
won't make it easier to think you nailed it the 

first time. 

One of Fisher's direct engagements was 

his stint teaching at a Further Education col

lege (more or less junior and senior year of 

high school, to an American) in the early 

aughts. He eventually became a lecturer in 

visual culture at Goldsmiths, University of 

London, but his experience as an FE teacher 

gave his politics a specific bent. Capitalist 

Realism was dedicated, in 2009, to "the 

readers of my website," who always seemed 

to be another version of his students. Online 

democracy had not yet throttled itself. For 

Fisher, his readers and their dissent were still 

both manageable and necessary. 

The dissent that Fisher had to manage by 

himself was his depression, which he wrote 

about publicly. In January of2017, at forty

eight, Fisher took his life. His work does not 

collapse into this decision, but his openness 

about depression and affective states is central 

to his work. From a 2005 post: "The way in 

which I understood theory-primarily 

through popular culture-is generally 

detested in universities. Most dealings with 

the academy have been literally-clinically

depressing." In a 2010 discussion with 

Simon Reynolds'for Kaleidoscope magazine, 

Fisher cross-fades a discussion of genre peri

odicity into a description of an emotional, 

not musical, modality. "One of the things 

that has happened over the last decade or 

is the disappearance of very distinctive 'feel�' 

for years or eras-nOL only in music but in 

culture in general. I've got more sense of what 

1973 was like than what 2003 was like .. .. 

If time is marked now, it's by technical 

upgrades rather than new cultural forms or 

signatures." This isn't quite the same as the 

deep gray of capitalist realism, where even a 

slogan like "no future" is erased. But there's 

a similar sense of time and feeling here, with 
culture rbying ideological state apparatus 

to capital and rn11f11si11g tlw 1irnc line rnough 

to make the future so li,1rd tn fi11d th.it 

bug-eyed honk of the British music press, 

where nary a fact is checked and the more 

dicey the opinion, the better. In lesser hands, 

this is a truly awful approach. Fisher, though, 

was able to fasten upon the emotional han

dle of an idea and pull. His associative push 

led him to find the best available frictions, in 

both ideas and sentences. When he discusses 

the footwork of DJ Rashad, he makes this 

fabulous point about the vocal samples: 

"Then there is the tic-talk of the voices 

themselves-the way they are made to stam

mer and circle around themselves. It's as if 

there is a cross-contamination, a human

machine (psycho)pathology, the machines 

infecting the human voices with glitches, the 

humans passing on Freudian slips, para

praxes, to the machines." 

Here we can see how concretely jungle 

worked as a schematic for Fisher. That drum 

and bass's racket felt so generative and cre

ated such a headwind is a quality that Fisher's 

writing mimicked. A sense of heedless opti

mism is in there, a suggestion that what will 

make the critique work is both the hunger 

and the nextness. Drum and bass records 

were rarely connected explicitly to the social 

condition, nor did the auteurs of jungle go on 

to direct political engagement, like Fisher. 

The utopian projects Fisher wrote about and 

the utopian rustle of his prose sometimes 

pulled in opposite directions. 

ln a 2006 piece about pop music's capacity 

for nihilation-the act of standing in direct 

position to something else, and finding 

integral value .in that opposition-his rhythms 

and his utopian impulses tangle as he scram

bles to the top of his own ladder: "It seems at 

least plausible to suggest that the capacity for 

renewed nihilation is what has driven pop. 

So let's dare to conceive of pop not as an 

archipelago of neighbouring but unconflicting 

options, not as a sequence of happy hybridi

ties or pallid incommensurabilities, but as a 

spiral of nihilating vortices. Such a model of 

postmodern ortho-
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I TURNED ADAM PAPE'S NEW BOOK of black-and-white photographs, Dyckman Haze, 

over and around several times before I was sure where to begin. Identically 
sized images of indeterminate orientation appear on both the front and back 
covers, neither accompanied by a title. One is of a dark cistern; in the other, a 
person of ambiguous gender folds backward, possibly mid-fall, long hair stream
ing toward the bottom of the frame. It's unclear whether this is a moment of fear 
or of ecstasy. 

Many of the images are like this, and the book itself seems to revel in a spirit 






