
Instead of Introduction:  
The Role of Jokes  
in the Becoming-Man of the Ape

One of the popular myths of the late Communist regimes 
in Eastern Europe was that there was a department of the 
secret police whose function was (not to collect, but) to 
invent and put in circulation political jokes against the 
regime and its representatives, as they were aware of jokes’ 
positive stabilizing function (political jokes offer to ordi-
nary people an easy and tolerable way to blow off steam, 
easing their frustrations). Attractive as it is, this myth 
ignores a rarely mentioned but nonetheless crucial feature 
of jokes: they never seem to have an author, as if the ques-
tion “who is the author of this joke?” were an impossible 
one. Jokes are originally “told,” they are always-already 
“heard” (recall the proverbial “Did you hear that joke 
about …?”). Therein resides their mystery: they are idio-
syncratic, they stand for the unique creativity of language, 
but are nonetheless “collective,” anonymous, author-
less, all of a sudden here out of nowhere. The idea that 
there has to be an author of a joke is properly paranoiac: 
it means that there has to be an “Other of the Other,” of 
the anonymous symbolic order, as if the very unfathom-
able contingent generative power of language has to be 
personalized, located into an agent who controls it and 
secretly pulls the strings. This is why, from the theological 
perspective, God is the ultimate jokester. This is the thesis 
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of Isaac Asimov’s charming short story “Jokester,” about a 
group of historians of language who, in order to support 
the hypothesis that God created man out of apes by telling 
them a joke (he told apes who, up to that moment, were 
merely exchanging animal signs, the first joke that gave 
birth to spirit), try to reconstruct this joke, the “mother 
of all jokes.” (Incidentally, for a member of the Judeo-
Christian tradition, this work is superfluous, since we all 
know what this joke was: “Do not eat from the tree of 
knowledge!”—the first prohibition that clearly is a joke, a 
perplexing temptation whose point is not clear.)1

 
 

Note

1. Less Than Nothing (London: Verso, 2012), 94–95.
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9974.indb   1 11/14/13   10:01 AM



9974.indb   2 11/14/13   10:01 AM



Three White s and Two Blacks

We should reread Lacan’s text on logical time, where he pro-
vides a brilliant interpretation of the logical puzzle of three 
prisoners. What is not so well known is that the original form 
of this puzzle comes from the eighteenth-century French 
libertinage with its mixture of sex and cold logic (which 
culminates in Sade). In this sexualized version, the governor 
of a woman’s prison has decided that he will give amnesty 
to one of the three prisoners; the winner will be decided by 
a test of her intelligence. The three women will be placed 
in a triangle around a large round table, each naked from 
the waist below and leaning forward on the table to enable 
penetration a tergo. Each woman will then be penetrated 
from behind by either a black or a white man, so she will 
be only able to see the color of the men who are penetrat-
ing the other two woman in front of her; all that she will 
know is that there are only five men available to the gover-
nor for this experiment, three white and two black. Given 
these constraints, the winner will be the woman who first 
can establish the color of skin of the man fucking her, push-
ing him away and leaving the room. There are three possible 
cases here, of increasing complexity:

• In the first case, there are two black men and one white 
man fucking the women. Since the woman fucked by 
a white man knows that there are only two black 
men in the pool, she can immediately rise and leave  
the room.
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• In the second case, there is one black man and two white 
men doing the fucking. The two women fucked by white 
men can hence see one white man and one black man. 
The woman fucked by a black man can see two white 
men, but—since there are three white men in the pool—
she also cannot immediately rise. The only way for a 
winner to emerge in this second case is if one of the two 
women being fucked by a white man reasons in this way 
to herself: “I can see one white man and one black man, 
so the guy fucking me might be white or black. How-
ever, if my fucker was black, the woman in front of me  
fucked by a white man would see two black men and 
immediately conclude that her fucker was white—she 
would have stood up and moved immediately. But  
she hasn’t done this, so my fucker must be white.”

• In the third case, each of the three women is being 
fucked by a white man, so that each of them accordingly 
sees two other white men. Each can accordingly reason 
in the same mode as the winner in case 2 had, in the 
following way: “I can see two white men, so the man 
fucking me can be white or black. But if mine was black, 
either of the two others could reason (as the winner in 
2 does): ‘I can see a black man and a white man. So if 
my fucker is black, the woman fucked by a white man 
would see two black man and immediately conclude 
that her fucker was white and leave. But she hasn’t done 
this. So my fucker must be white.’ But since neither of 
the other two has stood up, my fucker must not be black, 
but white too.”

But here logical time enters. If all three women were 
of equal intelligence and indeed arose at the same time, this 
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would cast each of them into a radical uncertainty about 
who is fucking them. Why? Each woman could not know 
whether the other two women have stood up as a result 
of going through the same reasoning process she has gone 
through, since she was being fucked by a white man; or 
whether each had reasoned as the winner in the second type 
of case had, because she was fucked by a black man. The 
winner will be the woman who will be the first to interpret 
this indecision correctly and jump to the conclusion that 
it indicates how all three were being fucked by white men.

The consolation prize for the other two women will 
be that at least they will have been fucked to the end, and 
this fact gains its meaning the moment one takes note  
of the political overdetermination of this choice of men: 
among the upper-class ladies in the mid-eighteenth-cen-
tury France, black men as sexual partners were, of course, 
socially unacceptable, but coveted as secret lovers because 
of their alleged higher potency and supposedly extra-large 
penises. Consequently, to be fucked by a white man means 
socially acceptable but intimately not-satisfying sex, while 
to be fucked by a black man means socially inadmissible 
but much more satisfying sex. However, this choice is more 
complex than it may appear, since, in sexual activity, the 
fantasy gaze observing us is always here. The message of the 
logical puzzle thus becomes more ambiguous: the three 
women are observing each other while having sex, and 
what they have to establish is not simply “Who is fucking 
me, a black or a white guy?” but, rather, “What am I for 
the Other’s gaze while I am being fucked?,” as if her very 
identity is established through this gaze.
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The function of repetition is best exemplified by 
an old joke from Socialist times about a Yugoslav politician 
on a visit to Germany. When his train passes a city, he asks 
his guide: “What city is this?” The guide replies: “Baden-
Baden.” The politician snaps back: “I’m not an idiot—you 
don’t have to tell me twice!”
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A snobbish idiot goes to an expensive restaurant and, 
when asked by the waiter: “Hors d’oeuvre?,” he replies: “No, 
I am not out of work, I earn enough to be able to afford to 
eat here!” The waiter then explains he means the appetizer 
and proposes raw ham: “Du jambon cru?” The idiot replies: 
“No, I don’t believe it was ham I had the last time here. But 
OK, let’s have it now—and quickly, please!” The waiter reas-
sures him: “J’ai hâte de vous servir!” to which the idiot snaps 
back: “Why should you hate to serve me? I will give you 
a good tip!” And so on, till finally the idiot gets the point 
that his knowledge of French is limited; to repair his reputa-
tion and prove that he is a man of culture, he decides, upon 
his departure late in the evening, to wish the waiter good 
night not in French—“Bonne nuit!”—afraid that something 
might go wrong again, but in Latin: “Nota bene!”

Do most of the dialogues in philosophy not function 
in a similar way, especially when a philosopher endeavors 
to criticize another philosopher? Is not Aristotle’s critique 
of Plato a series of “Nota bene!” not to mention Marx’s 
critique of Hegel, etc., etc.?
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One can well imagine a truly obscene version of the 
“aristocrats” joke that easily beats all the vulgarity of family 
members vomiting, shitting, fornicating, and humiliating 
each other in all possible ways: when asked to perform, 
they give the manager a short course in Hegelian thought, 
debating the true meaning of the negativity, of sublation, of 
absolute knowing, etc., and, when the surprised manager 
asks them what is the name of the weird show, they enthu-
siastically reply: “The Aristocrats!” Indeed, to paraphrase 
Brecht’s quote “What is the robbing of a bank compared 
to the founding of a bank?”: what is the disturbing shock 
of family members shitting into one another’s mouth com-
pared to the shock of a proper dialectical reversal? So, per-
haps, one should turn the title of the joke around—the 
family comes to the manager of a night club specialized 
in hard-core performances, performs its Hegelian dialogue, 
and, when asked what is the title of their strange perfor-
mance, enthusiastically exclaims: “The Perverts!”
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There is a nicely vulgar joke about Christ: the 
night before he was arrested and crucified, his followers 
started to worry—Christ was still a virgin; wouldn’t it be 
nice to have him experience a little bit of pleasure before 
he dies? So they asked Mary Magdalene to go to the tent 
where Christ was resting and seduce him; Mary said she 
would do it gladly and went in, but five minutes later, she ran  
out screaming, terrified and furious. The followers asked her 
what went wrong, and she explained: “I slowly undressed, 
spread my legs and showed Christ my pussy; he looked at 
it, said ‘What a terrible wound! It should be healed!’ and 
gently put his palm on it.”

So beware of people too intent on healing other 
people’s wounds—what if one enjoys one’s wound? In 
exactly the same way, directly healing the wound of colo-
nialism (effectively returning to the precolonial reality) 
would have been a nightmare: if today’s Indians were to 
find themselves in precolonial reality, they would have 
undoubtedly uttered the same terrified scream as Mary 
Magdalene.
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There is a nice joke about Jesus Christ: in order 
to relax after the arduous work of preaching and perform-
ing miracles, Jesus decided to take a short break on the 
shore of the Sea of Galilee. During a game of golf with one 
of his apostles, there was a difficult shot to be performed; 
Jesus did it badly and the ball ended up in the water, so he 
did his usual trick: he walked on the water to the place 
where the ball was, reached down and picked it up. When 
Jesus tried the same shot again, the apostle told him that this 
is a very difficult one—only someone like Tiger Woods can 
do it; Jesus replied, “What the hell, I am the son of God, I 
can do what Tiger Woods can do!” and took another strike. 
The ball again landed in the water, so Jesus again took a 
walk on the surface of the water to retrieve it. At this point, 
a group of American tourists walked by and one of them, 
observing what was going on, turned to the apostle and 
said: “My god, who is this guy there? Does he think he is 
Jesus or what?” The apostle replies: “No, the jerk thinks he 
is Tiger Woods!”

This is how fantasmatic identification works: no one, 
not even God himself, is directly what he is; everybody 
needs an external, decentered point of identification.
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There are three reasons we can be sure that Jesus 
Christ came from a Jewish family: (1) He took over the 
profession of his father; (2) his mother thought her son 
was a god; (3) he couldn’t imagine his parents had sexual 
relations.
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How can we be sure that Judas didn’t really betray 
Jesus Christ? Whatever one thinks about the Jews, they 
know the value of the things they sell, so no Jew would 
have sold a god for mere 30 silver talents!
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In the mid-1930s, a debate is raging in the Politburo 
of the Bolshevik : will there be money in communism or 
not? The Leftist Trotskytes claim there will be no money 
since money is only needed in societies with private own-
ership, while the Rightist partisans of Bukharin claim that 
of course there will be money in communism since every 
complex society needs money to regulate the exchange 
or products. When, finally, Comrade Stalin intervenes, he 
rejects both the Leftist and the Rightist deviations, claim-
ing that the truth is a higher dialectical synthesis of the 
opposites. When other Politburo members ask him how 
this synthesis will look, Stalin calmly answers: “There will 
be money and there will not be money. Some will have 
money and others will not have it.”
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The crucial shift in the “negation of negation” is 
thus an unexpected change of the very terrain—this 
change undermines the position of the subject, involving 
him in the action in a new and much more direct way. 
Here is a nice case of such a change: at a local Communist 
Party meeting in Moscow, Petrov is delivering an inter-
minable report. When he notices an obviously bored man 
in the first row, he asks him: “Hey, you, do you know  
who this Bulianoff I was just talking about is?” “No idea 
who he is,” answers the man, and Petrov snaps back: “You 
see, if you were to come to the party meetings more often 
and listen more carefully, you would have known who 
Bulianoff is!” The man snaps back: “But do you, Petrov, 
know who Andreyev is?” Petrov replies: “No, I don’t know 
any Andreyev.” The man calmly concludes: “If you were 
to attend the party meeting less often and listen more 
carefully to what is going on in your home, you would 
have known that Andreyev is the guy who is fucking your 
wife while you are delivering your boring speeches!”
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A similar unexpected turn toward vulgarity is 
enacted in the joke from the mid-1990s celebrating Bill 
Clinton’s seductive capacity: Clinton and the pope die on 
the same day; however, owing to the confusion in the divine 
administration, Clinton ends up in heaven and the pope  
in hell. After a couple of days, the mistake is noticed and 
the two are ordered to exchange places; they briefly meet 
in front of the elevator that connects heaven and hell. 
Upon seeing Clinton on his way from heaven, the pope 
asks him: “Tell me, how is the Virgin Mary? I cannot wait 
to meet her!” Clinton replies with a smile: “Sorry, but she 
is no longer a virgin.”
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The meaning of a scene can change entirely with 
the shift in the subjective point, as in a classic Soviet joke 
in which Brezhnev dies and is taken to Hell; however, 
since he was a great leader, he is given the privilege to 
be taken on a tour and select his room there. The guide 
opens a door and Brezhnev sees Khruschev sitting on a 
sofa, passionately kissing and fondling Marilyn Monroe 
in his lap; he joyously exclaims: “I wouldn’t mind being 
in this room!” The guide snaps back: “Don’t be too eager, 
comrade! This is not the room in hell for Khruschev, but 
for Marilyn Monroe!”
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A joke from the early 1960s nicely renders the par-
adox of the presupposed belief. After Yuri Gagarin, the first  
cosmonaut, made his visit to space, he was received by 
Nikita Khruschev, the general secretary of the Communist 
Party, and told him confidentially: “You know, comrade, 
that up there in the sky, I saw heaven with God and 
angels—Christianity is right!” Khruschev whispers back 
to him: “I know, I know, but keep quiet, don’t tell this to 
anyone!” Next week, Gagarin visited the Vatican and was 
received by the pope, to whom he confides: “You know, 
holy father, I was up there in the sky and I saw there is no 
God or angels …” “I know, I know,” interrupts the pope, 
“but keep quiet, don’t tell this to anyone!”
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One can even develop into a Hegelian triad the lines 
from Psalm 23:4: “Even though I walk through the valley of 
the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; 
your rod and your staff, they comfort me.” Its first negation 
would have been a radical reversal of the subjective posi-
tion, as in the ghetto-rapper-version: “Even though I walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, 
for I am the meanest motherfucker in the whole valley!” 
Then comes the negation of negation that changes the 
entire field by way of “deconstructing” the opposition of  
Good and Evil: “Even though I walk through the valley 
of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for I know that 
Good and Evil are just metaphysical binary opposites!”
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The logic of the Hegelian triad can be perfectly 
rendered by the three versions of the relationship between 
sex and migraines. We begin with the classic scene: a man 
wants sex with his wife, and she replies: “Sorry, darling, I 
have a terrible migraine, I can’t do it now!” This starting 
position is then negated/inverted with the rise of femi-
nist liberation—it is the wife who now demands sex and 
the poor tired man who replies: “Sorry, darling, I have a 
terrible migraine …” In the concluding moment of the 
negation of negation that again inverts the entire logic, this 
time making the argument against into an argument for, 
the wife claims: “Darling, I have a terrible migraine, so let’s 
have some sex to refresh me!” And one can even imagine 
a rather depressive moment of radical negativity between 
the second and the third versions: the husband and the 
wife both have migraines and agree to just have a quiet 
cup of tea.
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After Orpheus turns around to cast a glance at 
Euridice and thus loses her, the Divinity consoles him—
true, he has lost her as a flesh-and-blood person, but from 
now on, he will be able to discern her beautiful features 
everywhere, in the stars in the sky, in the glistening of the 
morning dew. Orpheus is quick to accept the narcissis-
tic profit of this reversal: he becomes enraptured with the 
poetic glorification of Euridice that lies ahead of him; to 
put it succinctly, he no longer loves HER, what he loves is 
the vision of HIMSELF displaying his love for her.

This, of course, throws a new comic light on the 
eternal question of why Orpheus looked back and thus 
screwed things up. What we encounter here is simply the 
link between the death-drive and creative sublimation: 
Orpheus’s backward gaze is a perverse act stricto sensu; he 
loses Euridice intentionally in order to regain her as the 
object of sublime poetic inspiration. (This idea was devel-
oped by Klaus Theweleit.) But should one not go even a 
step further? What if Euridice herself, aware of the impasse 
of her beloved Orpheus, intentionally provoked his turn-
ing around? What if her reasoning was something like: “I 
know he loves me; but he is potentially a great poet, this is 
his fate, and he cannot fulfill that promise by being happily 
married to me—so the only ethical thing for me to do is to 
sacrifice myself, to provoke him into turning around and 
losing me, so that he will be able to become the great poet 
he deserves to be”—and then she starts gently coughing or 
something similar to attract his attention.
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Two Jewish friends pass a Catholic church on which 
a large poster addresses non-Catholics: “Come to us, accept 
Catholicism, and you instantly get $30,000 in cash!” While 
walking away, the two friends become engaged in a debate 
about whether the offer is meant seriously. A week later, 
the two friends meet again in front of the same church, and 
one of them confides to the other: “I still wonder if that 
offer is serious.” The other replies condescendingly: “Ah 
you Jews, all you think about is money!”
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When the Turkish Communist writer Panait Istrati 
visited the Soviet Union in the mid-1930s, the time of the 
big purges and show trials, a Soviet apologist trying to con-
vince him about the need for violence against the enemies  
evoked the proverb “You can’t make an omelet without 
breaking eggs,” to which Istrati tersely replied: “All right. I 
can see the broken eggs. Where’s this omelet of yours?”

We should say the same about the austerity measures 
imposed by IMF: the Greeks would have the full right to 
say, “OK, we are breaking our eggs for all of Europe, but 
where’s the omelet you are promising us?”

9974.indb   22 11/14/13   10:01 AM



23

In one of the anti-Soviet jokes popular after the  
Soviet invasion of Czechoslovakia in 1968, a fairy queen 
approaches a Czech and tells him that she is ready to grant 
him three wishes; the Czech immediately puts forward 
the first wish: “The Chinese army should occupy my 
country for a month and then withdraw!” After the fairy 
queen asks him for the other two wishes, he says: “The 
same once more! The Chinese should occupy us again 
and again!” When the bewildered queen asks him why he 
chose this weird wish, the Czech answers with a malicious 
grin: “Because each time the Chinese would occupy us, 
they would have to pass through the Soviet Union on their 
way here and back!”

The same often holds for “feminine masochism,” 
and especially for du Maurier stories with their hero-
ines enjoying their painful passions: they follow the logic 
of displacement; that is, to interpret them properly, one 
should focus the attention on the third (male) subject who 
is targeted when a woman is repeatedly “occupied by the 
Chinese army.”
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There are good reasons to accept that the Christian 
topic of immaculate conception is grounded in the mis-
translation of the Hebrew alma (which simply means 
“young woman”) as “virgin”: “It would appear that 
Western civilization has endured two millennia of con-
secrated sexual neurosis simply because the authors of 
Matthew and Luke could not read Hebrew” (Harris, The 
End of Faith). There are also good reasons to accept that the 
seventy “virgins” awaiting martyrs in the Muslim paradise 
resulted from a mistranslation: in using the word hur, trans-
literated as “houris,” the Koran relied here on the early 
Christian texts that used the Aramaic hur, meaning “white 
raisins,” a delicacy. Let us take a young martyr on a suicide 
mission because he took literally his leader’s promise: “The 
gates of Paradise have opened for you. There are beautiful 
black-eyed virgins waiting for you on the banks of rivers of 
honey.” Imagine the look on his face “when, finding him-
self in a paradise teeming with his fellow thugs, his seventy 
houris arrive as a fistful of raisins.”

In a classic Bosnian joke, a guy visits his best friend 
and finds him playing tennis in a backyard court—Agassi, 
Sampras, and other world-class players are there waiting 
for a game with him. Surprised, the guy asks his friend: 
“But you were never much of a tennis player! How did 
you manage to improve your game so fast?” The friend 
answers: “You see that pond behind my house? There is a 
magic golden fish in it; if you tell her a wish, she immedi-
ately realizes it!” The friend goes to the pond, sees the fish, 
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tells her that he wants his closet full of money, and runs 
home to check on it. When he approaches his closet, he 
sees honey dripping out from it everywhere. Furious, he 
runs back to his friend and tells him: “But I wanted money, 
not honey!” The friend calmly replies: “Oh, I forgot to tell 
you—the fish has impaired hearing and sometimes misun-
derstands the wish. Can’t you see how bored I am running 
around and playing this stupid game? Do you think that 
I really asked for an outstanding tennis game?” Is there 
not a Kafkaesque twist to this story, exactly homologous 
to that of the poor Muslim warrior being offered a fistful 
of raisins?

9974.indb   25 11/14/13   10:01 AM



26

There is a nicely vulgar contemporary Bosnian joke 
about Beethoven’s popular piano piece “Für Elise” (“For 
Elisa”), making fun of the “enlightened” West European 
teachers sent to civilize “primitive” Bosnians. In a high 
school class on music history, a female teacher says that they 
will not deal with Beethoven in a traditional way, learning 
the facts, but more creatively: every pupil will mention an 
idea or image and then name a Beethoven piece that fits 
it. First, a shy girl says: “A beautiful green meadow in front 
of a forest, with a deer drinking water from a stream … 
Pastoral Symphony!” A boy follows her: “Revolutionary 
war, heroism, freedom … Eroica!” Finally, a Bosnian boy 
says: “A big, thick, strong, erect cock.” “What is this for?,” 
asks the annoyed teacher. “For Elisa!”

The boy’s remark obeys the logic of the phallic signi-
fier “suturing” the series, not because it explicitly men-
tions the organ, but because it concludes the series by way 
of shift from metaphor to metonymy: while the first two 
pupils were providing metaphoric meaning (the Pastoral 
Symphony signifies/evokes a meadow with a stream, etc.), 
the erect cock mentioned by the Bosnian boy doesn’t mean 
or evoke Elisa, it is to be used by her to satisfy her sexually. 
(The additional obscene implication, of course, is that the 
teacher herself is sexually starved, in need of a good lay that 
will stop her bothering her pupils with such stupid tasks.)
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A touch of comic reversal pertains to Café Photo 
in São Paolo: publicized as “entertainment with a special 
touch,” it is—so I was told—a meeting place for high-class 
prostitutes with their prospective clients. Although this fact 
is very well known by the public, the information is not 
officially published on their website—the official state-
ment is that “it is a place to meet the best company for 
your evening.” Things really proceed there with a special 
touch: prostitutes themselves—mostly students of humani-
ties—choose their customers. Men (prospective clients) 
enter, take a seat at a table, buy a drink, and wait, while 
being observed by women. If a woman finds one of them 
acceptable, she seats herself at his table, lets him buy her a 
drink, and starts a conversation on some intellectual topic, 
usually a theme on cultural life, sometimes even art theory. 
If she finds the man bright and attractive enough, she asks 
him if he would like to go to bed with her and tells him 
her price. This is prostitution with a feminist twist, if there 
ever was one—however, as is often the case, the feminist 
twist is paid for by a class limitation: both prostitutes and 
clients come from the upper or at least upper-middle class.
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A couple of years ago, Slovene feminists reacted with 
a great outcry to the publicity poster of a large cosmetics 
factory that made suntan lotion, depicting a series of well-
tanned women’s behinds in tight bathing suits, accompa-
nied with the logo “Each has her own factor.” Of course, 
this publicity is based on a rather vulgar double-entendre: 
the logo ostensibly refers to the suntan lotion, which is 
offered to customers with different sun-protection factors 
for different skin types; however, its entire effect is based 
on its obvious male-chauvinist reading: “Each woman 
can be had, if only the man knows her factor, her specific 
catalyst, what arouses her!” The Freudian point regarding 
fundamental fantasy would be that each subject, female 
or male, possesses such a “factor” that regulates her or his 
desire: “a woman, viewed from behind, on her hands and 
knees” was the Wolfman’s factor; a statue—like a woman 
without pubic hair—was Ruskin’s factor; etc., etc. There is 
nothing uplifting about our awareness of this “factor”: this 
awareness can never be subjectivized; it is uncanny, even  
horrifying, since it somehow “depossesses” the subject, 
reducing her or him to a puppet-like level “beyond dig-
nity and freedom.”

9974.indb   28 11/14/13   10:01 AM



29

The debate about whether or not waterboarding 
is torture should be dropped as obvious nonsense: how, if 
not by causing pain and fear of death, does waterboarding 
make hardened terrorist-suspects talk? As to the replace-
ment of the word “torture” with “enhanced interrogation 
technique,” one should note that we are dealing here with 
an extension of Politically Correct logic: in exactly the 
same way that “disabled” becomes “physically challenged,” 
“torture” becomes “enhanced interrogation technique” 
(and, why not, “rape” could become “enhanced seduction 
technique”). The crucial point is that torture—brutal vio-
lence practiced by the state—was made publicly acceptable 
at the very moment when public language was rendered 
Politically Correct in order to protect victims from sym-
bolic violence. These two phenomena are the two sides of 
the same coin.
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