Nick Collins		Modes of Reading
2.3
Handout for Fredric Jameson
The ‘post’ in postmodernism

A postmodern artist or writer is in the position of a philosopher: the text he writes, the work he produces are not in principle governed by preestablished rules, and they cannot be judged according to a determining Judgment, by applying familiar categories to the text or to the work.  Those rules and categories are what the work of art itself is looking for. The artist and the writer, then, are working without rules in order to formulate the rules of what will have been done.  Hence the fact that work and text have the characters of an event; hence also, they always come too late for their author, or, what amounts to the same thing, their being put into work, their realization (mise en oeuvre) always begin too soon. Post modern would have to be understood according to the paradox of the future (post) anterior (modo).
-- Jean-Francois Lyotard, The Postmodern Condition: A Report on Knowledge.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Parody versus pastiche
LEAR: 					But now our joy, 
	Although our last and least, to whose young love
	The vines of France and milk of Burgundy
	Strive to be interested, what can you say to draw
	A third more opulent than your sisters?  Speak.
CORDELIA: Nothing, my lord.
LEAR: Nothing?
CORDELIA: Nothing.
LEAR: How, nothing will come of nothing.  Speak again.
-- William Shakespeare, King Lear (I.i.82-90).
VLADIMIR:	Sometimes I feel it coming all the same. Then I go all queer. (He takes off his hat, peers inside it, feels about inside it, shakes it, puts it on again.)   How shall I say? Relieved and at the same time . . . (he searches for the word) … appalled.  (With emphasis.) AP-PALLED. (He takes off his hat again, peers inside it.)  Funny.  (He knocks on the crown as though to dislodge a foreign body, peers into it again, puts it on again.)  Nothing to be done.  (Estragon with a supreme effort succeeds in pulling off his boot. He peers inside it, feels about inside it, turns it upside down, shakes it, looks on the ground to see if anything has fallen out, finds nothing, feels inside it again, staring sightlessly before him.) Well?
ESTRAGON:	Nothing.
VLADIMIR:	Show me.
ESTRAGON:	There's nothing to show.
-- Samuel Beckett, Waiting For Godot (Act I)
Schizophrenia in postmodernity
When they had gone, Helen's arm on Gabrielle's shoulder as she reversed away, Catherine and I moved among the cars. I found that I was still carrying the semen in my hand. Reaching through the fractured windshields and passenger windows around me, I marked my semen on the oily instrument panels and binnacles, touching these wound areas at their most deformed points. We stopped at my own car, the remains of its passenger compartment sleek with Vaughan's blood and mucilage. The instrument panel was covered with a black apron of human tissue, as if the blood had been sprayed on with a paint gun. With the semen in my hands I marked the crushed controls and instrument dials, defining for the last time the contours of Vaughan's presence on the seats. The imprint of his buttocks seemed to hover among the creases of these deformed seats. I spread my semen over the seat, and then marked the sharp barb of the steering column, a bloodied lance rising from the deformed instrument panel.
-- J. G. Ballard, Crash, p. 224 (London: Vintage, 1995).
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