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BEGINNING

Frangoise Davoine, auther of many books—some with her partner Jean-
Max Gaudilliere—is an inspired writer of what [ call, after Freud, “theo-
retical fiction.” In her primary incarnation, she is a French psychoana.iyst
specializing in the anaiyticai treatment of traumatized peopie. Her work
in this area is world-famous because the world i{eeps producing so much
trauma that its treatment continues to be urgenriy needed. And Davoine’s
work in this area is impressively successful. This is especially remarkable if
we consider Freud’s own conviction that the trauma—generated psychosis—
for reasons I will explain, I call it “madness”—cannot be analyzed. The key
issue in this debate is the possibility of “psychotic” patients to perform the
necessary transference.

Davoine’s success is due to her empathic, re.specti:u_i, and at the same
time, down-to-earth approach, but also to her great theoretical mind. For
she is not only an effecrive clinical psychoanaiyst but also, as her many books
and lectures demonstrate, a very strong theorist, both independent of any
school and profoundiy kﬂowied_geabie about many: Freud, Lacan, the Brit-
ish school, American approaches to psychoanaiysis, and aboriginai modes
of heaiing; as well as phiiosoph}l’, histo:rj-r, classics, sociology, and historical
and modern literarure. She integrates the collective wisdom and knowiedge
of these varied sources and ci.iscipiines, to cieveiop and articulate, neither
eclectically nor with orthodoxy, her unique theory of the psychoanalytic
treatment of the mad. Thanks to her open and equality-based approach she
demonstrates that the mad are capable of transference after all.

But she is much more than a high—ievei scholar and clinical practitioner.
Two more features are relevant here. Her ongoing seminar “Madness and
Sociery” at the Ecole de Hautes Etudes en Sciences Sociales in Paris, which
she has been teaching for many years with Jean-Max Gaudilliére, attracts
a colrl.sistenl:i],r iarge group of active participants, many also practicing in
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Davoine’s vein. Its popuiariry is due to the fact that, as a third element of
her intellectual proﬁie, she is also an E}m:'emeiy engaging teacher. This is
parriy related to the fact—a fourth of this author’s traits—that she is also a
born storyteiier. Whether it is about “cases” or about events in her own life,
about Histor}r or about small events, Davoine’s stories are moving, as riv-
eting and as suspenseﬁli as a first-rate murder mystery. Murder is, inciden-
raiiy, i:requenriy part of her stories; she is ci.eepiy invested in unciersranding
and responding to the way violence generates madness.

This book exhibits all four of these traits. What’s more, all four are in-
dispensabie to achieving the bool's ambitious goai, which is to articulate a
rheory that takes psychc-anaiysis out of its orthodoxies and makes it what
it was aiways meant to be: a rruiy social science. And it does so by way of
diaiogic feeiing: argumentation, saying, demonstration, showing, and af-
fective engagement. The result is a book comparable to no other. At once
an expianation of a theoretical thesis and a development of a great number
of documented case studies, a gripping story and a picture book, a learned
treatise and a humorous tale, this book can be read in different ways and
for different ends. In my own experience, it bears many re-readings. One
look at the opening page says it all: theoretical, narrative, humorous, tragic;
the beginning grips readers, whatever their intellectual interests.

The story is positioned in time: “All Saints’ Day was hovering.” That
makes “tociay,” the present of the story, the Day of the Dead. And indeed,
the author has just learned that one of her patients has died. This death sets
the StOry as well as the ﬁrsr-person narrator’s crisis in motion. The narrator
immediately begins her self-interrogation: “Was I a monster? Just before
ieaving home, I'd almost killed a ciumsy insect—mechanicaiiy, without
Feeiing—on the simpie pretext it had no business being in my house.” Be-
tween the huge event of the death of a patient and the automatic gesture
ofkiiiing—but oniy “almost”—an insect, Davoine establishes a simiiariry—
in-difference that sets the tone for the entire book.

The encounter with that insect, not coincicienta.iiy that mythicai social
insect, a bee, opens a barrage of associations that lead in a variety of direc-
tions. We traverse psychoanaiytic ti’leory, sociology, persorm_i reflection on
the use or ab-use of professionai behavior. We also go to classical Greelk—
for Exampie, the meaning of c‘ti’lerzlpis‘u:” as cc]::-1.1dci].r,” a social function that,
since the AIDS crisis, has gained in visibility. And all this is broached in a
tone that meanders between playfui and serious, while the profounci and
pertinent thoughts that announce the theoretical thrust of the book are
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understandable, concrete, and aEectiveiy appealing for everyone. FErasmus’
Foiiy is introduced—the source for the book’s title—and the ea::]_uaiit},r be-
tween the “I” and the bee preﬁgures the theorertical position of equaiiry
berween patient and anaiyst that is the foundation of the theoretical and
clinical approach to psychoanalysis. All this on the first page.

In this preface I can only touch upon a few elements of this rich book.
Given my own intellectual and creative engagement with the book, which
inspired me to make a film, I limit myseifto its narrative and verbal images,
hoping to show these are not simply frivolous. On the contrary, they are
the buiiding blocks of its compiex but iimpid_iy exposed intellectual, theo-

retical, and clinical point.

STORYBOOK

This intricate and integrative mode of writing makes it impossibie to dis-
ringuish the many levels on which this book operates of, to Use a more ad-
equate term, performs. One of many possible summaries of the story goes
like this. The narrator—Ilet’s call her Frangoise, to distinguish her from
Davoine the author—has just learned of the death ]::-y overdose of one of
her psychoric patients. Discouraged, she enters a deep crisis. The story is
the development of that crisis, aithough with Davoine’s non-melodramatic
mode of writing, this crisis is not an explicit topic as much as it is the
motor of the narrative. She is tempted to abandon her job at the psychiat-
ric hc-spirai. While pondering this decision in the hospitai’s eourryard, she
takes a book on the Middle Ages out of her bag,

Then, the enigmatic figure of Mother Folly appears—as if out of the
book—as its embodied interpretant. And so the story begins to unfold.
Mother Folly is depressed because the Fools do not obey her anymore.
Their traditions have been destroyed. She sits down in silence, in melan-
choly. This depressed state turns Mother Folly into a patient of sorts. (In
the film A Long History of Madness that Michelle Williams Gamaker and I
made on the basis of this book, on which more below, this depression and
its ending in poiiticai combat is shaped with a wink to iconography: she
takes the pose of Diirer’s famous engraving Melencolia I, when she recov-
ers, she becomes, or peri:orrns, the Statue of Liberry:)

A discussion ensues from this encounter, in which a deadpan Frangoise
remains situated in the present without ]:)eing astonished by the confron-
tation with another historical time, and responds as if discu.ssing with col-
ieag'ues or patients. Absolute equaiiry is the basis of both narrative and
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intellectual persuasion. It is this abiiiry’ to remain her professionai self
while engaging with other times and their discourses that is her primary
strength, as a writer, as an analyst—and, as it happens, also as an actress.

Thrc-ughout the story an ontoiogicai uncertainty about madness reigns
between enactment, 5et'ﬂg, and éei;sg—_percefwd. Since piaying the fool is the
Fool's profession, this quest takes a specifically theatrical form. Parallel to
the confrontation between the psychoanalyst and her severely traumatized
(“mad™) patients, this encounter enacts a second confrontation with which
the first is intertwined. This first encounter sets the contemporary world up
against medieval fools, agents and perf'ormers of late-medieval poiiticai the-
ater. That this is theater, and polirical to boot, is crucial for the serious func-
tion of the fools in the book. Most of the time, these two worlds mingle.
That is a major point of the book, a phiiosophy of time interwoven with a
philosophy of the permeability of “madness” and “sanity.” This creates a risk
of anarchy but also an opportunity to mitigate the frontier that casts the
mad as a different species, outside of our social view. The c-nrc-iogicai un-
certainty of madness runs through the entire story and is, indeed, a major
theoretical point the book makes. The intermediate spaces of the courryard
and the treatment room in the hc-spitai, the corridors and the anaiysr’s of-
fice, contribute narmtiveiy to these ambiguities.

The inextricable intertwinement of theoretical and narrative articu-
lation becomes visible, and thus demonstrates the way the literary and
schoiariy modes of writing srrengthen each other. The medium of space,
perfc-rnmrive as it is, shapes each appearance d.iﬂ:erently. In this way; the
ontoiogy of personhood embedded in the idea of madness is questioned.
What is at stake in this playﬁli enactment is the notion of the individual
subject itself. And since the book proposes a theory of a social psychoanal-
ysis, where the small histories of the patients converge with the rrageciies
of History, this questioning is in tune with the boolk’s theoretical thrust.

In the case of the narrator, her boundaries—in time, space, and iden-
riry—meit down. The relevance of this undermining of individuaiiry be-
comes clear when she becomes capabie of identifying not only with her
patients, in whose adventures she begins to participate, but also with
her former self. The autobiogmphicai slant of the narrative becomes
I'l'llliti.*i;ly’EI'Ed, and is not in the least hanipereci b}' the Evidentiy fictional
elements.

Two patients from the past stroll through Frangoise’s world when she
least expects it, like specters. These are Sissi—Dlavoines first failure of
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twenty years ago—and the timeless elfin Ariste (Aristacus), who dies at
the beginning oniy to resurface reguiariy throughout the book when she
evokes his hovering presence as an “inspector” (or as Francoise’s bruised
super—ego), as a source of gossip, and as a memory. These two phantom
patients constantly confront Frangoise with the difficulty of her work and
the clanger, indeed likelihood, of failure. Ariste becomes Francoise’s spec-
ter, in the combined philosophical and sociologicalepoiitical sense Derrida
has put forward; his death a sacrifice to earn insight into the importance of
identification; a kind of gift.

The issue of transference is key to Davoine’s theoretical t‘lisagreement
with Freud, and her insistence that ana.lysis can l'ieip the mad to heal. She
converses with the historical scientist Schrédinger as if they had been long-
term friends. The dialogic form, so appropriate for philosophizing, not
oniy borrowed from Socrates but also from her own earlier book Wittgen-
steins Folly (published in English in 2009), is eminently suitable for the
staging of opinions and doubts, moments of hope and of ciespair, illusion
and cliscouragernent, reasoning and passion.

Frangoise gains a capacity to practice immersion in the deliriums of her
patients, in order to become a fraternal cquai to them. Oniy througl‘l such
an “extreme identification” (my term, not hers) will she be able to carve for
them a space in between wherein the LL::atastro[:)hic regions” alreaci],r evoked
on the opening page, and which generated their madness, can be con-
fronted. Throughout the story, the narrator has been doiug precisel}' thart:
becoming an equal to the “fools” and the “mad.”

Nociding to the rules of classical tragecly, all this action is setin a single
day. Between the trial and the Carnival, Frangoise’s day is not over. She
goes on to treat Herlat, a homeless patient who turns up at her doorstep
when she returns from the trial-like encounter with the Fools. After that,
she pays an overdue visit to the grave of her former teacher, the sister of her
father’s Resistance friend, Monsieur Louis, as well as to that of the latter’s
“mad aunt” who also haunts Francoise’s childhood memories. Temporal
turbulence reigns in this book as strongly as spatial swirling.

Theoretical considerations, which initially occur only in the mind of
the narrator, will be taken over and continued, alternately initiated, by
Fools, colleagues, or patients. Case histories, sometimes elliptical burt al-
ways both clear and based on actual session notes, provid.e these consid-
erations with an empirical basis, while the patients becomes theorists or

“buclcl.ies” Dl.:' thE t_l'l.eDJ!'J'..St. Tl.lE! bDDl{ T.'l'lll.S PI‘OClLlCE!S I’)‘il‘eﬂfj-': a thEOI‘}' Df' DlﬂCi—
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ness as bound up with historical catastrophe', of psychoanalysis as an em-
phatically social science and practice; of the individual subject as fatally
but also, heipi:u_iiy porous, inseparable from other subjects; of images and
their capacity of speech; of speech as imageci and imaginative; of space as
a medium that facilitates sociality. And last but not least, of theory itself as
(the product of ) a collective process.

Davoine’s entire project is a battle against the individualism that i{eeps
the Mad impermeable to psychoanalysis and cuts them off from society.
Mother Fa!;jf depicts her own crisis and the voyage of cii.scovery that leads
to her insigi‘lt. Itis a kind of Bi;'dungrmmmz or travel story; what the Span-
ish created in the tradition of the picaresque novel. Through the intensely
engaging writing, the book persuades readers both inreiiectua.iiy and affec-
tiveiy. Tt is, as | indicated above, strongiy perf'ormative.

Tt is wicieiy known that the concept ofperformativity has been taken up
in philosophy and cultural studies, prirnariiy under the influence of_]uciirh
Butler. Butler emphasizes that it is not the exceprionai speech act but rou-
tine, reiterated speech acts that determine who one is. Treating peopie con-
sisl:entijyr as “maci”—reﬁlsing to take them seriou.siy, responci.ing to their
mad utterances with disbelief, instead ofusing the opportunity fiction pro-
vides in exemplary manner to ask “Whar if . . . ?”—acmaiiy contributes
to madness. But the habits of reiteration are also open to (slow) change.
ﬂ"u:'ough inhabiting a routine, one can change it from within. Narrative is
eminenriy suitable to shape such subtle and ciynamic transformarions. And
reading a narrative can be an exciting process oi:gerting to know alternarive
possibiiities. There lies its social relevance; its perf'ormativity.

PICTURE BOOK

This performativiry is also signiﬁcant for images, inciuding images that, ac-
cording to our ontological distinctions, do not materially exist. Davoine’s
book is also strc-ngiy visual. This has had enormous Consequences formeasa
cultural theorist, critic, and filmmaker with a keen interest in visual culture.

When I first read this bool, for “pureiy academic” reasons—at the time,
I was writing a book on a video artist who stages war trauma—I was as-
tounded by its visuality. While I was reading, images whitled through my
head. I could never detach those images from the theory and the narrative.
But they were images—as in dreams. At that time, my colleague Michelle
Williams Gamaker and I were looking for inspiration for our first fiction
film. Thus far, we had made social documentaries, and we felt compeiied to
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turn a page and try our hand at fiction while maintaining our commitment
to the social side ofthings. That it became this book—for all intents and pur-
poses a rather academic book, after all—rthat formed the basis of our film was
the last thing [ would have Expecred. And yet, it was a perfect match. How
this happened demonstrates the power ofvfsuality in writing, One of Mother
Follys strengths is that it is a picture book as much as a storybook: you see
what you read. Not coincidenrallja “seeing” isa longﬁtanding metaphor for
understanding. In addition to affect, perception contributes to knowled.ge,
and the etymology of “theory” leads back to “seeing through.” As one of the
innumerable fr'lnge benefits of reading this book, I learned more about how
this seeing and/as knowing, and this undersranding and/as affect, operate
from it than from any of the academic worc[—image studies I have read.

First, an author wrote a book in which she described images that came
out of her own readings. Second, my colleague Michelle and I read that
book, and images—the same ones? different ones?—arose from our read-
ing of Frangoise’s readings. Excepr for the image on this book’s cover, a de-
tail from Pieter Breughel the Elder’s painting Dulle Griet (Mad Meg, 1562),
which represent women driven mad by war, there were no images in the
material sense involved in the book. The cover image ge[led with the epi-
graph from Musil—“War is born, like crime, from the little incivilities that
unthinking men enact every day”—also about war but on the micro level,
the bee’s level, so to speak, to form a word—image hypothesis: this book is
about war, its madness, and the madness it generates, and we will see what
that looks like; it is about the routine, the small things, from which war
and subsequent madness emerge. Unthinkingly, every day.

The book itself contains no visual illustrations. Nor does it need them.
For these written images were so strong that after seeing them with my
mind’s eye, I had to make them, not as or “after-images,” although chron-
ologically they came later, but as “inter-images” that were interpretants of
the images evoked but not presented.

To exp[ain how this book achieves its excepriona[ effectiveness as,
among other rhings, a book of thec-ry, I use the term interpretant in the
sense in which American philosopher Charles Sanders Peirce theorized
the sign: thus images can be signs even if they are not materially extant.
Peirce begins his definition of the sign with a perceprible objecr. The ques-
tion posec[ ]::-y this object—"Whar does it mean?”—cannot be answered
by revea[ing somethfng inherent in the object. Instead, the cultural group
in which the object circulates works the meahing out in a practice that
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yields a second, f'urther—developed object. That second object, or sign, is
the inferpretant, a new sigh deve[oped on the basis of, and evoked by, the
attempt to understand the first sign. In this way, interpretation is both on-
going and social.

Objects, hence also images, are active participants in the performance
of analysis in that they enable reflection and speculation; they can con-
tradict projections and wrong—headed interpretations (if the ana[ysr lets
them), and thus constitute a theoretical object with philosophical rele-
vance, whether materiaﬂy embodied or not. Reﬂectiﬂg “from within,” in
my case as filmmaker, on how these processes work is itself an activity
steeped in a larger cultural context.

A gc-od emmple of this interpretive process that allows collective the-
orizing to happen is the ﬁgure who gives this book its title. The ﬁgure of
Folly emerges from a historical tradition, but traditions are never “pure”
and homogeneous. Ours has at least three genealogies.

1. She is the leader of the late-medieval political theater the French call
soities, an anachronistic interpretation of which appears in the boolk.
The story is actually structured quite precisely like a sottze. That the-
ater Frequent[y took the form of a mock trial, in which po[itica[ abuse
was exposed and tyrants undressed at the end, so that their true col-
ors, the yeﬂow and green of Fol[y, became visible. This Egure becomes
the title character of the book; readers see her throughout.

2. She is inspired, secondly, by the speaker of Desiderius Erasmus’ [n
Praise of Folly, a text in which the personification of Folly speaks in the
first person, as announced in Erasmus text: “An oration, of feigned
matter, spoken by Folly in her own person.” This aspect of the Egure
is already mentioned on the book’s opening page. Readers hear this
voice throughout.

3. When she has been driven mad by the violence of war, the hgure
shows up as Brueghel's Dulle Griet/Mad Meg. This incarnation of the
figure is on the cover of the French edition of the book. The theme
of war this Brueghel figure embodies is insidiously present across the
entire book.

Between words and images, the formation of interpretants can be seen
as a version of intertextuality. The invocation of Erasmus’ Folly thus brings
in more than the citation alone. We are sensitized to the importance of her
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voice and address, by words like these, again from the beginniﬂg of Eras-

mus text:

But if you ask me why I appear before you in this strange dress, be pleased to lend
me your ears, and I'll tell you; not those ears, I mean, you carry to church, but
abroad with you, such as you are wont to prick up to jugglers, fools, and buffoons.*

Like Davoine, Erasmus masterﬁj_lly introduces the main issues with his open-
ing words. Contrasring “church” with going “abroad,” meaning the opening
of oneself up to the unknown, the strange, the mad, is the most productive
way of learﬂiﬂg from Foﬂy. Incidentaﬂy, it is also about hearing, address,
and [isteniﬂg as the essence of sodalit}!’. This suits the audiovisual medium
of video perfectly.

Following the book, not to the letter (church) but to the spirit (abroad),
our film, 4 Long History qf]‘lffaa'nesr (or in French, Histoires deﬁrﬁ), stages
a praise of Foﬂy through a praise of anachronism. The two, it appears,
go togerher in their attempts to break rhrc-ugh the boundaries of a nar-
row, and constantly narrowed, genealogica[, evolutionist “reason,” and in-
stead appeal to openness, to what grammar calls the “second person,” while
searching for wisdom and knowledge in unorthodox ways. Many of the
choices made for an audio-visualization of a book, especiaﬂy a theoretical
one, are necessarily “deviations” or ctben:':t].r;lls.” But from making this film,
we learned what really matters in Mother Folly, namely, not to be literal
with reg;ard to loya[ty (church) but to be bold and inventive (abroad), like
this exrraordinary book itself.

From conception, to script, to actual ﬁ[ming and ed.iring, we made His-
toire de fous (A Long History of Madness) in close collaboration with the
author. The images she “saw,” or had in mind, when she wrote her book
are inevitably very different from the ones that ended up in the film. There
are several [ayers of interpretation and imagination berween the one and
the other. This complexiry is c,ompouﬂded ]:)y the fact that the author plays
herself. But only affer the images had circulated, and we had transformed
them, did they come back to the author—from the outside, so to speak—
who, in playing her role, transformed them again. This is why the film
images can only be “inter-images,” with several temporal and visual layers
separating the LLcu:'ig:,rinal” from the images in the film. This process of col-
lective work has a c[ynamic that fits the thec-ry Davoine puts forth here.

* Desiderius Erasmus, The Praise quaff_]f, trans. John Wilson (Rockville, MD: Arc Manor,
2008), g—10.
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A SENSE OF AN ENDING

All this is also in line with a speciﬁc conception of the fundamental inter-
tempomliry of images, which makes “ending” impossibie. Even a material
painting has once existed in the artist’s mind, before it was realized on can-
vas as something quite different. And that material painting subsequently
keeps changing in each act of viewing prc-jecteci upon it, with the time,
place, and social circumstance of its subsequent “life” as a work of art. To
that, there can be no ending.

Foran image, in this sense, will aiways be in the process of “becoming.”
The mad people Davoine calls upon in this book know this. They deploy
forms that are never definitive bur aiways coherent with the cc-mpuision
to show what cannot be said—to make visible what the silence imposed
on them—denial, forgetting, taboo—has made inexpressibie. But in their
wisdom, the mad know this silence cannot “disappear it"—to render this
verb active-obj ective and release it from its more usual fatalism. They make
images that, unendingiy, move; this was yet another reason wi'ly this book
lent itself to a moving-image medium.

Both Davoine as author and Francoise as character have learned this
survival of the past from their mad companions, to whom shefthey serve(s)
as therapon, buddy, dialogic double—and vice versa. To show is ultimately
the mission of the book, and thus the mission the book assigns to the
film: to show, audiovisually, the transformable realities in which the past
can recuperate its piace—thar piace it had refused to give up anyway. For
exampie, in the film, when Sissi, Frangoise’s first patient who interrupted
her treatment, appears and behaves regaiiy, this is not simpi}r a mad arro-
gation of movie-star allure inspired by her namesake made glamorous by
Romy Schneider in Mayerffrzg. Instead, she reclaims the digniry that had
been taken from her. Visuaiizing this seif—digniﬁcation by means of'styiish
costumes and hairdo was our way of enabling this aiieged[y mad person to
become a source of unexpecred wisdom to which her eiegance and beauty
constituted a form of access, while still showing her wounds in the form of
facial expression and mode of speak_ing. Thus the character and her inter-
locutor, the analyst, become each other’s doubles, a doubling that in turn
enabled a restoration of the broken social connection. This then is hea.iing
as becoming whole again. It requires a reversal of time, so that the past can
participate in the present. The sense of an ending, as a result, consists not
of an end but of a ci’lange in Feeiing', a lightness of being against the heavi-
ness of the social rejection that preceded.
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Each new phase of such bewming—[ighter is informed by a later mo-
ment that retrospectively glosses an earlier one. That ]:)ec,oming, and the
mad reversal of time that makes it possib[e, also holds for the collective
work of author and subjects, filmmakers and actors—the work consist-
ing of multiple images, the bod}r of images called “Mére?ﬁﬂe,” inflected
by what “my work,” as a reader, filmmalker, and critic of the resulting im-
ages, adds to and changes in that corpus on the basis of what was already
there but needed showing. Ob\'iousl}', this book with its many allusions
and quotations, its staged encounters between antiquity, the Middle _Ages,
the twentieth century, and a dozen dfscfpliﬂes, poses a great challeﬂge for
translation. Judith G. Miller did a masterful jo]::-, turning its litemry quali-
ties into genuine American literature, just as visual as the original.

Showing is also what scholarly writing and fiction have in common.
I have mentioned that Davoine’s book hovers between fiction and the-
ory. | consider it a “theoretical fiction,” the term Freud uses frequently,
for example, to explain the genre of Tatern and Taboo, his 1913 story of the
primitive band of revo[ting SONS kﬂling and eating the tyranﬂfca[ father.
Sometimes, Freud’s stary intimates, it takes fiction or other forms of imag-
inative thought to understand something for which reason is too simp[e.
Like Freud, Davoine has theoretical points to make and uses specularion
and fiction to de\'elop, articulate, and make them. But unlike Freud’s pri-
mary tool of_pfﬂt, Davoine’s points are prfmari[y made through images. The
plc-t itself serves rather toﬁame the images. In this way, loolc_ing back at my
first reading of it, it seems to me that the book already harbored a film; in-
deed, asked for one.

Ending this prefa::e, then, is the hardest part, because there is no end-
ing. Davoine does not like to use the word “cure,” and even less “cured,”
to denote a finite state. To do so would entail belief in a strong boundary
between “mad” and “sane” people. She does not believe in such a bound-
ary. On the contrary, it is the facile but false assumption of such a distinc-
tion that continues to isolate the mad. By refusing to acknowledge the
responsibi[iry of society—a society that condones rape, abuse, and war—
for the continuous generation of trauma and its aftermath, “we” the col-
lective that stigmatizes madness make it I'mpossible for the mad to be, and
feel, aclmowlec[ged as “one of us.” Their stories must be believed, even
if distorted by the thick layers of pastness that constitute their madness,
confusing generations and subjects. We must co-inhabit their “catastro-
phe zones as Davoine calls them, open them up for cohabitation and also
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for exit. If there is an end to madness, it is not as cured but as sociaﬂy in-
tegrated. “Healing,” rather, is what can take place. No end but a partfal
transformation.

In this preface, as in all publications about this book and its cine-
matic partner that I have written thus far, I have consistently spoken of
“madness” and “the mad.” This is due to another refusal of boundaries in
Davoine’s conception. A great impulse of the book is a polemic against
pharmaceurical treatments, which tend to be based on the wisdom of the
widely consulted American Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental
Disorders, current[y in its fifth edition. On the basis of its classifications,
patients are Frequent[y diagﬂosed, which boxes them in into a speciﬁc kind
of illness. This c[iagnc-sis comes with a prognosis, which is in turn pursued
by means of pharmaceutica[ medication. In protest against this LLﬁ:lcating”
mode of dea[fng with mental disorders, and heeding the prefereﬂces of pa-
tients themselves, we prefer to use the ludicrous but nicely vague and am-
biguous term “madness” to anything that reeks of classification. Out of the
box, as they say.

Moreover, in English, as the title of this book indicates, there was a
choice to make. The French cﬁffr” covers both madness and Folly. Eﬂg[ish
does not allow this ambiguir}c Too bad; I'd have liked the sense of u:11'151'3.?”
in “mad” to remain present. The choice of “folly,” which resonates with
Erasmus’ text but also with the tradition of the sottie and such festive vari-
ations as Carnival, wrenches the word and the event, the people and the
tradition, out of any classiﬁcarory isolation, and makes the turbulence
Davoine has staged the subject of the book. In that turbulence, the reader
is called upon to participate. He or she is asked to listen, and instead of
questioning, to go with the flow towards an adventure that makes the best
of what “social” means: the tendency of groups and persons to develop
links and live in communities and to form transient but vital groups, liv-
ing together in ]:)ecoming, in cheerful not fearful difference.



