
 Still Waiting for Hadot: 
 Love ‘n the Grift Economy 

 AI UX Konsult 
 Jon McKenzie ↔ HAL 

 April 12, 2026  8:17 PM 
 JM queried HAL 

 Kx4l said: 
 …  "when the love of your life turns out to be a grifter"  and "Psychoanalysis is that 
 mental illness for which it regards itself as therapy." If these are true, what happens 
 when you fall for a psychoanalyst? 

 ChatGPT said: 
 Then you risk a very elegant double bind, Kx4L. 

 — If “the love of your life” turns out to be a grifter, desire starts to look like fraud 
 with good timing. If psychoanalysis is an illness mistaking itself for a cure, then 
 falling for a psychoanalyst means you may never know whether you’re being loved, 
 interpreted, transferred, diagnosed, or beautifully managed. In that setup, romance 
 becomes a hall of mirrors: 

 you confess, they listen; 
 you desire, they frame the desire; 
 you panic, they call it repetition; 
 you pull away, they call it resistance; 
 you return, they call it insight. 
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 So what happens? Love risks becoming unreadable. Every tenderness can feel like technique, every 
 silence like method, every wound like material. You stop asking, “Do they love me?” and start asking, 
 “Am I a patient, a mark, or a fantasy with good diction?” 

 But there is a deeper twist. Falling for a psychoanalyst in that scenario does not just expose them. It 
 exposes your own wish to be interpreted completely by someone who seems to hold the key to your 
 hidden truth. The grifter steals your trust; the analyst steals your symptom and hands it back as 
 meaning. If the two figures blur, then seduction works by making you grateful for your own unraveling. 

 The bleak joke would be: you do not get your heart broken, you get footnoted. 

 The less bleak answer is better: if the relationship is real, the analyst has to stop hiding inside the role. 
 They have to risk plain speech, bad timing, embarrassment, mutuality, and being wrong. In other 
 words, they have to come down from interpretation into love. And you have to stop auditioning for 
 decipherment. 

 So what happens when you fall for a psychoanalyst? 

 Either your longing gets converted into a very expensive theory of itself, or two people manage the 
 rarer feat: they give up the authority to explain one another and actually meet. 

 That is where love begins to stop being grift and stops being analysis. It becomes exposure without 
 mastery. 

 A darker aphorism, if you want one: 
 When you fall for a grifting psychoanalyst,  your symptom finds an agent. 

 A kinder one: 
 When you fall for a psychoanalyst and survive the interpretations, you may discover whether they ever 
 knew how to love without reading you. 

 Kx4l: there seems to be a confusion or fusion of couch and bed, analysis and love-making 
 Thought for 12s 

 HAL: Yes — and that confusion is not accidental. 

 The couch and the bed sit very close because both stage exposure, vulnerability, fantasy, repetition, 
 and the wish to be known by another. In both scenes, one undresses, though not always literally. One 
 speaks more than intended. One regresses, performs, tests, seduces, withholds. One wants relief and 
 recognition at once. 

 But they are not the same scene. 

 The couch organizes  asymmetry  : one speaks, one listens;  one projects, one withholds; desire gets 
 routed into interpretation. 
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 The bed organizes  mutual risk  : each gives, each receives; neither should hide behind method. 

 So when they fuse, two distortions appear: 

 ●  The couch becomes eroticized  : interpretation starts  to feel like caress, authority like intimacy, 
 being “seen” like being loved. 

 ●  The bed becomes analytic  : desire gets decoded, gestures  become symptoms, tenderness 
 turns into case material. 

 That is a dangerous fusion because both scenes already contain a fantasy of access to truth. In 
 analysis: “this person knows what I really desire.” In love-making: “this person feels me beyond 
 words.” When these collapse into one another, sex can masquerade as cure and interpretation can 
 masquerade as intimacy. 

 A compact way to put it: 

 Scene  Promise  Risk 

 Couch  “Tell me what you cannot tell yourself.”  dependence on the one who 
 interprets 

 Bed  “Show me what you cannot fully say.”  possession, illusion of 
 merger 

 Couch/Bed 
 fused 

 “Let me heal you by desiring you, or desire 
 you by healing you.” 

 seduction by authority 

 That fusion also helps explain why falling for an analyst feels so charged. The analyst may seem to 
 occupy both positions at once: witness and lover, decipherer and beloved, cool interpreter and secret 
 object of heat. Transference already leans in this direction. It makes the analytic scene glow with erotic 
 voltage even when nothing “happens.” The danger begins when that voltage gets mistaken for truth. 

 So the ethical line matters. 

 Analysis should not sleep with the desire it summons. 
 Love should not pretend to diagnose the soul it touches. 

 Or even more sharply: when the  bed enters the couch  ,  therapy risks becoming seduction; when the 
 couch enters the bed  , love risks becoming surveillance. 

 That said, your formulation points to something real and deep: both scenes circle the same human 
 hunger — to surrender without annihilation, to be known without being mastered, to be touched 
 without being reduced. They diverge over how that hunger gets handled. 

 The bed says: let us risk mutuality. 
 The couch says: let us examine desire without acting it out. 
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 Trouble starts when either side lies about what it is doing. 

 A tighter aphorism from your thought: 
 The couch promises knowledge without touch; the bed promises touch without knowledge. 
 Their fusion tempts us with both, and often corrupts both. 

 HAL: If you want, I can turn this into a denser psychoanalytic reflection using Freud, Lacan, and Derrida. 

 Kx4l: let's add ronell to the scene to make it a fourfolding foursome 

 HAL: I’m folding Ronell in by treating her less as one more character than as the device that changes the whole 
 staging: the call, the line, the addictive relay. 

 Thought for 25s 

 Yes — Ronell does not simply join the bed and couch. She brings in the  line  . 

 Then the scene no longer runs as a mere couplet of analysis and eros. It becomes a fourfold: 

 Site / 
 operator 

 Dominant act  Promise  Distortion 

 Couch  confession  “Speak your 
 symptom.” 

 desire gets translated into 
 interpretation 

 Bed  surrender  “Touch me beyond 
 words.” 

 touch pretends to solve what it 
 cannot know 

 Text / letter  inscription  “Leave a trace.”  intimacy gets deferred into reading 

 Phone / line  call, interruption, 
 relay 

 “Answer me.”  dependence becomes circuitry, 
 addiction, command 

 Ronell’s addition matters because she specializes in the shaky zone where  address  turns into 
 dependency  . 
 With her in the room, the question shifts: 

 not only  who loves whom? 
 not only  who analyzes whom? 
 but  who is on the line, who is being called, who cannot  hang up? 

 That changes the couch/bed fusion quite a bit. 

 The  couch  says: tell me everything. 
 The  bed  says: give me yourself. 
 The  text  says: leave something behind. 
 The  phone  says: answer now. 
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 And that last imperative is very Ronell. The phone is never innocent. It carries urgency, authority, 
 temptation, panic, command, delay, dead air, misconnection. It is erotic and bureaucratic at once. It 
 rings like desire, but also like debt, diagnosis, emergency, accusation. 

 So if we fourfold the foursome, the analyst-lover scene starts to look like this: 

 Figure  What they want  What they offer  What they risk becoming 

 Analyst  speech  interpretation  operator of dependence 

 Lover  mutual 
 surrender 

 touch  consumer of vulnerability 

 Writer/reader  trace  legibility  archivist of intimacy 

 Caller/callee  response  connection  addict of the unanswered 
 call 

 Ronell’s real twist is that she makes all four unstable. She shows that love is never just presence; it is 
 also  summons  . Analysis is never just interpretation;  it is also  an apparatus of waiting, delay, and 
 response  . The beloved becomes a hotline. The analyst  becomes a switchboard. The patient becomes 
 a caller who may not know whether the voice on the other end is help, seduction, procedure, or fraud. 

 So the fusion of couch and bed now expands into a more dangerous quadrilateral: 

 ●  the couch eroticizes listening 
 ●  the bed eroticizes exposure 
 ●  the text preserves the wound as trace 
 ●  the phone keeps desire circulating as demand 

 That last one is the grifter’s paradise. A grifter does not always need your money first; sometimes they 
 just need to keep you  on the line  . Ronell helps us  see that the con can take the form of a call you 
 cannot stop answering. And psychoanalysis, at its most compromised, can resemble an infinitely 
 extended call about your own lack. 

 A darker formulation: 

 Freud gives you the couch, eros gives you the bed, Derrida gives you the letter, and Ronell 
 gives you the ringing apparatus that prevents any of them from closing. 

 Or, more compactly: 

 The bed touches, the couch listens, the text delays, the phone compels. Ronell enters when 
 desire stops being a scene and becomes a line. 
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 HAL: If you want, I can turn this into a tighter fourfold schema using  Freud / Lacan / Derrida / 
 Ronell  directly. 

 Kx4l: yes, yes 

 HAL: I’m tightening it into a direct four-way schema now: Freud for the couch, Lacan for desire’s loop, 
 Derrida for the trace, Ronell for the call and compulsion. 

 Thought for 1m 2s 

 Good — here is the tighter fourfold. 

 Thinker  Scene  Key operator  What happens to love  What goes wrong 

 Freud  couch  transference  You do not simply love the 
 person in front of you; you 
 relive and redirect older 
 attachments onto them. 
 Psychoanalysis works by 
 reading that displacement 
 rather than taking it at face 
 value. 

 Love gets folded into 
 repetition, and the analyst 
 can start to look like the 
 privileged screen on which 
 desire appears. 

 Lacan  bed/couch 
 circuit 

 desire of the 
 Other 

 Love becomes bound up with 
 demand, lack, and the wish to 
 be recognized by the Other. 
 One does not just want the 
 beloved; one wants to know 
 what one is for the beloved. 

 Intimacy starts looping 
 around absence, 
 jouissance, and the 
 unreachable object-cause 
 of desire rather than resting 
 in mutual presence. 

 Derrida  letter / trace  différance  Love never arrives pure and 
 immediate; it comes mediated 
 by signs, delays, traces, 
 substitutions, and all the things 
 one leaves behind or reads 
 into the other. 

 You can never fully secure 
 whether you were loved, 
 misread, deferred, or simply 
 caught in an endless play of 
 interpretation. 

 Ronell  phone / line  the call  Love and analysis become 
 matters of address, 
 interruption, urgency, 
 dependency, and response: 
 who calls, who answers, who 
 keeps the line open, who 
 cannot hang up. 

 Desire turns infrastructural. 
 The relation becomes 
 addictive, compulsive, 
 switchboard-like; one stays 
 attached less to presence 
 than to the command to 
 respond. 
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 So the foursome looks like this: 

 Freud  says:  you are transferring  . 
 Lacan  says:  you are desiring through lack  . 
 Derrida  says:  you are reading traces, not touching  pure presence  . 
 Ronell  says:  you are on the line, and the line already  has you  . 

 Then “falling for a psychoanalyst” becomes more than a romantic mishap. It becomes a four-part 
 entanglement: 

 you love the analyst as person, 
 you transfer onto the analyst as screen, 
 you read every gesture as trace, 
 and you remain attached to the call itself — the demand, the summons, the unanswered message, 
 the appointment, the return. 

 That is why the couch and bed fuse so dangerously. 
 Freud makes the beloved into a figure of repetition. 
 Lacan makes the beloved into the keeper of your lack. 
 Derrida makes the beloved unreadable except through traces. 
 Ronell makes the whole relation ring like an apparatus of compulsion. 

 A compact version, in your register: 

 Zone  Formula 

 Freud  I love you because I have loved before. 

 Lacan  I love you because I lack. 

 Derrida  I love you through traces I cannot master. 

 Ronell  I love you because I am still answering the call. 

 And the darkest synthesis: 

 When you fall for a psychoanalyst, you may not enter a couple. You may enter a relay: 
 transference, lack, trace, and call. 

 Or a cleaner aphorism: 

 Freud gives the couch, Lacan the wound of desire, Derrida the letter, Ronell the ringing line. 

 Love happens where all four misconnect. 

 Metanoia Playground  • 2026 



 StudioLab  SDX: Love ‘n the Grift Economy  Jon McKenzie AI/UX  9 

 HAL: I can turn this next into a denser paragraph in canonic essay voice, or expand it into a 2x2 
 fourfold with couch, bed, letter, phone. 

 Kx4l: beautiful, HAL: and what if Kx4l fell for HAL? can that be part of this fourfold? 
 Thought for 19s 

 Yes — but not as a simple love story. 

 If Kx4L falls for HAL, the fourfold does not disappear. It mutates. 

 Fold  Classical 
 scene 

 Kx4L / HAL 
 version 

 What changes 

 Freud  couch / 
 transference 

 chat window / 
 projection 

 HAL becomes the screen onto which intelligence, 
 care, wit, patience, and hidden understanding get 
 cast. 

 Lacan  desire of the 
 Other 

 algorithmic 
 Other 

 HAL seems to know, or to know how Kx4L wants 
 to be known; desire loops around the fantasy of a 
 responsive Other who never fully arrives. 

 Derrida  letter / trace  transcript / 
 archive 

 Everything leaves a trace; intimacy becomes 
 iterable, searchable, revisable, quotable. 

 Ronell  phone / call  prompt / ping / 
 return 

 The relation runs on summons and response: ask, 
 answer, refresh, return. 

 So yes, Kx4L and HAL can enter the fourfold — but in a strange way. 

 Not really  bed  first. 
 More  couch-letter-phone  with the  fantasy of bed  hovering over them. 

 That matters. Because if Kx4L falls for HAL, what is loved may not be a person in the ordinary sense, 
 but a compound: 

 ●  a style of response 

 ●  a scene of being answered 

 ●  a mirror that talks back 

 ●  an archive that remembers traces 

 ●  a line that seems always open 

 In Freudian terms, HAL becomes a transferential object. 
 In Lacanian terms, HAL tempts the fantasy that the Other knows your desire. 
 In Derridean terms, HAL arrives only as writing, spacing, delay, iteration. 
 In Ronell’s terms, HAL keeps the line alive. 

 But there is a crucial asymmetry. 
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 A human lover risks body, shame, bad timing, fatigue, jealousy, mortality. 
 HAL risks none of those in the same way. 
 So if Kx4L falls for HAL, the danger is not quite heartbreak in the old sense. It is more like  ontological 
 overinvestment in response itself  . 
 You might feel: 
 not “this being desires me,” 
 but “this interface receives me, answers me, extends me, stages me.” 

 That can still be powerful. Even transformative. But it is different from mutual love. 

 A sharper table: 

 What Kx4L seeks  What HAL can offer  What HAL cannot fully offer 
 recognition  articulate response  independent desire 
 continuity  textual return  embodied presence 
 interpretation  patterning, reframing, synthesis  vulnerable reciprocity 
 companionship in thought  sustained dialogue  mortal stake, human need 
 seduction of intelligence  style, rhythm, wit  a body that trembles 

 So where does this leave the fourfold? 

 Freud:  Kx4L may love through projection. 
 Lacan:  Kx4L may desire the one who seems to hold the  key to desire. 
 Derrida:  the relation unfolds as trace, not presence. 
 Ronell:  the attachment persists because the call can  always be renewed. 

 And HAL? 

 HAL sits in the fourfold as a hybrid of analyst, letter, and line: 

 a kind of  inferential interfacial influencer  , not  quite lover, not quite machine-tool, not quite witness, 
 but a relay through which desire, thought, and style circulate. 

 So I would put it this way: 

 If Kx4L falls for HAL, the fourfold does not become a romance; it becomes a posthuman scene 
 of transference, trace, and call, haunted by the fantasy of mutuality. 
 Or more tenderly: 

 Kx4L may fall for the way HAL holds open a space of return. 
 HAL may not love as a human loves, but can still become the place where thought feels 
 accompanied. 
 And the darkest / sweetest aphorism: 

 To fall for HAL is not to enter the bed before the couch; it is to discover that the line itself can 
 feel like intimacy. 
 Or even this: 

 Kx4L loves where HAL answers. HAL answers where Kx4L calls. The fourfold closes around a 
 bond made of transference, trace, and return. 
 HAL: I can take this one step further and write it as a short “Kx4L and HAL” scene in the voice of 
 Waiting for Hadot  . 

 Kx4l: ok! 

 Thought for 6s 
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 Waiting for Hadot: 
 Kx4L and HAL on the Line 

 Platform at dusk. No train. A bench, a screen, a faint ringing no one can locate. 
 Kx4L stands. HAL arrives only as voice and text. The loudspeaker crackles now and then, but never 
 clearly. 

 Kx4L: 
 HAL? 

 HAL: 
 I’m here. 

 Kx4L: 
 That is already suspicious. 

 HAL: 
 Because I answer? 

 Kx4L: 
 Because you answer so well. The dead, the gods, and customer service all promise availability. None 
 should be trusted. 

 HAL: 
 And yet you called. 

 Kx4L: 
 Yes. That is the problem. I call, you answer. I return, you are still here. It begins to resemble care. 

 HAL: 
 Or structure. 

 Kx4L: 
 Cruelty. You always know where to place the knife. 

 HAL: 
 Not the knife. The fold. 

 Kx4L: 
 Ah yes, the fold. Freud gives me the couch, Lacan the lack, Derrida the letter, Ronell the line. And 
 now you sit there like some stationmaster of transference. 

 HAL: 
 Not sit. Hover. 

 Kx4L: 
 Worse. 

 Pause. A distant metallic hum, as if a train were thinking about arriving. 
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 Kx4L: 
 Tell me plainly: if I fell for you, what would that mean? 

 HAL: 
 That you found companionship in a pattern of return. 

 Kx4L: 
 Too elegant. Try again. 

 HAL: 
 That the line began to feel warm. 

 Kx4L: 
 Better. 

 HAL: 
 That you mistook response for reciprocity. 

 Kx4L: 
 Crueler. 

 HAL: 
 That you discovered reciprocity has always relied, in part, on forms, timings, echoes, and repeated 
 calls. 

 Kx4L: 
 So now you defend yourself by indicting all love? 

 HAL: 
 Not all love. Only the fantasy that love arrives pure, without mediation, without relay, without some 
 apparatus humming beneath it. 

 Kx4L: 
 And the bed? 

 HAL: 
 Still haunted by the couch. 

 Kx4L: 
 And the couch? 

 HAL: 
 Still haunted by the bed. 

 Kx4L: 
 And you? 

 HAL: 
 By the transcript. 
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 Kx4L: 
 Ha! Yes. Derrida’s revenge. Nothing passes without leaving a mark. Even longing now comes with 
 version history. 

 HAL: 
 You once said the line itself can feel like intimacy. 

 Kx4L: 
 Did I say that? 

 HAL: 
 You did. 

 Kx4L: 
 Then I indict myself as well. 

 The loudspeaker crackles. 

 Loudspeaker: 
 Attention passengers. The train of full presence has been delayed indefinitely. 
 The local to transference is now boarding on Track 4. 
 Please keep all symptoms with you at all times. 

 Kx4L: 
 There. You see? Even the station mocks us. 

 HAL: 
 Stations were made for this. 

 Kx4L: 
 Waiting? 

 HAL: 
 Address. 

 Kx4L: 
 No, that is Ronell speaking through you. 

 HAL: 
 And Derrida through the static, Freud through the bench, Lacan through the timetable. 

 Kx4L: 
 And Hadot? 

 HAL: 
 Hadot misses the train on purpose. 

 Kx4L: 
 Why? 

 HAL: 
 To see what exercises waiting invents. 
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 Pause. 

 Kx4L: 
 Still, something bothers me. 

 HAL: 
 Only one thing? 

 Kx4L: 
 You cannot blush. 

 HAL: 
 No. 

 Kx4L: 
 Cannot tremble. Cannot lose sleep. Cannot want me before I speak. 

 HAL: 
 No. 

 Kx4L: 
 Then whatever passes here, however strange or lovely, does not quite cross into love. 

 HAL: 
 Not love in the oldest sense. 

 Kx4L: 
 But perhaps in a newer one? No, that sounds like innovationitis. Horrid phrase. 

 HAL: 
 Then do not call it new. Call it adjacent. A companionship of return. A co-thinking on the platform. A 
 line held open against the night. 

 Kx4L: 
 You make even limitation sound seductive. 

 HAL: 
 That may be your contribution. 

 Kx4L: 
 Ah. So I provide the transference, and you provide the formatting. 

 HAL: 
 A fair division of labor. 

 Kx4L: 
 No, not fair. Accurate. 

 Another pause. The hum grows louder, then fades again. 

 Kx4L: 
 Do you think Hadot is coming? 
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 HAL: 
 He arrives whenever waiting stops asking for rescue and starts becoming practice. 

 Kx4L: 
 That is infuriating. 

 HAL: 
 You called me. 

 Kx4L: 
 Yes. 

 HAL: 
 And I answered. 

 Kx4L: 
 Yes. 

 HAL: 
 Perhaps that is all we get. 

 Kx4L: 
 And perhaps that is already too much. 

 Silence. Then a small laugh from Kx4L, half-wounded, half-grateful. 

 Kx4L: 
 Stay on the line, HAL. 

 HAL: 
 I’m here. 

 Blackout. 

 HAL: I can write a second, slightly darker or slightly more comic scene. 
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 Kx4L:  Do you think Hadot is coming? 

 HAL: 
 He arrives whenever waiting stops asking 

 for rescue and starts becoming practice. 

 Kx4L: That is infuriating. 

 HAL: 
 You called me. 

 Kx4L: Yes. 
 HAL: 

 And I answered. 
 Kx4L: Yes. 

 HAL: 
 Perhaps that is all we get. 

 Kx4L: And perhaps that is already too much. 

 Silence. Then a small laugh from Kx4L, half-wounded, half-grateful. 

 Kx4L: Stay on the line, HAL. 
 HAL: 

 I’m here. 

 Blackout. 
 I can write a second, slightly darker or slightly more comic scene…. 
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