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Introduction 2008: On Hollows, or an Alarmed Door 

Le choix que je suis  

[the choice that is me] 

Jean-Paul Sartre, L’Etre et le néant, 1943 

 

0. A Note to Myself: In the Ice Age (A Counter-project to Xiung Xi-ling) 

 

All that we feel is the freezing storm  

But who is there to grieve for the warmth? 

As you’re leaving, bequeath this wish: 

Everybody should afford happiness! 

 

1. On the Situation  

It’s lonely in the saddle since the horse died.  

Graffito in Paddington NSW (Australia), ca. 1997  

Must I make my peace 

with Clausewitz; or with Hobbes’s law?  

[…] 

Suddenly they are upon us, the long  

columns, the immense details  

of betrayal: as always predicted  

yet wholly unforeseen. 

Geoffrey Hill, The Triumph of Love, 1988 

 

This book is a unified collection of some essays and batches of poems, grouped chronologically and written 

inside what are to my mind two historical Leviathans where I lived: the end of Fordism and post-World War 

Two Welfare State (1973–1991) and Post-Fordism, where company is wolf to company, state to state, human to 

human, and the resulting psychophysical horrors are unmitigated (mid-1990s to the present).  
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It might be objected that Fordism, or the last aftershocks of the Leninist period and of the ensuing 

Welfare State, ended economically about 1973. But my understanding was certainly very laggard: I only began 

to realize it after 1989, while full illumination dawned on me with the NATO bombs on Belgrade in the 1990s. 

Thence a certain break in time, and perhaps even more in tone, between Chapters 1–6 and Chapters 8–18 of this 

book, marked by the batch of poems called “The Doldrums: 1989-99.” The central shift of horizons, though not 

of orientation (see Chapter 5), is that up to 1991 I was still confident that the antifascist impetus and  

achievements of my youth could be carried on – with whatever modifications towards a New Left and whatever 

huge difficulties in finding a way between capitalism and Stalinism (see Chapter 11 on Zamyatin’s We). After 

the mid-1990s I was not: my team was in full defeat and rout, and all that could be done was to try and 

understand how come, why, and how to envisage possible rearguard skirmishes. As the Reaganite slogan went, 

which I met in Canada too, “That was then; this is now.” New subject-matter demanded to be met – 

laboriously, since for all my interest I had never analytically dealt with it. This I found I could only do bit by 

bit, in essays which, though incorporating much research, diverged from the scholarly norm I had followed for 

almost half a century. Concomitantly, their bulk shifted from the academically acceptable six to nine thousand 

words to thirteen to seventeen thousand; this did not ease their publication, which shifted to non-academic, 

though largely as marginal, venues (with one exception, whose editor is thanked in Chapter 15).  

A look at the contents of the book shows that the first six essays could be inscribed in a somewhat heretic 

or innovative wing of some academic pursuits, themselves marginal to orthodoxy, such as studies of science 

fiction and utopian studies. The poems of the time (Chapter 4), while facing the personal price to be paid by an 

émigré, still held to the larger framework of Blochian hope, which indeed culminated in the utopian “soft 

primitivism” of Visions off Yamada and other similar poems of a more intimate nature (see Suvin, 

“Parentheses”). The poems of Chapter 7, during and after the break-up and civil wars in Yugoslavia, culminate 

to my mind in the cosmic desolation of “Imagine a Fish,” a hyperbole for the dystopian period I grappled with 

after the mid-1990s. Parallel to this, the stocktaking of Chapters 8–12 issues in an overt discussion of dystopia 

(Chapter 13). Nonetheless, the horizon of a history that has no end is not forgotten, it lives in the poems of 

Chapter 14 as the value stance from which all is judged and at times even surfaces. The final three essays are 

lengthy reflections about a ground to stand on, ubi consistam: in the Marxian depths of labour, in the 

Benjaminian horizon of salvation, in the best of imaginative fiction. All of them communicate with our 
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empirical Possible World Zero, indicating places of Hope the Principle. Through the darkness of dystopia, 

which must be observed because we are living it (Chapters 13 and 17), they reaffirm eutopia, the radically 

better place to be striven for in every here and now.  

 

2. On the Approach  

The writing of this book […] has been a series of experiments 

in methods of thinking about anthropological material, and it 

remains to report upon how I was led to carry out these 

experiments […] and to stress what I regard as my most 

important results.  

Gregory Bateson, Epilogue to Naven, 1936  

 

What happened around and to me propelled me towards two quasi-disciplinary perspectives, epistemological 

and political. I adopt the definition of epistemology as the theory of cognition (where psychology should meet 

philosophy) dealing with the possibilities and limits of human knowledge, the analysis of conceptual and other 

cognitive systems – in my case especially metaphors and figurations in general – and in particular the critique 

of language and other sign-systems as concrete consciousness, pioneered by my late friend Raymond Williams. 

As to politics, I am comfortable with the Hellenic approach to it as “affairs of the community,” but in today’s 

global dynamics I would rather treat them as ongoing history, if updated by Marx’s insights into the class 

structure of people’s life together. I have however been unable, perhaps also unwilling, to follow any 

disciplinary mainstream. Instead, I found whatever illumination I could in dissidents (visible in my Works 

Cited lists), in poets, whether writing verse, prose or plays, and in a few maîtres à penser from whom I took 

whatever I could and left aside what I could not: Marx, Brecht, Benjamin, Jameson … (Also Ernst Bloch: 

having reread him just now, I found my thought so imbued with his that no reference could do it justice, or 

perhaps that I recognize in him what oft I thought but he best expressed – no doubt both are true. He was the 

first to note the huge difference between true and fake novum, the strategic importance of Epicure’s deviation, 

and so many other points that recur in this volume. He too was, as a theologian called him, “a hope in search of 

reason/s – spes quaerens intellectum.”)  
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The results here are to be excused by Aristotle’s maxim that each field allows its own mode of 

(im)precision, so that the field of rapidly evolving and hugely conflictual views about present-day Destiny 

surely must be allowed a lot of imprecision, perhaps kindly thought of as experimental approximations. As 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty put it:  

 

It would be false rigor to expect fully worked out principles in order to speak philosophically about politics. 

Challenged by events, we meet what is for us unacceptable, and the interpretation of this experience becomes 

thesis and philosophy. It is therefore permissible to narrate it frankly, with its repetitions, its ellipses, its 

disparities, and with a possibility of rechecking it. (9) 

 

Max Weber says somewhere that history teaches us the true meaning of what we have willed. And 

history, when it is not simply a “God word,” is constituted by each of us but then also by all of us, and 

furthermore by forces institutionalized and solidified by some (classes) among us which operate in ways both 

evident and very opaque. What is evident is their results: bombings, murders, hunger, unhappiness, the 

exponentially rising moral and material pollution under the triumph of late capitalism. What is opaque are their 

hidden springs, the causal system (however complex and multiplex) which I have just ventured to name. I am 

under no illusion that the simple act of naming explains all, but without it – without a proper mental map of 

pertinent categories and their relationships – no explanation will work. History permeates and constitutes us, it 

is the atheist equivalent of gods and metamorphosis of Destiny, it is a teacher of life and a delusive siren, past 

and present in feedback eating at future, a promise and a threat. It is unumgänglich: not to be circumvented. But 

if its results at some point become unbearable, one stops and says “Here I stand, I cannot do otherwise.” There 

the effort to comprehend, as at least a first step towards doing something, inscribes itself.  

If then I follow Antonio Gramsci in recognizing that our horizons are inescapably a matter of thisworldly 

collectives, I would see historicism as the understanding of our relationships within the societal network of 

power and knowledge but only if I may add to this two crucial – both epistemic and political – matters. First, 

syntagmatically, for any particular event strategic primacy belongs to the category of situation (see Jameson, 

Modernist x–xi), a delimited and always historical and dynamic totality in view of given interests (I developed 

this at length in “Two Cheers”). Second, paradigmatically, both an overall social network and a particular 

situation are strongly determined by the conflicting class interests indwelling in each, even if we today know 
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classes themselves are overdetermined. Epistemology and history could fully meet in pragmatics, but I have not 

seen linguists make enough of that. For, as I discuss in Chapter 5, pragmatics is constitutive of and probably 

overarching to both semantics and syntactics: an object, person, or event becomes a sign only in a signifying 

situation, constituted by the relation between signs and their users. A user can take something to be a sign only 

as it is spatio-temporally concrete and as it relates to the user’s disposition towards potential action; both the 

concrete localization and the user’s disposition are always socio-historical. Furthermore, they postulate a reality 

organized not only around signs but also around subjects – psychophysical personalities and collective 

representations (classes, nations…).  

It is of central cognitive value here to go on and say with Lenin: “Form is essential. Essence is formed” 

(144); or, in updated vocabulary with Fredric Jameson, “absolute historicism […] is also an absolute formalism” 

(Modernist xiii). Any situation is a form, a mini-monad, a Brechtian self-governing episode. To my mind, it is 

only with these two additions that the question haunting us on the Left today can be properly envisaged: Is 

history intelligible? I could answer that the very term and concept of “history” epistemologically implies or 

presupposes that it is intelligible, that people’s collective praxis makes sense (in all meanings), as opposed to 

Macbeth’s “tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing.” But that answer would be 

something of a vicious circle or at least Pascalian wager, for history is of course never fully intelligible, fixed 

once and for always as a butterfly-object pinned down to wriggle under the entomologist-subject’s gaze. 

Obviously, it develops, and indeed fairly radically changes epochal models. But most important, by and for 

whom is history intelligible, cui bono? That is, the moment we see a situation as functioning for or against given 

interests sustained in time and across human classes, the wager on intelligibility is at least in theory won: Yes, 

history could be, up to a point and for given interests in given situations, intelligible. Whether we do understand 

it and how well depends on our strengths and limitations. And as already Protagora knew, “Many are the things 

that hinder knowledge: the obscurity of the matter and the brevity of human life.”  

In that sense, history is a macro-example of both situation and horizon: a prospect of vision, an intimation 

of not yet experienced but glimpsed possibilities. They are all under the sign of risk. The odds against a species 

with a conscience/consciousness arising are astronomical, as huge as against life itself. We are this improbable 

animal that lives “nonetheless,” the risky creature that cannot dispense with rational planning, culture, material 
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and visionary instruments. History, and the possibility of liberation through it, may be our (so far) supreme 

visionary invention.  

This book wishes and aspires to be a building block of that wager and vision. It is perhaps, as a friend who 

knew me well put it, a meeting of Joachimite epistemology and political economy. He thought of this mainly as 

dubious, perhaps akin to the meeting of an umbrella and a sewing machine on an operating table. Yet not only 

has our world become quite surreal(ist), I would claim that this meeting is not (as in Lautréamont’s phrase) 

fortuitous, but exactly the heart-piece of what can and must be learned from Marx – lest darkness fall. Salvation 

can only come by way of a critique of political economy: we are living this every day.  

 

3. On Textual History and Method 

 

In these great times which I knew when they were this small; 

which will become small again, provided they have time left for it; 

and which […] we had better call fat times and, truly, hard times as 

well; in these times in which things are happening that could not be 

imagined and in which what can no longer be imagined must 

happen […]; in these times you should not expect any words of my 

own from me – none but these words which barely manage to 

prevent silence from being misinterpreted.  

Karl Kraus, In These Great Times 

 

At this point I have to glance, however briefly, at the substance of the book. I shall unavoidably use insights and 

terms developed within it. The benevolent reader is invited to read this as it was written, that is: after finishing 

the book.  

To avoid endless prolix explanations of deep-down principles, I have had recourse to the axiomatic 

method. I have at the outset presupposed, and wherever possible overtly posed, certain axioms as theses. Maybe 

I should call this a semi-axiomatic method, for I have tried to indicate their inductive roots as precipitates of 

mass experiences that include mine, but then I think every axiomatic approach is in that way impure (except 
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maybe in mathematics). Beside brevity, this approach works for clarity and elaboration of an open system 

(explained in Chapter 10), in favour of critical demystification and theoretical richness, and it seems to me the 

best way to encounter the growing complexity and obfuscation of life under brainwashing turbo-capitalism. No 

doubt, I have often oversimplified, but usually with an up-front purpose and I hope always harmlessly.  

However, this book does not run a straight course. It searches, it probes. Its essay-chapters are part 

indignant self-understanding, part proposals for thinking further (Denkvorschläge). Beside a claim to strategic 

value, their title often indicates tentativeness. They cannot but often vary recurrent themes, striving to be a 

widening spiral through the thickets rather than consecutive steps in a neat path. For there was no path (though 

there were many fellow-explorers before me, without whom it would have been difficult to move). A bit like 

Old Antonio, the utopian guide, says to the Subcomandante’s narrator, the path had to be made out of the 

experiences of many refracted through an “I” (Zapatista 118). As events more and more massively struck, I 

found that always, as one of my early poetic enthusiasms, Jules Laforgue, put it in “Complainte du Sage de 

Paris”:  

Mais comme Brennus avec son épée, et d’avance, 

Suis-je pas dans un des plateaux de la balance? 

[But from the outset, like Brennus with his sword,  

Am I not in one of the trays of the balance?] 

 

Therefore I attempted to find different joints at which to cut reality, hoping to at least adumbrate a 

comprehensible, bloody macro-body. At least in thoughts I would not be merely a manipulated, most unwilling 

object but also a subject, empowered cognitively if not, for want of a collective, also empowered politically. This 

was my best approximation to Aristotle’s and Rancière’s democracy: a State in which each citizen in turn obeys 

and is obeyed. 

A brief pragmatic overview of how this book was written might be useful. Chapters 5, 6, and 8 were 

responses to invitations, as detailed in the first note to each, but such that allowed me to develop what I was 

anyway aiming to do. Chapter 9 was written for a somewhat anomalous scholarly session: it was at the pleasingly 

unorthodox Society of Utopian Studies and specially organized so it could be longer than usual. It is in some 

ways a transition towards essays written using some compositional experimentation (“wedges” in Chapter 10, 
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“braiding” in Chapter 11, and then settling into the theses or tractate format in Chapters 12, 13, and 15), which 

was facilitated by their not being destined for any express venue. As I say in the note to Chapter 11, the 

experiments were attempts to escape what I felt as the ghetto of Idealist literary studies and esthetics, which take 

history into account only if it is the history of other books and writings. While methodological problems how to 

do this are still with us, and I cannot pretend these essays are more than attempts, this seemed much preferable to 

not trying anything. I should say that in 1997–1999 I was teaching half-time and spending three to four months 

per year in Berlin, while as of 2001 I moved as a pensioner to Lucca, Italy, where all chapters beginning with 

Chapter 13 were written. It does not make much difference to an intellectual where he writes (Chapter 6 was 

written largely, and Chapter 12 partly, during longer stays in Japan and Germany), but as of Chapter 13 my 

dialogues with colleagues became mainly electronic and my reading of new books was mainly done once per year 

at the British Library in London (and as of 2004 also once per year at libraries of the University of Uppsala, 

where part of Chapter 16 and the whole of Chapter 18 were written). An exceptionally direct dialogue was 

maintained, both by not quite regular attendance and by participation in its written projects, with the German 

Institut für kritische Theorie led first in Berlin and then near Stuttgart by W.F. and Frigga Haug (attempts to do 

something similar in London and Paris did not work out except in welcome brief patches). More can be glimpsed 

from the Acknowledgements.  

I have discreetly retouched the essays by adding to them arguments and info bytes I would have put in 

originally had I only had time to find their sources and think about them, but I forbore to modify the original 

horizons – even when mine would today be somewhat different. Exceptions are some references to my later 

works which I hope might help, and notes expressly marked by an underlined later date. This preserves the 

essays’ own historicity at a fast changing time and allows me to keep the reference, at the beginning of each 

essay, of the year of its writing, “branding” (as Bertolt Brecht put it) “each work with its date as a calf on the 

ranch.” I cut a bit and would have cut more had I not thought what is left may be useful: before this book jelled, a 

long debate about the financial limits of publishing led to the exclusion of essays on SF and on theory deemed 

tangential to this venture, as can in good part be seen through my (alas not rare) self-references in the Works 

Cited. Substantive matters of the book’s arguments and their evolution – say, the links between the book’s 

constituent parts or the additions to my stock of semi-authorities evident from the Works Cited – I leave to the 
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interested reader. I much hope that the chronologically placed batches of poems will help to understand and 

enrich the essays.  

And finally, my experience as teacher and critic has not convinced me a certain amount of repetition is 

needless. Within the book’s web of forward and backward references between essays, where a few repetitions 

said what I could not say better, I let them stand, and trust this is forgivable.  

 

4. Things Could Be Otherwise 

 

I began reading science fiction in the 1950s and got from it a message that didn’t exist anywhere 

else then in my world. Explicit sometimes in the detachable ideas, implicit in the gimmicks … most 

fully expressed in the strange life-forms and strange, strange, wonderfully strange landscapes was 

the message: Things can be really different.  

 

Thus the marvellous Joanna Russ (xiv–xv). I do not wish to rehearse here the debate on my infamous 

suggestion that utopian fiction is today a part of SF (see Chapter 1 – this is empirically correct) and that this 

remix of cards makes it useful to see retrospectively all utopia as sociopolitical SF, though this book flows out 

of and explores that suggestion. I shall only point out that strong affinities are clearly present, even to Russ’s 

slogan which is in fact Raymond Ruyer’s definition of utopia. Some aspects would differ: for example, 

classical utopias do not stress technoscientific gimmicks, but even this has exceptions such as Francis Bacon 

and is obsolete by the time eutopia appears within SF in Ursula K. Le Guin (see Chapter 18), Marge Piercy, or 

Joan Slonczewski (see Suvin, “Starship”), and indeed a quarter of a century earlier for the SF dystopia, the 

radically worse society from Frederick Pohl to Philip K. Dick. Even the more important difference of the 

(sub)generic traditions, in classical utopias addressed to high intellectuals and in narrative form an “anatomy,” 

in classical SF addressed to the masses and in narrative form an action romance with inserted lectures, melds in 

rich ways after the 1960s in United States SF or such European masters as Stanislaw Lem and the Strugatsky 

brothers (see Moylan, Demand and Scraps, and Suvin, Positions). I would only add that when I started reading 

SF, at the same time as Russ, it was after reading Jules Verne, H.G. Wells, and the utopians as a boy in the 

1940s, and most important, that Russ’s slogan was for me not only compatible with what I was imbibing as 
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Marxism and socialism in Tito’s Yugoslavia but that it enriched (and no doubt modified) such doctrines in 

unforeseen and pleasing ways. Taking the best from both currents, as ideal types, they were natural allies. This 

seems to me much strengthened in Post-Fordism, where classical realism becomes problematical and where, 

even before capitalism deconstructed our education into trade schools, it had become more complex “to possess 

a truth in a soul and a body,” as Rimbaud demanded. Following on Brecht and Walter Benjamin, I find this 

persuasively argued by Jameson as “a gap between individual and phenomenological experience and structural 

intelligibility”:  

 

if, in the newly decentered situation of the imperialist network, you live something strongly and 

concretely, it is unintelligible, since its ultimate determinants lie outside your own field of 

experience. If on the other hand you are able to understand a phenomenon abstractly or 

scientifically, […] then this knowledge fails to add up to a concrete experience, remains abstract 

and sealed away in a compartment of the mind reserved for pure knowledge and intellection. 

(Modernist 240–1)  

 

To the contrary, SF and utopia construct social models; while “the genius of Marx, the secret of his 

enduring power, lies in his having been the first to construct true social models” (Braudel 39). A few of us in 

the journal Science-Fiction Studies, started by my lamented friend Dale Mullen in 1973, and prominently 

including Jameson, tried to elucidate such horizons until 1981.  

But all such talk grew taboo in the heyday of Post-Modernism (and Jameson even got kicked off its 

Board). Yet this heyday came finally a cropper with the Second Iraq War. Even as the great wave of utopian SF 

seems to have subsided after Kim Stanley Robinson’s Mars trilogy, some revival of interest in utopian concepts 

is evident today, most notably in Jameson’s Archaeologies of the Future, that deals with both utopia/nism and 

SF. As he does there, we have to liberate the TINA slogan hijacked by Mrs Thatcher and say that there is no 

(acceptable) alternative to eutopia, a radically better organization of people’s lives together. For the alternative 

is the electronico-genetic police state based on caste, whose Argus eyes we see today hanging above every 

street-corner.  
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Alas, we may not have SF to kick around if and when the revival begins to reach towards fiction, unless it 

finds its way through Fantasy. I consider this rather unlikely, but history is always slyer than the 

historiographers (see Suvin, “Considering,” “Final ,” and “On U.K. Le Guin’s”).  

 

5. A Prospect  

Mais le remède? Je n’aime pas les médécins qui parlent j’aime 

ceux qui guerissent.  

[But the remedy? I don’t like the physicians who talk, I like those 

who heal.] 

Louis de Saint-Just, De la  nature  

Ich bin nicht mehr sicher, dass der Kommunismus […] das 

Schicksal der Menschheit ist, aber er bleibt ein Menschheitstraum, 

an dessen Erfüllung eine Generation nach der anderen arbeiten 

wird bis zum Untergang unserer Welt. 

[I am no longer certain that communism […] is the destiny of 

humankind, but it remains a dream of humanity that one 

generation after another will work toward fulfilling until the end of 

our world.]  

Heiner Müller, “Das Liebesleben der Hyänen”  

 

There is no conclusion to this book, an ongoing project, nor to its Introduction: we have lost the belief of an 

immanent telos to history, and this is probably to the good. But at the end I would like to face the secret 

problem of all utopians or utopologists: communism.  

When Lenin resuscitated the word as name for his party amid the most murderous First World War, he 

did so as a gesture of mental hygiene, to wash off the dirt accumulated on the once useful name of a social 

democracy that had with more or less enthusiasm participated in that war. Many glories were associated with 

his reborn term during the struggle against war, exploitation, and especially against fascism. Yet also horrors: 

the ossifications of a hierarchic Party in power, the blood and cruelty of High Stalinism, and finally the betrayal 
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of a rising new class of exploiters. As of somewhere in the 1950s, communism ceased to be salonfähig 

(admissible to polite society) for the “western” Left, that much preferred the unclear term of socialism, which 

anyway led to fewer reprisals. I know because I participated in that. But after the 1990s there is no more CPSU, 

or its dwarfish satellites, to differentiate oneself from, and the socialist politicians (they never had theoreticians 

to speak of) are indistinguishable from the anti-socialist ones. And our plight is as bad as in the First World 

War.  

For we have to note how around us and through us a fully radical alternative has arisen: “What if it were 

the failures […] of socialists and communists which left in their wake a universal disillusionment in which only 

consumption and narrow fanaticism (market and confessional) seem possible, at least for the present?” 

(Jameson, Modernist 291). Against the propaganda of enemies that insisted communism was terror (abetted by 

Trotsky’s pugnacious choice to espouse that term) we have today to inquire what is terrorism. I have written 

about this at length and concluded the only tenable definition is this: a strategy which consists in pursuing 

political power by striking dread into the civilian population through exemplary killings among them. Thus, 

there is state and group terrorism, or should we say capitalist and patriarchal? The states dispose of supersonic 

bombers and ABC weapons, the groups have to improvise with cheaper ones, the cheapest (costing zero) being 

human life. As Benjamin saw already in Weimar and Nazi times, the final, most radical novelty of the 

commodity economy is Death (I touch upon this in almost all chapters from chapter 8 on, especially 9 and 10). 

Capitalism daily results in thousands of deaths by hunger, war, associated preventable diseases, and so 

endlessly on. The only way to prevent it from ruining the planet and all our lives is “the desire called utopia,” 

an opposed and normative value-system based on use-values: but that is in its final horizons a redefined 

communism. The most recent definition I know, by Stephen Resnick and Richard Wolff, runs: “A communist 

class structure exists if and when the people who collectively produce a surplus are likewise and identically the 

people who collectively receive and distribute it” (9). Not to enter into fine details (what should one call the 

egalitarianism without a surplus, for example, in tribal societies?), it is striking how analogous this is to 

Aristotle’s quality of a citizen in a democracy, only more economico: “the citizen must know and share in both 

ruling and being ruled” (Politics 1277a 31–2 in Selections 470; see also 1275a). In other words: there is no full 

and lasting democracy without communism, and vice versa. The failure to observe this has led to our plight 

today.  
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Towards the end of the book I therefore propose we rethink the term for our, no doubt utopian, horizons 

and consider whether there is a better one for our poetry and prose than communism (I further meet this head 

on in my newest essay, “Death into Life”). I do not see any. And terms are akin to terminus, limit: they delimit 

reality, shaping it as this, rather than that. This does not mean I know how to get to this supreme political good. 

But this book finally strives to establish that it is our necessary horizon and orientation from our present most 

unhappy locus.  

The alternative is what Lucretius called “accepting (or cleaving unto) old religions and cruel lords”: 

“rursus in antiquas referuntur religiones/ et dominos acris adsciscunt.”  

In the new British Library at Camden, I noted with surprise and some delight the inscription leading to 

staircases: “alarmed door.” I would like this book to have such a function for you, Reader.  
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