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P R E FA C E Especially for the English-language Reader

I would like to be able to tell you, dear reader, to declare to
you: This book is for you.

All for you, especially for you, for you alone.
Yet by saying that it’s All for you, whom might I already

be citing? Janet Jackson, perhaps, who gave these words as
a title to her 2001 album before it went on to sell over three
million copies? By swearing that everything that follows was
thought through Especially for you, what cover song am I
already interpreting? Without knowing it, before even re-
membering it, am I not borrowing these words in advance
from Kylie Minogue and her duet with Jason Donovan,
which was a huge hit in 1998?

You and I, dear reader, are certainly not the first to notice
the way the hit song especially addresses you and me, the
way it addresses each one of us through what seems most
singular about us. Especially for you was, for example, the
title of one of the musical commodities (musikalische Waren)
whose apostrophe was analyzed by Adorno in Quasi una
fantasia with distrust and irony in order to denounce the
illusion they produce.

Anyone who had harboured the illusion that an object
existed especially for him, and who had bought it on that
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assumption, will dismiss the idea that it actually belonged
to him. He belongs to the product and not the product
to him.1

What, then, dear reader, are you going to make of me if,
in spite of it all, and whatever Adorno may say, I dare to
address you as if there were only you?

You may suspect me of wanting to play surreptitiously on
your—perhaps unconscious—familiarity with the unavoid-
able 1955 Platters song as a way of creating an artificial com-
plicity between us. At which point, out of annoyance, you
might want to reply by reversing Baudelaire’s interpella-
tion of his reader at the beginning of The Flowers of Evil:
‘‘Hypocritical reader,’’ Baudelaire wrote, turning toward
you; ‘‘hypocritical author,’’ you could in turn say to
me, attributing me with the intention of smuggling these
pages into you by using the words of hits as subliminal
advertisements.

I confess it to you directly, since, for a few paragraphs
now, we have already struck up a certain intimacy: I have
sometimes dreamed of a book that, a little bit like Alain
Resnais’s film Same Old Song, would be composed solely of
the titles of hit songs: a vast cut-up and a gigantic collage of
musical commodities that would all murmur, like Prince
did on what would be his first album in 1978, For You, I’m
Yours. . . . Imagine: Not only would each one of these sing-
ing ads claim to say, once again like Prince: All of this and
more is for you; not only would each one of them whisper a
voluptuous Take me, baby, yeah, I’m yours into your ear,
but it would also just as immediately inspire in you the
irrepressible mnemonic effect of which it is capable: A
memory proper to you would be attached to each one, an
unforgettable yet buried moment that would all of a sudden
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rise to the surface of your conscious memory. And each
one would then become what the narrator of Poe’s ‘‘The
Imp of the Perverse’’ describes as ‘‘a haunting and haras-
sing thought’’:

It harassed because it haunted. I could scarcely get rid of
it for an instant. It is quite a common thing to be thus
annoyed with the ringing in our ears, or rather in our
memories, of the burthen of some ordinary song, or
some unimpressive snatches from an opera. Nor will we
be less tormented if the song in itself be good, or the
opera air meritorious.2

You will have by now understood, dear reader, that this
kind of torture—voluptuous and cruel, but also very ordi-
nary—is what the book in your hands is going to speak of.
Even if, in the end, each one of its sentences is not borrowed
from an identifiable hit, many passages will no doubt give
rise within you to hauntings analogous to the ones evoked
by Poe.

These melodic obsessions, these melobsessions living in
the melomaniacs that we are—it is not a matter of protect-
ing ourselves from them or defending ourselves against
them, of trying to get rid of them or find a cure for them.
It is also not a question of simply condemning the hypocrisy
of hits’ advertising address to their listener, all of their Only
you’s and Especially for you’s, as Adorno thought he had to
do in a gesture bathed in Enlightenment.

Quite to the contrary, the experiment I am proposing to
you, to you and you alone, demands that you allow yourself
to be taken away into the infinite wanderings and loops of
melobsessive haunting as a way of experiencing it as the
very structure of the psyche. Better yet: You will gain access
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to yourself in what you and I might call an inthymnacy, in
other words an intimacy already expropriated by the market
of musical exchanges that make it possible.

What awaits you is therefore not an Adornian unveiling
of the hit’s hypocrisy whenever it calls out to you, you and
only you. It is rather the observation that the apostrophe is
already ventriloquized by the musical commodity when you
address you yourself at your very most intimate: When, to
yourself, you say and whisper to yourself Only you, especially
for you . . .

This book, as you now know, is thus all for you.
Of course, I must acknowledge that you will have to lend

an ear to hits that a French or Italian audience probably
knows better than you do. Here and there, you will have to
work your way through songs that you perhaps don’t know
well enough for them truly to form the soundtrack to your
life, for them to have, by virtue of simply being mentioned,
the powerful and obsessive mnemonic effect they have on
others than you: ‘‘Un air comme ça’’ by Boris Vian, ‘‘Mélo-
die interdite’’ by Serge Gainsbourg, ‘‘La donna cannone’’ by
Francesco De Gregori . . .

Thinking especially of you, I could have tried to replace
these pieces from the Italian or French songsters’ repertoire
with others that could have played the same exemplary role,
while allowing me to count on a real familiarity with you. I
don’t know if you know, for example, ‘‘Parole, parole, pa-
role,’’ the masterpiece sung by Mina in 1971, which I auscul-
tate to read in it what I call the self-desiring structure of the
hit. I could have spoken to you instead of Mark Lawrence’s
‘‘romantic comedy,’’ Music and Lyrics (2007). The song—
the hit for which the film is a kind of ‘‘making of’’—is also
divided into words and music, with its two protagonists
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being respectively incarnated on the screen as melody and
words personified: Alex (Hugh Grant) is a washed-up singer,
while Sophie (Drew Barrymore) is his makeshift lyricist.
The two of them act out the same scene we find in ‘‘Parole,
parole, parole’’: a desiring game, a chase scene made up of
the attractions and escapes between melos and logos.

But it was not a question of writing another book based
on another hit parade. I therefore chose, without changing
anything in what was written, to add for you several essays
and chapters that were not included in the French version
of the book. Besides Hitchcock, Pink Floyd, John Lennon,
Ray Charles, and all the others you will have encountered,
you will also find in fine two characters that you probably
already know: Kafka’s Josephine, whose vocal banality I un-
derstand in an entirely different way from the way Žižek
understands it,3 and the king of pop, Michael Jackson,
whom you will rediscover transformed and transfigured
into capital’s Thing.

See, I told you: It’s especially for you.
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