was finished work stacked on every horizontal surface and hanging on the 

walls . . . I think there must have been sculpture standing in the bathtub. I don’t know how much was 

there: the film ran out before the job was done.

There were at least five classes of objects, ranging from prodigiously ugly through downright 

hideous. Collage “paintings” incorporating whole physical objects (gloves, umbrellas, lettuce), 

covered entirely in glossy enamel paint in primary colors, poured on so that viscosity and surface 

tension were exploited rather than hue or texture. “Polymorphous perverse carpentry” made by 

nailing up disheveled scrap wood from the streets, often “as though” they had been anonymous 

readymade modules. Polychrome stalagmites of pigmented concrete, sometimes embedding iron 

detritus or bricks. “Pizza pies,” flat patties of Portland cement, bristling with glass marbles and dish 

and bottle shards. And a curiously memorable set of pieces made of “slices” of wet concrete, laid 

one upon another in collocations reminiscent of the excrement of dogs.

The landlord must have had difficulty in disposing of it all. CA has said often that he was 

pleased to be rid of the lot. Nonetheless, looking at the old photographs in the light of what has 

been done in American sculpture during the three or four years just past, I can’t help noticing that 

those nine months were spent on work of unswervingly radical aspiration. There was more at issue 

than mere despair, or keeping his hand in. 

For the next three years, in Brooklyn and Manhattan, CA’s main activities were literary. The 

endless flow of lost sculpture never stopped, but poems, some of them extremely ambitious, were 

his concern. That words have spatial and plastic qualities, along with their sonorous and associa-

tive properties, was a discovery that exfoliated systematically in the space of pages divided by the 

typewriter into a uniform grid.

Finally, in 1964, E. C. Goossen, recalling the pyramids of years before, asked Carl to rebuild 

one for a group show at the Hudson River Museum. Inclusion in other group shows followed more or 

less immediately . . . but I’m sure you are quite familiar with Carl’s career from that time to this. Of 

course, when his oeuvre became “public” my own task was finished. Others keep the records now, 

and there are no lost works anymore.
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I hope this letter, melancholy as it is, has at least suggested that Carl Andre’s work was not 

generated spontaneously upon the floors of the Tibor de Nagy Gallery. His work has already changed 

the plastic art of the West. I trust it will continue to do so, and in ways that are by no means subtle.

I think Carl, in a sense, is Brancusi’s truest heir. The old Romanian peasant stressed direct cut-

ting in metal, wood, and stone . . . the young American makes direct cuts in gravity, mass, volume, 

density: the most fundamental properties of all sculpture, as of all matter.

I am sending you, along with this letter, a quantity of labeled photographs, and bits of writing, 

as documentation. They are merely my own choice among remnants. But they are surely of interest, 

as T. S. Eliot said of Dante’s shorter poems, “because they are by Dante.”

Very cordially yours, 
Hollis Frampton 
New York City, 24 May 1969

Notes
1.

2.

3.

4.

Introduction to the exhibition catalogue Carl Andre (The Hague: Gemeentemuseum, 1969), pp. 7–13. 
Reprinted in About Carl Andre: Critical Texts Since 1965 (London: Ridinghouse, 2006). 



 285

Preface: 12 Dialogues 1962–1963

Carl Andre and Hollis Frampton, 12 Dialogues 1962–1963, ed. and with annotations by Benjamin H. D. Buchloh 
(Halifax: Press of the Nova Scotia College of Art and Design; New York: New York University Press, 1980), p. xi.

The book reproduces dialogues that transpired between Frampton and Andre over the course of a year, 
beginning in the fall of 1962. These dialogues were conducted on a typewriter in Andre’s Brooklyn apartment. 
According to Benjamin Buchloh, “while one participant was typing, the other was sitting on the bed, reading, 
waiting for his turn to reply.” The dialogues cover a range of topics, from literature and music to painting, 
sculpture, and photography.  (B.J.)
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On Plasticity and Consecutive Matters

CARL ANDRE: You have evaded the issue long enough. Now I propose to pin you wriggling to a defi-

nition of the plastic.

HOLLIS FRAMPTON: While it’s still soft, you can push it around. When it gets hard, it pushes you 

around. Miss Miriam Webster says it means pliable, impressionable, capable of being molded or 

modeled. In art, characterized by being modeled, hence sculptural in form or effect.

I think sculpture in that sense is plastic by custom only.

CA: Are there not dimensional arts and durational arts? Cartography is dimensional and navigation 

is durational. Shape is the product of dimension, hence plastic. These categories are as false or useful 

as any others.

HF: Naturally you will say music is a durational art. Yet where is the “real” music? Is it not as much 

spelled out on the rectangular page as read out into the air? And does not my reading of a painting, 

or my revolution about a sculptural piece, explicate it in time?

CA: The real music is in the agitation of the molecules of air. Poetry and in fact almost all literary 

forms are durational in structure. Although a stop sign functions plastically. Perception is dura-

tional. You change and unfold if you truly perceive. Calder’s mobiles are only apparently durational. 

Tinguely’s self- destroying sculpture may possibly be durational.1

HF: There is no such thing as time. Time is a set of conventions for bracketing qualitative variation. 

E- flat does not exist “in time” relative to B- flat, before or after it: we hear them as they are sounded, 

which is always here and now. The adverbs firstly and secondly are pegs we use in our sentences 

when we wish to emphasize that those sentences imitate actions.

CA: Time as rate certainly is a thing. Given a certain amount of energy to discharge or a certain 

distance to cover, time as rate becomes time as duration. E- flat and B- flat do differ in terms of the 

rate of agitation of air molecules. Plasticity, once fixed in the painting or sculpture or building, has 

no rate of discharge or distance to cover. We do have rates of perception.

HF: Much better. I accept time as a directional stress obtaining among a set of palpable things or 

qualities. It is the notion of time as a tank of fluid in which everything floats, and which transmits 

only a displacement of any single particle without itself moving or changing, much like the old 
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fluid aether of wave mechanics, to which I object. Not so much as a bad model, but because it is a 

model, with attractive qualities of its own but none of the savor of the phenomena it is to account 

for. Dimension and duration appear to be two aspects of the same thing, if we consider cinema. 

Potemkin is a ribbon of cellulose acetate, cranked through a projector at a constant rate of sixteen 

frames per second (a speed which has to do with our average rate of failure to perceive separate 

images). Any one of the millions of frames might be considered as a separate event. But, coiled up 

in the can, no frame is more than a couple of handspans from any other.

CA: In place of time and plastic, or in place of duration and distance, substitute moving and still. 

Some art objects must be moved to be revealed.

HF: Your suggestion is confusing in the concrete. For the cinematographer who edits his own film, 

and sees a clear sensuous connection between the flickering moving image on his screen and his 

chopped and spliced and measured celluloid ribbon, the tangible coil of film is his “art object.” 

Likewise the composer laboring over his score . . . and one need only look at scores of recent com-

positions to realize how much eye- attention modern composers give their work in notation.

You spoke in our last dialogue of poems organized “plastically.” Now I was told as a boy that 

poems are organized “metrically.” Perhaps we can come closer to a clear idea of plasticity via meter. 

I bracket the note divisions between the composer’s bar lines, and the “shots” or short bits of film 

the cinematographer splices together to fill his measure, together with the iambus and trochaeus, 

when I mention meter.

CA: We read from left to right. Meter is a controlled rate of sounded reading from left to right. 

Stravinsky introduced the idea of meter as the articulation not of bars but of whole works. Scriabin 

had begun the process before him. Pound works in a meter whose single foot is a canto. Painting 

on the other hand does not read from left to right. A well- composed painting is not an interesting 

middle surrounded by deteriorating lefts and rights, tops and bottoms. The best Renaissance easel 

painting employed the edge of the painting as a framing device. The view was cut as if by a window 

frame. Only bad paintings can be read in a metrical way. They have an all- at- once appearance. We 

have a style of painting now, of which Jackson Pollock is still the exemplar, in which the edge of the 

painting is used like a political boundary: this much I painted, the rest is yours. A Pollock cannot be 

read; it can be entered right at the dead level.

HF: Any work of art is something, surrounded by everything else. We read it in whatever direction it 

leads us. The foot in verse is not the meter but the prime condition of our understanding the meter, 

that is, measure. The bar line in the neumic notation of plainsong was a breathing space, but not for 
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us: it marked the respiration of the extraordinarily sustained period of medieval chant. The habit of 

slugging the first note following it is perhaps three times as old as Picasso.

I am trying to define the splice, foot, bar line, and boundary as systole and diastole: the storage, 

release, and standing aside from a movement of energy.

CA: I have tried to indicate my idea of plasticity as having to do with the manipulation of dimensions. 

I introduced time, meter, etc. as a contrast. I am rather bugged by one aspect of plasticity: hard- 

edge as against  thumb- imprinted. One can pour concrete into a form and let it set. Remove the form 

and one is no longer confronted by the mud but by hard, smooth stone. Then again, one can take 

the concrete mud and throw it about, cutting, wounding, bruising it. When it sets, it sets not as hard, 

smooth stone but as hard and clotted scab. I am disturbed because my bruised mud or paint always 

congeals in a peculiarly brutal and vulgar way. The form provides a great leveler. A precise cube is 

precise because of its dimensions, not because of the gift of its designer. Galena is a better Cubist 

than I am. My question, doctor, is this: is there a hierarchy of forms and scabs?

HF: The wooden form, then, restrains the sculptor and not his material? Certainly one of the major 

technical problems in plastic art is restraining the artist. But let me stay a moment with your wooden 

form. You are confused, perhaps, by the seeming indirection of making the wooden form first. You’re 

not so sure you should not exhibit the wood form, rather than what comes out of it. Your main chance 

for control is in building the mold. 

As for the brutality and ugliness in your work: I had heretofore thought of much of it as didactic.

CA: About my plastic clumsiness, I must admit, I am not interested in the disciplines that develop 

plastic tact. De Kooning’s Easter Monday is an anthology of gestures derived from years of sign 

painting and figurative painting. My work is experimental. I believe all ideas are equal except in 

execution. My executions are tests of ideas rather than attempts at plastic virtuosity. Nevertheless, 

the problem of the thumbprint exists. Frank Stella insists that thumbprint expressionism is an 

inherently inferior style. The irony of his position is that Frank Stella’s stripes are generated by his 

thumbprint brushing. He seeks plastic virtuosity, to match himself with Van Eyck. I, myself, formerly 

preferred the hard- edge style or crystal mode until I happened to read a text on crystal nurture 

in which the otherwise well- informed author insisted upon the moral superiority of crystalline 

patterns. I was caught short by the thought that the poor crystals could extend themselves only by 

accretion. Not a single fuck in a pound of chrome alum. Even the slippery paramecium enjoys the 

pleasures of conjugation. Crystals and straight lines suddenly seemed beside the point to me.

HF: Crystalline structure is a habit of matter arrested at the level of logic. Logic is an invention for 

winning arguments, and matter wins its argument with ionic dissolution by crystallizing. A logical 
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argument cannot change; it can only extend itself into a set of tautological consequences. But I don’t 

think Frank Stella has pursued a train of logic to its end in his paintings. I think he has deliberately  

eliminated from his paintings every element a human being might find satisfying in the act of painting.

Experimentation means moving data from theoretical ground into the precincts of personal, 

tactile experience. That is not the same thing as testing or embodying ideas. I believe there are no 

ideas except in execution. An idea is a shape in my head.

CA: No. An idea is a pattern of electrical potentials in the cells of the human brain. These patterns obey 

the laws of electrical circuitry. The matters with which ideas concern themselves are phenomena 

that obey laws quite different from those of electrical circuitry. Hence an idea is at best an analogue 

or model. It must be tested in conditions that are consistent with the external phenomenon. To 

execute an idea is to recreate the intellectual model in terms of the external phenomenon. I also 

disagree with you about Frank’s painting. His brush stroke is the housepainter’s, and de Kooning’s 

for that matter. Frank typically disguises his humanity with the appearances of a crystalline habit. 

 The chemical models of procreation have defied intellectual analogy to the present day, and with 

all our science we are only beginning to understand genetic semantics. This brings me to propose a 

new use or value for the arts. Astronomy and astrology were once one science. They divided out of 

a fatness of empirical observation, so that we have now a science and a hoax. The hoax of alchemy 

was split from the science of chemistry. Perhaps the hoax of art will some day be discarded and a 

system of detailed, accurate, and illuminating perception will become an anchor post for a civiliza-

tion we have not yet achieved. That means tossing out the magic and the mystery, but I think it 

means introducing equally the full white light all around. Why is it only a poet seems to detect the 

fact that the science of economics is a delusive hoax?

 I have no coherent thought, only a double image. There is the tree of cells, chemicals, atoms. 

To be human and humane is to want to know and understand that tree. But to be human and humane 

is to want to sit in its shade and to watch the bell leaves change the sky. Somehow it seems to me 

not a defect of science that trees cannot thrive in our cities, but a defect in our art.

Note
1.

Carl Andre and Hollis Frampton, 12 Dialogues 1962–1963, ed. and with annotations by Benjamin H. D. Buchloh 
(Halifax: Press of the Nova Scotia School of Art and Design; New York: New York University Press, 1980), 
pp. 41–44.

The dialogue took place, in typewritten form, on November 11, 1962. 
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A Note on Robert Huot’s Diaries
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Text written to accompany an exhibition of Robert Huot’s paintings at the Paula Cooper Gallery,  
New York, January 1973.
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Inconclusions for Patrick Clancy

Think always of the margins, of the cold walks, and the lines that lead nowhere.
 —T. E. Hulme, 1917
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Text of brochure for the exhibition Marginal Works: Atopia—No Man’s Land, March 27—April 11, 1980,  
Utica College of Syracuse University, Utica, New York, curated by Scott MacDonald. 
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Comic Relief

Unpublished handwritten text, undated (mid- 1970s).
This “script” for an unrealized sculptural piece, like that for Two Left Feet, recalls the visual  

wordplay of Frampton’s 1961 A Cast of Thousands, the genesis of which was recounted in a section  
of the film (nostalgia). (B.J.) 

Two Left Feet

Unpublished typewritten text, June 11, 1976. 



 297

Letter to Macalester College

December 31, 1980

Cherie Doyle
Curator
Department of Art
Macalester College
St. Paul, MN 55105

Dear Ms. Doyle,

I’m sending you the color Xerox series By Any Other Name today by Priority Mail. My form is 

enclosed, and I’ve written a characteristically opaque note on the back of it, which you may use or 

not as you see fit.

The images themselves, as you will see, take up a bit of space. Do not feel, if they seem boring 

or tenuous, under any special obligation to use all of them, or indeed any of them. I am aware that 

the group (there’s a part two on the burner, by the way) rides roughshod over the notions of both 

subtlety and coherence: a mild triumph, in my book, but others may not find themselves tickled 

in the same spots I do.

In any case, I hope well for your show. It is about time that filmmakers be allowed outside the 

gilded ghetto of cinema: after all, the painting and sculpture gangs invade our turf without so much 

as a by your leave, and almost invariably there is hysterical applause for that. It reminds me of the 

Spanish “discovery” of gold in South America. The Incas had already dug it out of the ground.

Regards, 
Hollis Frampton

Unpublished typewritten letter, December 31, 1980.
Frampton’s series of electrostatic color prints (Xeroxes) were shown in a group exhibition, Animated 

Images / Still Life, January 8–30, 1981, Macalester Galleries, Macalester College, Saint Paul, Minnesota. (B.J.) 
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Notes: By Any Other Name

Typewritten text for the exhibition of the xerographic series By Any Other Name: Series One (1979).
In Frampton’s series, color Xeroxes were made of food-product labels that displayed the following  

general grammatical structure: adjective + noun [brand] noun + noun [contents] (for example, Blue Boy  
Chili Beans); the titles for each piece then reversed this structure (Chili Bean Brand Blue Boys). (B.J.)



 



Chili Bean Brand Blue Boys from By Any  
Other Name—Series 1, 1979. Color xerograph 
© Estate of Hollis Frampton

Peeled Tomato Brand Pine Cones from By Any 
Other Name—Series 1, 1979. Color xerograph  
© Estate of Hollis Frampton
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A Stipulation of Terms from Maternal Hopi
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  1. [ ]  The radiance.

  2. ]D[ ]Y[  Containers to be opened in total darkness.

  3. ]PS[ ]L[  A drug used by women to dilate the iris of the eye.

  4. ]H[ ]H[ ]L[  Epithet of the star ]S[ ]S[ ]N[,* used while succulents are in bloom.

  5. ]PT[ ]Y[  Last light seen by one dying in the fifth duodecad of life.

  6. ]XN[  Heliotrope.

  7. ]TL[ ]D[  Rotating phosphenes of six or eight arms.

  8. ]BN[ ]T[  Shadow cast by light of lesser density upon light of greater.

  9. ]V[ ]TR[  The pineal body; time.

10. ]XR[  The sensation of sadness at having slept through a shower of meteors.

11. ]MR[ ][  The luster of resin from the shrub ]R[ ]R[, which fascinates male babies.

12. ]NX[ ]KT[  The light that congeals about vaguely imagined objects.

13. ]DR[ ]KL[  Phosphorescence of one’s father, exposed after death.

14. ]SM[ ]N[  Fireworks in celebration of a firstborn daughter.
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15. ]GN[ ]T[ ]N[  Translucence of human flesh.

16. ]TM[ ]X[ ]T[  Delight at sensing that one is about to awaken.

17. ]TS[ ]H[  Shadow cast by the comet ]XT[ upon the surface of the sun.

18. ]R[ ]D[  An afterimage.**

19. ]D[ ]DR[  A white supernova reported by alien travelers.

20. ]K[ ]SK[  A cloud; mons Veneris.

21. ][ ]Z[ ]S[  Ceremonial lenses, made of ice brought down from the high mountains.

22. ]KD[ ]X[  Winter moonlight, refracted by a glass vessel filled with the beverage  

       ]NK[ ]T[.

23. ]P[ ]M[ ]R[  Changes in daylight initiated by the arrival of a beloved person                  

       unrelated to one.

24. ]G[ ]S[  Gridded lightning seen by those born blind.

25. ]W[ ]N[ ]T[  An otherwise unexplained fire in a dwelling inhabited only by women.

26. ]G[ ]GN[  The sensation of desiring to see the color of one’s own urine.

27. ]M[ ]K[  Snowblindness.

28. ]H[ ]R[  Unexpected delight at seeing something formerly displeasing.

29. ]H[ ]ST[  The arc of a rainbow defective in a single hue.

30. ]L[ ]L[ ]X[  The fovea of the retina; amnesia.

31. ][ ]R[  The sensation of satisfaction at having outstared a baby.

32. ]ST[  Improvised couplets honoring St. Elmo’s Fire.

33. ]V[ ]D[  The sensation of indifference to transparency.

34. ]Z[ ]TS[  Either of the colors brought to mind by the fragrance of plucked ]TR[ ferns.

35. ]X[ ]H[  Royal expedition in search of a display of Aurora Borealis.

36. ]T[ ]K[ ]N[  Changes in daylight that frighten dogs.

37. ]Y[ ]X[  The optic chiasmus (colloq.); abysmal; testicles.
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38. ]N[ ][ ]T[  The  twenty- four heartbeats before the first heartbeat of sunrise.

39. ]F[ ]X[  A memory of the color violet, reported by those blinded in early infancy.

40. ]T[ ]Y[ ]Y[  The sensation of being scrutinized by a reptile.

41. ]B[ ]NM[  Mute.***

42. ]N[ ]T[ ]N[  The sound of air in a cave; a reverie lasting less than a lunar month;   

       long dark hair.

43. ]S[ ]TY[  The light that moves against the wind.

44. ]B[ ][  Changes in one’s shadow, after one’s lover has departed in anger.

45. ]N[ ]GR[  The fish Anableps, which sees in two worlds.

46. ]RZ[ ]R[  The sensation of longing for an eclipse of the moon.

47. ]H[ ]F[  The fungus Stropharia cubensis.

48. ]S[ ]LR[  Familiar objects within the aqueous humor.

49. ]W[ ]X[ ][  A copper mirror that reflects only one’s own face.

50. ]MN[ ]X[  Temporary visions consequent upon trephining.

51. ]G[ ]KR[  Cataract.

52. ]RN[ ]W[  Hypnagogues incorporating unfamiliar birds.

53. ]M[ ]D[  A dream of seeing through one eye only.

Eaton, New York, 1973 / 1975

Options and Alternatives: Some Directions in Recent Art, exhibition catalogue (New Haven, Conn.:  
Yale University Art Gallery, 1973). Reprinted in Afterimage (London), no. 8–9 (Spring 1981): 64–69;  
and in Circles of Confusion (Rochester, N.Y.: Visual Studies Workshop Press, 1983), pp. 171–176.
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Mind over Matter

 (. . . pour les six inconnus . . .)

1. That Sometime Did Me Seek

X N A $ *X (N ) A $ *X (N ) . . . A $(N1 1 2 2 1– – – ))*X $PRI A $N*X F,
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[Given certain foregoing rigors, it is asserted that they share among themselves, and with 

none other, a peculiar property, namely that each, unaided, may tessellate a plane of 

infinite extent, requiring for this task nothing more memorable than vigorous and perfect 

replication, indefinitely sustained. That every plane of the world is not, by now, fully pop-

ulated by one or another suggests a failure of desire, or a dilapidation of opportunity, or 

that something eats them; or else, a nearly complete fracture, loss, dereliction of habit-

able (that is, conceivable) planes, such that most of them expired from loneliness before 

the sun coalesced. Mercilessly wanting any gift for106 boredom,107 they108 may109 simply110 

have111 . . .]

2. Stalking on Naked Foot
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[. . . drifted into terminal exasperation when living matter first demonstrated its notorious 

tendency to imitate whatever it is not. Once in a while, the moist perennial breath of con-

sciousness rehydrates a few shriveled specimens. (Some have argued that it is always the 

same one; but two or more of each have occasionally been seen sharing common boundar-

ies, and even mentality cannot remain beside itself for long.) I, myself . . . by design, and 

at a perfectly appropriate age . . . resuscitated a good number of figures of the third kind, 

inscribed within circles. Now I am seven times as old, and the delight of that moment per-

sists, undiminished: I sustain it by constructing217 another,218 from219 time220 to221 time.222]

3. Within My Chamber
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[. . . Of the three kinds, the first (or least) displays the most numerous qualities; but all 

of these are trivial, possibly excepting one cunning resemblance or recollection. Several 

of them taken together, such that each lies adjacent to two others, with each contributing 

one vertex to a common indivisibility, make one of the third kind. Moreover, some of the 

first kind, arranged so that each is adjacent to three others, describe a volume, the num-

ber of whose faces is the same as the number of edges (or corners) belonging to a figure 

of the second kind; and two such volumes, placed precisely face to face, describe yet328 

another,329 the330 number 331 of 332 whose333 . . .]

4. Her Arms Long and Small
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 [. . . faces is the same as the number of sides (or angles) belonging to a figure of the third 

kind. Nevertheless, it is not true that the surfaces of this last volume, unfolded upon a 

plane in any manner that pleases you, will compose a figure of the third kind, even though 

both are made up of the same number of figures of the first kind; for this may only be done 

in one certain way. Several figures of the second kind, so arranged that each lies adjacent 

to four others, describe a volume, the number of whose faces is the same as the number of 

edges439(or 440 vertices441) belonging442 to443 a444. . .]

5. How Like You This?

X A*(AR COSH(A Y)) SQRT(A Y ); or by:

X A*LN

/ –2 2

((A SQRT(A Y )) Y SQRT(A Y ,2 2 2 2– / – )
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[. . . figure of the third kind. By raising the number two to a power of that same number 

of faces, and disposing just so many figures of the second kind in a grid whose ranks and 

files are of identical magnitudes, we shall compose a little terrain for playing games when 

we tire of reading. Furthermore, should we examine that volume, enclosed by figures of 

the second kind, from a vantage such that our line of sight traverses a pair of vertices as 

far removed from one another as the solid will allow, then the apparent boundary of that 

volume will amount to a single figure of 550 the551 third552 kind;553 and554 that555 . . .]

6. Newfangledness
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((X A ) (Y B )) ,2 2 2 2 1 0/ – / –

X (((E T)*((A B*$IM) )) (E T)*((A B*$IM)/ – – /2 22

2

))) Y*$IM; and:

Y ((((E T)*((A B*$IM) )) (

–

/ EE T)*((A B*$IM) ))) X) $IM.– – / – /2
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[. . . figure will seem to be made up of a triad of pairs of figures of the first kind, with each 

pair fused along its adjacency into a rhombus, which is nothing but a figure of the second 

kind gone weak in the knees from long standing. Figures of the third kind may never be 

persuaded to contain volumes. But when we take a number of them that is the same as the 

number of sides (or corners) of each, and arrange them so that each adjoins just two others, 

we find that we have enclosed yet another such figure: exactly, completely, congruently. 

It is my661 favorite.662 It 663 does664 not665 exist.666]

7. I Wonder What She Hath Deserved

X A*COS(S SQRT(A B )); and:

Y A*SIN(S SQRT

/

/

2 2

((A B )); and:

Z B*S SQRT(A B )

2 2

2 2/ .
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Paris / San Francisco / Ponce, 1976–78

October 6 (Fall 1978): 81–92. 
A separate note, appended to the original manuscript, was not included in the publication of the text:

For those who take note of such things, it is necessary to resolve minor ambiguities in notation. I have 
used (not quite exclusively) the extended protocol of an antiquated but quite serviceable non- standard  
FORTRAN compiler on which I once learned the rudiments of that alleged “language.” The <down-arrow>  
signals the onset of a subscript, and the idiosyncratic dollar sign <$> commences a string not natively 
recognized by the parser; it does not evaluate to an ASCII <escape> or the current address in the program 
counter. Both are understood to be in effect until the next operator or delimiting token is recognized. 
(Thus $IM is simply i.) I have taken this course in the interest of easing typographical problems. Refer to 
Bronshtein and Semendyayev, Handbook of Mathematics, for conventional etiquette.

HF 
Eaton, New York 
Labor Day, 1978
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