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Proust does not in the least conceive change as a Bergsonian duration, but as a defection, a race to the grave (Deleuze, Proust and Signs 27; 18).  

Sub specie aeterni.   A: 'You are moving away faster and faster from the living; soon they will strike your name from their rolls'.  B: 'That is the only way to participate in the privilege of the dead'.  A: 'What privilege is that?'  B: 'To die no more'.   (Nietzsche, The Gay Science, section 262, 1882). 
Introduction

Deleuze's reading of Proust's novel À la recherche du temps perdu in Proust and Signs (1964) is well-known for its claim that what constitutes its unity is not memory, including involuntary memory.  In this respect he diverges from some prominent previous readings of the novel, such as those offered by Bataille, Beckett, and Blanchot.  This demotion of memory is, in fact, prevalent throughout the extraordinary span of Deleuze's work.  In What is Philosophy? (1991), for example, Deleuze insists that memory plays only a small part in art, adding 'even and especially in Proust' (‘La mémoire intervient peu dans l'art…') (QP p. 158; WP? p. 167). He cites Désormière's phrase 'I hate memory'.  In his 1986 essay on the composer Pierre Boulez and Proust, where the phrase of Désormière is credited as such, he states that the finality of art resides, in a phrase he borrows from Bergson, in an 'enlarged perception' where this perception is enlarged 'to the limits of the universe' and which requires creating art in such a way that 'perception breaks with the identity to which memory rivets it'.
   In A Thousand Plateaus he speaks of the 'redundancy' of the 'madeleine' and the dangers of falling into the black hole of involuntary memory (MP 228; ATP 186). Of course, we must recognise Deleuze's position on memory is an ambiguous one and he must be read carefully on the issue.  The ambiguity consists in the fact that Deleuze thinks that whenever art appeals to memory it is, in fact, appealing to something else (in What is Philosophy? he calls this 'fabulation', another phrase he borrows from Bergson), and whenever we think we are producing memories we are, in fact, engaged in 'becomings'.  Nevertheless, it is quite clear, and it is abundantly clear in his various readings of Proust, that Deleuze wishes to demote memory and with respect to both a thinking of art and of time.  On art, for example, Deleuze writes in his essay on Boulez and Proust:  'According to Proust, even involuntary memory occupies a very restricted zone, which art exceeds on all sides, and which has only a conductive role'.
  For Deleuze it is the present, not the past, that is at stake: 'We write not with childhood memories but through blocs of childhood that are the becoming-child of the present' (QP? p. 158; WP? p. 168). He begins the reading in Proust and Signs by claiming that 'The Search is oriented to the future, not to the past' (PS 10; 4).  

Deleuze's reading of Proust is developed in concise form in his Proust and Signs, a text that he revised and extended in 1970 and continued to reshape after this point.  In the original edition of this text one could claim that he is being largely faithful to what he takes to be the meaning of the apprenticeship of the narrator that lies at the heart of the novel.  He regards this as an apprenticeship in 'signs' and the progression of the novel consists in the realization that it is only in the superior signs of the work of art that non-Platonic 'essences' can be seen to be working on a fully individualizing level.
  However, Proust is also put to work in the second chapter on 'Repetition for Itself' in Difference and Repetition (1968), in which Proust's great achievement is said to consist in having shown how it is possible to gain access to the pure past and to save it for ourselves (Bergson, Deleuze claims, merely demonstrated its existence).  But we also know that in Deleuze this second synthesis of time is made to give way to a third synthesis of time, the pure empty form of time or time out of joint, which is associated with Nietzsche's doctrine of eternal return.  The fundamental concept at work here, however, is that of the death-instinct or drive and its implication in what Deleuze calls 'forced movement' (mouvement forcé).
  This is also what is at stake in Deleuze's reading of Proust in the second edition of Proust and Signs published in 1970. The aim of this paper is not to interrogate the nature of the different syntheses of time and the movement from the one to the other, but rather to focus on this question of the erotic character of memory and Deleuze's claim that in Proust the forced movement of thanatos serves to effect a break with eros.  In exploring the figuration of a death-drive or instinct in Proust several arresting moments or episodes in the book are important: the celebrated Combray experience; the involuntary memory of the grandmother and the sudden realization that she is actually dead and which brings with it the Idea of death;
 and the strange revelation of, and encounter with, the 'little piece of time in its pure state'.

Deleuze on Proust and the Virtual

In his book of 1963, provocatively entitled Proustian Space, the Belgian critic Georges Poulet sought to mount a serious challenge to the common and widespread reading of Proust's novel as a book whose subject is taken to be Time and nothing but Time. We know that Proust always took umbrage at attempts to label him a 'Bergsonian' novelist.
  Poulet begins his book by positioning Proust as profoundly un- or even anti-Bergson:  'If the thought of Bergson denounces and rejects the metamorphosis of time into space, Proust not only accomodates himself to it, but installs himself in it, carries it to extremes, and makes of it finally one of the principles of his art'.
  In short, Poulet is contesting the legitimacy of Bergson's two multiplicities, the continuous and the discrete or the virtual and actual (or duration and space), a move which has more recently been taken up by Kristeva in her study of 1994 entitled Time and Sense.
  Of course, Poulet does not mean by space 'intellectual space' but a distinctly and uniquely aesthetic kind of space.  For Poulet, the narrator or hero of Proust's novel may well find himself lost in time, but he is also, equally profoundly, lost in space and the novel is as much a search for lost space as it is for lost time.  Poulet is able to extract some highly instructive insights from this stress on the matter of space in Proust, and echoes of some of the moves he makes can be found in Deleuze's reading, especially the later edition of the book and the section on 'The Literary Machine'.  This is what we might call the Proust of the fragment, the Proustian universe conceived as a non-organismic universe of fragments without unification or totality:  'The Proustian universe is a universe in pieces, of which the pieces contain other pieces, those also, in their turn, other pieces'.
  For example, and as Poulet draws our attention to, there is the world of the painter Elstir, which appears at intervals in the novel and never in a continuous fashion and which exists in the form of a series of works scattered in his studio, in galleries, in particular collections, while the universe of the musician Vinteuil subsists, Proust writes, only in 'disjointed fragments, bursts of the scarlet fractures of an unknown festival of colour'.
   Poulet locates in the novel only a discontinuity of essences, a non-Spinozist world that affirms only the qualitative and the heterogeneous (a world without the unity of substance).  It is also said to be a non-Bergsonian world of discontinuity:  'As soon as a thing manifests itself in its own quality, in its "essence", it reveals itself as different from all other things (and their essences). From it to the others there is no passage'.
   If Proust's universe resembles a philosophical universe it is that of Leibniz's monadology.  There is a great deal in this reading that finds an echo in, and a resonance with, Deleuze: the appreciation of the fragment, the construal of difference as internal difference, and reading the passages, tunnels, movements, and becomings of the novel in terms of a network of transversal communication.  And there is also, of course, Deleuze's appreciation of a Leibnizianism in Proust - a Leibniz, however, without a preceding totality and pre-established harmony (PS 53-4, 195-6; 41-2, 163-4).  

The difference, however, is that in addition to this quasi-Leibnizian reading of the novel Deleuze is keen to hold on to a reading of Proust as a novelist of time.  For Deleuze if we do not grant an important role to time in the architectural construction of the novel we lose all sense of the apprenticeship undergone by the narrator or the hero.
  This is an apprenticeship that in simple, but vital, terms takes time.  As Deleuze writes concerning the apprenticeship in the book, 'What is important is that the hero does not know certain things at the start, gradually learns them, and finally receives an ultimate revelation' (PS 36; 26).  It is an apprenticeship punctuated by a set of disappointments: the hero 'believes' certain things (such as the phantasms that surround love) and he suffers under illusions (that the meaning of a sign resides in its object, for example).  The progression in the novel, however, is neither a logical or teleological one, there are regressions and oscillations everywhere, partial revelations are accompanied by laziness and anguish.  For Deleuze the novel is best approached in terms of a complex series, and the 'fundamental idea' is that 'time forms different series and contains more dimensions than space'.   The Search acquires its distinct rhythms not simply through 'the contributions and sedimentations of memory, but by a series of discontinuous disappointments and also by the means employed to overcome them within each series' (ibid.; see also 106-7; 86-7).  And yet, Deleuze is as keen to show that the novel is not simply about time as he is to show that it is not a novel about memory; rather, both are placed in the service of the apprenticeship which is one in the revelations of art, which are revelations of true essences.  

Let us begin to read for ourselves the encounter with 'pure time' that is unfolded and dramatised in the novel.  The dramatic treatment in the novel of the shock of the past emerging in a new and brilliant way takes place in the context of the narrator's realization that the sensations afforded by sensuous signs, such as the uneven paving-stones, the stiffness of the napkin, and the taste of the madeleine, have no connection with what he had attempted to recall, with the aid of an undifferentiated memory, of the places attached to them, such as Venice, Balbec, and Combray.  He comes to understand the reason why life is judged to be trivial although at certain moments or singular points it appears to us as beautiful.  The reason is that we judge ordinarily 'on the evidence not of life itself but of those quite different images which preserve nothing of life - and therefore we judge it disparagingly' (RTP 3, 869; SLT 3, 902; compare also the initial reawakening of the past in RTP 1, 44-5; SLT 1, 47-8).  The narrator is struck, through this involuntary return of the past, by the fact that life is not truly lived in the moments of its passing where we find ourselves too immersed in immediate enjoyments and social rituals and activities.  The unanticipated experiences afforded by involuntary memory go beyond the realm of egotistical pleasures and cause us to doubt the reality and existence of our normal self.  The contemplation of these 'fragments of existence withdrawn from Time', although fugitive, provides the narrator with the only genuine pleasures he has known and which are deemed by him to be far superior to social pleasures or the pleasures of friendship.  The narrator speaks of immobilizing time, of liberating fragments of time from their implication in a ceaseless flow, so as to have this comprehension of 'eternity' and the 'essence of things' (3, 876; 909). He comes to realize the nature of his vocation: to become a writer and produce literature.   The fortuitous fashion of our encounter with the images which the sensations of involuntary memory bring into being vouchsafes for him their authenticity.  The 'trueness of the past' that is brought back to life will never be found through either conscious perception or conscious recollection.  The 'book' of reality will be made up of such 'impressions' and will devote itself to the task of extracting the 'truth' of each impression,  'however trivial its material, however faint its traces' (3, 880; 914).  Through this process the mind will be led to 'a state of greater perfection and given a pure joy'.  The 'impression' serves the writer in the same way the experiment serves the scientist.  The difference between the writer and the scientist, however, is that whereas intelligence always precedes the experiment, for the writer intelligence always comes after the impression. For the narrator this means that the 'ideas formed by the pure intelligence have no more than a logical, a possible truth, they are arbitrarily chosen.  The book whose hieroglyphs are patterns not traced by us is the only book that really belongs to us.' (ibid.).   

For Deleuze the sign of an involuntary memory is necessarily an ambiguous sign of life, it has one foot in the pure past and one foot in the future, a future that can only be created through the death-instinct and the destruction of eros.  Let us now read the presentation in the novel of a 'moment' and 'fragment' of the past.  This takes place at almost midway-point in the final part of the novel, 'Time Regained':

     A moment of the past, did I say?  (Rien qu'un moment du passé?) Was it not perhaps very much more: something that, common both to the past and the present, is much more essential than either of them?   So often, in the course of my life, reality had disappointed me because at the instant (moment) when my senses perceived it my imagination, which was the only organ that I possessed for the enjoyment of beauty, could not apply itself to it, in virtue of that ineluctable law which ordains that we can only imagine what is absent.  And now, suddenly, the effect of this harsh law had been neutralised, temporarily annulled, by a marvellous expedient of nature which had caused a sensation - the noise made both by the spoon and by the hammer, for instance - to be mirrored (miroiter) at one and the same time in the past, so that my imagination was permitted to savour it, and in the present, where the actual shock to my senses of the noise, the touch of the linen napkin, or whatever it might be, had added to the dreams of the imagination the concept  of 'existence' which they usually lack, and through this subterfuge (et grâce à ce subterfuge) had made it possible for my being to secure, to isolate, to immobilise  for the duration of a lightning flash (la durée d'un éclair) - what it normally never apprehends:  a fragment of time in the pure state (un peu de temps à l'état pur).  The being which had been reborn in me when with a sudden shudder of happiness I had heard the noise that was common to the spoon touching the plate and the hammer striking the wheel, or had felt, beneath my feet, the unevenness that was common to the paving-stones of the Guermantes courtyard and to those of the baptistry of St Mark's, this being is nourished only by the essence of things, in these alone does it find its sustenance and delight.  In the observation of the present, where the senses cannot feed it with this food, it languishes, as it does in the consideration of a past made arid by the intellect or in the anticipation of a future which the will constructs with fragments of the present and the past, fragments whose reality it still further reduces by preserving of them only what is suitable for the utilitarian, narrowly human purpose for which it intends them.  But let a noise or a scent, once heard or smelt, be heard or smelt again in the present and at the same time in the past, real without being actual, ideal without being abstract, and immediately the permanent and habitually concealed essence of things is liberated and our true self which seemed - had perhaps for long years seemed - to be dead but was not altogether dead, is awakened and reanimated as it receives the celestial nourishment that is brought to it.  A minute freed from the order of time has re-created in us, to feel it, the man freed from the order of time.  And one can understand that this man should have confidence in his joy, even if the simple taste of a madeleine does not seem logically to contain within it the reasons for this joy, one can understand that the word 'death' should have no meaning for him; situated outside time, why should he fear the future?  

     But this species of optical illusion (ce trompe-l'oeil), which placed beside me a moment of the past that was incompatible with the present, could not last for long… (RTP 3, 872-3; SLT 3, 905-6) (translation slightly modified).

We have to determine the nature of the experience that is being unfolded here: it is neither 'of' the past nor 'of' the present in any simple sense.  It is an experience of time (in its pure state) that is outside of the empirical order of time and yet it is fully dependent on the passing and passage of time for its being. There is also the encounter with the virtual as that which is said to be 'real without being actual, ideal without being abstract' and which is taken by Deleuze to denote the being of the past in itself.   What does the virtual reveal to us?  What is its 'sense' or 'meaning'?  What does it mean to be 'freed from the order of time'? The discovery of lost time enables the artist to give a 'new truth' to the times of life, including time past, and to find for every sign embedded in materiality a 'spiritual equivalent' (3, 878-9; 912). The order of time the narrator refers to is clearly what we take to be normal empirical time, time that is linear and successive. 
  For Deleuze this order conceals a more complicated transcendental form of time (the splitting of time in two directions), which, in turn, must also give way to a pure, empty form of time. Let us keep in mind the fact that Deleuze remains wedded to two main Proustian insights which he will pursue, more often than not, through a set of Bergsonian theses (as in the two volumes on cinema, or the essay on Boulez and Proust).   First, that time - the force of time - is not ordinarily visible or perceptible (see RTP 1, 482; SLT 1, 520).  The transcendental form of time is not ordinarily visible to us, which is why Deleuze comes up with an 'image' of time to make it thinkable (the crystal-image).
   Second, and drawing on the closing lines of the novel, that human beings occupy in time a more considerable place than the restricted one that is allotted to them in space (3, 1048; 1107).
  

In the case of Proust's narrator we can refer to his criticism of the cinematograph:  'Some critics now liked to regard the novel as a sort of procession of things upon the screen of the cinematograph.  This comparison was absurd. Nothing is further from what we have really perceived than the vision that the cinematograph presents' (3, 882-3; 917).  It is a few pages later in this final part of the novel that the narrator explains the nature of his objection:

An hour is not merely an hour, it is a vase full of scents and sounds and projects and climates, and what we call reality is a certain connexion between these immediate sensations and the memories which envelop us simultaneously with them - a connexion that is suppressed in a simple cinematographic vision, which just because it professes to confine itself to the truth in fact departs widely from it… (ibid., 889; 924).

The cinematograph simply records reality and does so in accordance with the dictates of a limited empiricism or realism. The task of the writer by contrast is to translate reality.  The task is to produce orders of truth through the acquisition of insight into the dimensions of time.  On occasion we are apt to envisage and relate to people as puppets and entertain the thought that life is a grand puppet-show. The task of the writer, however, is to gain access to, and to expose, the multiple planes that lie behind the visible aspects of this puppet world, to know what gives 'force and depth' to it, and for this one must 'make a strenuous intellectual effort', to learn to study 'with one's eyes and with one's memory'.  For the narrator the effort must be made to free ourselves from the 'illusions produced in us by the apparent sameness of space' (ibid., 926; 966).  Life moves, contracts, grows, ages, and dies, and time is an 'abyss', but little of this is ordinarily perceived simply because the movements and forces of time are imperceptible and they cannot be penetrated by logical reasoning.  We simply do not observe the dimension in which we move, live, die, act, and become. 

Some key points are worth enumerating before we turn to examining Deleuze's treatment of the significance of the passage in the novel on the 'piece of time in its pure state'.  Regarding the virtual: it is never for Deleuze a question of simply making an epistemological or ontological choice between the virtual and the actual, but rather of understanding the conditions under which the virtual is produced.  In this case it is the production of a forced encounter with a particular movement of time, an encounter that necessarily forces thought to think as it encounters a curious optical effect. 

Let me now outline how Deleuze reads the experience of Combray and the madeleine.  We must not lose sight of the fact that Deleuze's first reading of this episode - he will read it again in Difference and Repetition and then the refrain of Combray will continue to make its appearance, as the sign of a dis-appearance or an event, in his later works right up to What is Philosophy?
 - takes place in a chapter of Proust and Signs entitled 'The Secondary Role of Memory'.  Memory is judged to be playing a secondary role in relation to the narrator's discovery of the superior nature of the signs of art.  This for Deleuze is the meaning of the apprenticeship: it takes time but it is not an apprenticeship devoted to time; it is about the slow becoming of his vocation and the discovery of the revelations of art.  

Deleuze begins with a question:  'At what level does the famous involuntary Memory intervene?'  (PS 67; 53).  It is clear for Deleuze that it intervenes in terms of a specific and special type of sign, namely a sensuous sign (such as the madeleine).  A sensuous quality is apprehended as a sign and we undergo an imperative that forces us to seek its 'meaning'. It is involuntary memory, the memory solicited by the sign, which yields for us the meaning: thus Combray for the madeleine, Venice for the cobblestones, and so on.  Of course not all sensuous signs are bound up with involuntary memory, some are connected with desire and imagination.  Here, however, our focus is on involuntary memory and the truth of time it must ultimately reveal or give rise to.  

Now, how do we explain that which so intrigues Proust's narrator, namely, the experience in which the past encroaches on the present and in such a manner that one is made to doubt whether we are in one or the other?   The madeleine experience is implicated in a reminiscence that cannot be resolved by the association of ideas or by the resources of voluntary memory, simply because it is an experience of a past that is not simply the past of a former present or of a past that is merely past in relation to our current present.  It is truly disorientating.  Deleuze poses a set of questions.  Firstly, what is the source of the extraordinary joy that we feel in the present sensation (of the past coming back to life)?  This is a joy that is so powerful it makes us indifferent to death.  The episode of the grandmother is so important because here we have an experience of involuntary memory that does not bring joy - the joy of time lost or wasted being regained - but of terrible anguish and paralysis.  So death cannot, ultimately, be a matter of indifference, but has to meet with a resolution.  Secondly, how do we explain the lack of resemblance between the two sensations that are past and present?  That is, how can we account for the fact that Combray rises up in this experience not as it was experienced in contiguity with a past sensation (the madeleine), but in a splendour and with a 'truth' that has no equivalent in empirical reality?  

The experience cannot be explained on the level of voluntary memory, simply because this memory proceeds from an actual present to one that 'has been' (a present that once was present but which no longer is).  The past of voluntary memory is doubly relative: relative to the present it has been and also to the present with regard to which it is now held or judged to be past.  Voluntary memory can only recompose the past with a set of different presents.  Voluntary memory proceeds by snapshots and gives us an experience of the past that is as 'shocking' and as tedious at looking at photographs.  It is an experience of the past devoid of animating life.  What escapes voluntary memory, therefore, is 'the past's being as past' (l'être en soi du passé) (PS 72; 57).  The problem with this as a model of time is that it cannot explain its object, namely, time:

…if the present was not past at the same time as present, if the same moment did not coexist with itself as present and past, it would never pass, a new present would never could to replace this one.  The past as it is in itself coexists with, and does not succeed, the present it has been (ibid., 73; 58).

In short, the past is formed at the same time as the present as in a virtual co-existence of the two.  This is Bergson's insight into the experience of the formation of time as involving the co-existence of perception and memory and serves to explain a range of phenomena from experiences of déjà vu or paramnesia to the fugitive existence of our memories.  Bergson's fundamental claim is that memory does not come after a perception but is formed coterminously with it.
  This account of time is complicated and difficult to grasp but it is essential we do so since it explains the very passing of time, of how time passes for us.  It explains time beyond the horizon of presentism but also gives an account of the present in its presentness, and at the same time explains how it is possible for the past to exist on more than one level (as both a relative past and an absolute past; of course, the past is always psychological - the point of the idea of an ontological or non-empirical and virtual past is to show us the complicated and complex character of this psychology and to account for its actual operations).
  On one level, therefore, the demands of conscious perception and voluntary memory establish a real succession; on another level, however, there is virtual coexistence.  The past is experienced on more than one level, as both the passing of time and as that which is outside normal successive time, a little piece of time in its pure state. But this 'pure state' is also a complicated sign of life, it enjoys a double existence, half outside of time (neither of the past nor of the present) and half in death (and hence in life). 

The experience of Combray can be and must be further complicated: what is the past of Combray the narrator experiences?  It is produced as that which is neither of the past nor of the present, that is, it exists only in this complicated state where virtual time is contingently and accidentally brought into existence.
   How could the experience of a pure past (we have to understand this as precisely as possible) be anything else but a paradoxical experience of something new but which is in, or of, the past?   An episode of involuntary memory seems to be based upon the resemblance between two sensations and two moments.  But this would give us pure and simple identity.  It would not give us the strange experience of time that is undergone in such cases.  Deleuze writes:

…more profoundly, the resemblance refers us to a strict identity of a quality common to the two sensations or of a sensation common to the two  moments, the present and the past.  Thus the flavor: it seems that it contains a volume of duration that extends it through two moments at once.  But, in its turn, the sensation, the identical quality, implies a relation with something different.  The flavor of the madeleine has, in its volume, imprisoned and enveloped Combray.  So long as we remain on the level of conscious perception, the madeleine has only an entirely external relation of contiguity with Combray.  So long as we remain on the level of voluntary memory, Combray remains external to the madeleine, as the separable context of the past sensation.  But this is characteristic of involuntary memory: it internalizes the context, it makes the past context inseparable from the present sensation  (PS 74-5; 59-60). 

Ultimately, of course, the experience is one of profound difference and not identity through relations of resemblance and contiguity:  'Combray rises up again in the present sensation in which its difference from the past sensation is internalized' (ibid., 75; 60).  It is an internalized difference that has become immanent (or immanence produced).  The reason why Combray rises up in a new form is because it is a past that is not relative to either the present that it once was or to a present in relation to which it is now held to be past.  Deleuze calls this an experience of Combray 'not in its reality, but in its truth' and in its 'internalized difference' (it is a Combray made to appear not simply in terms of its external or contingent relations).  

However, the truth and essence of Combray are limited.  This is because we get only the differential truth of a place or a moment, a local essence (such as Combray, Balbec, Venice, etc.) as opposed to a fully individualized one.  Involuntary memory serves as a principle of localization and not individuation (and which takes place only on the level of artistic essence).
  It gives us an experience of time regained but in a limited form (the time we regain in it is the time we have lost or that we wasted).  It gives us an 'instantaneous image of eternity' (ibid., 79; 63).  The more profound time regained can only be realized in art since here we find spiritual life completely emancipated from a dependence on matter (ibid., 106; 87).  The experience of the madeleine gives us an ideal reality that is not abstract (or is judged such only from the perspective of conscious perception and the needs of utilitarian-governed action), and this ideal reality is necessarily 'virtuality' and 'essence' incarnated in a form of memory.  As such, it remains on the level of erotic investment and attachment.  It is this which must be exposed and conquered.  Transforming the memory of Combray into the event of Combray is one way in which Deleuze locates a 'becoming' in what we take to be experiences of memory.
 

The experience of an involuntary memory produces a curious effect, the effect of the virtual: is it real? Is it a hallucination?  How is the effect produced?  Is it significant that the narrator goes on to speak of it as a species of 'optical illusion'?   From what perspective, from what plane of existence, is it to be regarded as an optical illusion?  It is vital we appreciate a key point with regard to Deleuze's configuration of the virtual, including virtual memory.  It is this: for Deleuze the virtual is not an illusion.  On the contrary, he seeks to give a reality to the virtual and argues that the virtual is not an illusion so long as it remains the virtual!   Let us take the example of the pure past to demonstrate this point.  The pure past is a past that 'perpetually differs from itself and whose universal mobility…causes the present to pass' (DR 135; 102). Take, for example, a virtual object (a part of a person or a place, a fetish or an object of love): this is never past either in relation to a new present or in relation to a present it once was.  Rather, it 'is past as the contemporary of the present which it is, in a frozen present…' (ibid.).  Virtual objects can only exist as fragments - as, moreover, fragments of themselves - because they are found only as lost and exist only as recovered.  As Deleuze stresses, 'Loss or forgetting here are not determinations which must be overcome; rather, they refer to the objective nature of that which we recover, as lost, at the heart of forgetting' (ibid.).  For Deleuze this provides the key to developing an adequate conception of repetition.  Repetition does not operate from one present to another in a real series, say from a present to a former present which would assume the role of an ultimate or original term and that would always remain in place, so acting as a point and power of attraction.  This would give us a brute or bare, material model of repetition with something like fixation, regression, trauma, or the primal scene, serving as the original element.  

For Deleuze, in contrast, repetition knows only perpetual disguise and displacement.  This is why he will take issue with Freud's figuration of the death-drive conceived as an involutionary return to inanimate matter (pure regression).   Deleuze develops a completely different model of the 'real': the real is inseparable from the virtual.  He asks us to consider a very simple question: conceive of two presents or two events, call them infantile and adult, and then ask, 'how can the former present act at a distance upon the present one and provide a model for it when all effectiveness is received retrospectively from the later present?'  (DR 138; 104).  Would not repetition come to subsist on this model solely as the illusory power of a solipsistic subject?  His proposal is that we think of the becoming of the real, the succession of presents, and the movement from current presents to a former presents, as implicated in a virtual co-existence of perception and memory:  'Repetition is constituted not from one present to another, but between the two coexistent series that these presents form in function of the virtual object (object = x)' (ibid., 138; 105).  He ends up overturning the model of regression by arguing that disguise and displacement cannot be explained by repression because repression is not primary; rather, death, forgetting, and repetition are what is primary:  'We do not repeat because we repress, we repress because we repeat' (ibid.).  It not difficult to understand how all of this gets confused in much theorizing on repetition - as well as in our own heads - owing to the fact that the properly transcendental form of time is not normally perceptible to us.   But it is this confusion which generates the erroneous view that the virtual can simply be dismissed as an 'illusion'; in truth, the contrary is the case and it is the pure past that denounces the illusion (of a perpetual or self-same present).  The pure past assumes the form of an illusion only and precisely when it is conceived as a mythical former present (ibid., 145; 109).  It is for this reason that Deleuze posits thanatos lying at the base of memory: it is opposed not to the 'truth' of the essences and events of involuntary memory but rather to their illusory erotic form (Combray treated as a former present, for example). The question continues to persist, however: might there still be too much eros in the discoveries and revelations of involuntary memory? From what place would we make such a judgement or appraisal?

In the original edition of Proust and Signs (1964) the time of involuntary memory, the time of the virtual or the pure past, is sacrificed in favour of the creation of true essences and which can only be produced in art (everything, Deleuze claims, is preparatory in Proust in relation to the ultimate revelations of art).  I do not wish to pursue this here since my focus in this paper is not on Deleuze's doctrine of essences, which is at the heart of the book and determines the reading of the various signs  - of the world, of sense, of love, of art - but rather on time.  In the later edition of the book (1970) Deleuze dramatizes this becoming of time in a section entitled 'The Three Machines'.
  It is here we find the reasons for conceiving time as the forced movement of a certain death-instinct.  This becomes fully clear when coupled with the presentation of the three syntheses of time and the re-working of the death-instinct carried out in Difference and Repetition (1968).  
Interlude
Let us pause at this point in the investigation, however, to reflect on some of the hard lessons to be learned in the apprenticeship that is undergone by the narrator.   The easiest lessons to be learned are those bound up with the worldly signs.  This is owing to their shallowness or vacuity: for example, friendship (the hollowness of its conversations) and the fashions and habits of society and their flippant and constantly changing nature.  Harder lessons come from experiences of love and death.  Such sensuous signs contain an essential ambivalence since they sometimes bring joy and at other times only great pain.  In the case of love its most painful signs are connected to repetitions. Not only do we repeat our past loves, it is also the case that any present love repeats the moment of the dissolution and anticipates its own end (on the seriality and repetition of love see Proust, RTP 1, 372, 626-7, 832, 894; SLT 1, 404, 674, 890, 955).  It is a psychoanalytic error to suppose that the narrator simply repeats in his series of loves his initial or original love for his mother: 'it is true that our loves repeat our feelings for the mother, but the latter already repeats other loves, which we have not ourselves experienced' (PS 89; 72). The error is to suppose that the object can be treated as an ultimate or an original term and that it can be assigned a fixed place.  But this is to lose sight of the fact that the object exists only as a virtual object.
  This explains why our loves do not refer back in any simple or straightforward sense to our mother: 'it is simply that the mother occupies a certain place in relation to the virtual object in the series which constitute our present', and the object is subject to perpetual displacement and disguise (DR 139; 105).  There is simply the 'object = x'.    Love is not explicated by the ones we love or by the ephemeral states that govern the moments of being in love (Proust RTP 3, 897; SLT 3, 933-34).  Each love in our series of successive loves contributes a difference but one that is already contained 'in a primordial image that we unceasingly reproduce at different levels and repeat as the intelligible law of all our loves' (PS 85; 68).  The transitions between our different loves find their law not in memory but in forgetting (Proust RTP 3, 904; SLT 3, 940).  The identity of the beloved is governed by contingency.  Our loves miscarry when they might perfectly well have succeeded had there been only the slightest difference in circumstances; the loves that are realized depend on extrinsic factors, occasions and circumstances (PS 93-4; 76).  Equally important are the lessons to be learned from giving up on a spurious objectivist interpretation of things in the world (people and places): '…the reasons for loving never inhere in the person loved but refer to ghosts, to Third Parties, to Themes that are incarnated… according to complex laws' (PS 42; 31).  The narrator must learn that avowal is not essential to love, since all our freedom will be lost 'if we give the object the benefit of the signs and significations that transcend it' (ibid.).  To be faithful to love it is necessary to be harsh, cruel, and deceptive with those we love.  The lover conceals the beloved:  '…the lover lies no less than the beloved; he sequesters her, and also is careful not to avow his love to her, in order to remain a better guardian, a better jailer' (ibid., 97; 79).  Sensuous signs present so many traps for us, inviting us to seek their meaning in the object that bears or emits them, in which 'the possibility of failure, the abandonment of interpretation, is like the worm in the fruit' (ibid., 43; 32).  Joy can be had from all of this, from the lessons of life, love, and death, and it is a joy that resides in comprehension:

…the phenomena are always unhappy and particular, but the idea extracted from them is general and joyous.  For love's repetition is not be separated from a law of progression by which we accede to a consciousness that transmutes our sufferings into joy.  We realize that our sufferings do not depend on their object.  They were 'tricks' or 'deceptions' we practised on ourselves, or better still, snares and coquetries of the Idea, gaities of Essence.  There is something tragic about what is repeated but something comic in the repetition itself, and more profoundly, a joy of repetition understood or of the comprehension of its law.  (ibid., 91; 74).
 

But what of the shattering realization of the brute fact of death in an experience of involuntary memory?  How can this be transmuted or made the subject of philosophical work?  Can death be put to work like life and love?  Let us now return to and recall the grandmother episode.  

Deleuze on Death and Forced Movement

     Upheaval of my entire being.  On the first night, as I was suffering from cardiac fatigue, I bent down slowly and cautiously to take off my boots, trying to master my pain. But scarcely had I touched the topmost button than my chest swelled, filled with an unknown, a divine presence, I was shaken with sobs, tears streamed from my eyes.  The being who had come to my rescue, saving me from barrenness of spirit, was the same, who, years before, in a moment of identical distress and loneliness, in a moment of when I had nothing left of myself, had come in and had restored me to myself, for that being was myself and something more than me (the container that is greater than the contained and was bringing it to me). I had just perceived, in my memory, stooping over my fatigue, the tender, preoccupied, disappointed face of my grandmother, as she had been on the first evening of our arrival, the face not of that grandmother whom I had been astonished and remorseful at having so little missed, and who had nothing in common with her save her name, but of my real grandmother, of whom, for the first time since the afternoon of her stroke in the Champs-Elysee, I now recaptured the living reality in a complete and involuntary recollection…it was only at that moment - more than a year after her burial, because of the anachronism which so often prevents the calendar of facts from corresponding to the calendar of feelings - that I became conscious that she was dead. I had often spoken about her since then, and thought of her also, but behind my words and thoughts, those of an ungrateful, selfish, cruel young man, there had never been anything that resembled my grandmother, because, in my frivolity, my love of pleasure, my familiarity with the spectacle of her ill-health, I retained within me only in a potential state the memory of what she had been.  At any given moment, our total soul has only a more or less fictitious value, in spite of the rich inventory of its assets, for now some, now others are unrealizable, whether they are real riches or those of the imagination - in my own case, for example, not only of the ancient name of Guermantes but those, immeasurably graver, of the true memory of my grandmother.  For with the perturbations of memory are linked the intermittences of the heart.  It is, no doubt, the existence of our body, which we may compare to a vase enclosing our spiritual nature, that induces us to suppose that all our inner wealth, our past joys, all our sorrows, are perpetually in our possession.  Perhaps it is equally inexact to suppose that they escape or return.  In any case if they remain within us, for most of the time it is in an unknown region where they are of no use to us, and where even the most ordinary are crowded out by memories of a different kind, which preclude any simultaneous occurrence of them in our consciousness.   But if the context of sensations in which they are preserved is recaptured, they acquire in turn the same power of expelling everything that is incompatible with them, of installing alone in us the self that originally lived them.  Now, inasmuch as the self that I had just suddenly become once again had not existed since that evening long ago when my grandmother had undressed me after my arrival at Balbec, it was quite naturally, not at the end of the day that had just passed, of which that self knew nothing, but - as though Time were to consist of a series of different and parallel lines - without any solution of continuity, immediately after the first evening at Balbec long ago, that I clung to the minute in which my grandmother had stooped over me. The self that I then was, that had disappeared for so long, was once again so close to me that I seemed still to hear the words that had just been spoken, although they were now no more than a phantasm, as a man who is half awake thinks that he can still make out close by the sound of his receding dream.  I was now solely the person who had sought a refuge in his grandmother's arms, had sought to obliterate the traces of his sorrow by smothering her with kisses, the person whom I had should have had as much difficulty in imagining when I was one or other of those that for some time past I had successively been as now I should have had in making the sterile effort to experience the desires and joys of one of those that for a time at least I no longer was.  I remembered how, an hour before the moment when my grandmother had stooped in her dressing-gown to unfasten my boots, as I wandered along the stiflingly hot street, past the pastry-cook's, I had felt that I could never, in my need to feel her arms round me, live through the hour that I had still to spend without her.  And now that this same need had reawakened, I knew that I might wait hour after hour, that she would never again be by my side.  I had only just discovered this because I had only just, on feeling her for the first alive, real, making my heart swell to breaking-point, on finding her at last, learned that I had lost her for ever. Lost for ever:  I could not understand, and I struggled to endure the anguish of this contradiction…as soon as I had relived that bliss, as though it were present, feeling it shot through by the certainty, throbbing like a recurrent pain, of an annihilation that had effaced my image of that tenderness, had destroyed that existence, retrospectively abolished our mutual predestination, made of my grandmother, at the moment when I had found her again as in a mirror, a mere stranger whom chance had allowed to spend a few years with me, as she might have done with anyone else, but to whom, before and after those years, I was and would be nothing.  (RTP 2, 755-8; SLT 2, 783-5).  

The painful realization of the full force of the grandmother's being-dead gives rise to an encounter with the Idea of death.  This death seems to haunt life, to highlight the contingent nature of our affections and attachments, our loves, and to rob life of any enduring meaning or sense.  How can thought work the Idea of death, supposing it can?  There is no doubt that this episode presents the narrator of Proust's novel with a serious challenge.  On the next page we read:

…I was determined not merely to suffer, but to respect the original form of my suffering as it had suddenly come upon me unawares, and I wanted to continue to feel it, following its own laws, whatever that contradiction of survival and annihilation, so strangely intertwined within me, returned.  I did not know whether I should one day distil a grain of truth from this painful and for the moment incomprehensible impression, but I knew that if I ever did extract some truth from life, it could only be from such an impression and from none other, an impression at once so particular and so spontaneous, which had neither been traced by my intelligence nor attenuated by my pusillanimity, but which death itself, the sudden revelation of death, striking like a thunderbolt, had carved within me, along a supernatural and inhuman graph, in a double and mysterious furrow.  (As for the state of forgetfulness of my grandmother in which I had been living until that moment, I could not even think of clinging to it to find some truth; since in itself it was nothing but a negation, a weakening of the faculty of thought incapable of recreating a real moment of life and obliged to substitute for it conventional and neutral images) (ibid.; 759-60; 786-7). 

For Deleuze the key to producing an effective reading of this segment of the novel is to connect it with the phrase 'a little piece of time in its pure state'.  In Difference and Repetition he proposes that the Proustian formula has a double referent: on one level it refers to the pure past, in the in-itself of time (passive noumenal synthesis, which still remains attached to eros), but on another level it refers to the 'pure and empty form of time', or the synthesis of the death-instinct (DR 160; 122).  The encounter with, and exploration of, the pure past is erotic because it finds its basis in our need for attachment (to materiality, for example, such as a face or a place).  As a power and a desire it holds the 'secret of an insistence in all our existence' (ibid., 115; 85).  But it is not the last word or the final synthesis of time.  In the 'note on the Proustian experiences' the claim that the fragment of time in its pure state refers to both the pure past and the empty form of time comes at the end of a long paragraph that connects the in-itself of Combray, an example of  'the object = x', with the ankle-boot and memory of the grandmother.  Deleuze writes:  'Eros is constituted by the resonance, but overcomes itself in the direction of the death instinct which is constituted by the amplitude of a forced movement' (ibid., 160; 122, my emphasis).  What is this 'forced movement'?

For insight into this mode of movement we need to turn to the later edition of Proust and Signs with its added essay on the literary machine, especially the chapter on 'The Three Machines'.   In the first edition of the book the grandmother episode is discussed but the challenge it poses to the question of  'Proust and philosophy' is not confronted.   It takes place in the book's second chapter on 'Signs and Truth' at the point when Deleuze recognizes that sensuous signs can be both signs of alteration and disappearance: there is not only plenitude but also absence, the void of time lost forever.   The episode of the boots and the memory of the grandmother is in principle no different from the madeleine or the cobblestones (PS 29-30; 19-20).  And yet the experience of the former is shattering and puts the Proustian vision of the redemption of time to the test.  How can the experience of irreparable loss be done philosophical justice?  How can death be put to work?  Surely there is only the certainty of death and nothingness?  But it is here - the point in the book that haunts and hovers over Beckett's reading of the novel - that time will reveal one of its most essential truths, if not its actual truth.  This is only made clear by Deleuze in his second reading of the episode in the later edition of the book.  Time will be shown to be the 'truth' of this episode, the time of life as the time of the death-instinct and overcoming of the erotic effect of memory.  

In the chapter entitled 'The Three Machines' Deleuze seeks to show that in Proust's novel there are only 'orders of truth' and no simple or single truth.  The first two orders have already been touched upon.  These are the orders of reminiscences and essences, of time regained through the production of lost time (for it is a paradox of lost time that it is produced as lost), and of general laws extracted from the encounter with the sensuous signs (signs of love, for example, which give way to the Idea of love).  The third order is the order of universal alteration of death, including the Idea of death and the production of catastrophe.   This is the order that constitutes the long denouement of the book, the ageing of the guests of Mme de Guermantes's salon, where we encounter sublime disguises and sublime senilities, the distortion of time in matter (distortion of features, the fragmentation of gestures, the loss of co-ordination of muscles, the formation of moss, lichen, and patches of mold on bodies, etc.).
  All that exists is corroded and distorted by time.  Time gives life and time gives death at one and the same time.  In his essay on Proust, Beckett, writes appropriately of time as 'that double-headed monster of damnation and salvation',
 and of the role played by time's 'poisonous ingenuity' in the 'science of affliction'.
 

This final order, which is already encountered in the memory of the grandmother, presents an acute problem for the narrator and for readers of the novel.  This final order fits into the other two orders and would seem to negate any principle of meaning or value.  Is not death lurking away in each and every moment?  When the narrator leans down to unbutton his boot everything begins exactly as in ecstasy, the expectation of the strange return with the present moment set in resonance with an earlier one.  But very quickly this joy turns into an intolerable anguish as the pairing of the two moments breaks down and yields to a disappearance of the earlier one 'in a certainty of death and nothingness' (PS 189; 157).  A reconciliation must be found and a contradiction solved between the third and the first two orders.  It is insufficient to appeal to the narrator's recognition of the fact that he has in his life already died many times (on the duration of a life as a sequence of multiple 'juxtaposed but distinct'  'I's' see Proust, RTP 3, 943; SLT 3, 972), or the seriality of his loves which contain their own little deaths (the deaths between partial or virtual objects).  For here in the third order we are presented with an 'idea of death' as that which 'uniformly imbues all fragments' and carries them 'toward a universal end' (ibid.).  We seem to be confronted with the existential truism that death robs life of all meaning.  But this insight or claim has to be shown to derive from an optical illusion or effect, just like the optical illusion and effect of the pure past.  The contradiction is not resolved in the memory of the grandmother (and it is noticeable that Beckett produces no reading of this episode; he simply tells us his view that the section in which the episode takes place, the 'Intermittences of the Heart', is perhaps the greatest passage Proust ever wrote and then recounts it).
  Whereas the first two orders ultimately prove productive in the apprenticeship of time and truth, the latter would seem to be absolutely catastrophic and unproductive.  Hence Deleuze's question:  'Can we conceive a machine capable of extracting something from this kind of painful impression and of producing certain truths?'  As long as we cannot, he says, then the work of art encounters the gravest objections.  

Deleuze now seeks to show that this idea of death consists of a certain effect of time.  The idea of death must lead to a truth of time being disclosed.  What is the specific effect of time that produces the idea of death?  Deleuze argues as follows.  With two given states of the same person - the earlier that we remember, the present that we experience - the impression of ageing from one to the other has the effect of pushing the earlier moment into a remote, improbable past.  It feels as if geological periods have intervened.  The movement of time, from past to present, is 'doubled by a forced movement of greater amplitude', it sweeps away the two moments, stresses the gap between them, and pushes the past far back in time.  It is quite different to the echo of resonance produced in the madeleine experience, because in this experience we are presented with an infinite dilation of time and not a contraction of it to a maximum degree as is the case with the former experience.  This leads Deleuze to propose that the idea of death be treated 'less as a severance than an effect of mixture or confusion' in which the 'amplitude of the forced movement is as much taken up by the living as by the dead; all are dying, half dead, or racing to the grave'  (PS 191; 159).  This half-death, however, is also of significance in an unexpected way, a way that the narrator cannot understand and appreciate at the time of the experience of the involuntary memory of the grandmother and the shocking confrontation with the event of her death:  '…at the heart of the excessive amplitude of the movement, we can describe men as monstrous beings', that is, as those who occupy in time a much more considerable place than the one reserved for them in space.  When viewed under the optics of Time - a place of occupation without counting or measuring  - human beings are transformed into giants, plunged into the years and periods remote from one another in time.  Beckett was apposite in holding that with regard to the time of this life of human beings there is no other science than that of the science of affliction.  He opened his essay by stating that Proust 'will refuse to measure the length and weight of man in terms of his body instead of in terms of his years'. 
  But how is it possible to surmount the objection or contradiction of death?  Deleuze argues that death ceases to be an objection to the extent that it can be integrated into an 'order of production, thus giving it its place in the work of art' (PS 192; 160).  More specifically, he writes: 'The forced movement of great amplitude is a machine that produces the effect of withdrawal or the idea of death'.  The encounter with death is another way in which the force and sensation of time are disclosed and felt.  The idea of death, therefore, necessarily requires, and relies upon, an optics and a perspectivism.  It occupies a place within life.  It is part of the delay or the 'meanwhile' that constitutes the 'event' that belongs neither to time nor to eternity.  In this delay and 'meanwhile' we have already died and will die innumerable times.  It is not, therefore, so much that the dead become distant from us as time goes by, but rather that we become distant from them:  the dead die for us through our occupying a place within the forced movement of time.  This might explain why at one point in Difference and Repetition Deleuze says that this delay is the pure form of time (DR 163; 124).  

The idea of death is produced, it is produced by time and as an effect of time and, as such, it belongs to life, or to the time of life.  In Difference and Repetition Deleuze writes:  '…so the second synthesis of time [the pure past] points beyond itself in the direction of a third synthesis which denounces the illusion of the in-itself as still a correlate of representation.  The in-itself of the past and the repetition in reminiscence constitute a kind of "effect", like an optical effect, or rather the erotic effect of memory itself' (DR 119; 88).   It is not necessary here to explore in detail the nature of this third synthesis, the pure empty form of time; we simply note Deleuze's acknowledgement of the curious 'effect' of memory.  What is relevant to our investigation in this essay is the configuration Deleuze gives to the play between eros and thanatos.  At one point Deleuze proposes to read 'time empty and out of joint' (time stripped of contents or independent of empirical determination) as 'precisely the death instinct', which, furthermore, does not 'enter into a cycle with Eros, but testifies to a completely different synthesis' (ibid., 147; 111).  The correlation between eros and memory is replaced by one between 'a great amnesiac' and a 'death instinct desexualised and without love' (ibid.).  Deleuze takes issue with Freud's positing of a death instinct existing prior to this desexualized energy.  Freud did this for two reasons, according to Deleuze: first, because he allowed a dualistic and conflictual model to preside over his theory of drives, and second, he relied on a material model for his theory of repetition:  '…determined as the…return of the living to inanimate matter, death has only an extrinsic, scientific, and objective definition' (ibid.).  In contrast to this Deleuze proposes a very different conception of death, for example, as 'the last form of the problematic, the source of problems and questions' and as the 'non-being where every affirmation is nourished' (ibid., 148; 112).  This means that death cannot 'appear in the objective model of an indifferent inanimate matter to which the living would "return"; it is present in the living in the form of a subjective and differenciated experience endowed with its prototype.  It is not a material state; on the contrary, having renounced all matter, it corresponds to a pure form - the empty form of time' (ibid.; my emphasis)  Recall: for Deleuze there is no original term in the movement of difference and repetition.  This is the error of the Freudian model: it reduces death to an objective determination of matter in which repetition finds its ultimate principle in an undifferentiated material model 'beyond the displacements and disguises of a secondary or opposed difference' (ibid., 147-8; 111-12).   The structure of the unconscious is not conflictual or oppositional but rather 'questioning and problematizing'.  And repetition is not a bare and brute power but woven from disguise and displacement and does not exist apart from its constitutive elements.  Deleuze proposes, therefore, that we do not posit a death instinct that is distinguishable from eros either in terms of a difference in kind between two forces or by a difference in rhythm or amplitude between two movements.  If this was the case then it would mean that difference would simply be given, and so would life.  Thanatos is indistinguishable from the desexualization of eros, and 'there is no analytic difference between' the two.   There is, however, a difference between the two and this difference is to be conceived as a difference in the synthesis of time: ‘Thanatos stands for a synthesis of time quite unlike that of Eros’ (ibid., 149; 113).  The synthesis of time at play in the death-instinct is that of the empty form of time in which the libido ‘loses all mnemic content’ (ibid.) and, as such, it is built upon the remains and ruins of Eros.  

Proust and the Death-Drive

I have sought to illuminate how Deleuze reads two key segments in Proust's novel, the little piece or fragment of time in its pure state and the grandmother episode.  I have also sought to clarify the work that a notion like the virtual is doing in Deleuze's reading and to draw attention to his dramatic re-working of the death-drive.  In his subsequent work Deleuze will continue to put to work this matrix of problems and concepts and to re-fashion the key episodes of Proust's novel.  Thus, for example, the virtual, the death-drive, and the grandmother episode are all to be found at work in Anti-Oedipus (1972), and new ways of reading Proust are developed in A Thousand Plateaus (1980).  In the latter Deleuze and Guattari insist that Proust's project was not to regain time or to force back memories but rather one of becoming a 'master of speeds to the rhythm of his asthma' (MP 333; ATP 272). In the former Proust's novel is read as a 'schizoid work par excellence' (AO 51; 43) and as a 'great enterprise in schizoanalysis' (ibid., 380; 318).  The Oedipus complex is said to be virtual; it is a 'reactional formation…a reaction to desiring-production' (ibid., 154; 129).  In opposition to the problematic positing of a death-instinct or drive Deleuze and Guattari offer the (material) unconscious as both the model and the experience of death: 'Death then is part of the desiring-machine, a part that must itself be judged, evaluated in the functioning of the machine and the system of its energetic conversions, and not as an abstract principle' (ibid., 397; 332).  Freud's death-drive is taken to be a transcendent principle caught up in a subjective system of representation of the ego, in which the essence of life is conceived in the form of death itself: '…this turning against life, is also the last way in which a depressive and exhausted libido can go on surviving, and dream that it is surviving' (ibid., 398; 333).  In contrast to this, Deleuze and Guattari approach death as the most common of occurrences in the unconscious, taking place simply because 'it occurs in life and for life, in every passage or becoming, in every intensity as passage or becoming' (ibid., 394; 330). It is possible to speak of a 'model' of death because all the deaths that take place in the unconscious are explicable in terms of the 'cycle of desiring-machines'.
  This play we find in Anti-Oedipus, involving a virtual Oedipus and a movement of libidinal (transversal) becoming, replicates the movement I have traced in Proust and Signs and Difference and Repetition from the virtuality of the past to the destruction of our erotic attachment to memory through the forced movement of the death-drive and the higher synthesis of time.  

Deleuze's use and abuse of Proust for life thus differs markedly from an entire French (and not only French) tradition of reading Proust that traps him exclusively in a depressive cycle of nostalgia and mummification, spinning in the vertigo of the virtual and seeking refuge in the melancholia of lost time.  For Beckett Proust's science of that of 'affliction', not schizoanalysis; for Bataille the project is one of attaining a state of total and pure dissatisfaction;
 for Kristeva the project is one of a morbid (and erotically perverse) attachment to death and to the past, it is not a project that is concerned with 'life' or the future.  The readings of both Deleuze and Kristeva, in fact, make the death-drive crucial to an encounter with Proust but they configure its role in strikingly different ways.  For Deleuze it provides the means by which we can appreciate the extent to which the synthesis of time in Proust's novel is, ultimately, to be conceived as an attempt to overcome the erotic effect of memory.  For Kristeva, by contrast, the task is to reveal the extent to which the erotic investment in the past is informed by and grounded in the death-drive. 

Like Deleuze, Kristeva appreciates the extent to which time, in one sense, creates death or that death is an effect of time.  It is time that '"prolongs" the dead by placing them in the gigantic space where they lived, a space that augments them, deepens them, even subsumes them.  Hence they resemble monsters - deep monsters' (TS 151; 82).  It is death - be it that of Albertine or the grandmother - that is always 'transformed into a memory, a trace, an impression, an act of writing' (ibid., 149; 81).  Affects or sensations frozen in the past remain free of change and exist independently of the 'feeling, degraded world of the present' (ibid., 330; 188).  It is these frozen images and sensations that feed the soul of the narrator.  It is for these reasons that Kristeva reads Proust as a writer of space and not time:

When faced with two inexorable forms of temporality - death (Albertine dies, desire dies) and change (inflicted on the body, like aging, or on society, like war) - and with the illusory rebirth of youth, the novel goes beyond the vagaries of linear time and recovers a sort of temporal anteriority.  Hence, by avoiding time's two implacable imperatives - death and change, which are also imperatives of desire…what we might call a 'timeless time' locates a series of sensations on the margins of time, that is, in space.  The recollection-sensation does away with time and replaces it with an eternity - the spatial eternity of a literary work that Proust compares to a cathedral (ibid., 332; 189). 

For Kristeva the search for time is a search for 'volume' in which the drama of selves, their birth and death, creation and annihilation, can be transfigured and transformed.  The narrator's desire is to slow time down to the point of complete arrest, to render time gigantic and monstrous, and this requires an aesthetic reversal of self-surpassing time and the conquest of impersonal and inhuman duration:  'He slows down the impatience of "Being-in-advance-of-itself" by turning this achieved advance in the other direction.  Proust's desire is a desire for the past. He covets not what is to come but what has already occurred and slowed down' (ibid., 530; 310). Think of the way in which the narrator lingers over his remarks on any present, always interrupting and expanding it, so 'preventing it from running ahead and reformulating itself as a project' (ibid.).  It is not the case, however, that the Proustian narrator would simply subscribe to the Whiteheadian position that time as 'perpetually perishing' is the ultimate evil,
 simply because the narrator is fully cognisant of the fact that the redemption of time from time is dependent on the very being, or becoming, of time itself.  Kristeva acknowledges that 'pure time' - the enjoyment of the essence of things through living outside time - is something contingent on numerical and linear time (ibid., 540; 316). Moreover, she shows the extent to which Proust challenges and overturns the stress on time as a project and time as care or concern (as in Heidegger, of course):


When being is understood as 'temporality' and 'concern', the loss of time has a pejorative connotation.  In the narrative experience of temporality, however, lost time becomes the sine qua non condition for attaining the dispersion caused by the grace of the sense of time.  The more time the narrative or imaginary I has to lose, the less it finds time to be precious in itself, for the I uses involuntary memory to represent temporality through style and characters. (ibid., 532; 312; my emphasis).
 

In other words, the imaginary enjoys losing time, 'dispersing it, and redoing it within a discourse in formation'.  Kristeva makes an important point about the autonomous nature of the time that is being created (through being lost, wasted, regained):  'Despite what one might think, the "image" that constitutes the imaginary is not a copy of an external object. The image…is a discourse representing the construction.  It is a "vision" (ibid., 533; 312). 

What the novel seeks to bring about and to effect is the removal of the narrative from temporal duration in order to put in its place the 'exhilaration of pure time':


In this sense, Proust does not subscribe to the opposition Bergson sets up between pure subjective duration and an objective time that can be measured in spatio-temporal terms.  In Proust's novel, lost time is immediately 'searched for' within a spatial imaginary and within the discontinuity of language, so that spatio-temporal continuity and its fragmentation are not an antithesis to pure time but its servant, the preferred means for attaining time regained  (ibid., 340; 194).  

The ultimate 'imaginary', therefore, is at work in Proust's novel and this imaginary is the destiny of the narrator's vocation:  it is nothing other than time regained.  Proust is not a mystic (who would consider the experience to be real), he is not a scholar (who would simply brush aside the experience), and he is not a philosopher (who would attempt to explain the experience away or to tower over it). This specific sense of this time regained Kristeva explicates as follows:  'Time regained is a proliferation of signs that graze that blinding region of fleeting, overabundant, and unbearable sensations and move toward the mute memory of cells that feel suffering and bliss' (ibid., 343; 196).   

It is not that the narrator does not have a 'concern' with time or does not 'care' about it; it is rather that this concern is for him a jouissance or passion. When this 'point' is reached in the novel and the narrator's apprenticeship, then: 


…the theme of anxiety, along with care, its counterpart, is hardened into violence that is both inflicted and experienced.  Death is not a final destination, but a death drive inherent in Being (une pulsion de mort intérieure a l'Être), its constitutive intermittence, its indispensable lifeblood.  In this sense sadomasochism is the inevitable counterpart to the imaginary, the hidden and necessary face of delicacy. In this respect, Sade was one of Proust's precursors (ibid., 533; 313).  

On this reading, then, the death-drive is at one with the erotic investment of the powers of memory, it is placed in its service.  Eros does not need to be overcome by the superior power of thanatos or a higher synthesis of time. The erotic attachments and investments of the Proustian narrator require death more than they require anything else.  We might add: if in the construction of a work devoted to eternity the narrator is capable of attaining an 'indifference' towards death this is because death has been incorporated, it has been made the subject of control and regulation, even mastery.  Jealousy, desire, madness, love, death, and so on, all find their authentic and eternal existence and 'truth' in the work of art.  

It would appear that we are confronted with a straightforward clash between a psychoanalytic reading of Proust and a 'machinic' one.  Deleuze's reading always stresses the movements at work in Proust's novel: a serial movement, a movement of time,
 a movement of transversals, a movement of becomings (animal, woman, molecule, imperceptible).  Movement here is machinic not simply because something is always being produced but rather because the processes of production that are at play in Proust's novel are ones governed by the absence of unity.  What makes Proust a supremely modernist writer for Deleuze is the fact that he constructs an individuating world from out of fragments, in which its parts are produced as asymmetrical sections and exist as 'hermetically sealed boxes, noncommunicating vessels...in which there are gaps even between things that are contiguous, gaps that are affirmations, pieces of a puzzle belonging not to any one puzzle but to many…' (AO 51; 42-3).  The 'whole' of the novel is itself a production but it too is produced as a part alongside other parts, it does not serve to unify or totalize these parts.  The psychoanalysis-inspired reading would refuse to see 'becomings' taking place in the novel and stress only the closed system of a supra-egotistical self.
  This is a self that has fully incorporated itself and that feeds not only on the idea of death but on the deaths the narrator stages, anticipates, and executes.
  One can acknowledge that the psychoanalytic reading remains more faithful to Proust's project than the schizoanalytic reading and that it succeeds in drawing attention to the disturbing aspects of the narrator, including the depressive and melancholic attachment to lost time.  For Deleuze, however, the aim of one's reading and creation of concepts is to remain faithful to, and become equal to, the event of life.  For him philosophy cannot be restricted to the territory of subjectivity since subjectivity is a black hole.  Deleuze too, then, but in a different way to Kristeva, is always a faithful reader of Proust.


It is no longer a matter of saying: to create is to remember  - but rather, to remember is to create, is to reach that point where the associative chain breaks, leaps over the constituted individual, is transferred to the birth of an individuating world (PS 134; 111). 
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� 	'Boulez, Proust, and Time:  "Occupying without Counting"', Angelaki, 3: 2 (1998), pp. 69-74, p. 71.  For Bergson see 'The Perception of Change' (1911), in Œuvres (Paris: PUF, 1959), pp. 1365-1392; The Creative Mind, trans. M. L. Andison (Totowa, New Jersey: Littlefield, Adams, & Co., 1975), pp. 130-59. 





� 	Deleuze, 'Boulez, Proust, and Time', p. 71. 





� 	In Proust and Signs Deleuze defines an essence as 'a difference, the absolute and ultimate Difference' (p. 53; p. 41).  Such a difference, however, does not name a simple empirical difference between two things or objects since this is to subordinate difference to that which is always extrinsic and contingent.  By definition for Deleuze 'internal' or 'immanent' difference, as unfolded in Proust's novel, especially in its thinking on art, must belong to a 'spiritual' order or realm.  There is a connection with Platonism insofar as Proustian essences are more 'revealed' than they are 'created'.  See also pp. 122-4; pp. 100-2. It is not until the later 1970 edition that Deleuze makes a concerted effort to distinguish the Proustian 'search' from Platonism, see PS, pp. 131ff.; pp. 108ff.  Essence for Deleuze is not something individual but rather a principle of individuation:  'Essence, according to Proust, as we have tried to show…is not something seen but a kind of superior viewpoint, an irreducible viewpoint that signifies at once the birth of the world and the original character of a world' (p. 133; p. 110).  





� 	Freud's der Todestrieb was translated into English by James Strachey not as 'death-drive' but as 'death-instinct'.  In Difference and Repetition Deleuze refers to the 'Freudian conception of de l'instinct de mort'.  Kristeva uses 'pulsion de mort' and states that it is 'the most instinctual of all the drives', Time and Sense, p. 556; p. 326.  The clue to Deleuze's choice is to be found in his definition of drives as bound excitations; this suggests that for him the death-instinct is the primary movement of life because it denotes unbound energy.  For further insight into this issue see the study by Richard Boothby, Death and Desire: psychoanalytic theory in Lacan's return to Freud (New York & London: Routledge, 1991), note 1, p. 229 & pp. 29-30, 69-70, 71-2, 83-4.  On Boothby's reading the primary function of the death-drive in Freud is not biological: 'As a radical force of unbinding, the death drive must be interpreted psychologically. The death drive designates the way the bound organization of the ego is traumatized by the pressure on it of unbound instinctual energies' (p. 84).  In the index of names and texts that appears at the back of DR Deleuze makes reference to Lacan’s Ecrits (published 1966) with the entry: ‘difference and repetition in the unconscious, the death-instinct’.  This should not be taken to mean, however, that Deleuze has adopted a Lacanian reading of Freud.  





� 	The death of Albertine is also important but cannot be treated here.  This death assumes much more prominence in Kristeva's reading than it does in Deleuze's.  For a helpful and incisive overview of the figuration of death in Proust's novel see Malcolm Bowie, Proust Among the Stars (London: Fontana, 1998), chapter VII, pp. 267-319.  For his deft treatment of the death of Albertine see pp. 297ff.  In this chapter Bowie makes a number of astute observations: not only is death everywhere on display in the final stages of the book, an equally deeper and more elusive terror constitutes the book's opening: 'The narrator's younger self hovers between sleep and waking, desiring darkness and recoiling from it too. His candle is already out, but he is woken from the sleep into which he has already fallen by the thought that it is time to blow out his light.  Silence, loss, emptiness, departure, abandonment… these are the ideas that are kindled by the surrounding darkness.  And the narrative voice itself, playing upon these youthful memories, hovers between utterance and extinction…This is consciousness feeding on the thought of its own destruction' (p. 269).  Further on, Bowie notes that the novel '…conspires with violence and death; for long paragraphs, it has suffering, dread, outrage and, yes, panic running through it.  The narrator schools himself in cruelty, and is prepared, when it comes to the effects of death-awareness upon the mind, and of illness and ageing upon the body, to cultivate excess'.  The narrator of the novel '…is capable of philosophic calm, yet has a mania for emblems and mementoes of death' (pp. 308-9).  





� 	For the necessary information see Jean-Yves Tadie, Marcel Proust: A Life, trans. E. Cameron (London: Penguin, 2001), pp. 127-9.  The difference between Proust and Bergson cannot be said to revolve around the issue of involuntary memory since, as Roger Shattuck has recently argued, 'Despite Proust's statements to the contrary, the distinction between voluntary and involuntary memories is basic to Bergson's argument'.  See R. Shattuck, Proust's Way (Middlesex: Penguin, 2000), p. 115.  Spontaneous memory is explicitly named as 'involuntary' by Bergson in Matter and Memory.  On this issue see also David Gross, 'Bergson, Proust, and the Revaluation of Memory', International Philosophical Quarterly (1985), 25: 4, pp. 369-80.  Adorno speaks of Bergson as 'Proust's kinsman in more than spirit' and locates the rapport between the two in terms of a shared 'reaction to ready-made thought, to the pre-given and established cliché'.  See T. W. Adorno, 'Short Commentaries on Proust', in Notes to Literature: volume one, trans. S. W. Nicholson (New York: Columbia University Press, 1991), pp. 174-84, pp. 175-6.  For instructive insight see also Kristeva, Time and Sense, p. 534; p. 313:  '…the Bergsonian imagination is similar to Proust's project because it deemphasizes "quantitative time" and favours a "qualitative time" that is experienced and felt, a pure interiority that is nonetheless transcendental.  Even so, Proust's work can never be reduced to Bergson'.  





� 	G. Poulet, Proustian Space, trans. E. Coleman (Baltimore: John Hopkins University Press, 1977), preface. 





� 	Kristeva, Time and Sense, p. 539; p. 316: '"Discrete multiplicities" are the essential components of memory'. 





� 	G. Poulet, Proustian Space, p. 39. 





� 	Ibid.,  Poulet is citing from the lengthy discussion of Vinteuil's music - the 'little phrase' of the sonata first encountered in the early part of the novel and now the new revelation of the septet - in 'The Captive', RTP 3, pp. 248ff.; SLT 3, pp. 250ff.  The appeal to the narrator of an Elstir (a painter) or a Vinteuil (a musician) is that they are artists who are able to disclose to us individuating worlds of essences - essences that only art can create.  New and other worlds cannot be discovered and explored simply by acquiring a pair of wings or a different respiratory system, for even if we did visit a Mars or a Venus we would still take with us the same senses and so clothe all that we would see in the same aspect as the things on Earth: 'The only true voyage of discovery, the only really rejuvenating experience, would be not to visit strange lands but to possess other eyes, to see the universe through the eyes of another, of a hundred others, to see the hundred universes that each of them sees, that each of them is; and this we can do with an Elstir, with a Vinteuil; with men like these we do really fly from star to star' (ibid., 258; 259-60).  Like other readers of the novel, Deleuze is intrigued by the role played in the novel by Vinteuil's 'little phrase' and the move from the sonata to the septet.  In Proust and Signs he refers to them as conveying the movement of a difference and repetition, as when the narrator says: 'Meanwhile the septet, which had begun again, was moving towards its close; again and again one phrase or another from the sonata recurred, but altered each time, its rhythm and harmony different, the same and yet something else, as things recur in life…' (ibid., 259; 261; see Deleuze PS, 51-2, 62-3, 138; 39-40, 48-9, 114).  For Deleuze's later treatment of music in Proust, including an innovative reworking of the significance of the move from the sonata to the septet, see the essay entitled 'Boulez, Proust, and Time', Angelaki, 3: 2 (1998), pp. 69-74; see also G. Deleuze and F. Guattari, MP, pp. 332-3, p. 392; ATP, pp. 271-2, p. 319, and QP?, p. 179; WP?, pp. 188-89. On the nature of the progression involved in the narrator's appreciation of Vinteuil's music see the discussion in Richard Bales' essay, 'Proust and the Fine Arts', in R. Bales (ed.), The Cambridge Companion to Proust (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 2001), pp. 183-200, especially pp. 188-96.  See also Kristeva, Time and Sense, pp. 377-80, 474ff.; pp. 214-16, 272 ff.; and, of course, the inspired treatment in Merleau-Ponty, The Visible and the Invisible, trans. A. Lingis (Evanston: Northwestern University Press, 1968), pp. 149-55.  





� 	Ibid., p. 40. 





� 	For Deleuze it is important to appreciate that the 'Search' is not simply bound up with an effort of recall but, as recherche, is to be taken in the strong sense of the term, as one would speak of 'the search for truth' (PS, p. 9; p. 3).  This point has recently been emphasized by Roger Shattuck, in part as a critique of Poulet's reading.   See Shattuck, Proust's Way, p. 209.  





� 	Roger Shattuck translates the verb miroiter as 'flashes back and forth' and notes that it also means 'to glisten' and 'to shimmer'.  He describes this passage as the most important one in the novel on memory, and explains the experience the narrator is describing, which is akin, Shattuck says, to a 'trick' or 'subterfuge', like having 'two probes in time the way we have two feet on the ground and two eyes watching space'.  Moreover, what 'would otherwise be a meticulous analytic explanation is suddenly set in motion and brought to life by the verb miroiter…', so that the sensation of time 'becomes iridescent, like a soap bubble, like the plumage of certain birds, like an oil film on water.  This enlarged double vision of the world projected in time embodies a parallax view: it provides a sense of depth resulting from a displacement of the observer'.  See Shattuck, Proust's Way, p. 124.  





� 	As Blanchot observes, it is the concentration on the 'essential impressions' which place the 'pure and original' order of time at Proust's disposal, 'this distended, enormous, monstrous existence that time makes for everyone…'.  He makes a further crucial observation: '…we see two complimentary consequences - and not, as previously believed, contradictory - that Proust draws from his experience.  He finds in it the assurance that the being who endures survives the apparent death that each instant of time gives him, since the fortuitous meeting of the present with an analogous past establishes the necessity for a link (that is what Proust understands when he speaks of being "outside of time", "freed from the order of time", that is to say freed from the death of time).  Moreover, since the duration of the being in time is not a definitive loss, pure and simple, but existence, he forms the aim of finding this existence again as the irreducible impressions he was privileged to receive now allow him to imagine.  (Thus he speaks of "isolating, immobilizing - for the length of time of a lightning-flash - what the being never apprehends: a little time in its pure state")'.  See M. Blanchot, 'The Experience of Proust', in Blanchot, Faux Pas, trans. C. Mandell (California: Stanford University Press, 2001; original d.o.p. 1943), pp. 42-7, 45.  See also the essay ''Time and the Novel' in the same volume, pp. 248-52, where he outlines a reading of Virginia Woolf's novel The Waves in terms of time, with 'Time' constituting the novel's 'substance'.  This is 'time' conceived not simply as a phenomenon that shows itself to human consciousness but as that which is 'the basis of all consciousness'.  Each of the six characters of the novel provide an 'image of time'; it is the character of Rhoda, who, notes Blanchot, is like a 'sleepwalker of terror', and comes closest to what he calls the 'greatest reality of time', which for him is 'pure time' and 'empty time' (it is the time of the abyss).  





� 	See G. Deleuze, Cinema 2: L'Image-Temps (Paris: Les Éditions de Minuit, 1985), pp. 108-9; Cinema 2: The Time Image (London: Athlone Press 1989), p. 81:  'What constitutes the crystal-image is the most fundamental operation of time: since the past is constituted not after the present that it was but at the same time, time has to split itself in two at each moment as present and past, which differ from each other in nature, or, what amounts to the same thing, it has to split the present in two heterogeneous directions, one of which is launched towards the future while the other falls into the past'.  Deleuze goes on to note that it is Bergson who shows us that this splitting of time never goes right to the end, which accounts for the strange and bewildering exchange that takes place in the 'crystal' between the virtual and the actual (the virtual image of the past and the actual image of the present).  The key Bergsonian insight for Deleuze is that time is not the interior in us but rather the opposite, it is the interiority in which we move, live, and change.  On time that is neither empirical nor metaphysical but transcendental, see p. 355; p. 271.





� 	See G. Deleuze, Cinema 2, p. 56; p. 39; and., G. Deleuze, 'Boulez, Proust, and Time', p. 73.  





� 	See G. Deleuze, DR, pp. 114-15, 160; pp. 84-5, p. 122; G. Deleuze & F. Guattari, QP?, pp. 158-9; WP?, pp. 167-8. 





� 	See H. Bergson, 'Memory of the Present and False Recognition', Œuvres, pp. 897-930; Mind-Energy, trans. H. Wildon Carr (New York: Henry Holt, 1920), pp. 134-86.  





� 	Here I am referring to the move Deleuze argues that it is necessary to make in chapter three of Bergsonism, 'Memory as Virtual Coexistence', with regard to the past from psychology to ontology. He speaks of 'pure recollection' as having no psychological existence (since it is virtual, inactive, and unconscious) and of the need to make an ontological leap into the pure past so as to have the experience of the past in-itself and gain insight into how the virtual gets actualized.  This entire move is poorly understood if it is thought that Deleuze is suggesting that there is an ethereal realm of virtuality existing in another dimension that is alien to, or divorced from, the psychological.  The aim is rather to expand our understanding of psychology and to show that the virtual has specific conditions of production, genesis, and emergence (and destruction).  For Deleuze, Bergson's great achievement lies precisely in demonstrating the independent existence of memory and the process of its actualization; in this way we are better able to comprehend the practical nature of the 'attention to life' that is necessary to ward off useless and dangerous memories.  Any other conception of memory simply rests on an untenable conception of both the self and time, one in which the self would be at all times perfectly transparent to itself and identical with itself.  See G. Deleuze, Le Bergsonisme (Paris: PUF, 1966), pp. 45-70; Bergsonism, trans. H. Tomlinson & B. Habberjam (New York: Zone Books, 1991), pp. 51-73.  





� 	Here we can refer to the description given in the novel (RTP 1, 44; SLT 1, 47-8).  The narrator has just made reference to the Celtic belief that the souls whom we have lost and left behind are held captive in an inferior being such as an animal, a plant, or some inanimate object.  When they are 'delivered by us, they have overcome death and return to share our life'.  He continues: 'And so it is with our own past.  It is a labour in vain to attempt to recapture it: all the efforts of our intellect must prove futile.  The past is hidden somewhere outside the realm, beyond the reach of intellect, in some material object (in the sensation which that material object will give us) of which we have no inkling.  And it depends on chance whether or not we come upon this object before we ourselves must die'. 





� 	There are a number of reasons why Deleuze holds the essences of art to be superior to those found in the sensuous signs, such as the signs of involuntary memory.  See Deleuze, Proust and Signs, pp. 76-82; pp. 61-6. In essence, Deleuze's argument is that sensuous signs, unlike the signs of art, cannot separate themselves from external and contingent determinations.  As such, they 'represent only the effort of life to prepare us for art and for the final revelation of art' (p. 81; p. 65).  See also chapter four of the text, 'Essences and the Signs of Art', pp. 51-65; pp. 39-51. 





� 	On the event in Deleuze see What is Philosophy?:  'The event is immaterial, incorporeal, unlivable: pure reserve…it is the event that is a meanwhile [un entre-temp]: the meanwhile is not part of the eternal, but neither is it part of time - it belongs to becoming.  The meanwhile, the event, is always a dead time; it is there where nothing takes place, an infinite awaiting that is already infinitely past, awaiting and reserve', QP?, p. 148, p. 149; WP?, p. 156, p. 158. 





� 	Deleuze's Proust and Signs was first published in 1964 and then republished several times throughout the 1970s.  It is the 1970 expanded edition that first includes the added segment on 'The Literary Machine'.  A further edition of the text was published in 1976 which included at the very end the piece written in 1973 and entitled 'Presence and Function of Madness: The Spider'.  The common view of the successive revisions and additions of the text is that it becomes an increasingly postmodern reading of Proust with the Bildungsroman hero of the first 1964 edition becoming an absent character by the time of the text that is published in 1976.  Perhaps the appellation of 'structuralist and poststructuralist' to the later reworkings of the text would be more accurate: witness, for example, the role played in the 1970 material by Eco's semiotics on the one hand and Guattari's notion of 'transversality' on the other.   It is important to appreciate with regard to the first reading, however, and as Duncan Large has astutely pointed out, that he Bildungsroman of the Proustian protagonist and narrator is not that of Wilhelm Meister.  Large suggests that Deleuze may have had in mind Thus Spoke Zarathustra and draws our attention to the fact that Nietzsche's literary-philosophical puzzle ends with a discourse entitled 'Das Zeichen' ('The Sign').  See D. Large, Nietzsche and Proust: A Comparative Study (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2001), p. 57.  





� 	On the 'virtual object', see the important and precise treatment in Deleuze, Difference and Repetition, pp. 130-36; pp. 98-103.  A number of points are worth noting: first, that virtual objects are incorporated in real objects and can correspond to part's of a subject's body, to another person, and to special objects such as toys and fetishes; second, that virtual objects belong essentially to the past, in particular the formation of the pure past (so virtual objects exist, says Deleuze, as 'shreds of pure past'); third, that these peculiar kinds of objects exist only as fragments of themselves in which they are 'found' only as 'lost' and they exist only as recovered; fourth, and perhaps most decisively, they are implicated in the amorous game and play of repetition.  This means that thanatos or the death-drive is thoroughly immanent to the movements of repetition and to the displacement and disguise of the virtual object.  





� 	The narrator of the Search himself writes of  'the perception of truths' resulting in joy. Some of these truths come about as a result of quite trivial pleasures, and some of them can only be discovered in suffering (3, 899; 935).  He also notes at one point that '…brief though our life may be, it is only while we are suffering that we see certain things which are at times hidden from us'  (3, 897; 933).  





� 	The category of 'forced movement' comes from Aristotle and features in his discussion of different kinds of movement, natural and unnatural.  See Aristotle, 'The Physics', IV. 8 & VIII. 4.


� 	Proust's account of death in the closing stages of the novel finds an effective treatment in Bowie's chapter on 'Death' in his Proust Among the Stars, pp. 287ff.  





� 	S. Beckett, Proust (London: John Calder, 1999; first published 1931), p. 11. 





� 	Ibid., p. 15. 





� 	Ibid., p. 39  





� 	Ibid., p. 12. 





� 	The eternal return is read as 'the deterritorialized circuit of all the cycles of desire' (AO p. 396; p. 331). 





� 	G. Bataille, 'Digression of Marcel Proust and Poetry', Inner Experience, trans. L. A. Boldt (New York: SUNY Press, 1988), p. 145. 





� 	See A. N. Whitehead, Process and Reality (London: The Free Press, 1978), p. 340. 





� 	This 'grace' is named as such by Proust in the passage from 'Time Regained' on 'a piece of time in its pure state' but it is not captured as such in the translation of Scott Moncrieff et al.  





� 	Time itself is a transversal:  'Time is precisely the transversal of all possible spaces, including the space of time' (PS, p. 157; p. 130).  





� 	The following passage provides ample evidence of such a closed system at work in the novel: 'Experience had taught me only too well the impossibility of attaining in the real world to what lay deep within myself; I knew that Lost Time was not to be found again on the piazza of St Mark's any more than I had found it again on my second visit to Balbec…I did not intend, then, to make yet another experiment in a direction which I had long known could lead nowhere. Impressions such as those to which I wished to give permanence could not but vanish at the touch of a direct enjoyment which had been powerless to engender them.  The only way to savour them more fully was to try to get to know them more completely in the medium in which they existed, that is to say within myself…I had not known pleasure at Balbec any more than I had known pleasure when I lived with Albertine, for the pleasure of living with her had been perceptible to me only in retrospect.  When I recapitulated the disappointments of my life as a lived life, disappointments which made me believe that its reality must reside elsewhere than in action, what I was doing was not merely to link different disappointments together in a purely fortuitous manner and in following the circumstances of my personal existence.  I saw clearly that the disappointment of travel and the disappointment of love were not different disappointments at all but the varied aspects which are assumed, according to the particular circumstances which bring it into play, by our inherent powerlessness to realize ourselves in material enjoyment or in effective action' (Proust, RTP 3, p. 877; SLT 3, pp. 910-11). 





� 	As Bowie notes with respect to Albertine, 'Albertine is becalmed in the text, embalmed by it, lost beneath the glistening gaze of its abstractions.  Nothing can happen, and no story can be told, as the mortician-narrator moves to and fro', Proust Among the Stars, p. 297.  See also Kristeva, Time and Sense, pp. 326ff.; 186ff.  The difference between the Deleuzo-Guattarian and Kristevian readings perhaps crystallizes on the question of Albertine.  In A Thousand Plateaus Deleuze and Guattari consider it stupid to ask the question: why did Proust make Albert Albertine?  It is 'stupid' because it fails to see that there is a 'becoming-woman' (= a girl), as well as a 'becoming-child', everywhere in the novel, MP, p. 340; ATP. p. 277.  Kristeva, by contrast, holds to the view that: 'Albertine is not Albert.  Albertine can only be one man - the man who cannot escape himself, who knows other people only in himself, and who can reveal himself only if he merges with others - with men as well as women.  This man is a flower in a bunch of amaranths, a gull in a flock of birds, a Gomorrhean, a budding girl… Who is this man?  The narrator'.  Time and Sense, p. 151; pp. 82-3.  








