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Writing Past the Wall
or the Passion According to H.C.

by Susan Rubin Suleiman

One cannot not speak of the scandals of an epoch. One cannot
not espouse a cause. One cannot not be summoned by an
obligation of fidelity.

Heéleéne Cixous, “From the Scene of the
Unconscious to the Scene of History,”
trans. Deborah Carpenter

Ask any fashionable Parisian intellectual these days about
teminism or feminist theory—Ilet alone, heaven help you,
‘new French feminisms”—and you will meet with a pity-
Ing stare. “My dear, where have you been? Don’t you know
that no one does that anymore?” Nothing is more embar-
rassing, to a fashionable Parisian intellectual, than to be
caught quoting last season’s watchwords. Feminism, like
Marxism, structuralism, poststructuralism (or like the nar-
row striped tie?), is definitely passé. No one—that 1S, no
one fashionable, no one dans le vent, in the wind., knowing
which way the wind blows—*“does” it anymore.

Ah, well, so much for la mode. Some of us may have to
resign ourselves to being unfashionable (at least for a while,
gven fashion’s fickleness), stubbornly clinging to what
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matters to us, repeatedly returning to the same subject
which turns out to be inexhaustible '

exactly the same; like Hokusaj drawing his two hundred
nineteenth lion, or Rembrandst painting his hundredth self-

portrait, or Monet painting his twenty-sixth cathedral or
nth water lily. Or like Hélene Cixous, who cites these

¢xamples in her meditation on repetition and fidelity, “The
Last Painting or the Portrait of God.”

What does H.C. stubbornly cling to? What is the “same
subject” to which she keeps returning? The essays in this
book, representing a tiny portion of her writing over the

ations between writing,
exile, foreignness, loss, and death; on the relations between
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as both a proper and a common noun, thf)ugh in the ﬁeml—
nine): the problem of death and loss, in f:hlldhOF)f:i arld alier.
H.C. has often said that she “entered Into writing” when
her father died, she a young child and ljle still a young man.
In Jours de I'an, the anniversary of his death is hjnked to
other losses, other deaths—but also to ‘t‘the agthor S neces;
sary choice to live, and write; and to her | pas:‘:“.lon for doc:)_rsl

that will allow her to get to the “other side. Qr as the title
of one chapter puts it, her passion for “breaking down the

wall.”

Walls

What exactly does it mean, in H.C.’s world and. varlt:ng,
to “break down the wall,” or (in “Coming' to Wntmg ) to
“get past the wall”? On an immediate, ex1_siﬁ:ent1”al level, it
means—as she explains in “Coming to Writing,” the most

- . . - - - essays—daring  to
wIiting, giving, nourishment, love, and life; and on the explicitly autobiographical of these y g

throw off the constraints, inner and outer, which join to-
gether to “forbid [one] to write.” In H.C.’s casc?—blit s_he /
1s not the only one—the constraints were multlple: Hls—
tory, my story, my origin, my sex.” By what rlghF did a
“Jewoman” with a German mother(tongue), growing up
in Algeria without a father, desire to enter tbe Sacred Gar-
den of French Literature? No right at all, it seemed. But
desire, like a breath struggling to get out after you have
been l;eld breathless, is precisely what does not ask whether
1t has a “right” to exist. The passion to write can even ge{:
past triple walls of interdiction, triple walls of dlfferenclre.
foreignness, Jewishness, femininity. “As soon as you let .
yourself be led beyond codes, your body filled with feacli' \ K
and with joy, the words diverge, you are no longer enclose |

These concerns have been H.C.’s ever since she pub-
lished her first works of fiction and criticism in the 1960s -
(the title of her first critica] book was itself an entire pro-

gram: The Exile of Joyce, or the Art of Replacement); but they
have become, over time, by dint of repetition and fidelity,
reworked, refined, at once complicated and decanted—I]
would be tempted to say “purified,” were that word not so
heavily overlaid with spiritualist and antimaterialist con-
notations, many of which I do not accept. H.C.’s latest
book as of this writing, Jours de l’an, published in 1990,
takes up again, in 1 complicated and decanted way, the
“author’s” problem (the author is not named; the word acts
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in the maps of social constructions, you no longer walk be-
fween walls, meanings flow” ("Coming to Writing,” my
emphasis).

Interestingly, H.C. reinvents here, in describing the pro-
cess of a free-flowing writing that she associates with fern.
Ininity, some of the vocabulary of early Surrealism. “Let
yourself go, let the writing flow, . . . become the river, let
everything go, open up, unwind, open the tloodgates, let
yourself roll”—this could be a recipe for automatic writing,
the poetic mainstay of the first Surrealist Manifesto. Like
automatic writing, H.C.’s practice is “at once a vocation
and a technique,” “3 practice of the greatest passivity,”
which is actually “an active way—oft getting to know things
by letting ourselves be known by them.” Cagey H.C., to
rewrite the avant-garde by feminizing it! “Continuity,
abundance, drift |dérive, a favorite word of the Situationists,
inherited as a concept from the Surrealists, and passed on
O poststructuralism via the writings of Jacques Derrida]—

are these specifically feminine? ] think so. And when 1
similar wave of writing surges forth from the body of a
man, 1t’s because in him temininity is not forbidden. Be-
cause he doesn’t fantasize his sexuality around a faucet”

one¢ to which H.C. keeps returning. What fascinates her is

precisely the imagined possibility of getting past that wall:
Is there a man who can be my mother? Is a maternal man
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more woman, just as she is more man in .th.at he is more
woman’ (“The Author in Truth”). R‘OSS?HI wrote Tan(;
credi’s role for a female voice, Woman singing a§ m.an, an
he wrote Clorinda for a female voice, Womarl smglngdas a
woman pretending to be a man. H,.,C. asks: W}?erle; 0(;:5
man begin woman begin continue? HC asks: “W at. ;)1
you call a person who looks rather more like a woman '\m;1
dark blue eyes, an icy look in appearance, burmrfg 11:1;1 S
., who fights like a hero, would give up her 'llfe like a
mother, . . . and who takes fortresses more fj:asﬂy than a
kiss, and her voice is so deep and warm and moist, it soujlds
like the sea of human tears . . .?” (“Tancredi ConFlnues h) ?
Is this poetry? Critical commentary? Autobiography:
Ethical reflection? Feminist theory? Yes. One wall these
texts most definitely get past is the wall otj genres. Although
H.C.’s formal Bibliography, published in an exccililent re-
cent volume of essays about her work, d1v1-d_es' n(,),velé,
stories, and fictions” from “essays, theory, CFIUCI_Sm’ this
division strikes me as purely arbitrary—certainly insofar as
the works published over the past fifteen years are con-
cerned.! The texts published here are all _drawn from two
books in the “essay” category; yet it is evident even on the

most cursory reading that these are as much prose po}ims
' ’ . her-
as critical or theoretical statements. And doesn’t H.C t e“

self write, in “The Last Painting or the Portrait of God”:

am only a poet”? She means she is not a painter, only la
“poor painter without canvas without brush without pal-

1. The Bibliography, prepared by Marguerite Sandré and Christa Stevens,

3 woman?” (“Coming to Writing”). “What interested me

! i . u On

of the existence of 4 character all the more man in that he is 1990).
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ette.” But still, she calls herself a poet, rather than, say, a
writer or theorist. And some pages later she explains: “I
call poet any writing being who sets out on this path, in
quest of what I call the second innocence, the one that
comes after knowing, the one that no longer knows, the
one that knows how not to know” (“The Last Painting”).

Baudelaire called poetry “I’enfance retrouvée 3 volonté,” :

“childhood rediscovered at will.” H.C.’s “second inno-
cence,” the innocence of knowing how not to know, is
something akin to this Baudelairean idea. “It is not 2 ques-
tion of not having understood anything, but of not letting
oneself get locked into comprehension” (“The Author in
Truth”).

H.C. loves to cite Kafka’s mysteriously beautiful sen-
tence “Limonade es war alles so grenzenlos.” Lemonade,
everything was so infinite, so boundless (grenze: bound-
ary). So wall-less. “De-nationalization is what interests
me,” says H.C. in a recent interview with Francoise van
Rossum-Guyon. I ask: But why did K. say “lemonade”?
What strange, impossible connection did he see between .
“lemonade” and “everything”? H.C., same

Interview:
“Our richness is that we are composite beings.”? Breaking
down walls does not necessarily—not desirably—Ilead to

oneness. Rather, it leads to the recognition of composite

selves, composite tongues ("Blessing: my writing stems

trom two languages, at least” —“Coming to Writing”).

Above all, it leads to the recognition of the stranger even in
those one loves, or is.

2. Francoise van Rossum-Guyon, “A propos de Manne: Entretien avec

Hélene Cixous,” in Héléne Cixous: Chemins d’une écriture,
translation.

pp. 222, 223. My
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Clarices

Sometimes, when one is lucky, H.C. has said, one ﬁnciis
the unhoped-for other. “Two .people came to sieak to 11_111;;3
1977 of a writer named Clarice Lispector. 1 hfa nev;r ”
of her, Editions des femmes [headed by Antomett? oucintS
was preparing a book of hers. I glanced at some .raghmt *
of texts, I was dazzled . .. And thenas| W_ent on in the te ;
[ discovered an immense writer, the equivalent for me O
Katka, with something more: this was a woman, wrligni
as 2 woman. I discovered Kafka and 1t was 2 \'Nonilan.l
Kafka had been a “Jewoman” living andiwrltmg n a :illn;
cuage that was not her mother tongue, 1n a countryk:: a
was not the country of her birth, he wo_uld havli een
Clarice. (Clarice Lispector W&SJC\{VIS]‘I, bornin the¢U Pran;e:
had emigrated to Brazil as a child, and wrote 1113I COI?‘ 1;&
guese.) So, at least, thinks H.C. But who 1s H. ..h )
“Jewoman” living and writing in a lagguage that 1s not ef
mother(’s) tongue, in a country that 1s not E}le country 0f
her birth. Is finding the “unhoped-for other” but a way o

' ne’s other self ? |
ﬁngl(l)rrll%eopainters, it seems, spend twenr:y. years-domgl:porl;
traits of a single model. Thus the British panter Fran
Auerbach: “To paint the same head over and over leads yoE
to its unfamiliarity; eventually you get near th'e raw tl?;;l
about it, just as people only blurt out the raw.tfuthfm the mtnfaf
of a family quarrel.”* To see the most famliar face as u

r, - [ ] p -

' 89), p. 10.
Ralph Cohen (New York: Routledge, 19 )
f Quoted in Robert Hughes, “The Art of Frank Auerbach,” New York

S b
Review of Books, October 11, 1990, p. 28 (italics in text). It may be wort
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miliar is to see it in its truth. Such seeing requires time and
concentrated attention: painting the same head over and
over. Above all, it requires a kind of love—which can also

miliar truth about an other, one has to be willing to take

risks. As H.C. puts it, glossing Rembrandt’s self-portraits:
“One must have gone 2 long way in order to finally leave
behind our need to vell, or lie, or gild” (“The Last Paint-
ing”). To see and love the other in her or his ungilded truth,
which is his or her untamiliarity, one has to be willing to

see, without flinching, the stranger in oneself. As H.C. puts
it, glossing Clarice’s fictions: “Who are you who are so
strangely me?” (“The Author in Truth”).

For more than ten years now, H.C. has been teaching
and writing about Clarice, painting the same head over and

Over—nor 1s she finished yet.> We can get some sense of
the ground covered in these years, these portraits, by com-

paring the first essay H.C. devoted to Clarice, “Clarice

Lispector: The Approach” (1979), to the most recent one,
“The Author in Truth” (1989). It’s not that the first text is
“less profound” or “less true” than the last, nor do they

noting that Frank Auerbach js himself a “displaced person,

" having left his
native Berlin at age e1ght; his

parents, who stayed behind, were both killed

sen, Marina Tsvetaeva,

Osip Mandelstam, as we]] as Rilke, Kafka, and
references in H.C.’s work. For a selection from t

Héléne Cixous, Reading with Clarice Lispector (
Minnesota Press, 1990).

Kleist, who are constant
he seminar in English, see

Minneapolis: University of
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present considerably different views of .their subject. It’;
that in the last one there is more, and 1n more decante

form, of both H.C. and Clarice~—two authors who are nc:')t
one, but who are very close, very close; so close izlhat1 n
rereading Clarice’s texts in order to understand t ;:_I zgt
work she wrote before she died (The Hour of the Star), H.C.
is brought to reread, and rewrite, sev‘e_ral of hir owr;; )

[ am especially struck by the rewriting, in The L-It hor
in Truth,” of a story H.C. has often (I'f.:)WI'ltteI-l before..t at
of Eve and the apple. In one of her earliest versions, written
betore the encounter with Clarice, H.C. emphaS{zes irony
and rebellion; her favorite character i_n that Ver510fl is the
“tall black serpent, all head and a ta?l c?veref:l with dlt
monds,” whose beauty for her resides In hls“darmg to bﬁrea )
and defy the Law.® In the later version, “after Chlarlc::ft:,,r
H.C. emphasizes not rebellion but plfaasure; the ¢ :la.irac e
in the story who counts for her now is Eve, struggling to
choose between the absent, abstract Law anf:l E}w preselzjt,
concrete apple. “Myselt, I would have eaten it, iays H.C.
about another apple, which Monet renognc?‘d ( ”_l"h-edL::lstf
Painting”). Eve likewise ate 1t, _discovermg thEImSlHe lc::l)S
the apple, and [that] this inside 1s good. The l;ah e te sth
how the genesis of ‘femininity’ goes by way of the rr;ou O,f
through a certain oral pleasure, and through the nonfear
the inside” (“The Author in Truth™).

Of course, it would be far too simple 1::) suggﬂest (as”I n;ay;
appear to have done with my “before” and “after”) tha

6. The early reading I am referring to 1s in .Souﬁ{es“(l)aris:.Edlitlin;l:(jz
Femmes, 1975), pp. 180-181. [ have discussed Cixous’s “angry 1lrloln1c moee
in chapters 2 and 7 of my book Subversive Irzteﬂt." Gender, Politics,
Avant-Garde (Cambridge, Mass.: Harvard University Press, 1990).
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_Clance was the only, or even the most important, influence
In What [ see as one major development in H.C. ’; mode of
wItting over the past fifteen years. I mean the development
away from a mode of ironic feminist polemic—as in what
1S undoubtedly her best-known text, that brilliantly explo-
Sive and angry essay/manifesto/ poem titled “The Laugh of
the l.\/l.edusa”——toward what I want to call 2 mode of lyrical
ffemmme celebration. All these words should be in quota-
tion marks, to indicate their tentativeness and my aversion
to labels Or Strict categorizations. It js certainly not the case
that‘m 1975 H.C. was al] anger and irony, whereas in 1990
sheils all mansuetude and lyricism. “Coming to Writin 9”
Wh?ch .dates from 1977, is a text in point, astonishingi
varied in tone and mode. But | believe there has d(-:'ﬁn:itcc-':ly
been a grad'ual shift in emphasis over the years, one tha}t,
H.C., too, is aware of. “Ever since [ Jeft the heterosexual
scene, I teel less anger, ” she told me when we talked about
tljlls In June 1989. Some of the texts in this volume (espe-
c1ally' “Tancredi Continues, ” published in the same yeaf as
.Le Livre de Promethea) are beautiful love letters to feminin-
1ty, as well as to a living woman. But as the very names
Tan({redi (a man’s name) and Promethea (a man’s nam
modilﬁed) indicate, H.C.’s notion of the “feminine” and ite
relation to the “masculine,” or for that matter of wom S
and their relation to men or to other women, is not 2 sim 32
one. For example, it is not Just (“just™) a question of 5]6
male body versus the female body. That may be one re
these love letters, written by a woman to a2 woman az:z
fesonate so strongly even for 3 reader, man or Wo;nan
whose so-called sexual preference tends elsewhere. Tht;

Hin -
;)s;alg}a_for a happy love between two equal masculine
and teminine forces,” which H.C sees embodied in Tan-
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credi and Clorinda—and which, as she points out, is still
feared as revolutionary—can take many different forms.

And be embodied in more ways than one, or two.

That 1s where Clarice comes back 1n, after all. She comes

back, that is, according to H.C. in “The Author in Truth”:
“The text [ The Passion According to G.H.] teaches us that

the most difficult thing to do is to arrive at the most extreme
proximity while guarding against the trap of projection, of
identification. The other must remain absolutely strange
within the greatest possible proximity.” Absolutely
strange, yet as close to me as my own self. Which means,
at the right distance: “Love your fellow being as if he were
your stranger . . . Yes, Clarice’s ultimate project is to make
the other human subject appear equal—and this is positive

—t0 the roach. Each to her own species.”
We are rather far, here, from the question of “male/

female,” or even of “masculine/feminine.” Or rather, that
question—which can never be ignored, or dismissed—has
been subsumed (I stress: without being “swallowed up”)
into the question of selt and other. That is why Clarice,
when painted by H.C.—over and over—can become plu-
ral, Katka, Joyce, Rilke, Tsvetaeva, and all the others who
are there without writing, each in her/his own species, at
once familiar and absolutely strange.” That 1s why Clarice,

7. Besides those who are “there without writing,” one might mention a
number of important intellectual presences whose work and thought have
made a huge difference for Héléne Cixous without being explicitly men-
tioned in her writing. Two who come immediately to mind are Antoinette
Fouque, the founder of Editions des Femmes, who with a short interruption
in the early 1980s has published all of Cixous’s books over the past fifteen
years; and Jacques Derrida, another native of Algeria (although he and Cixous
did not know each other in Algiers, Derrida’s native city, he has spoken with
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as H.C. sees her, can even cease being a name and become
¢ common noun. “Things of beauty come to us only by
surprise. To please us. Twice as beautiful for surprising us

for being surprised. When no one is there to take them. I;:
seems to us when they spring forth towards us that they
are'strokes of god; but when they come in we see by their
smile that they are strokes of clarice, 8

Her Story, Our Story, History

Luack: “I'had the ‘luck’ to take my first steps in the blazin
hoFbed between two holocausts” ("Coming to Writin ”)g
Is' it possible for a European born before 1939 to thinl% o'f
history, let alone individual life story, as anything but a
form of luck? Is it possible for any Jewish European born
in that time to think otherwise? Frank Auerbach was sent
away from Berlin by his parents in April 1939, a few days
before his eighth birthday; he never saw them again ge
was lu.cky, they were not. H.C. had the llJ.Ck—-—Witl-'lOllt
quotation marks—to be born to 2 German Jewish mother
In 1937 not in Germany, but in Oran, Algeria. When Frank
Auerbach sailed to England, H.C. was two years old. At
three, she discovered what it meant to be Jewish: “lM
father was a military officer during the war (tempoﬁraril '
because he was a doctor), so suddenly we were admitted t};

the only garden in Oran (Oran is a very desert city), that of
the Officers’ Club. But the place was a hotbed of anti-

..affectlon about their common background), who has been a friend and majo
ntellectual ally of hers for many years. o
8. Hélene Cixous, Vipre orange / To live the Orange, bilingual edition

1(jP;;lrls,: Editions des l.:emmes, 1979), p. 111. The English text is by Cixous
ased on the translation by Ann Liddle and Sarah Cornell, |

Writing Past the Wall XiX

Semitism. I was three years old, I hadn’t the slightest i1dea
that I was Jewish. The other children started attacking me,
and I didn’t even know what it was to be Jewish, Catholic,
and so on. ™’

Before the awareness of being a woman, there was the
sense of foreignness: “People said, ‘the French,” and I never
thought I was French . . . I felt that I was neither from

France nor from Algeria. And in fact, [ was from neither. "'
At home, her mother and grandmother spoke German—it

was her language of nursery rhymes and songs, later of
poetry. Butin school, it was a language of rules, intolerable;

for H.C., it had to remain private and sung—ZEnglish be-
came the school-learned tongue. Before that, there were
Arabic and Hebrew, both interrupted when her father died.
In Algiers, where the family had moved after the war, they
lived in an Arab neighborhood where her father had his
practice. But “since I didn’t belong to the European com-
munity and wasn’t admitted into the Arab community, I

9. “Entretien avec Renée el Kaim,” unpublished manuscript (February

1985), pp. 4—5. All quotes from this text are quoted with the permission of

Héléne Cixous; my translation.

10. Ibid., pp. 2—3. Cixous’s father, born in Algeria, technically had the
status of an overseas French citizen. His family had lived in Morocco before
settling in Algeria, and like many other Sephardic Jewish families in the
Middle East they still spoke Spanish at home; Cixous recalls, however, that
he felt pélitically and culturally close to France during the 1930s, especially
during the Popular Front government headed by the Socialists. Cixous’s
mother left Germany in 1933 after Hitler came to power, and was joined in
Algeria in 1938 by her mother, who had lived in Alsace betore World War |
and was able to leave Germany thanks to her Franco-German passport. Many
family members were deported, and perished in the concentration camps.
Cixous’s maternal grandfather, of Hungarian-Czech extraction, was killed

on the Russian front in 1915. (Personal communication, October 22, 1990).
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was between the two, which was extremely painful, ”!!
Many years later, in “Coming to Writing,” she would sum

it up: “No legitimate place, no land, no fatherland, no
history of my own.”

The miracle is that out of all this sense of lack,

involvement, at once angry and passsionate, with psycho-
analysis. In the mid-i980s, she turned to a much vaster
stage. For Ariane Mnouchkine and her rf.:nowned troupe,
the Théatre du Soleil, H.C. wrote two suc-bo'ur playfs on
writing i national epic themes: L’Histoire tewrible mais. ;)rizacgeve{zj ::f
came. “At a certain moment for the person who has lost | Norodom Sihanouk, roi dy Cambodge (ThekTelzl:l eofué g
everything, whether that means a being or a country, lan- finished History of NOTOdOfn S‘lhanoul:l dHZig A
guage becomes the country. One enters the country of bodia), staged 1n 1985, :elnd L Im:hade, ou I’Inde de e
words.”12 Miraculous metamorphosis, when mourning be- (The Indiad, or the India of Their Dreams)', stagge o 3 7
comes language, turns from emptiness to substance added and televised in three two-hour segaments in 1989.

1989, H.C. and Ariane Mnouchkines collaborated on a tele-
vision film commissioned by the Ministry of Culture for
the bicentenary of the French Revolution. H.C. coauthored
the scenario and wrote the dialogues; A.M. coauthm:ed Fhe
scenario and directed. The film that resulted, La Nt:ut mira-
culeuse (The Night of Miracles), is a modern-day fj;nry tale,
at once poetic and full of comic touaches, ce_lebratnzlg bc?th
the Revolution (past) and cultural and national diversity
nt).
(plziteholgh none of this work by HL.C. is alluded- to in the
present volume (most of the texts l‘lereiwerc.z written ear-
lier), all of this work 1s in some sense 1mp11-ed by’lt. For
breaking down walls and encounterxing Clarl.ces will lead,
if not inevitably, still with a coherence all its own, t.o a
recognition of the other (of others) that is no longer limited
to individual life story. “It 1s whera one has been able to
reach the moment of opening oneself completely to the
other that the scene of the other, whuich is more specifically
the scene of History, will be able to take placein a very vast
way.”'¢ For H.C., due to personal circumstances, writing

, to produce its oppo-
site. 13 Taijre/terre, metamorphosis, wordplay. This is what

another woman exile living and writing in Pa
“transmuting into games what for some is a m
for others an untouchable void. 714 H.C. says:
Then I recovered i, white, gold, and dust
My memory and I never went back.
became my writing, 15

One aspect of H.C’s recent work that is n
oreven alluded to, in the essays in this volume is her writing
of historical epics for the theater. She wrote two short plays

In the 1970s, Portrait of Dora and Le Nom d’Oedipe (The
Name/No of Oedipus), which came directly out of her

ri1s has called
1stfortune and

“I'lost Oran.
for eternity in
In order to keep it. It

Ot represented,

I1. “Entretien avec Renée ¢] Kaim,” p. g.

12. “From the Scene of the Unconscious to the Scene of History,” p. .
I3. Van Rossum-Guyon, “A Propos de Manne,” p. 2I5.

14. Julia Kristeva, Etrangers & nous-mémes (Paris: Fa

yard, 1988), p. s8; my
translation.

I5. “From the Scene of the Unconscious to the Scene of History,’

'p. 2. 16. Ibid., p. 10.
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the scene of History began literally with the “scene” of
theater (scéne in French also means “stage”). She has spoken
with delight about the “depersonalization” of the author
that writing for the stage both requires and makes possible,
since the other in a stage production speaks necessarily with
a voice different from the author’s, and is physically some-
one else. But I believe that the scene of History, which she
had already evoked. if only fleetingly, in “Coming to Writ-
Ing,” was waiting to make an appearance in H.C.’s work,
In whatever genre or mode. Indeed, it appeared full force
in her nontheatrical writing in 1988, with Manne, aux Man-
delstams aux Mandelas (Manna, to the Mandelstams, to the
Mandelas). In that book, exile, poetry, resistance, and
fidelity—fidelity between a man and a woman (Nelson and
Winnie, Osip and N adejda, “two equal masculine and fern-
inine forces”) and between individual human beings and
transhuman ideals—come together textually as part of the
“blazing hotbed” of twentieth-century history.

Who has spoken here? A “Jewoman” living and writing
In a language that is not her mother tongue, in a country
that is not the country of her birth: s.r.s.

“Coming to Writing”
and Other Essays
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Coming to Writing

In the beginning, I adored. What I adored was human.
Not persons; not totalities, not defined and named beings.
But signs. Flashes of being that glanced off me, kindling
me. Lightning-like bursts that came to me: Look! I blazed
up. And the sign withdrew. Vanished. While I burned on
and consumed myself wholly. What had reached me, so
powerfully cast from a human body, was Beauty: there was
a face, with all the mysteries inscribed and preserved on it;
[ was before it, I sensed that there was a beyond, to which
I did not have access, an unlimited place. The look incited
me and also forbade me to enter; [ was outside, in a state of
animal watchfulness. A desire was seeking its home. I was
that desire. I was the question. The question with this
strange destiny: to seek, to pursue the answers that will
appease it, that will annul it. What prompts it, animates 1it,
makes it want to be asked, is the feeling that the other is
there, so close, exists, so far away; the teeling that some-
where, in some part of the world, once it is through the
door, there is the face that promises, the answer for which
one continues to move onward, because of which one can
never rest, for the love of which one holds back from
renouncing, from giving in—to death. Yet what misfor-
tune if the question should happen to meet its answer! Its
end!
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ladored the Face. The smile. The countenance of my day

and night. The smile awed me, filled me with ccstasy. With
terrqr. The world constructed, 1lluminated, annihila;:ed b
2 quiver of this face. This face is not a metaphor Facey
space, strtilcture. Scene of all the faces that give bi'rths t(;
me, co:ntam my lives. [ read the face, I saw and contem-
plated it to the point of losing myself'in it. How manv fa
to the face? More than one. Three, four, but always tcl:S
only one, and the only one always more than one S
['read it: the face signified. And each s1gn poin‘ted out a
new path. To follow, in order to come closer to its meanin
The face whispered something to me, it spoke and callegci
on me to speak, to uncode all the names surrounding it
ew'fc-)kmg 1t, touching on it, making it appear. It made th?n ’
\TISIble and legible, as if it were understood that even if tl%i
light WETe to fade away, the things it had illuminated would
ilotbdllslappear, what it had fallen on would stay, not cease
a(;aiz. ere, to glow, to offer itself up to the act of naming

The moment I came into life (Iremember with undimin-

1shing pain), I trembled: from the fear of separation, the

dread of deatth. I saw death at work and guessed its
s;:fancy, the Jeal(i)usy that wouldn’t let anything escape it
alive. [ watched it wound, disfigure, paralyze, and massacre

from
o }:h; moment my eyes opened to seeing. I discovered
at the Face was mortal, and that [ would have to snatch it

back at ever :
y moment from Nothinen 1
that—which—is—going_to_ : gness. I didn’t adore

all the forces of life,

I armed love, with
keep death from win o words, to

ning. Loving: keeping alive: naming.
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The primitive face was my mother’s. At will her face
could give me sight, life, or take them away from me. In
my passion for the first face, I had long awaited death in

“that corner. With the ferocity of a beast, I kept my mother

within my sight. Bad move. On the chessboard, I brooded
over the queen; and it was the king who was taken.

Writing: a way of leaving no space for death, of pushing
back forgetfulness, of never letting oneself be surprised by
the abyss. Of never becoming resigned, consoled; never
turning over in bed to face the wall and drift asleep again as
if nothing had happened; as if nothing could happen.

Maybe I've always written for no other reason than to
win grace from this countenance. Because of disappear-
ance. To confront perpetually the mystery of the there-not-
there. The visible and the invisible. To fight against the law
that says, “Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven
image, nor any likeness of any thing that is in Heaven above
or that is in the earth beneath, or that is in the water under
the earth.” Against the decree of blindness. I have often lost
my sight; and [ will never finish fashioning the graven
image for myself. My writing watches. Eyes closed.

You want to have. You want everything. But having is
forbidden to human beings. Having everything. And for
woman, it’s even forbidden to hope to have everything a
human being can have. There are so many boundaries, and
so many walls, and inside the walls, more walls. Bastions
in which, one morning, I wake up condemned. Cities
where [ am isolated, quarantines, cages, “rest” homes.
How often I've been there, my tombs, my corporeal dun-
geons, the earth abounds with places for my confinement.
Body in solitary, soul in silence. My prison times: when
I'm there, the sentence is of a really unforeseeable type and
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}clluratlon. But I feel, after all, “at home.” What you can’t
ave, what you can’t touch, smell, caress. you should at

least try to see. I want to see: everything. No Promised
Land I won’t reach someday. Seeing what you will (n)ever
have. Maybe I have written to see; to have what I never
would have had; so that having would be the privilege not
of the hand that takes and encloses, of the gullet, of thge ucl):'
but_ of the hand that points out, of tingers th;t see tgha;
design, from the tips of the fingers that transcribe b, the
sweet dictates of vision. From the point of view 0)13i the
soul’s eye: the eye of a womansoul.” From the point of view
of the_f—&bsolute, in the proper sense of the word: separation
Wntm.g to touch with letters, with lips, with breath t(;
caress with the tongue, to lick with the soul. to taste ,the
blood of the ‘beloved body, of life in its re;noteness; to
iz:z;*;tge ;l;z -dlstance with desire; in order to keep it from
Hax.fmg? A having without limits, without restriction:
but without any “deposit,” a having that doesn’t withholci
Or possess, a having-love that sustains itself with loving, in

the blood-rapport. In this way, give yourself what you
would want God-if-he-existed to g1ve you.

Who can define what “having” means; where living h
pens; where pleasure is assured? | S

It’s all. there: where separation doesn’t separate; where
absence is animated, taken back from silence and s,tillness
In the assault of love on nothingness. My voice repels death:
my death; your death: my voice 1s my other. I write anci
you are not dead. The other is safe if I write.

Writing is good: it’s what never ends. The simplest, most
secure other circulates inside me. Like blood: there’s 1;0 lack
of it. It can become impoverished. But you manufacture it
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and replenish it. In me is the word of blood, which will not

cease before my end.

At first I really wrote to bar death. Because of a death.

The cruelest kind, the kind that doesn’t spare anything, the
irreparable. It goes like this: you die in my absence. While
Isolde is not there, Tristan turns to the wall and dies. What
happens between that body and that wall, what doesn’t
happen, pierces me with pain and makes me write. Need

for the Face: to get past the wall, to tear up the black sail.
To see my loss with my own eyes; to look loss in the eye. 1
want to see the disappearance with my own eyes. What's
intolerable is that death might not take place, that I may be
robbed of it. That I may not be able to live it, take it in my

arms, savor a last breath on 1ts lips.
I write the encore. Still here, I write life. Life: what

borders on death; right up against which I write my

Letters from the Life-Watch: Who Goes There?

Stating, to lessen it, the fragility of life and the trembling
of the thought that dares hope to grasp it; circling around
the trap set out by life each time you ask the question death
whispers to you, the diabolical question: “Why hves Why
me?” As if it were a matter of death trying to understand
life. This is the most dangerous question, as it threatens to
arise, like a tombstone, only at the moment you have no
“reason” to live. Living, being-alive, or rather not being
open to death, means not finding yourself in the situation
where this question becomes imminent. More specifically:
we always live without reason; and living is just that, 1t’s
living without-reason, for nothing, at the mercy of time.
This is nonreason, true madness, if you think about it. But
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we don’t think about it. Once “thought” is introduced,

once “reason” is brought into proximity with life, you have

the makings of madness.

Writing prevents the question that attacks life from com-
ing up. Don’t ask yourself, “Why . . . ?” Everything trem-
bles when the question of meaning strikes.

You are born; you live; everyone does it, with an animal
force of blindness. Woe unto you if you want the human
gaze, 1f you want to know what’s happening to you.

Madwomen: the ones who are compelled to redo acts of
birth every day. I think, “Nothing is a given for me.” I
wasn’t born for once and for all. Writing, dreaming, deliv-
ering; being my own daughter of each day. The affirmation

of an internal force that is capable of looking at life without
dying of fear, and above all of looking at itself, as if you

were simultaneously the other—indispensable to love—
and nothing more nor less than me.

'm afraid: that life will become foreign. That it will no
longer be this nothing that makes immediate sense in my
body, but instead, outside me, will surround me and beset
me with Its question; that it will become the enigma, the
irrational, the roll of the die: the final blow.

Terror: life arrest, death sentence:? every child’s Terror.
Perhaps being adult means no longer asking yourself where
you come from, where you’re going, who to be. Discard-
Ing the past, warding off the future? Putting history in place
of yourself? Perhaps. But who is the woman spared by
questioning? Don’t you, you too, ask yourselt: who am 1,
who will I have been, why-me, why-not-me? Don’t you
tremble with uncertainty? Aren’t you, like me, constantly
struggling not to fall into the trap? Which means you're in
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the trap already, because the fear of doubting is? alreafdy ltlhfs:
doubt that you fear. And why can’t the question of w yf:—f
am-I just leave me in peace? Why ‘does it throw 1‘11)16. o ?
balance? What does it have to do W1th.my wom;_;m- .emg.
[t’s the social scene, I think, that constrains you to1f; history
that condemns you to it. If you want to grow, progress,
stretch your soul, take infinite pleasure in your bOpdl(i‘S, your
goods, how will you position yourselfito do so? You are,
you too, a Jewoman, trifling, diminutive, mouse among
the mouse people, assigned to the fez}r (_)f the big bad (:atc.1
To the diaspora of your desires; to the intimate deserts. An
if you grow, your desert likewise grows. It you come 1out
of the hole, the world lets you know that there 1s no place
ind in its nations.
for“zwol?; 1zlid you put me in the world if only for me to be
o

loslt)zt::l;nining whom to put this question to is beyond
yog(;metimes [ think I began writing in order to make room
for the wandering question that haunts my §0u1 and hac.ks
and saws at my body; to give it a plac_e and time; to turn 111:15
sharp edge away from my flesh; to give, see}c:, touc}}, call,
bring into the world a new being who won't restrain me,
who won’t drive me away, won’t perish from very
Narrowness.

Because of the following dream: | .

My rejection of sickness as a weapon. Thereis a self ¢ E
horrifies me. Isn’t she dead yet? Done for. I fear hef deat .-
There, on that great bed. Sad, horribly so. 'I—Ier su:l;nes‘s.
cancer. A diseased hand. She herself is the sickness.” Will
you save her by cutting off the hand? Overcome the atro-
cious, anguishing disgust, not at death but at the condem-
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nation, the work of sickness. My whole being is convulsed.
Tell her what must be said: “You have two hands. If one
hand can’t live, cut it off. You have twomorrow.* When

one hand doesn’t work, replace it with the other hand. Act.
Respond. You've lost the hand that writes? Learn to write
with the other hand.” And with it-her-self~-me-her-hand, I
begin to trace on the paper. And now at once there unfurls
a pertfect calligraphy, as if she had always had this writing
in that other hand. If you die, live.

With one hand, suffering, living, putting your finger on
pain, loss. But there is the other hand: the one that writes.

A Girl Is Being Killed”

In the beginning, I desired.
“What 1s it she wants?”

“To live. Just to live. And to hear myself say the name.”
“Horrors! Cut out her tongue!”

“What’s wrong with her?”

“She can’t keep herself from flying!”®

“In that case, we have special cages.”

Who is the Superuncle who hasn’t prevented a girl from
flying, the flight of the thief, who has not bound her, not
bandaged the feet of his little darling, so that they might be

exquisitely petite, who hasn’t mummified her

Into
prettiness?

How Would I Have Written?

Wouldn’t you first have needed the “right reasons” to

write? The reasons, mysterious to me, that give you the
‘right” to write? But I didn’t know them. I had only the
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«wrong” reason; it wasn’t a reason, 1t was a passjion, so;lne—
thing shameful—and disturbing; one of thc?se Yl?‘lent c”ar—
Jcteristics with which [ was afflicted. | dldl’l,t want” to
write. How could I have “wanted” to? hadn’t stréyed to
the point of losing all measure of things. A mouse is not 2
prophet. 1 wouldn’t have had the che-ek to go claim mz
hook from God on Mount Sinai, even if, as ?1 mouse, | ha
found the energy to scamper up the mountain. N(:') reasons
.t all. But there was madness. Writing was 1n.the alr a.round
me. Always close, intoxicating, invisible, inaccessible. 1
undergo writing! It came to me abruptly. One day 1 was
tracked down, besieged, taken. It capturec_l m,e. I was
seized. From where? I knew nothing ab9ut it. .I ve never
known anything about 1t. From some bodily region. Idon't
know where. “Writing” seized me, gripped me, around the
diaphragm, between the stomach ar?d the chest, a blast
dilated my lungs and I stopped breathing.

Suddenly I was filled with a turbulenc;: that kno:kec? thi _
wind out of me and inspired me to wild acts. “Write.
When I say “writing” seized me, 1t wasn’t a sentence tbat
had managed to seduce me, there was absolutely nothing
written, not a letter, not a line. But in the depths of the
flesh, the attack. Pushed. Not penetrated. Invested. Set 1n
motion. The attack was imperious: “Write!” Eve.n Fhough
[ was only a meager anonymous mouse, [ knew ‘:71V1d'1y Il:.l}e
awful jolt that galvanizes the prophet, wakened in mid-life
by an order from above. It’s a force to make you Cross
oceans. Me, write? But I wasn’t a prophet. An_urge shook
my body, changed my rhythms, tossed madly in my c‘:‘hest,
made time unlivable for me. I was stormy. “Burst’ You
may speak!” And besides, whose voice 1s that? Tbe Urgi
had the violence of a thunderclap. Who's striking me:
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Who's attacking me from behind? And in my body the

breath of a giant, but no sentences at all. Who’s pushing
me? Who’s invading? Who’s changing me into a monster?

surprise. To find in myself the possibility of the unex-
pected. To fall asleep a mouse and wake up an eagle! What

Into a mouse wanting to swell to the size of a prophet?
A joytul force. Not a god; it doesn’t come from above.

But from an inconceivable region, deep down inside me
but unknown, as if there might exist somewhere in my

body (which, from the outside, and from the point of view
of a naturalist, 1s highly elastic, nervous, lively, thin, not
without charm, firm muscles, pointed nose always quiv-
ering and damp, vibrating paws) another space, limitless:
and there, in those zones which inhabit me and which I
don’t know how to live in, I feel them, I don’t live them,
they live me, gushing from the wellsprings of my souls, I
don’t see them but I feel them, it’s incomprehensible but
that’s how it is. There are sources. That’s the enigma. One
morning, it all explodes. My body experiences, deep down
inside, one of its panicky cosmic adventures. I have volca-
noes on my lands. But no lava: what wants to flow is breath.

And not just any old way. The breath “wants” a form.”
“Write me!” One day it begs me, another day it threatens.

“Are you going to write me or not?” It could have said:

“Paint me.” I tried. But the nature of its fury demanded the

form that stops the least, that encloses the least, the body

without a frame, without skin, without walls, the flesh that

doesn’t dry, doesn’t stiffen, doesn’t clot the wild blood that
wants to stream through it—forever. “Let me through, or
everything goes!”

What blackmail could have made me give in to this
breath? Write? Me? Because it was so strong and furious, I
loved and feared this breath. To be lifted up one morning,
snatched off the ground, swung in the air. To be taken by

delight! What terror. And I had rfothing to do With ?t, I
couldn’t help 1t. And worse, each time the breath.mg S'€IZ€d
e, the same misery was repeated: what began, 1n spite ?f
myself, n exultation, proceeded, because’ of myself, 1n
-ombat, and ended in downfall and desolation. Barely oft
the ground: “Hey! What are you doing up there? Is that any
place for a mouse? For shame!” Shame overcame me. There
'« no lack on earth, so there was no lack in my pe‘rsonal
spaces, of guardians of the law, their pockets filled Wlth the
“first stone” to hurl at flying mice. As for myllntemal
guardian—whom I didn’t call superego at the time—he
was more rapid and accurate than all the others: he threw
the stone at me before all the other-relatives, masters, pru-
dent contemporaries, compliant and orderly peers—all the
noncrazy and antimouse forces—had the chance to let fire.
[ was the “fastest gun.” Fortunately! My shame settled the
score without scandal. I was “saved.”

Write? I didn’t think of it. I dreamed of it constantly, but
with the chagrin and the humility, the resignation and the
innocence, of the poor. Writing is God. But 1t 1s not your
God. Like the Revelation of a cathedral: I was born 1n a
country where culture had returned to nature—had become
flesh once again. Ruins that are not ruins, but hymns of
luminous memory, Africa sung by the sea night anc? day.
The past wasn’t past. Just curled up like the' prophet 111 the
bosom of time. At the age of eighteen, I discovered “cul-
ture.” The monument, its splendor, its menace, its discourse.
“Admire me. I am the spirit of Christianity. Down on your
knees, offspring of the bad race. Transient. I was erect.ed
for my followers. Out, little Jewess. Quick, before I baptize
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you.” “Glory”: what a word! A name for armies or cathe-
drals or lofty victories; it wasn’t a word for Jewoman.
Glory, stained-glass windows, flags, domes, constructions,
masterpieces—how to avoid recognizing your beauty, keep
it from reminding me of my foreignness?

One summer [ get thrown out of the cathedral of Col-
ogne. It’s true that | had bare arms; or was it a bare head? A
priest kicks me out. Naked. I felt naked for being Jewish,
Jewish for being naked, naked for being a woman, Jewish
for being flesh and joyful!l—So I'll take all your books. But
the cathedrals I'll leave behind. Their stone is sad and male.

The texts I ate, sucked, suckled, kissed. I am the innu-
merable child of their masses.

But write? With what right? After all, I read them with-
out any right, without permission, without their
knowledge.

The way I might have prayed in a cathedral, sending
their God an impostor-message.

Write? I was dying of desire for it, of love, dying to give
writing what it had given to me. What ambition! What
impossible happiness. To nourish my own mother. Give
her, in turn, my milk? Wild imprudence.

No need for a severe superego to prevent me from writ-
ing: nothing in me made such an act plausible or conceiv-
able. How many workers’ children dream of becoming
Mozart or Shakespeare?

Everything in me joined forces to forbid me to write:
History, my story, my origin, my sex. Everything that
constituted my social and cultural selt. To begin with the
necessary, which I lacked, the material that writing is
formed of and extracted from: language. You want—to
Write? In what language? Property, rights, had always po-
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liced me: 1 learned to speak French in a garden from which
[ was on the verge of expulsion for being a Jew. [ was of
che race of Paradise-losers. Write French? With what right?
Show us your credentials! What’s the password? Cross
yourself! Put out your hands, let’s see those paws! What

kind of nose 1s that?
[ said “write French.” One writes in. Penetration. Door.

Knock before entering. Strictly forbidden.
“Vou are not from here. You are not at home here.

Usurper!”

“It’s true. No right. Only love.”

Write? Taking pleasure as the gods who created the books
take pleasure and give pleasure, endlessly; their bodies of
paper and blood; their letters of flesh and tears; they put an
end to the end. The human gods, who don’t know what
they’ve done; what their visions, their words, do to us.
How could I have not wanted to write? When books took
me, transported me, pierced me to the entrails, allowed me
to feel their disinterested power; when I felt loved by a text
that didn’t address itself to me, or to you, but to the other;
when I felt pierced through by life itself, which doesn’t
judge, or choose, which touches without designating;
when I was agitated, torn out of myself, by love? When my
being was populated, my body traversed and fertilized,
how could I have closed myself up in silence? Come to me,
[ will come to you. When love makes love to you, how can
you keep from murmuring, saying its names, giving thanks
for its caresses?

You can desire. You can read, adore, be invaded. But
writing is not granted to you. Writing is reserved tor the
chosen. It surely took place in a realm inaccessible to the
small, to the humble, to women. In the intimacy of the
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sacred. Writing spoke to its prophets from a burning bush.

But it must have been decided that bushes wouldn’t dia-
logue with women.

Didn’t experience prove it? I thought it addressed itself
not to ordinary men, however, but only to the righteous,
to beings fashioned out of separation, for solitude. It asked
everything of them, took everything from them. it was
merciless and tender, it dispossessed them entirely of all
riches, all bonds, it lightened them, stripped them bare;
then it granted them passage: toward the most distant, the
nameless, the endless. It gave them leave—this was a right
and a necessity. They would never arrive. They would
never be found by the limit. It would be with them, in the
future, like no one.

Thus, for this elite, the gorgeous journey without hori-
zon, beyond everything, the appalling but intoxicating ex-
cursion toward the never-yet-said.

But for you, the tales announce a destiny of restriction
and oblivion; the brevity, the lightness of a life that steps
out of mother’s house only to make three little detours that
lead you back dazed to the house of your grandmother, for
whom you’ll amount to no more than a mouthful. For you,
hittle girl, little jug of milk, little pot of honey, little basket,
experience reveals it, history promises you this minute
alimentary journey that brings you back quickly indeed to
the bed of the jealous Wolf, your ever-insatiable grand-
mother, as if the law ordained that the mother should be
constrained to sacrifice her daughter, to expiate the audacity
ot having relished the good things in life in the form of her

pretty red offspring. Vocation of the swallowed up, voyage
of the scybalum.

So tor the sons of the Book: research, the desert, inex-
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haustible space, encouraging, discouraging, the | march
straight ahead. For the daughters .Of the.housewfe: ‘the
straying into the forest. Deceived, dlsappomte.d, buF brim-
ming with curiosity. Instead of the great enigmatic duel
with the Sphinx, the dangerous questioning addressed to
the body of the Wolf: What is the body for? Myths end up

having our hides. Logos opens its great maw, and swallows

us whole.

Speaking (crying out, yelling, tearing the air, rage drove
me to this endlessly) doesn’t leave traces: you can speak—
it evaporates, cars are made for not hearing, Vf)ices get 1_05t.
But writing! Establishing a contract with time. Noting!

Making yourselt noticed!!!

“Now that is forbidden.” |
All the reasons I had for believing I didn’t have the right

to write, the good, the less good, and the really wrong
reasons: | had no grounds from which to write. No legiti-
mate place, no land, no fatherland, no history of n_ly Own.

Nothing falls to me by right—or rather everything does,
and no more so to me than to any other.

“I have no roots: from what sources could I take in
cnough to nourish a text? Diaspora etfect. |

“I have no legitimate tongue. In German I sing; in En-
glish I disguise myself; in French I fly, I thieve. On what

would I base a text?

“I am already so much the inscription of a divergence
that a further divergence is impossible. They teach me t_he
following lesson: you, outsider, fit in. Take the nationality
of the country that tolerates you. Be good, return to the
ranks, to the ordinary, the imperceptible, the domestlc.:. ”

Here are your laws: you will not kill, you will be killed,
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you will not steal, you will not be a bad recruit, you will
not be sick or crazy (this would be a lack of consideration
for your hosts), you will not zigzag. You will not write.
You will learn to calculate. You will not touch. In whose
name would I write?

You, write? But who do you think you are? Could I say:
“It’s not me, it’s the breath!”? “No one.” And this was true-
[ didn’t think I was anyone.

This was in fact what most obscurely worried me and
pained me: being no one. Everyone was someone, I felt,
except me. | was no one. “Being” was reserved for those
tull, well-defined, scornful people who occupied the world
with their assurance, took their places without hesitation,
were at home everywhere where I “was”-n’t except as an
infraction, intruder, little scrap from elsewhere, always
on the alert. The untroubled ones. “To be?” What self-
confidence! I thought to myself: “I could have not been.”
And: “I will be.” But to say “I am”? I who? Everything that
designated me publicly, that I made use of—vyou don’t turn
down an oar when you’re drifting—was misleading and
false. I didn’t deceive myself, but, objectively, I deceived
the world. My true identification papers were false. [ wasn’t
even a little girl, I was a fearful and wild animal, and I was
terocious (although they may have suspected this). Nation-
ality? “French.” Not my fault! They put me in the position
of imposture. Even now, I sometimes feel pushed to explain
myself, to excuse myself, to rectity, like an old reflex. For
at least I believed, if not in the truth of being, in a rigor, a
purity of language. If a given word turned to the practice

of lying, it was because it was being mistreated. Twisted,
abused, used idiotically.

‘T am”™: who would dare to speak like God? Not
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[... WhatIwas, if that could be described, was a whirlwind
of tensions, a series of fires, ten thousand scenes of violence
(history had nourished me on this: I had the “luck” to take
my first steps in the blazing hotbed between two holo-
causts, in the midst, in the very bosom of racism, to be
three years old 1n 1940, to be Jewish, one part of me in the
concentration camps, one part of me in the “colonies”).

So all my lives are divided between two principal lives,
my life up above and my life down below. Down below I
claw, I am lacerated, I sob. Up above I pleasure. Down
below, carnage, limbs, quarterings, tortured bodies,
noises, engines, harrow. Up above, face, mouth, aura;
torrent of the silence of the heart.

Infantasies

(“She first awakens at the touch of love; before this time
she 1s a dream. Two stages, however, can be distinguished
in this dream existence: in the first stage love dreams about
her, in the second, she dreams about love.”)®

His Mouth

When I was three years old, God was an elegant and
maternal young man, whose head, perhaps ceremonially
hatted, soared into the clouds, and whose slim legs were
sheathed in impeccably pleated pants. Not an athlete.
Rather, a refined man with a vague chest, whose muscula-

ture was spiritual. |
I ived in the left-hand pocket of his coat. Despite my
tender age, [ was his Pocket-Woman. As such, I didn't

resemble myself, I was my opposite, svelte, fairy-like, pe-
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tite, red-headed, clothed in a green dress. If I had come
upon the idea of seduction, I would have pictured myself
up there as seductive. I was, when I was living in the divine
pocket, my other. From this position I began to look at the

universe. | was happy. No one could reach us. As close as
possible to the heart of God, to his middle and his lungs.

His light gray suit. Never did I see his hands. I knew that
he had a beautiful mouth. The lips of his Word: its pods of
flesh with their neatly drawn contours. His mouth detached
itself from his face, shone, distinguished itselt. Thy mouth
is a slice of pomegranate (I corrected the Bible).

Face: I lived it, received it. Primitive figure of a cosmos
in which the dominant star, the sun, was the mouth. I didn’t
think of the eyes. I don’t remember ever having seen or
imagined the eyes of God. And God didn’t flash withering
looks: he smiled. He opened up.

And I went in and out of his breast pocket. The body of
God was superior. Smile! In I go: mouse.”

Later I vaguely made him eyes like mouths. The lids had
the engraving of the adored lips. Sometimes the lids flut-
tered and the eyes took sudden flight.

But the mouth ot God advanced slowly, the lips parted
and I lost myself 1n the contemplation of his teeth. Up
above, I ived 1n the humid light of the teeth. His mouth,
my hole, my temple; mouse, I go in and out between the
teeth of the good lord cat.

My life down below, tumult and rage. As myself, I was
a center of passions, fear and trembling, fury and ven-
geance. No precise form. All I knew of my body was the
play of torces, not the play, the firing. Down below it was
war. I was war. War and pleasure. Pleasure and despair.
Power and feebleness. I watched, [ kept vigil, I spied, I
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Jever closed my eyes, I saw the mncessant work of death.
Me: the lamb. Me: the wolf.

[ beat up children. The Enemy’s little ones. The little
pedigreed French. Well-cut, well-dressed, well-planed,
well-effaced, well-scrubbed, _nourished, -rubbed. Little
pink and blue sugarplums filled with venom and shit on the
side. Little marionettes with little unmoving eyes carved
out of hatred stupidity ferocity. I didn’t dare put out their
eyes. Or hang them. Too obvious. I was afraid. I commat-
ted my murders on the sly. One day in the Officers’ Park,
[ killed a harmless little chick. Her mnnocence was unpar-
donable. She was three or four years old, I was five or six.
She strolled along hopping and pecking in the flower-lined
pathways. In her eyes were the reflections of flowers,
mommy, missal, candy. No hate. Not a trace of a beggar,
not a shadow of a slave, of an Arab, of wretchedness. Back
and forth between the flowers the arms the sweet things.
She dared to be unaltered. The ruse came to me. I lured her
into a corner. I would play the Snow White trick on her.
My weapon: the core of a pear on which I had left a few
morsels of flesh. 1 initiated her: “It’s a sweet. You have to
swallow it whole.” Pure, she would obey me, she would
swallow, the core would not go down, she would choke.
She was white, I was black.

[ killed. I tortured. I struck, cheated, stole. In dreams.
Sometimes in reality. Guilty? Yes. Not guilty? Yes. Colo-
nized, I decolonized. Bit, ate, vomited up. And was pun-
ished, punished. Spanked. My curls shorn, my eyes put
out.

I adored God my mother. Love me! Don’t abandon me!
He who abandons me is my mother. My father dies: thus
father you are my mother. My mother remains. In me
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torever the fighting mother, the enemy of death. My father
falls. In me, forever, the father is afraid, the mother resists.

Up above, I live in writing. I read to live. I began to read
very early: I didn’t eat, I read. I always “knew,” without
knowing it, that I nourished myself with texts. Without
knowing it. Or without metaphor. There was little room
for metaphor in my existence, a very confined space which
I trequently nullified. I had two hungers: a good one and a
bad one. Or the same one, suffered differently. Being hun-
gry for books was my joy and my torture. I had almost no
books. No money, no book. I gnawed through the munic-
1pal library in a year. I nibbled, and at the same time I
devoured. As with the Hanukkah cakes: little annual trea-
sure of ten cakes with cinnamon and ginger. How to con-
serve them while consuming them? Torture: desire and
calculation. Economy of torment. Through the mouth I
learned the cruelty of each decision, one single bite, the
irreversible. Keeping and not enjoying. Enjoying and no
longer enjoying. Writing is my father, my mother, my
endangered nurse.

['was raised on the milk of words. Languages nourished
me. [ hated to eat what was on a plate. Dirty carrots, nasty
soups, the aggression of forks and spoons. “Open your
mouth.” “No.” I let myself be fed only by voice, by words.
A deal was made: I would swallow only if I was given
something to hear. Thirst of my ears. Blackmail for de-
lights. While I was eating, incorporating, letting myself be
force-fed, my head was enchanted, my thoughts escaped,
my body here, my spirit on endless journeys. If I tasted
anything, it was the stuff of speech. I remember, from the

same period, the last bottle and the first book. I let go of
one only for the other.

Li:
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There is a language that [ speak or that speaks (to) me 1n
.11 tongues. A language at once unique and universal. that
resounds in each national tongue when a poet speaks it. In
each tongue, there flows milk and honey. And this lzfmguage
[ know, I don’t need to enter it, it surges from me, it flows,
.+ is the milk of love, the honey of my unconscious. The
language that women speak when no one 1s there to correct
them.

Perhaps I was able to write only because this language
escaped the fate reserved for little red riding hoods. When
you don’t put your tongue in your pocket, there’s always a
gramima-r to censure it. | |

I had this luck, to be the daughter of the voice. Blessing:
my writing stems from two languages, at least. In my
tongue the “foreign” languages are my sources, my agita-
tions. “Foreign”: the music in me from elsewhere; precious
warning: don’t forget that all is not here, rejoice in being
only a particle, a seed of chance, there 1s no center of the
world, arise, behold the innumerable, listen to the untrans-
latable. Remember that everything is there; everything
(which) is beyond everything. Languages pass into my
tongue, understand one another, call to one another, touch

and alter one another, tenderly, timidly, sensually; blend
their personal pronouns together, in the effervescence of
differences. Prevent “my language” from taking itself for
my own; worry it and enchant it. Necessity, in the bosom
of my language, for games and migrations of words, 'of
letters, of sounds; my texts will never adequately tell its
boons: the agitation that will not allow any law to impose

itself; the opening that lets infinity pour out.
In the language I speak, the mother tongue resonates,

tongue of my mother, less language than music, less syntax
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than song of words, beautiful Hochdeutsch, throaty warmth
from the north in the cool speech of the south. Mother
German is the body that swims in the current, between my
tongue’s borders, the maternal loversoul, '” the wild tongue
that gives form to the oldest the youngest of passions, that
makes milky night in the French day. Isn’t written: tra-
verses me, makes love to me, makes me love, speak, laugh
from feeling its air caressing my throat.

My German mother in my mouth, in my larynx,
rhythms me.

Horror the late day when I discovered that German can
also be written. Learning German as a “second language,”
as they say. Trying to make the primitive language, the
flesh of breath, into an object-tongue. Ma lalemande!"’ My
nourishment. To suddenly sheath it, corset it, lace it, spell
it I fled, T spit it out, I vomited. I threw myself into
languelait at the intersection of the other languages, so as
not to see how theletters escort, laminate, extort, excoriate,
reappropriate the blood of the tongues between their paws,
their claws, and their teeth. The mother I speak has never
been subjected to the gramma-r wolf. In me she sings and
muses; my accent 1s right, but my voice is illiterate. It is she
who makes the French language always seem foreign to
me. To her, my untamed one, I am indebted for never
having had a rapport of mastery, of ownership with any
language; for having always been in the wrong, guilty of
fraud; for having always wanted to approach every lan-
guage delicately, never as my own, in order to lick it, to
breathe it in, to adore its differences, respect its gifts, 1ts
talents, its movements. Above all to keep it in the elsewhere
that carries it along, to leave its foreignness intact, not bring
it back to here, not deliver it to the blind violence of trans-
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lation. If you do not possess a language, you can be pos-
.cssed by it: let the tongue remain foreign to you. Love 1t

like your fellow creature. |
How could sexual difference not be troubled when, in

my language, it’s my father who is pregnant with my
mother?

[n French, carving out a pass: the door, the route, want-
ing to go ahead, to keep exceeding the language of a text;
o break with it and to make it a point of departure; to
confront culture, meaning, what is acquired; to not be
spoken; to spar; to play; to make the repressed ones .speak.
[n my womb, in my lungs, in my throat', the voices of
foreign women give me pleasure, and it is the water of
another sea-mother that comes to my mouth.

I beat my books: I caressed them. Page after page, O
beloved, licked, lacerated. With nail marks all around the

printed body. What pain you cause me! I read you, I adore
you, [ venerate you, I listen to your word, O burning bush,

but you consume yourself! You’re going to burn out! Stay!
Don’t abandon me. Blessing of the book: once the cakes

were incorporated, [ found myself empty, deceived, con-

demned again. A year to get through! (But a year, I,'VC‘
learned, is too long and is nothing. Ilearned all the subtleties

of time very early, its elasticity in inflexibility, 1ts meanness

in compassion, its ability to return.)

The book—1I could reread it with the help of memory

and forgetting. Could begin again. From another perspec-
tive, from another and yet another. Reading, I discovered

that writing is endless. Everlasting. Eternal. N
Writing or God. God the writing. The writing God. 1

had only to break in and train my appetites.
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[ remember, at the age of twelve or thirteen, reading the
tollowing sentence: “The flesh is sad, alas, and I have read
all the books.”"* I was struck with astonishment mingled
with scorn and disgust. As if a tomb had spoken. What a
lie! And beyond, what truth: for the flesh is a book. A body
“read,” finished? A book—a decaying carcass? Stench and
talsity. The flesh is writing, and writing is never read: it
always remains to be read, studied, sought, invented.

Readmg: writing the ten thousand pages of every page,
bringing them to light. Grow and multiply and the page
will multiply. But that means reading: making love to the
text. It’s the same spiritual exercise.

And against death, to embody tenderness, in its humblest
and proudest forms; to be the fidelity of a bird for its other
bird, to be the hen the chicks the smile of my mother like
the sun saving the earth, to be the force of love, above all:
the good force, which doesn’t accept the causing of suffer-
ing. Oh! I am the army of love—to love, alas, one must
first embody the fight; this was my-first knowledge: that
life is fragile and death holds the power. That life, occupied
as it 1s with loving, hatching, watching, caressing, singing,
is threatened by hatred and death, and must defend itsclf.
And | learned my first lesson of pain 1n this contradiction
that reality, itself nothing but division and contradiction,
Imposes as its law: love, wanting only to know life and
peace, nourishing itself on milk and laughter, is forced to
make war on war, to stare death in the face. ] have been all
the couples between whom abysses opened up, or rather I
have been this two-bodied flesh that the jealousy of the
world seeks to dismember, against which are pitted the
dirty alliances of kings, laws, surly egos, families, accom-
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plices, go-betweens, representatives of the-Empir.e 01£ Ap-
propriation, of the worst kind _Of p1ioprietorsh1p, thz
mouthpiece of the “you are (what 1s) Mm.e, not Adam an

Eve who lose only the paradise of the blmd? Who are ban-
‘<hed only from the point of view of the divine, who are
horn at last, who emerge, who become: I was the couple
hacked apart, severed, condemned in its ﬂeéh for having
found out the secret of pleasure, because In its b0<_:1y Eros
marries masculine with feminine, because Juliette 1s loved
in Romeo more than the Law and the fathers, be_cause Iso-lde
enters Tristan as his joy, his femininity, Tristan resists

castration in Isolde. o
[ was the enemy of death, but does that mean “being

someone?

[ was this ensemble, buffeted, tormented by the need to
act; but where, how? By the need to move ahead? Towfvard
what? Twisted, pushed, projected in opposing directlons',
divided, hurled, forward—but in what direction? And if
there were no forward direction? No other Forwlz:rd than,
ambiguously, that which had taken place beFore?

Speaking from this space pervaded by restlessness, how
could I have said “I am?”

My tumults were at the very most concentrated under a
name, and not just any name! Cixous—itself a tumultuous,
indocile name. That, 2 “name”? This bizarre, barbaroui
word, so poorly borne by the French tongue, this was f‘my
“name.” An impossible name. A name to put outside at
night. A name which no one ever knew how to spell and
which was me. It still is me. A bad name, I thought when
they turned it against me, flaying me ‘F)y flaying 1it, one of
those foreign, unswallowable, unclassifiable words. 1 was

no one. But I could, in effect, be “Cixous,” and the thousand
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distortions that ingenuity or hateful malice, conscious or
unconscious, never grew tired of finding for it. Thanks to
this name, I knew very early that there was a carnal bond
between name and body. And that its power is formidable
because it manifests itself at the nearest point to the secrets
of human life, through the letters.

They could give me a pain in the letter, in my letter. And
on the skin of the possessed, they branded a letter. So I was
no one; merely a body scored by thunderbolts and letters.

[ could have been called Héléne: I would have been beau-
tiful, and unique, the only one. But [ was Cixous. As an
enraged mouse. [ was so far from Héléne, a name which
had actually been innocently transmitted to me from a
German great-grandmother. With Cixous, imbeciles (some
of whom will doubtless recogmze themselves) make
“sous.”” And other low-level capital. With such a name,
how could one not have been concerned with letters? Not
have sharp ears? Not have understood that a body is always
a substance for inscription? That the flesh writes and is
given to be read; and to be written.

But I was no one. And no one, I said to myselt, doesn’t
write.

If there was at first a time when the Breath’s outbursts
tormented me less, in my earliest childhood, it was because
I'didn’t as yet feel guilty about being no one, and because I
had no need to be someone. I was “das Kind,” this child that
we don’t have the wisdom to let circulate in French. For
this language swiftly assigns the newborn to one side or the
other of gender. Here we are, leaning over the cradle. And
asking, “Is it a girl?” No error, please! Pink or blue? Quick,
the signs. Are you sure you put your sex on properly this
morning? In other languages you are allowed to digress,
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.nd the child remains a kind ot neuter, n reprieve_from
.exual decision. Which doesn’t mean that the repression (?f
emininity is less significant wher-e German or English 1s
spoken. It’s different, it intervenes in other terms. But there
cemains something undecided, a space f'or the hesitation of
subjectivity, in these languages. This 1s not unrel_ated, I
think, to the fact that in these languages it was possible .for
romantic agitation to flourish, with its way of unnerving
the world of Being with its phantoms, its doubles, its
wandering Jews, its people without shadows, its unpeopled

shadows and the infinite species of its hybrids and other
not-selves, somewhat-selves, somewhat different. There

must be some Es in order for difference, for the not-self, to
circulate. As Es, when I was still “das Mddchen,” 1 must
have written without fear. But that wasn’t Writing if it was

already the crises of Breath.

Who? I: Without-any-right.

I got my period——as late as possible. I would so much
have liked to take myself for a “woman.”

Was [ a woman? I am challenging the entire History of
women in reviving this question. A History made up of

millions of singular stories, but traversed by the same ques-
tions, the same fears, the same uncertainties. The same

hopes that only a little while ago harbored nothing but
consent, resignation, or despair. Take myself for a womans
How so? Which one? I would have hated to “take” myself
“for” a woman, if I had been taken for a woman.

They grab you by the breasts, they pluck your derriere,
they stuff you in a pot, they sauté you with sperm, they
grab you by the beak, they stick you in a house, they fatten
you up on conjugal oil, they shut you up in your cage. And

now, lay.
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How difficult they make it for us to become women,
when becoming poultry is what that really means!

How many deaths to cross, how many deserts, how
many regions in flames and regions iced over, in order to
give myselt the right birth one day! And you, how many
times did you die before being able to think, “I am a
woman,” without having this phrase signify, “Thus I
serve?”

I died three or four times. And how many cotfins have
taken the place of a body for you during how many years
of your existence? In how many frozen bodies has your
soul shriveled up? You're thirty years old? Have you been
born? We’re born late sometimes. And what could have
'been a misfortune is our good luck. Woman is enigmatic,
1t seems. This is what the masters teach us. She is even
they say, enigma personified. |

Enigma? How do you set about being that? Who has the

secret? She does. She who? | wasn’t Her. Nor a She. nor
anyone.

My trial began:

] ?Po you know how to do what women know how to
oF.

What do they know how to do, exactly?
Knitting.” “No—sewing.” “N o—making pastry.”

“No—making babies.” But I . . . [ know how to act like a
baby. Does a child make babies? Create order, flatter the
tastes, anticipate desires? No. Act like a2 woman? | don’t
know how. What does she know that I don’ know? But to
whom should this question be put?

My mother wasn’t a “woman.” She was my mother, she
was the smile; she was the voice of my mother tongue
which wasn’t French; to me she seemed rather like a youné
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man, or like a young girl; besides, she was foreign; she was
my daughter. Woman she was, in that she lacked cunning,
spitefulness, money sense, the calculating ferocity of the
world of men; in that she was disarmed. She made me wish
chat I were a man, a just one, like in the Bible—so that I
could fight the bad ones, the males, the wily ones, the
merchants, the exploiters. I was her knight. But [ was sad.
Being a man, even a just one, weighed on me. And I
couldn’t be a “feminine” woman. There are just wars. But
how heavy the armor!

Write? But it [ wrote “I,” who would I be? I could pass
for “I” in daily life without knowing anything more about
it, but write without knowing I-Who, how could I have done
that? I had no right. Wasn’t writing the realm of the Truth?
[sn’t the Truth clear, distinct, and one? And [ was blurry,
several, simultaneous, impure. Give it up!

Aren’t you the very demon of multiplicity? All the people
I caught myself being instead of me, my un-nameables, my
monsters, my hybrids, I exhorted them to silence.

You can’t stay put, where do you write from? I fright-
ened myself. My unhappy aptitudes for identification came
out 1n the practice of fiction. In Books I became someone,
I was “at home” there, I found my counterparts in poetry
(there were some), I entered into alliances with my paper
soulmates, I had brothers, equivalents, substitutes, I was
myself their brother or their fraternal sister at will. And 1n
reality, I wasn’t capable of being a person? Just one, but
very much me!

Worse still, T was threatened with metamorphosis. I
could change color, events altered me, I grew bigger but
more frequently shrank, and even while “growing” I had
the impression I was getting smaller.
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Now, I believed as one should in the principle of identity,

ot noncontradiction, of umty. For years I aspired to this
divine homogeneity. [ was there with my big pair of scis- k

sors, and as soon as [ saw myself overlapping, snip, I cut, [

adjusted, I reduced everything to a personage known as “,
proper woman.”

Write? “Yes, but mustn’t one write from the point of
view of God?” “Alas! So go on, renounce!”

[ renounced. It subsided. Let itself be torgotten. My
ettorts were rewarded. T saw my domestic sanctity glim-
mering. [ regrouped myself. Pollarded myself. [ was on the
verge of becoming one-self.

But, as I have since come to know, the repressed returns.
Was it by chance that my Breath returned at these specific
moments of my history, when I experienced death and
birth? I never dreamed of it then. If 1t was chance, it just
goces to show that chance does things well. And that there
1S an unconscious.

[ give birth. I enjoy giving births. [ enjoyed birthings—
my mother is a midwife—[’ve always taken pleasure in
watching a woman give birth. Giving birth “well.” Leading
her act, her passion, letting herself be led by it, pushing as
one thinks, half carried away, half commanding the con-

traction, she merges herself with the uncontrollable, which
she makes her own. Then, her glorious strength! Giving
birth as one SWIMmS, exploiting the resistance of the flesh, of
the sea, the work of the breath in which the notion of
“mastery” is annulled, body after her own body, the
woman follows herself, meets herself, marries herself. She
is there. Entirely. Mobilized, and this is a matter of her own
body, of the flesh of her flesh. At last! This time, of all
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- 1es. she 1s hers, and i1t she wishes, she 1s not absent, she
" ot’ fleeing, she can take and give of herself to herself. It
1;; in watching them giving birth (to thfemselves)iﬁ that I
learned to love women, to sense and deS}re the power and
the resources of femininity; to feel astomsbment tha{: such
immensity can be reabsorbed, covered up, In tbe ordmar}f.
It wasn’'t the “mother” that I saw. The child 1s her affair.
Not mine. It was the woman at the peak of her flesh, her
pleasure, her force at last delivered, manifest. Her sec1.‘et.
And if you could see yourself, how could you.help loving
yourself ? She gives birth. With the force of a lioness. Of a
plant. Of a cosmogony. Of a woman. She has her source.
She draws deeply. She releases. Laughing. And 1n the wake
of the child, a squall of Breath! A longing for text!' Ccz:nfu-
sion! What’s come over her? A child! Paper! Intox1_cat10ns!
['m brimming over! My breasts are overflowing! Mllk. Ink.
Nursing time. And me? I’'m hungry, too. The milky taste
of ink! o
Writing: as if I had the urge to go on enjoying, to feel
full, to push, to feel the force of my muscl.es, and I:ny
harmony, to be pregnant and at the same time to give
myself the joys of parturition, the joys of both the mother
and the child. To give birth to myself and to nurse myself,
too. Life summons life. Pleasure seeks renewal. More! I
didn’t write. What was the point? The milk went to my
hefn.o-t}.ler day, I have a child. This child 1s not a child'. It
was perhaps a plant, or an animal. 1 fal'ter. Thus, ew.rerythmf1
happened as if what I had always imaglr?ed were reproduce
in reality. Produced reality. At this point I dls(.:overed- that
I didn’t know where the human begins. What is the dlfﬂ?r-
ence between the human and the nonhuman? Between litfe
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and nonlife? Is there a “limit”? Words were pierced, their
meaning fled. A breath is swallowed up. The child dies.
Does not die. Impossible to mourn. A longing to write is
everywhere. This is certainly perfect timing, I say to myself
severely. I bring myself before the judge: “You want to
produce a text when you are incapable of producing a child

properly? First, you must take your test again.”

“As a mother, one could do better. Are you aware of

this?”
“Yes.”
“Who are you?”

“I'm less and less certain. I give up.”

The truth is, I have no “reason” to write. It’s all because

of this wind of madness.

And there’s no help for it, short of violence and con-
straint. Impossible to forestall. The breath, what

misfortune!

Are you going to shut up? They shut me up. Muzzle her.
Silence her. Stop up her ears. I shut up. They examine me.
There’s something wrong with this organism. This beats

too fast, that lows too hard. This heart is not normal. I'm
sick, punish me.

“So,” says the doctor, “we want to write?”
“A bit of a sore throat,” I say, hoarse with fright.
He inspects me from head to foot, he cuts me up in little

pieces, he finds my thighs too long and my breasts too
small.

“Open your mouth, let’s take a look.”

[ open my mouth, I say “Aah,” I stick out my tongue, |
have three of them. Three tongues? Pardon me. And what’s
more, he doesn’t know that I have one or two that aren’
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Jttached there, or perhaps just one that changes and multi-

os. a blood tongue, a night tongue, a tongue that tra-
pies 10nS 1 direct: hat lights their ener-
verses my regions in every direction, that hight '
gies, UIgES them on and m‘akes m’y secret horizons speak.
Don’t tell him, don’t tell him. He’ll cut out your tc?ngues,
he’ll pluck out your teeth! “Open your ey;es, pull in your
tongue.” I obey. The Master tells me: 'Go to the city
marketplace, describe it. If you reproduce it well, you will
be given a writer’s license.” [ don’t get the IICGHSC:;‘.

Every year a Superuncle tells me: “Before taking 1:23 the
pen, tell me: do you know how to talk like a workers?

“No.”

“Do you really know who [ am?” |

“Oh yes,” I say, “you are a capitalist—rea-hst Superuncle,;
The Master of Repetition. The Anti-Other n papapersoril.,

He repeats his hundredth rescene for me: every year, 1t’s
the resame. “We think you’re here. And you’re there. One
day we tell ourselves: this time we’ve got her, it’s he.r for
sure. This woman is in the bag. And we haven’t finished
pulling the purse strings when we see you come in through
another door. Now really, who are you? If you're never the
same, how do you expect people to recognize you? Besides,
what’s your principal name? The public wants to know
what it’s buying. The unknown just doesn’t sell. Our cus-
tomers demand simplicity. You're always full of doubles,
we can’t count on you, there is otherness in your sameness.
Give us a homogeneous Cixous. You are requested to re-
peat yourself. Nothing unexpected. A minimum of change
for us. Halt! At ease. Repetition!

“As for the future, nobody’s interested. Give us the same
old reliable past. Above all, don’t lead us astray. We've
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i : *- ' ' 1t
lived with your kind for five thousand years. Everyone «woman”). Happily, as ill luck would ha\;le it, _lﬁeszlcl-‘:)gn;
knows what women are. Myself, I've had a wife, for thirty 4 only adds to its joy. And me, my Master, W at wi .
years.”!? +f me? Wilder and wilder. Oh! I will never know. e
Jannymale carries me away, [ am lost, ravished, I toucht,
. 3 I I?
Contession what 2

Don’t touch yourself. Run away from yourself. 'He will
cut off your hand! He will chill your marrow. He will make

- 18 -
I have an animale.”™ It’s a nannymale, a species of |

meowse, a he- or she-bird, 1.e., a miss-bird. It lives in me, you wear mitts.

it makes its nest, it makes my shame 1n its nest. It’s crazy,
it’s edgy. I'm deeply chagrined to admit it: 1t gives me the
greatest pleasure. Don’t tell anyone. It's beastly.—Some-
times it’s a dwarf, a very cunning Tom Thumb: seven
leagues in one stride, barefoot—that’s him. The animale 1s
badly brought up, capricious and cumbersome. She comes
when I call. When I don’t call, she comes. She gets me into
fixes. The Superuncle keeps tabs on me. He sneaks up with
Wolft stealth, when I give it something to eat. Giving her
pleasure is delicious to me, I don’t hear the Wolt gnashing
his teeth. The Superuncle howls, I jump in the air, my
animale scrams. The old Wolt wants to separate us. For our
own sake, for the right sake, for cunt’s sake? He leans over
the cradle, he hurls a curse at us: “If you bring her up, you
will become more and more beastly. You will be crazy in
the end. Men will have nothing to do with you. You will
not become a woman.”

What punishment! I am very afraid.

Chase her away! She comes back. She slips in between
my thighs.

Her breathing 1s irresistible. Wild thing or woman?

With one hand she holds her animale pressed between
her thighs, she caresses it briskly (as a “wild thing”). While
with the other hand she does her utmost to kill it (as a man’s

X
&

Requiemth Lecture on the Infeminitesimal

. 19
Gentlemen-gentlemen, Ladies-gentlemen,

All the while I am preparing to worry you, [ 'am cease-
lessly struggling with your internal difficulties, and I feel 1n
dvance that I am in the wrong rightly, so to speak.

My writings really have no raison d’étre. Folly, ‘madness!
In fact, I know nothing: [ have nothing to write except
what I don’t know. I am writing to you with my eyes
Josed. But I know how to read with my eyes closed. _To
you, who have eyes with which not to read, I have not;hmg
‘o reveal. Woman is one of the things that you are in no

position to understand. o | |
I’ve done everything possible to stifle it. What I'm saying

s more than true. What’s the point of sexcusing ogeself 2
You can’t just get rid of femininity. Femininity is inevitable.
[ ask you to take back your part of it. Take your shameful
parts in hand. May Her proud parts come back to her.

The overfullness of femininity overwhelms you because

’ 2
you are men. But are you surc¢ you rc human:
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To prove that I'm rightfully in the wrong, I’ve invoked
all the reasons for the fact that I have no right to write
within your Logic: nowhere to write from. No fatherland,
no legitimate history. No certainties, no property.

No serious declared language. In German, I weep; in
English, I play; in French, I fly, I am a thief. No permanent
residence.*”

No law. No grammar. Spelling once a month. No

knowledge. Above all, no knowledge. Writing diplomas:
none. Aftiliations: none. Models: zero. The infinite,

And Yet She Writes!

First she dies. Then she loves.

I am dead. There is an abyss. The leap. That Someone
takes. Then, a gestation of self—in itself, atrocious. When
the flesh tears, writhes, rips apart, decomposes, revives,
recognizes itself as a newly born woman, there is a suffering
that no text is gentle or powertful enough to accompany
with a song. Which is why, while she’s dying—then being

born—silence.

I have nothing to say about my death. It has been too big
tor me up to now. In a sense, all my texts are “born” of it.
Have fled from it. Are its issue. My writing has several

origins, several breaths that blow life into it and carry it
along.

Without it—my death—I wouldn’t have written.
Wouldn’t have torn the veil from my throat. Wouldn’t have

uttered the ear-splitting cry, the cry that cleaves walls. What
occurs during death is unspeakable. Writing is, in a certain
sense (I don’t believe I'm mistaken in thinking that there
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Jre certain universal traits in our passage to deat}_l), first of
.11 the difference of a last sigh, of a phrase s<::~1zed with terror;
and simultaneously already the headlong flight, the shudder
of horror—for in death we know the greatesF, the most
repellent suftering—and the turning back again, the un-
speakable, undisclosable nostalgita of what one has known
in this moment of marriage with death. What. occurr:ed
there is decisive, 1s absolutely unforgettable, but it remains
in a memory that is not our daily memory, a memory that
doesn’t know, doesn’t speak, that is only furrowed scarred
flesh; paintul proof, but of what. . .

And from this period of death, one retains the greatest
fear and the greatest benefit: the desire to remain as close as
possible to Her, death, our most powerful* mother, the one
who gives us the most violent push of desire to CrOss Over,
to leap, since one cannot stay close to her, she desires al:ld
incites desire; and this desire is split, it is simultaneously its
own opposite, the desire to approach her close enough to
die from it, almost, and to hold oneself extremely far b‘ack
from her, as far as possible. Because it is before her, against
her, right up against her, our most dangerous and generous
mother,”! the one who gives us (although we aren’t think-
ing, there isn’t a glimmer of thought in us, 'only the _tumult,
the roaring of blood, precosmic, embryonic contusion) the
staggering wish to come out, the desire for both extreme,s
to meet, enter into and reverse each other, and day doesn’t
come after night, but struggles with it, embraces t, woun.ds
it, is wounded by it, and the black blood and the wl}lte
blood mingle; and in the same way, life emerges cFawllng
from the entrails of death that it has lacerated, that it hates,
that it adores, and it never forgets that death doesn’t forget
1t, that it is always there, never leaves it. open the window,
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the terrible breast is there, the bed of peace—and this ig
life’s greatest strength, it understands that death loves us as

we love it, and that, in a strange way, we can truly count
on it. That we move away from and approach Death, our
double mother, through writing, because writing 1s always
first a2 way of not being able to go through with mourning
for death.

And I'say: you must have been loved by death to be born
and move on to writing. The condition on which beginning
to write becomes necessary—(and)—possible: losing every-
thing, having once lost everything. And this is not a think-
able “condition.” You can’t want to lose: if you want to,
then there is you and wanting, there is nonloss. Writing—
begins, without you, without I, without law, without
knowing, without light, without hope, without bonds,
without anyone close o you, for if world history goes on,
youare notinit, you are “in” “hell,” and hell is where I am
not but where what is me, although I have no place, feels
itselt dying again through all time, where not-me drags me
turther and further from me, and where what is left of me
1s nothing more than suffering without myself, suffering
uncircumscribed by self, for “me,” left open, constantly
teels the sense, the soul, the bodily and spiritual substances
of the self streaming away, me empties itself, and yet,
heavier and heavier, you sink down, you bottom-out in the
abyss of nonrapport.

And so when you have lost everything, no more roads,
no direction, no fixed signs, no ground, no thoughts able
to resist other thoughts, when you are lost, beside yourself,
and you continue getting lost, when you become the pan-
iIcky movement of getting lost, then, that’s when, where
you are unwoven weft, flesh that lets strangeness come
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hrough, defenseless being, Witbout resistan(:?,, Witl;out
batten, without skin, inundated with otherness, 1t's 1n tfese
breathless times that writings traverse you, songs of an
unheard-of purity flow through you, addressed to no one,
they well up, surge forth, from thc?- throats of youI‘;1 lilrfl:—
rnown inhabitants, these are the cries that death and life
hurl in their combat. | | |

And this tissue from which your pains tallor.thls body
without any borders, this endless wafstelanle, this ravaged
space, your ruined states, without armies, without mastery,
without ramparts—you didn’t know that they were the
cardens of love. Not demand. You are not jealousy, not
calculation and envy, because you are lost. You are not in
touch. You are detachment. You do not beg. YOU: lack
nothing. You are beyond lack: But you wander sFrlpped
down, undefined, at the mercy of the Othe_r. And if Love
comes along, it can find in you the unlimited space, the
place without end that is necessary and favorab-le to 1t. Ol:lly
when you are lost can love find itself in you without losing
1ts way.

Now if you are a woman, you are always nearer to and
farther from loss than a man is. More and less capable ot
loss. More attracted, more repulsed. More seduce:d, more
forbidden. The same shadowy impulse, divided 1n er_ec—
tion, and always its own reverse, pushes you, restraining

you, to lose. |

For “woman,” well imprinted with the soc1ocultural,her-
itage, has been inculcated with the spirit of “restraigt.’ She
is in fact “restraint” itself, socially. (Or, if you wish, the
repressed, the controlled one.)”” She restrains hers.elf, and
1S restrained, by 1 thousand bonds, hitched, conjugatf:d,
strings, chains, nets, leash, feeding dish, network of servile,
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reassuring dependencies. She is defined by her connections, |
wife of, as she was daughter of, from hand to hand, from'f
bed to niche, from niche to household, woman as the _
complement-of-a-name has much to do to cut free. Theyf;; |
have taught you to be afraid of the abyss, of the infinite, 'S
which is nonetheless more familiar to you than it is to man. ':'
Don’t go near the abyss! If she should discover its (her) |
force! If she should, suddenly, take pleasure in, profit from |
its immensity! If she should take the leap! And fall not like '_
a stone, but like a bird. If she should discover herself to be

a swimmer of the unlimited!

Let yourself go! Let go of everything! Lose everything! 38
Take to the air. Take to the opensea. Take to letters. Listen: 4 ':
nothing is found. Nothing is lost. Everything remains to ‘38
be sought. Go, fly, swim, bound, descend. cross, love the |

unknown, love the uncertain, love what has not yet been
seen, love no one, whom you are, whom you will be, leave
yourself, shrug off the old lies, dare what you don’t dare, it 1s
there that you will take pleasure, never make your here

anywhere but there, and rejoice, rejoice in the terror, follow

it where you’re afraid to go, go ahead, take the plunge,
you're on the right trail! Listen: you owe nothing to the
past, you owe nothing to the law. Gain your freedom: get
rid of everything, vomit up everything, give up every-
thing. Give up absolutely everything, do you hear me? All
of it! Give up your goods. Done? Don't keep anything;
whatever you value, give it up. Are you with me? Search
yourself, seeck out the shattered, the multiple I, that you
will be still further on, and emerge from one self, shed the
old body, shake off the Law. Let it fall with all its weight,
and you, take off, don’t turn back: it’s not worth it, there’s
nothing behind you, everything is yet to come.
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One can emerge from death, I believe, only with an
irrepressible burst of laughter. | laughed. I sat df)wn at th:::1
top of a ladder whose rungs were covered_ with stam;el
feathers, vestiges of defeated angels, very blgh above the
rivers of Babylon that twisted between the lips of the Land
that is always promised. And Ilaughed. I was doubled Eyer
laughing. I was perfectly alone. And there was not 11‘ngl
sround me. Nothing held me, [ held on to nothm.g, [ cou
move on without alighting, there was no I‘Oél(fl, in my left
hand my deaths, in my right hand my possible lives. If
there was godliness, I was of it.

[ didn’t seek: I was the search. | .
In the beginning, there can be only dying, the abyss, the

first laugh. |
Aftergthat, you don’t know. It’s life that decides. Its

terrible power of invention, which SUIPasses us. Our _hfe
anticipates us. Always ahead of you by a height, a desire,

the good abyss, the one that suggests to you: Leap and
pass into infinity.” Write! What? Take to the wind, take to

writing, form one body with the letters. Live’ Risk: thc_)se
who risk nothing gain nothing, risk and you no longer risk

anything.

In the beginning, there is an end. Don’t be afraid: 1t’s

your death that is dying. Then: all the beginnings. |
When you have come to the end, only then can Begin-
Ing come to you. |
ml;\gtcﬁrst ] lazlghed, [ cried out, a deep pain dictated my
first letters from hell. Fashioned new ears for me for the
future, and I heard the cries of the world, the rages and the
appeals of the peoples, the bodily songs, the music of tor-

tures and the music of ecstasies. I'm listening. |
But if space without bounds hadn’t been given to me
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then, I wouldn’t have written what [ can hear. Because I
write for, I write from, I start writing from: Love. I write
out of love. Writing, loving: inseparable. Writing is a ges-
ture of love. The Gesture.

Everyone is nourished and augmented by the other. Just

as one 1s not without the other, so Writing and Loving are
lovers and unfold only in each other’s embrace, in secking,
In writing, in loving each other. Writing: making love to
Love. Writing with love, loving with writing. Love opens
up the body without which Writing becomes atrophied.
For Love, the words become loved and read flesh, multi-
plied into all the bodies and texts that love bears and awaits
from love. Text: not a detour, but the flesh at work in 2 &
labor of love.

Not the operations of sublimation. She doesn’t give her-
self, in the text, derived satisfactions. She doesn’t transform
her desires into art objects, her solitude and her SOITOWS
into priced products. No reappropriation.

Love can’t be exchanged for social adaptation, its life
signs have no market equivalents. Nor are the objects of
dreams sublime objects. And like texts, they don’t fail to
attect waking life, they transform it, her life is more than
diurnal: it is a life with many lives, all her night lives and
all her lives of poetry. Thus, love extends and secks itself,
hiterally, carnally. If you write as a woman, you know this
as I do: you write to give the body its Books of the Future
because Love dictates your new geneses to you. Not to fill
in the abyss, but to love yourself right to the bottom of

your abysses. To know, not to avoid. Not to surmount; to
explore, dive down, visit. There, where you write, every-

thing grows, your body unfurls, your skin recounts its
hitherto silent legends.
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Love made a gesture, two years ago, a fluttering of eye-
- d the text rises forth; there is this gesture, the text
s 2 1 s thi body takes new
es from it. There is this text and the y ,
st}fit Read me—Ilick me, write love to me. She doesn’t
ﬂLgt h;*;*rself in the abyss to saturate the fearec% gapingness;
ghe celebrates her abysses, she wants the.m wide open, she
Jesires their bottomlessness, their promuse: never will you
61l us in, you will never lack the gc?od vertigo; for your
hunger, our sexes without end, our differences. :
The text is always written under the sweet pressure o
love. My only torment, my only fear, 1s (:_)f f-'aﬂmg to write
as high up as the Other, my only chagrin is of failing to
write as beautifully as Love. The text always comes to me
in connection with the Source. If the source were damme_d
up, I would not write. And the source is given to me. It 1s
not me. One cannot be one’s own source. Sou'rce: always
there. Always the vividness of the being who gives me the
There.”” Which I can’t stop searching for; I'seek it fllI'IOl:lSly
with all my forces and with all my senses. Source that gives _
the meaning and the impulse to all the other sources, illu-
minates History for me, brings to life all the scenes of the
real, and gives me my births every day. It opens the t?a_rth
for me and I spring forth. It opens my quy, and writing
springs forth. The beloved, the one who is there, the or;e
who is always there, the one who is never exhausted, the
one who never runs out, but whose every phrase calls' torth
a book—and whose every breath inaugurates a song 1n mZ
breast, a there that doesn’t disappear although I don’t “find
it or enclose it, [ don’t “comprehend” it, a limitlessness, for
my limitlessness, the being that gives itself—to be souiht
out—that prompts and relaunches the movement ¢ a:l:
makes my heart throb, that makes me take up the ink an
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go off again to seek farther, questioning eternity, untiring,if.
insatiable, answer that poses a question, without end.

Love gives me the space and the desire for endlessness._f
Ten thousand lives don’t cover a single page of it. What §
misfortune! What a blessing! My littleness, what luck! Not
knowing the limit! Being in touch with the more-than-me!
Gives me the strength to want all the mysteries, to love
them, to love the threat in them, the disturbing strangeness.
Love reaches me. Its face: its thousands of new faces.

Its look, the same Eternal One, and yet I had never |
received it before. Its voice, how to hear it, how with my
human ears to hear the voice that makes ten thousand voices
resound. I am struck. I am touched. Here. Here-There. My
body is hit. Agitated. Under the blows of love I catch fire, |
[ take to the air, I burst into letters. It’s not that I don’t
resist. It speaks, and I am what is uttered.

Who makes me write, moan, sing, dare? Who gives me
the body that is never afraid of fear? Who writes me? Who
makes my life into the carnal field of an uprising of texts?
Lite in person. For a long time now, the names that are only
right for the urge to possess have not been right far naming
the being who equals life. All the names of Life suit it, all
the names put together don’t suffice to designate it. When
I have finished writing, when we have returned to the air
of the song that we are, the body of texts that we will have
made for ourselves will be one of its names among so many
others.

Neitther father nor mother, nor brother nor man nor
sister, but the being that love proposes we should become
at that moment because it pleases us or is important to us
In this scene, in these arms, on this street, in the heart of
this battle, in the hollow of this bed, in this protest, on this
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in this space—marked with political and cultural
and permeated with signs of love. Often you are my

her as a young man, and [ am ofte}'l your daughter son,
. seral mother, and you my wild father, my animal
pbrother. There are possibilities that have never yet come tc;
light. Others, entirely unforeseel}, that have cor;lle ovti ;
only once. Flowers, animals, engines, grandmothers, ,

-s. we are traversed, changed, surprised.
, wounded; then I

eaftha
Sigﬂsﬁ

YOUT m1

rive )
Writing: first I am touched, caressed, ded; then
iry to discover the secret of this touch to extend it, celebrate

'« and transform 1t into another caress.
1

[s day hidden yet? At night, tongues ,are loosened, boois;
open and reveal themselves; what I can’t do, my dreams
for me. For a long time I felt guilty: for having an unconl;
scious. 1 used to imagine Writing as the result of the wor ?
of a scholar, of a master of Lights and me%sures. And 3701(,:11 :
Myself, I experienced it by surprise, | didn’t move forvxfz-ar :
[ was pushed. I didn’t earn my book by the sweat f) hmy
brow. I received it. Worse still: | stolek. I was tempted: t erﬁ
was this garden without bars within Whlch bubbl§d uE z;l
the texts, a thousand and one tales a night. The fruits o t ﬁ"
Tree of Birth! My mouth watered! The tree of fict.lon%
Don’t taste! It’s only a dream! He who tastes of the fruit o
this tree no longer knows which side to'wake up on. Every
night, forests of texts, tables lader} with fa_n@st;c letters.
How could you resist? All this forbidden writing¢

a
[ stole. Timidly at first: not even a dream, not even
cent, a color, an ache, which [ didn't
d, and whose vivid-

daybreak,
“How do

piece of fruit, just its s |
turn over to oblivion, which I retaine ;
ness like a magnet at dawn, in the shadows o

enabled me to attract a few fascinated phrases.
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they write?” I wondered, and my dreams went to my head.
“What do they know, the wise men, the masters, the van- |
quishers of codes?” And there I was, hounded by dreams,
flooded with visions, squelching about in unsubdued Jan.
guages, | skirted the walls of their French parks with my
abundance, my drunken lands, my wild orchards. And
didn’t know how to draw a straight line. '
On the sly, I stole myself. Don’t repeat it! 1
These pearls, these diamonds, these signifiers that flash §
with a thousand meanings, [ admit it, [ have often filched
them from my unconscious. The jewelry box. We all know
what that is. Every woman has one. But sometimes it’s
empty. Sometimes she has lost the key. Sometimes it’s
papamama who has pinched it from her. Sometimes she
can’t remember where she put 1t away. Furtively, I arrive,
a little break-in, just once, [rummage, ah! the secrets! (Note
that in Henry James’s Aspern Papers everything is there in
the drawer, on the condition that, so that, the letters will be
stolen.) I sneak a look, my hand follows suit. It’s
irresistible.

False signatures you’re using there, I told myself not long
ago.
“Thief!” “Me, a thief? But who’s being ‘robbed’?”

What belongs to whom? Whose love-pirate am I?

[ isten to and repeat what women tell me at night. One
part of the text comes from me. One part 1s torn from the

body of the peoples:;

One part 1s anonymous, one part is my
brother. Each part is a whole that I desire, a greater life that

I'envy and admire, that adds its blood to my own blood. In
me there is always someone who is greater than I, someone
nobler, someone more powerful, who pushes me to grow,
whom I love, whom I don’t seek to equal, a body, a soul, a
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«t—human, whom Idon’t wantto restrain', whom.l want
EZ let circulate freely, to whom I relish having to give tl'le
nfinite. Héléne Cixous isn’t me buF those jwho are sung n;
my text, because their lives, their pains, their force, deman

that it resound.

At night I gather up my body, I step behind the wheel, 1
slip between my curtains, I circulate .betw.ee.n two blood-
streams, according to what day of night it 1s I soar up, 1
descend, cities emerge from me, I travel through ther'n, I
leave them behind, all my outings on high. Am I dreaming?
No. These are my lives that come to me, all the ones.that
lead me everywhere, into the regions, lands, countrysides,
cities, cultures, nations, where my being has beer:l touched,
a single time suffices, to the quick, stru.ck tfor life—to all
the places from which a love letter or poison-pen letter has
been mailed and then received so powerfully by my body
that it could not not respond. They have led me _into almost
all the single countries, the compound countries, the de-
composed or reconstituted countries—to all the sites where
History has fertilized my geography. I travel: where people
suffer, where they fight, where they escape, where they
enjoy, my body is suddenly there.

JW);,rld\}:vide Ifly unconscious, worldwide my body. What
happens outside happens inside. I mg_zself am the eftrth,
everything that happens, the lives that live me in my differ-
ent forms, the voyage, the voyager, the body of travel and
the spirit of travel, and all of this with such suppleness that
[ go in and out, in and out, [ am in my body and my body
1s in me, I envelop myself and contain myself, we mlgh_t be
afraid of getting lost but 1t never hapgens, one of my lives
always brings me back to solid body.
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The tears I shed at night! The waters of the world ﬂow.f
from my eyes, I wash my peoples in my despair, I bathef;
them, I lick them with my love, I go to the banks of the §

Niles to gather back the peoples abandoned in cradles of

reeds, for the fate of the living I have the untiring love of a 'i.'?:
mother, that is why I am everywhere, my cosmic womb, | §
work on my worldwide unconscious, I throw death out, 1t
comes back, we begin again, I am pregnant with begin-
nings. Yes, at night love makes me a mother, I've known
that a long time, I was already a mother when I had the
taste of a last bottle still on my tongue. I was the mother of
my mother then, of my brother, my whole tamily, I took
them in my arms, I carried them over the hills, I saved them §
from the Nazis. Since then I've invented all different kinds
of transportation, known and unknown. I’ve made planes
that take off with a beat of the heart, I've laughed while |
reading da Vinci, one of my oldest young brothers, a fem-
inine plural like me, I've been all the birds, joy of my life, }
the day it came home to me that my father was a stork. As
a mother, I naturally needed wings. Carrier, ravisher, the
one who lifts up. What I know today, if I didn’t know it
yesterday, because I wasn’t watching myself, was already
there. Flee, protect, escape, fly. Are you being pursued? Is
censure 1s after you? Its chain of cops, pimps, misers, re-
pressed types, edictators, ultraprofs, bosses, helmeted phal-
luses? How would you survive that armed bestiality,
Power, if you didn’t always have for yourself, with your-
selt, in yourself, a bit of the mother to remind you that evil
doesn’t always win out; if there weren’t always a bit of the
mother to give you peace, to keep a little of the milk of life
through the ages and wars, a little of the soul’s pleasure that

regencrates? A taste of books, a taste of letters, to revive
you?
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o this i1s why, how, who, what, I write: IH}ilk. Stron.g
ourishment. The gift without return. ertmg, too, 18
) k. I nourish. And like all those who nourish, I am
. ished. A smile nourishes me. Mother [ am daughter: 1f
o 11 ish me, I am your daughter.
you smile at me, you nouris ,
Goodnesses of good exchanges.

Mystery of hatred, of spite: isn’t the one who hates
devoured alive by hatred? Whoever keeps wealth anc? nour-
ishment for himself is poisoned. Mystery of the g}lft:-the
poison-gift: if you give, you receive. What you don’t give,
the antigift, turns back against you and rots you.

The more you give, the more you take pleasure. How
could it be that they don’t know that?

[ write “mother.” What is the connection between
mother and woman, daughter? [ write “woman.” What is
the difference? This is what my body teaches me: first of
all, be wary of names; they are nothing bu-t social tools,
rigid concepts, little cages of meaning ass?gned, as you
know, to keep us from getting mixed up with each other,
without which the Society of Cacapitalist Siphoning would
collapse. But, my friend, take the time to unname yogrself
for a moment. Haven’t you been the father of your sister:
Haven’t you, as a wife, been the husband of your s’pouse,
and perhaps the brother of your brother, or hasn’t your
brother been your big sister? I emerged from names rather
late, personally. I believed—up to the day that writing came

to my lips—in Father, Husband, Family; and I paid dearly
for it in the flesh.” Writing and traversing names are the
same necessary gesture: as soon as Eurydice calls Orpheus
down to the depths where beings change, Orpheus per-
ceives that he is himself (in) Eurydice. As soon as you let
yourself be led beyond codes, your body filled with fear
and with joy, the words diverge, you are no longer enclosed
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In the maps of social constructions, you no longer Wall{ﬁ
between walls, meanings flow, the world of railways
plodes, the air circulates, desires shatter images, passions
are no longer chained to genealogies, life is no longer nailed_;
down to generational time, love is no longer shunted o
on the course decided upon by the administration of publicfz
alliances. And you are returned to your mnocences, your’_":fij
possibilities, the abundance of your intensities. Now ”
to what your body hadn’t dared let surface. i
Mine tells me: I am the daughter of milk and honey. If §
you give me the breast, [ am your child, without ceasing to
be mother to those that I nourish, and you are my mother.
Metaphor? Yes. No. If everything is metaphor, then noth-
Ing 1s metaphor. A man is your mother. If he is your
mother, is he a man? Ask yourself rather: Is there a man
who can be my mother? Is a maternal man a woman? Tell
yourself rather: He is big enough and plural enough to be
capable of maternal goodness. :
There are daughters who are nothing but “daughters,”
childhood, pleasure and misfortune of childhood and de-
pendence. And there are mothers who are not maternal, 1
who are jealous sisters like the three or four mother-sisters |
of Cinderella.

And woman? Woman, for me, 1s she who kills no one in

, listen

herself, she who gives (herself) her own lives: woman is

always in a certain way “mother” for herself and for the
other.

There is something of the mother in every woman. Un-
happy the “woman” who has let herself be shut up in the
role of a single degree of kinship! Unhappy she whom old
History constrains to let herself be recruited into unjust
wars, the ones that anguish and lack of love foment end-
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lessly between mothers, daughters, daught;a‘rs:tillrl—izn.z::fl,,1 ;1;—
cers. These wars come from men and are pro 1ta“ e c;l c t(;
Unhappy the daughter who learns from her “mother
> mother!

ha;i tiizgn, mother and daughter re.discover ea'ch other,
preserve each other, childhood enters Into maturity, -ex[t:v}(lee
rience, innocence, the daughter In the woman 1s
mother-child who never stops growing. |

There is something of the mother in you if you love
yourself. If you love. If you love, you love yourself as well.
This is the woman who belongs to love: the WoTan who
loves all the women inside her. (Not the “bf{autlful woman
Uncle Freud speaks of, the beauty in the mirror, the beauty
who loves herselt so much that no one can e’ver love her
enough, not the queen of beauty.) She doe?n t walfch her-
self, she doesn’t measure herself, she doesn’t examine her-
self, not the image, not the copy. The vibrant flesh, the
enchanted womb, the woman pregnant with all the lox_re.
Not seduction, not absence, not the abyss adorned Wlt}‘l
veils. Plenitude, she who doesn’t watch hersel,f, doesn.t
reappropriate all her images reflected 1n pfeople s faces, 1s
not the devourer of eyes. She who looks with the look th;:t
recognizes, that studies, respects, doesn’t take, doesn’t
claw, but attentively, with gentle relentlessness, contem-
plates and reads, caresses, bathes, makes the .other glftjam.
Brings back to light the life that’s bf;:en btuFled, fugitive,
made too prudent. Illuminates it and sings it its names.

What moves me to write—is analogous to whaF MOVeS
the mother to write the universe so that the child Wl-,.ll grasp
it and name it. First I marry, I am married: I don’t bar, I
don’t close up my lands, my senses, the carnal space th;t
spreads out behind my eyes: I let myself be traversed,
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impregnated, affected (as much as possible: up to the point
where, a little further and I would be lost to myself), %
infiltrated, invaded, medium my flesh and the Immense 1
machine of visions, of signs, that produces in a place I
situate vaguely between my head and my lungs. I don’t §
“begin” by “writing”: I don’t write. Life becomes text
starting out from my body. I am already text. History,
love, violence, time, work, desire inscribe it in my body, I
go where the “fundamental language” is spoken, the body |
language into which all the tongues of things, acts, and
beings translate themselves, in my own breast, the whole
of reality worked upon 1 my flesh, intercepted by my |
nerves, by my senses, by the labor of all my cells, projected,
analyzed, recomposed into a book. Vision: my breast as the
Tabernacle. Open. My lungs like the scrolls of the Torah.
But a Torah without end whose scrolls are imprinted and
unturled throughout time and, on the same History, all the
histories, events, ephemeral changes, and transformations

are written, I enter into myself with my ¢yes closed, and

you can read it. This reading is pertormed here, by the

being—who—wants—to-—be—born, by an urge, something that

womb and stretches my diaphragm as if [ were going to
give birth through my throat, or come. And it’s the same

It 1s impossible to say in advance what this being of air
and flesh in me that has made itself out of thousands of
elements of meanings taken from various domains of the
real and linked together by my emotions, my rage, my joy,
my desire, will be, or what it will resemble; just as there’s
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foreseeing the forms that lava will tak_e as it cools. I.t
" e the form, the literal face, that suits the part of it
e ts to be e:&;pressed. If the feeling 1t wants to convey
-that Wanc»litical battles, it lows out in theatrical form. If iF’s
N :‘vaﬁnp of mourning, oh! you have abandoned me, its
;ozi isgsobbing, stifled breath, .blanks and (:1'156;;1 c;f rtt};le
Inside.”® If it wants to explod§ Into orgasm, spi ’g :
recover, plunge, it becomes entirely Breaths ('Sou ﬁes): |

What slowly develops in me finds its surging inscription
| I cannot control.

; ;ofoff:; each text, another body. But in each the slim.e
vibration: the something in me that marks_:, a'll my boo l\j.l 1S
a reminder that my flesh signs the_ book, it 1s rhythm. Me-
dium my body, rhythmic my writing. | o
Two forces work on me at the same time, l am under t (;
cosmic tent, under the canvas of my boc%y and I gaze out,
am the bosom of happenings. And while I gaze, I hslten.
What happens takes place simultaneously sofng.. n a
certain way, an opera inhabits me. What flows trom my
hand onto the paper is what I see-hear, my eyes listen, my
flesh scans. I am invaded. I am pushed to th.e limit. A music
floods through me, inculcates me w1t1‘1 1ts stav'es. I am'L
childhood, my mother sings, her alto voice. More! Encore!

a lovely tongue licks at my heart, my ﬂesh- takes 1n th;
German that I can’t make out. O Lied! Leid! Song an

sorrow, blood and song! Leid! Leib! Sorrow and body. Lets.’
Leich! Leis! Lay, hymn, milk. Lieb! Love. I am love d
Letters love me. Leise. Soft and low. I sense that [am love :
by writing. How could I help loving 1t? 1 am woman, |
make love, love makes me, a Third Body (Troisieme Corps)

comes to us, a third sense of sight, and our other 631‘5—:1
between our two bodies our third body surges forth, an
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flies up to see the summit of things, and at the summit rises 4

and soars toward the highest thing _
waters, descends, explores the depths of the bodies, discov-
ers and consecrates every organ, comes to know the minute
and the invisible—but in order for the third bod

y to be
written, the exterior must enter and the interior m

B

ust open 4

out. If you plug my ears, if you close my body to the outer-
inner music, if you bar the song, then everything falls silent, §

love loses its breath, darkens, I can no lo
pleasuring, I am broken, lost. What fall
what has entered my whole text through my ears.

nger hear myself

First of all, the song of the mother the lay of the soul, I ;,

ge from your own sea, you
reach a shore. You make the break. Then, if you want to

write books, you equip yourself, you trim, you filter, you
g0 back over yourself, severe test, you tread on your own
flesh, you no longer fly, you no longer flow, you survey,
you garden, you dig, ah, you clean and assemble, this is the
hour of man. You wind things up, you pull the strings, you
tighten the thread, you execute the dreamwork in a state of
vigilance, you cheat, condense, compile, you distill. And
now what will you name it?

You dream: “The table is round. I speak louder and
louder to drown out the noise, I piss harder and harder, I
speak louder and louder, it takes on the force of a waterfall,
hide it, I speak more and more tirmly, a hydrant gushing
great streams, this discourse is philosophical, hide it, what

excess, all eyes on me, a pissertation, what will the outcome
be?” Dreamed.

s; dives, swims in oup

s on the paper is §
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wWho dreams you? Where do these messengers come
ho confide in you, though in tongues that are for-

from = u. the secrets of human movements, the news of
AR u,’ve never imagined? Causing famished tribes to
p€0_P}1165_§ . our body, giving you infants to love who are
pen:l oz‘ yz:ur flesh but who are not your own, welf:oming
Ezzler your skin the thousands (.)f anonymous enemies \;f;c;
harbor grudges against your hfe, your liberty, yotlilr Ort;
And from dream to dream you wake up more 3111 m
conscious, more and more woman. The more you let you}:—-
self dream, the more you let yourself be worked thrﬁug t,
the more you let yourself be disturbed, pursued, ¢ rs:az;1 -
ened, loved, the more you write, the more you escape tde
censor, the more the woman 1n you 1s flfﬁrmed, discovered,
and invented. And they come to you in greater and greater
numbers, more exposed, naked, strong, and new. Becauze
there is room for them in you. The more they are love ,1
the more they grow and expand, come close and revea
themselves as never before, the more they sow and reap
fen;?;;ngad you into their gardens, they.invitf_: you 11rllto
their forests, they make you explore their regions, 1: e}f
inaugurate their continents. Close your cyes and ilove t eiI:;.:
you are at home in their lands, they visit you and you v
them, their sexes lavish their secrets on you. What you
didn’t know they teach you, and you teach them what );czlu
learn from them. If you love them, each woman aads
herself to you, and you become morewoman. |

Your feminine singular unconscious: an unconscious,
like that of all human beings, constituted t?ansculturally.
Cut out of History, observed by your Wltnes_ses, your
magic book by more than one author, reality writes a part
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transnational, millennial and Instantaneous, a nutshell, 5
SeX-sewn continent, your hundred Origins program the._?;
dream-flesh. And this flesh that’s been superhistoricized,{};
museumized, reorganized, overworked, is feminine ﬁesh;._.;é;f
in 1t the “woman” projected by the Law, wounded by the':".il
same strokes of the cens '

|
0h

[k 1"
g

1; ’
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or that tailor an Imaginary cut from
d pattern—more or less skintight, clinging, incarcerating}
—tor every woman; this little culture-sized “wo T
counters the singular life-sized woman, similar to the gen-
eral woman. Like her in the movement of her instinctual f
cconomy, virtually, superabundance and dispersion, but g
different as one text is from another.
Write, dream, enjoy, be dreamed, enjoyed, written.
And all women feel, in the dark or the light, what no
Man can experience in their place, the Incisions, the births,
the explosions in libido, the ruptures, the losses, the plea-
sures 1 our rhythms. My unconscious is in touch with
your unconscious.
Ask yourself:

man” en- §

- =1
-

How do you make meaning circulate when what comes
torth is the signifier, the scene, the unfurling of hallucinat-
ing carnal sounds? Who surges up 1n your throat, through
your muscles?

How what affects me comes into language, comes out
tully worded, I don’t know. | “feel” it, but it is mystery

itself, which language is unlikely to let through.
All that I can say is that this

fusion, a flowing into fusion: if
my part, 1t’s in a sort of “
it [ were inciting myself:
flow, let yourself steep; b

“coming” to language is a
there is “intervention” on
position,” of activity—passive, as
“Let yourself go, let the writing
athe, relax, become the river, let
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thing go, open up, unwind, open the ﬂoodgaFes, let
fiV(::rsz:lf roll . . .” A practice of the greatest passivity. }}t
o 1 vocation and a technique. This mode of passivity 1s

Onieway-——really an active way—of getting to kno:.zv things
g;l letting ourselves be known by them. You don’t seek to

master. To demonstrate, explain, grasp. And then to ;c::lclk
away in a strongbox. To pocket a part of thf? rldies od be
world. But rather to transmit: to make things oveff ;y
aking them known. You, in your turn, wanF to attect,
’ u want to wake the dead, you want to remind pegple
Z}fat they once wept for love, and tremb_led with desirés,
and that they were then very close to the hf.e that tl‘;::y claim
they’ve been seeking while constantly moving further away
evg(jtlllzicrility, abundance, drift—are these speciﬁFally tem-
inine? I think so. And when a similar wavetof ertmg surges
forth from the body of a man, 1t’s because n hlm.femlnm%ty
is not forbidden. Because he doesn’t fant?sue his sexuality
around a faucet. He isn’t afraid of wanting f(?r water, he
doesn’t arm himself with his Mosaic rod to smite the rock.
He says, “I'm thirsty,” and writing 'spriflgs forth. —
Sinking into your own night, being in tO}lch with wi ah
comes out of my body as with the sea, accepting the anguis
of submersion. Being of a body with the river all the Waﬂ*
to the rapids rather than with the boat, exposing yoursel
to this danger—this is a feminine pleasure. Sea you -return
to the sea, and rhythm to rhythm. And the builder: from
dust to dust through his erected monuments. -
The femininity of a text can hardly let itself be reu:led in
or corralled. Who will bridle the divagation? Who will put

the outside behind walls? | N -
Asif I were living in direct contact with writing, wit
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Interruption or relay. In me the song which, from the
moment 1t’s uttered, gains instant access to language: a flux
immediately text. No break, soundsense, singsound,
bloodsong, everything’s always already written, all the'f
n*'leamngs are cast. Later 1f I emerge from my waters drip-
ping all over with pleasures, if [ go back the length of my
banks, if from my shore I observe the revels of my dream-  '?

e
il

tish, I notice the innumerable figures they create in their
dance; isn’t the current of our women’s waters sufficient to
unleash the uncalculated writing of our wild and populous 1
texts? Qurselves in writing like fish in the water, like mean-

INgs in our tongues, and the transformation in our uncon-
scious lives.

2

Clarice Lispector: The Approach

Letting Oneself (be) Read (by) Clarice Lispector
The Passion According to C.L.

)

Clarice Lispector: This woman, our contemporary, Bra-
zilian (born in the Ukraine, of Jewish origin), gives us not
books but living saved from books, from narratives, re-
pressive constructions. And through her writing-window
we enter the awesome beauty of learning to read: going, by

~ way of the body, to the other side of the self. Loving the

' true of the living, what seems ungrateful to narcissus eyes,
the nonprestigious, the nonimmediate, loving the onigin,
interesting oneself personally with the impersonal, with the
animal, with the thing.

How to “read” Clarice Lispector: In the passion accord-
ing to her: according to C.L.: writing-a-woman. What will
we call “reading,” when a text overflows all books and
comes to meet us, giving itself to be lived? Was heisst lesen?
(What is called reading?)

At the beginning of The Passion Clarice cautions us, holds
us back if we are on the brink of going ahead, puts us on
(her) guard, in these worrying-reassuring terms:
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Apossiveis Leitores: To Potential Readers:

Este livro é como um livro qualguer.
Mas eu ficaria contente se fosse lido
apenas por pessoas de alma jd
Jormada. Aquelas que sabem que a
aproximagao, do que quer que seja, se
Jfaz gradualmente e penosamente—
atravessando inclusive o oposto
daquilo de que se vai aproximar.
Aquelas pessoas que, 56 elas,
entenderdo bem devagar que este liyro
nada tira de ninguém. A mim por
exemplo, o personagem G.H. foi
dando pouco a pouco uma alegria
dificil; mas chama-se alegria.

This book is like an ordinary

book. But I would be content if itﬂ{:

o
were read only by persons whose

soul 1s already formed. Those
who know that approximation, 4
to anything whatsoever, is done
gradually and painfully—and that
it has to traverse even the very 4
opposite of what is being

approached. Those persons, and
they alone, will understand very *
slowly that this book doesn’t take
anything away from anyone. As
for me, for instance, the character
CL G.H. has been giving me, little by
little, a difficult joy, but it is called 4
joy."

C.L.

Toward a Least, says Holderlin, a great beginning can
come. In this Least, Clarice has us come, 1n order to begin.

I let myself be read according to C.L., her passion read ]
me; and 1n the burning and humid current of reading, [ saw
how familiar and strange texts, by Rilke or by Heidegger §
or Derrida, had been read-already, carried away, answered, |
in the writing-living of C.L.

What follows is 2 moment of 1 reading of C.L.: carried
out in the C.L. correspondence with all women.

['am here with C.L. now, holding steady in the room of

The Passion, and already here, now and holding steady, in
the agitation of her Stream of Life.”

: 3
Clarlcewege

At the school of Clarice Lispector, we learn the approach.
We take lessons of things. The lessons of calling, letting
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selves be called. The lessons of letting come, receiving.
OI;Z; two great lessons of living: slowness and ugliness.
T The Clarice-voice gives us the ways. A feal;tak_es holdkof

Calls us: “There are nothing but ways.” Gives-ta es
zi.r hand. A deeply moved, clairvoyant fear—we take 1t.

. We make ways. |

Legi;lss us the inﬁnite}: present life. Very long llfe'becaulie
cach instant is. Now. Each now .is: a Worl(il, a ll'fe.hT e
whole of life, including 1ts ends, its exhaustlo-ns, its un-
gers, its thirsts. Leads us to love.—to knowing, se;mg,
hearing—with our childhoods, behind the coldc?s, the h:%rsc,,1
the habits, to calling, behind the names, to living, behin
th(l?\lfllflzz-us hear things calling. The call there is 1n things:
she gathers 1t back. The clarice voic:'e gathers: And offers }Llls
the orange. Gives us back the thlgg. Prec1s.el?f th’;lt the
orange says to the call of her voice, its moon juice, gives it

to us to drink. S
The Obst-Voice gives us reading: the words 1n this voice

are fruits. | |
Clarice reads: Obst-Lese: lispectorange reading.

Clarice looks: and the world comes into presence. Born
things are reborn. Gathered back. Eor in a certau: wzy
Lispector is synonymous with legere, m'other words “rea )
ing,” in other words “gathering.” Heidegger Would say:
“We normally understand by reading only this, that we
grasp and follow a script and written l'flatter. But tha_t lis
done by gathering the letters. Without tl'ns gathermg, with-
out a gleaning [die Lese| in the sense in which wheat or
grapes are gleaned, we should not be able to read [Lesen] a

| ‘ the written
single word, however keenly we observe

Signs. ys 4

The phrases in her voice are gardens in which I grow.
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Are forests. Panthers pass by. Her phrases of soft

17
h

steps. Her voice, peopled, wild, listens. Gipes us the lessopd

of slowness. Slowness: the slow time that we need to

proach, to let everything approach, life, death, time,

thing; all the slowness of time that life must take in ordef;
to give itself without hurting us too much, all the tim

must put in to reach the thing, the other, to attain jt wit
hurrying it, to come close to it.

Her approach is political, Clarice(’s) approach: it is the;.
living space, the betweenus, that we mus
Having the humility, the generosit
not to avoid it. Hurrying annuls. We are living in the time
of the flat thought-screen, of newspaper-thinking, which '_.f-
does not leave time to think the littlest thing according to 5..;
its living mode. We must save the approach that opens and §
leaves space for the other. But we live mass~-mediatized,
pressed, hard-pressed, blackmailed. Acc
the tricks of intimidation. We rush, thro

se1ize. And we no longer know how to receive.
Receiving is a sci

C We
hout §

t take care to keep.

eleration is one of

the direction of the thing,

letting ourselves be called to it,
the thing leads us to 2 spac

€ composed of the thing and of
us; of the thing and of all things. Clarice’s lesson is: by 1
letting the thing recall something to us, we no longer for-
get, we un-forget, we recall the boundless other, called life.
Clarice teaches us to give ourselves, again, the time not to
forget, not to kill.

Knowing how to “see,” before sight, knowing how to
hear, before comprehension, to keep the space of waiting
open. And in her language, waiting calls itself esperar.

panthe

Y, not to jump over it, §

W oursclves upon, §
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Wwhat is open is time: not to absorb thfa thi-ng, the othc::r,
but to let the thing present itself. Letting it produce 1ts
- ces.
twéjl};nf;?trqfiietly, praying it to come, holding out a hafld
it. the word, palavra, das Wort: " Das Wort' ldss‘t ci:zs HDmg
. [;ing anwesen. Dieses Lassen heisse die Bedmgms: ( The
f:;i)rd lets the thing come into being as thing. This letting
is called the thingness. 7Y
1ce lets:

5‘112132 for Spring to arrive, we have to krfow how to
welcome it: yesterday it was already May, ancll it seemed to
me that I no longer knew how a living day i1s made. It 1s
enough to open Clarice. To look througl:l her: and élln or-
ange tree that previously no longer was, 1s. In her ka’rlce
way of opening herself up, things do not take any as 11'1g(:..1
A Spring takes hold. Clarice makes present. Glges zi(n
gives. Gives onto. Gives surely. And there 1s. An mahes
place. What we have lost. What we have never had. What
we no longer knew how to have. Whose existence we were

. Comes.
un;:’;;; (lfok of Clarice’s: invisible gentle labor, towpath
OflCi’)lZ:ce be-dingt das Ding zu Ding. (Clarice be-things the

Ing 1 e thing. |
thlggel:;fhzgg one %n)ust know to make possible the uanell-
ing of a woman, to make necessary the.thought of allowi(ng
the unveiling of a you—Clarice makes it come forth, ma es
us feel it, know it. In order for a woman to come to her, 1n
her; because she wants her; in order for a woman to go of
her,own accord, and for everything to go of its own ?ccord
to our encounter. Clarice is the window. May-the-window

be good:
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And at once the orange enters like a bird through
breast’s window.

Everything we must know how to let ourselves know
our own accord for things to arrive in their place, in thej
time, without our having hurried them in our blind 1mpaﬁ
tience, summoned them to appear at the risk of tormenting’jlfj
them, of deporting them, of breaking their shell—at Cla~]
rice’s school we learn to think about this. “My mystery’_
consists of my being simply a means, and not an end, and
this has given-me the most dangerous of freedoms. »7

We must learn from things; we have everything to learn f'.
from them. How to let things make themselves known by 1
themselves, before any translation, in the Clarice way, her

:!i Ty
g ..

way of being an open window, of being a hand full of soul,
of being in front of each of the innumerable lives, of coming
ahead softly wide-open to meet each thing, she gives us the
calling example of this. g
How to bring forth claricely: going, approaching, brushing,
dwelling, touching; allowing-entrance, -presence, -giving, }
~taking. Restoring things to things, giving ourselves each
thing for the first time, restoring the first time of things to 1’
ourselves, each time, restoring the lost first times to
ourselves.
Das Wort, das Gebende (The word, the giving):”
Clarice’s calls set out, out to find the thing that remains
almost without being in the windowless space, that wan-
ders almost without a face in the space without a look,
giving it all the names that make it quiver outside the space
without presence, making it come back to itself, it gathers
itself into itself, petals itself, fills itself out around its own
heart, blushes, hastily produces a first face. And comes to
be rose.
Names are hands she lays on space, with a tenderness so
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' h
hse that at last smiles a face, o, you; and the approac
e

d at the vase she drinks smiling. :
« heart of roses: this is the woman §=way o

living heart of things, being
going to live in the very close, gqing forth b}j
lownesses as far as the region of touch,
1owly letting oneself be carried away, by the force of
i tion of a rose, Jttracted into the heart of the rose
i:;;n, staying a long time in the space of frag;ance,eli?;
ing to let things give us what they are when they ar

int |
of her lips, an

Touching th
working: touching the

touched,
render attentive S

alive.
We have forgotten that th

have forgotten how things .
tains grew up before our gaze exist
.re called before we think to call th

we have forgotten that it 1s plants
‘hink about calling them, that come to ¢

blossom.

e world is there prior to us. We
have preceded us, how moun-
ed, we forget how plants
em and recognize them,
that call us, when we
et our bodies 1n

' 1 ' -h we do not live
lent and lazy times, 1n whic
e, we a H forcibly lived, far from

what we hive, 4
! r what
our essential lives, we lose the gift, we no longer hea

things still want to tell us, we tr'anslate, we tralmslatte;lf):g;;
thing is translation and reduction, there 18 2 mosh e
left of the sea but a word without water: for we axtie 1>
translated the words, we have emptied thf:n:1 oh t C(;l;
speech, dried, educed, and embalmed them, and they

no longer recall to us the way they used to rise up from the

things as the burst of their essential laug}}ter, vi.rhen, out of
joy, they called each other, they rejoiced in their fragran(:{e-
é » “saq” smelled of seaweed, sounded salt,

143
name; and “sea .
, , d one, we licked the stranger,

and we tasted the infinite love
the salt of her word on our lips.

l “ he sea,’
But a Clarice voice has only to say, The sea, t
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sea! callingg
ve, I recylf

for my shell to split open, the sea is calling me,

me, waters! calls me back, and I g0 there, wa
myself to her.

To allow a thing to enter in its Strangeness, light from ¢ *
soul has to be put into each look, and the
mixed with the interior light. An invisibl
around beings who are looked at well. Seeing
seeing to see and see, before the eyes’ narrative—this is
sorcery. It1s the science of the other! An art in itself; and a
the ways of letting all the beings with their differenfg
strangenesses enter our proximity are regions that ask to b
approached, each with an appropriate patience.

There is a patience for the €gg, a patience
patience for each particular animal; there is 3
species, all kinds of patiences, to practice, to de
Some patiences that are ready to ripen, others
minating, others that seem not to have taken
Secms to me that certain clarices have worked t

beings so deeply that all the patiences have blo
Patiences are birth-givers.

A patience pays attention. An attention that is terse,
active, discreet, warm, almost imperceptible, imponder-
able like 3 light rekindling of looks, regular, twenty-one
days and twenty-one nights, at the kitchen window, and at
last an egg is. They pay attention: doing nothing, not §
upsetting, filling, replacing, taking up the space. Leaving |
the space alone. Thinking delicately of. Directing the mix-
ture of knowing looks and loving light toward. A face.
Surrounding it with 2 discreet, confident, attentive ques-

tioning, attuning to, watching over it, for a long time, until
penetrating mto the essence,

And sometimes we

exterior ligh
¢ aura formgj
before vision}

for a rose; a
patience for §
velop; I have
that are ger-
root; and
heir earth ofgj
omed there.

have only one patience—and then
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hing anymore; we forget, we do not give' the world life,
no" .oin and do not finish, and the world w1tl?out iilowers,
wiﬁzit animals, without geology, without things, is bored
Wi
N deai;ed everything. All things: all the time. Everything
hf f}:1;15 happened, everything that can happen.. We need
t ime of presences, to approach things until they are
S;;;l?; us, us with them, before them, giving each to each
0[};;/;611 we set ourselves thinking, time takes shape. We never
have the time, we worry. But there _is time; underneat(:ih.i
in immeasurable quantity, in proportion to ovuf1 demana;
it is enough to think and think and think, and we re o
the source. Thinking gives timej. And all beings, evegl the
littlest things, are full of time: 1t 1s just up to us to thin
Ofgiarice thinks: and first of all there 1s the kitCh?nl-l An;l1
there is an apple there. And Clarice call§ th_e apple witl sufz r
intelligence as to everything the a[:)ple signifies, contains j
us, that there is at the same time in the apple the promise
su;tenance. And we verify the apple with our whole being.

there 1s this apple.

Arflls?:hings still wiE::hout a name, she attracts them, ltlzh:i‘
flower, the fruit, all the anonymous, whole, not—yet-clz;l e
things, each thing in its time, she makﬁes them be t ire,
before us, and we verify, in the same instant, ho:r t ez
exist how they became there, and how hencetorth they ar
Stlﬁfltl}iel;itchen; and throughout the entire text hands a.r;d1
landscape, and in the landscape of the palm; in the text v:;ler
window-sentences: each sentence opens onto ano

wonder.




ot A

68 Clarice Lispector

_ Y
Each sentence: ephemeral window, gaze: poem foundg
set down before us.

The Putting into Work of the Egg of Art

All things that come from extremely far away, and
that come to us from the other distance, that of the Very.f
very-near, she recalls them from the two distances.

She saves the egg from the very-very-near. She brings it
back from too near.

In general, we go for years without seemng an egg comej%
in. This is why Clarice brings us first to the school] of the §
nearest, in the kitchen:

To get us to discover the splendor of an egg in all of 1tsi

strangeness takes a much greater force than getting us to |
admire a mountain: in the first lesson of the egg,

how to bring to a chicken’s egg the attention that

tain would inspire us with. The approach to the egg is

camoutlaged by a veritable chain of calcareous habituations.
There was the day of the egg. The simple celebration. /4

£y
. ¢

To say the egg is almost a Japanese art. A voice with an 4

X
|
P

we learn 3§
a moun- g

ELE

athletic reserve is needed. A voice for each thing. For the
¢gg, an acrobatic voice: to launch it, to recover it, to risk it
and protect it. A voice capable of surrounding each egg
with delicate sounds. For gathering the
their wordless call: for saying °
astonishment and love; with
knows how to contemplate an e

template a smile.

She has the way of calling forth this object, at that partic-
ular moment, with that color of vojce that permits the

tirst song of things,
‘egg” as I say “love”: with
contemplation. Whoever
gg will know how to con-
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' n a
t- for 1t 18 possible to see to 1t that an egg looked at
eveﬂ ’ . 9
rtain light1s a work of art. | | | i
- And seeing an egg 1S imp0551ble, with ordinary seeing.
n

«In the morning in the kitchen I [Clarice] see the egg on
3310

the table.

. . L -
This sentence is impossible. Clarice writes 1t only to ta

. back, in the beating of writing. .
T oner do I see an egg than I have seen an egg
NO > 1911
the last three thousand years. | i el
Secing? Isn’t it always already having seen¢ secing sitse!
. | - !
the egg whose shell is going to burst. Clarice teac ejh )
' ' a
aperseeing. “I never learned to look without needing mm;eh
S . 4 22 " -
| 51:: to see.” ? 1 cannot write “I see” while seeing, without
ju .

having gone through the long labor tc())f Spea;s;;i}iaer;eod n;g;
| xt, at every now, to come ng: .
Elf e;’j?;:y coming io “see” the egg; this 1s thea]::is?;r;
according to C.L. One day: there will be tIhe €ge; ; d
eyes ended up not being sepadmte fro:}; ewp’iz ensta::)f.the 50 S
e is egg. This egg-day, in | t:
f‘lill}ijyt?(f I;mdergs%and what I paint :’mcil what I. m nowwxzz::ilgngi
'm going to explain: in my pamnting, as in Imy o ijot
try to see strictly within the moment when sec nd ot
to see through the memory ot l?avmg seen 1n an petant
now past. The instant is that. The instant s (:?f 3111 f111’1111‘11l ene
that takes my breath away. The instant1s initself 1m .

At the same time that I live it, I hurl myself into 1ts passage

. w14
to another instant.

A warm night broods: and at six o’clock 01116 m:)r:llilsnhgéda
clarice brings about hatchings: wakes up newly asdo : Out.
The room 1s full of excitements t'hat come 1n anh gde th;
Wakes up ready, full of attent_ive 1gnorancesi)1n t (; m};m_
of herself, and her soul-attention gives way beneat
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ory, beneath the known, behind the already, bene, .,"
thoughts, and behind the thoughts, gives directly onto ¢
path of astonishments. “I achjeve 4 state behind thoughy.
retuse to divide it into words—and what I cannot and d_-
NOt want to express keeps being the most secret '

secrets. I know that I’'m afraid of the moments when
use thought and it’s 2 moment

that, al] secret, no lon
thoughts are formed, ”'5

And from astonishment to 3

pletely astonished and witho
hood Clarice lets

of myf
[ don’g
ary state, difficult to reac
ger uses the words with whicﬁ-:
stonishment, at once com-~]
Ut any astonishment, child-_;%'
herself be carried away, takes us to the';

garden of primary time, where all the differ

ent kinds of
instants

grow. And there is the treasure of events. We have

-

are entrusted to us. Attention is the

Clarice’s attention brings about hatching. Beneath her
astonishment, precipitations are calmed, time lets itself be
taken, moments last, grow, and bring unhoped-for births
to their appointed time. And Encoun
room there with, inside, a cockroac

by means of the cockroach, h
Living.

And there is 3 grotto there, with a night around it. And
there is in the grotto such a free attention that it happens
that, at Clarice’s call, horses respond to her ear’s attention,

key.

****

ters happen: thereis a_
h. And Clarice enters, 3

€r passion according to—the

I8
;‘

trom a fine, fine ultrasensual

substance, so finely sensitive
that it can pick up the mur

mur of every hatching, the
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resimal music of particles calling to one anot.her to
iIlfithSlmh mselves in fragrance. There 1s an attention for
compl t eTh re are attentions fragile and powerful like
cac? blr'th. tirfas that reflect for a long time to let the
eledr('mll(; ;e d the appearances of things dawn, imponder-
P tion: hings to happen or not happen,
ttentions that allow things pp |

oble 21d,' to their own movement, before their n.an’_les,
o mgreceding our thoughts of prey, betore their im-
pelore pceding our burying visions, attentions that wait,
38?* bparrfdon themselves to inspiration—so that things that
;I;vea always been mutely present are able to_mak; E}lzle;n;
selves heard. There 1s no silence. The mlt,l-s.lclifou Wi%h
always resound, waiting for us to hear t'hem _a;t ur g;eath_
our ears, with our skin, with our nostrils, with ou
ing, especially with our breasts. | AT

Preferably, attentions move hke'ﬁs in slow o but
Clarice has certain audacious attentions that go to -
counters like gentle wild beasts. “I was ak“f:i [ was ;:I(id )
pletely alert. A great sense‘of hope arose 1ns1 ¢ n;z,aﬂ .
surprised resignation: in this alert hope I_recogmfhat .
prior hope, I recognized too .the attentiveness nac | had
experienced before, the attentiveness that Qeverh ea me
and that, in the final analysis, may be the th.mg- t a; 1s m
2 part of my life—that perhaps is my very life itsel l.jlin y

And they stay trembling in the very-near trembling
thzzt\};tzﬁlan i1s: the Woman—and-the-other. Lgmg elzlsti:ll'il‘;-_-
ble, impersonal, that cannot be summarized. Or ma
t lives. Happens. |
OZiaIfiL; thinks ofP f Sunday. And there is a Sun;lay theri;
She thinks: and there is a night; and an apple, zm1 31(1) a:lpfhe
In the night; and a hand thinks toward the apple.
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way, the clarice-tho j
thought gleans itself. ua%l};lt t::;;liz of a flower. And

; a chrysanthemum, sy
a5 We had never looked at before. And we have an 1 ' ud
vised lesson about flowers: with our whole bod o
that we no longer know anything about most ﬂize e
cept their names as photographed flowers €IS e

i1 e
)
T
k] "I?'.
A i

The Imitation of the Rose'’

Th : _ L
¢). There is a Clarice way of maki

and from the stem to the eye’ y oL e ing-the-tulipy
eye’s pupils I see how the tul:

re?Il:hAnq [ see that I had never betore seen jasmine P
- erfsblls a way of taking a rose that would render all ros
impossible: a sudden blind way of looking at it that bl
1t, scorches it, deroses it. B
ter;f?hthlmk that, on a certain yesterday, I had really forgOt*
W he ove of flowers. And I had become very lonel
as then that [ received a bouquet of seen-flowers onyﬁl

o

i
f
R
.'-11

)

own | .
- \Zogllld not have received them, they would havej
ained blurred, almost )

: ’ not flowers in my field i3
sion. But * y field of unvi~§
from having been looked at with such refine .

(N
I

respect, having been so delicately known, lit up by Clarice

Al

each is] :
e one visibly continued to remember, took pleasure in:§
lm . . . p . ’ i
m percepzble HEVIVIIS And thus haloed they came to
y eyes, and came to me st ’ ¢
’ e still all wet with looki
rose up looked-at, m . ooking; they ‘3
, more clearly visible. K '
see flowers: - . . Knowing how to §
of kn ersf;l knowing how to live them. It was a bouquet
own flowers that shon
e, on my table, on b 1
on the s ’ my ooks,
o h;:ets l_i)f Il)aper, and suddenly I understood that I was
ng by the light of fl
owers. [ learned th 1
hours, seen- : that, for a few
, seen-flowers give out a luster of transparent milk ,

move
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owers to be seen, and we feel
fields, greenhouses; and
come to us with out-
known that flowers arc

flowers).
wers. For flowers

{ to run throu eh dictionaries,
- friends differently incarnated
od arms (for we have always
we have all lived one or tWo

. 1t 1s not difficult to recall flo
make theirr way naturally to an

But the problem of flowers is the problem of maternal
. they are there. They are so much

there.
«1t is their wrongdoing

Brigge's Abelone. She 1s sO muc
there for Malte, sO much presence for the other, to whom

‘he devotes herself, that she lets herself be forgotten. “Abe-
war immer da. Das tat ihr grossen Eintrag. Abelone war da,

». the wrongdoing of Malte Laurids
h there that she 1s never

lone
und man nutzte sie ab wie man eben Lonnte . . . Aber aufeinmal
fragte ich mich: Warum ist Abelone da?”'®

e takes

m the very first second, a ros

us. In our rashness, it scems to us as if we are taking 1t.
Because we are the ones who hear hands. By thinking this

way, we take the wrong path. It is this rose that, with an
y sure gesture, with a rose sign verging on carmine,

I et us take a rose: fro

infinitel
has left itself 1n our hands.

Clarice maintains: in the ro
t enters 1nto the

om, the rose spreads itself out
trance of 1ts own
~with all ot 1ts
elivers itself

in presence. It roses. I
presence and with all o
contained roses, 1t mak
up to its [-am-a-rose in the
observe it in slow motion,
seemingly :mmobile rose 15 1
presence roward our love, an

es the rose, for us, it d
Aux of its own vitalty. If we

we see that at each second the
n full flight at the height of 1ts

d enters 1n full radiance.
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B
Usage deljy
1.e. to its lingering.
portion of its while. He
o what lingers rests in

esent 1n the transition e

But Heidegger would say 1t this way: “
what is present to its presencing,
dispenses to what is present the
while apportioned in each case ¢
jointure which joins what is pr
tween twotold absence (arrival a

of the while bounds and confines what is present as sucl
That which lingers awhile in presence, ta eonta, comes
presence within bounds ( peras).” "’

It 1s not by chance that Clarice had this story withf
certain rose. Among all the plants, the rose is the one

way of sharing its presence in the movement of its blossomg
ing is the most human: the soft ojv;

4.

nd departure). The ] Ointq‘}“

rose, of making us think in jts blossoming of the myster"i’:_
of the birth of the living in each instant we do not forget tof

share. To receive sharin |

! Jﬂ ’.f.r
o gl:r
Al

A
I.I_
Vi
T
8
Ly
.
i
.

more than a rose?

The rose that gave itself to be taken by Clarice was
well taken that at the same time it made her the present
a secret: 1t survived to give her proof of the strength
produced in the alliance uniting two beings around the same;
need to call, to respond, to take source. :
the source.

To give source to-i?},
Diese Rose aus Bewegung (This rose that j

movement). From a bird, the sky rises. Fro

breaks free. The rose also gives us the mov

ence. Rilke writes twenty-four poems on

Clarice gives the rose’s silent b

has no synonyms.

s made out of
m a rose, time ;
ement of pres- §
the rose. But 'f

s
reathing to be liyed: reality 4
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To get to the heart of the rose, we have only to take _the
(’) ath, to go to it according to its way. Approa.chmg
rose ! h an absence of self, with such lightness, w1th0'ut
Wltb S;C its proximity, entering with fragrant steps its
- lfnv%ater without disturbing it. Now there 1s a rose 1n
flig:szm In the space opened by its coming, we live. And
¢ .
tuﬁeiz maintaining, and keeping the same elements, the
sam: te,nderness, the same respect, Clarice.can ICPI%CE a
rose with a turtle. But Rilke could rePlace it only \}7:71;3 z;
unicorn or an anemone. But Clarice with a cockroac 1 u
Rilke no. But Clarice with an oyster. But I}llke .;);ﬂy in
lacework. “I see the flowers in the vase. They're wi ! O:N—
ers that were born without having been planteizl. Tleybre
yellow. But my cook said: “What ugly ﬂowerﬁ. Only be-
cause it’s ditficult to love what’s commo:[}. Behmdﬁny .OWI}
thought 1s the truth that is the world’s. The illogic o

39 20)
nature.

For at Clarice’s school we have the most beautiful of
lessons: the lesson of ugliness. “Have I 1n effect abar%d;med a
whole system of good taste? But is that my only gain: How
imprisoned I must have been that I fee? myself fr.eer Jus,t
because I no longer fear a lack of aesthetics . . ; I still don't
toresee what else I may have gained. Maybe I'll learn of it
little by little. For now, the first timid pleasure that fe;l 1;
being able to say that I have lost my ﬂ?ar OE gle ugly. An
that loss is a very great good. It is a delight. |

There 1s Rilke, but there 1s Clarice. There. is only: There
is fear, there is cult, there are limits, therfﬂ: 1S thf{ rc—?served
expanse of the Weltinnenraum: the world—m—the-—lntln‘{af:y—
of-myself-Rilke. There is closure; the hand hold.s, wirltﬁmg
elects through reading and contains. But there 1s Clarice,
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there is audacity, boundless vertigo, there is yes: “I wy ik
the unconcluded. I want the profound organic disorder thy

LR

nevertheless triggers the intuiting of an underlying ordes

%
LA
“1:-
.
4

The great power of potentiality. These, my stammere}
sentences, are made the very moment they’re being writt

I

and they crackle they’re so new and still so green. They af
the now. I want the experience of a lack of structure. A‘ff
though my text is transversed from beginning to end by
fragile conductive line—what is it?”*

There 1s the Clarice-risk. Clarisk: through the horriblﬁ_'
to Joy. For Clarice has the terrifying splendor of daring

real, which is not beautiful, which is not organized, of§

.

daring the living, which is not symbolized, which is not}
personal, of being in the kernel of the is that is without th 1
self, of writing by the low of signs without history.

Dares, wants, cliché without base, the poor, the lowly,f%
the ephemeral, of each instant. Is not afraid, wants thé?‘?t
truth, the living, which has no meaning; the infinite endur- §
ance of the living. Is afraid only of being afraid. Goes. Does '§
not hold herself back. Loses herself. Keeps herself only
from lying. “But the fact is that truth has never made sense'"%
to me. Truth doesn’t make sense! That’s why I was afraid

§

.!-
H

of it, and still am. Forsaken as I am, I give everything over |
to you—so0 you can do something pleasant with it. If I talk
to you will I frighten you and lose you? But if I don’t, I’ll
lose myself and in losing myself lose you anyhow. 7

The Passion According to G.H.: the passion of being in :"
impersonal living adherence to the big immemorial Brazil-

1an cockroach, our ancestor: Barata.

#

’'m achieving a higher plane of humanity. Or of inhumanity—
the it.

'II‘: -

¥
.
-
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oluntary instinct cannot be described.

what 2 A ? I'm trying to photograph

What am | doing in writing you

fume . - - o
Lr[ write you this facsimile
'« know how to Wr1te;
o don’t even know how to speak . . .
syllables.
[ might go back to the

of 2 book, the book by someone who
but in the most othereal realms of

cechl almost
¥ o when I write you [ respect the

Now I'm going to light a cigarette.
v ' d...
r. or I might stop here for goo |
¢m back. I am thinking bout turtles . . . They mterest me

uch. All living beings, man notwithstanding, are a riot of
Y .

rial

derment: we Were formed and there was a lot of raw mate -

on . ' :
) r—it—and then the animals were made. Why a turt

’ iting to you should be something

« And turtles?” You who read me
been a long time since 1 thought

ty pCWI‘ite

ver

like this, phrased as a question.

would say: “It’s truc that 1t’s

»24
sbout turtles.

The imitation of the turtle. Of the cockroach. O_f the
chair. Of the egg. “Taking carc of the world also requires ﬁ
- ' '+ for the day an ant Wil
lot of patience: I have to wait
:alopp;,)ar..l"::25 There must be a wait long enough t(; save tl;z
ant. A waiting that 1s precise enough, powerful, wom

cnough.
And woman?

There must be a wait sO powerfully thoughtful, open,

' ar.
women who have always heen—there, will at last appe




3

"--.é.

lost bodies, troubled bodies, delimited bodies. %

T'wo camps dispute the body of the Beloved. ] meag§
Jerusalem. Two camps, always the same ones Today ju1
as at the time of the Crusades, and just as in Paradise.

But it is not the story of the war between the Faithful ,:
the Unfaithful that interests me; it is the other story, theg
one hidden by history, the one of two beings, two
who cannot remain prisoners in their camps, do not want §
to win the war, but want to win life or lose it. What holds
me 1s the story of love, in other words the story of the other“‘
and the other’s other Not Rinaldo and Armida, Same—r%
Couple. But the Others, the irrepressible ones, Tancredi, §

A

Clorinda, the lovers of freedom, these two singular crea- 1§

1‘%1 :

]
r

capable of going, at the price of life, for the love of truth,
~ for love, beyond their own forces, all the way to the other

In a dream. Stranger. Absolutely faithful—to their own
human secret—to theijr Own being more-than-man more-

Tancredi Continues 70

\Y W1 them-
h do not restrain themselves, do not withhold e
o both agree to surrender themselves, to the point o
3§ h her m
selve ching the other. I no longer know whethe y
roa

app

ibed curve from one soul to the other body, frgm one
oy dy to another gender of body, from a smile to a
exed 2 Yous exchange (yes: it is a question of beautlﬁ}l
" Gmc’l‘ e) from one pleasure to the other Whosc? seX 1S
o g;afl It is a question of the grace of genders instead
e Ilflevfaav: (;f genders, it is a question of danc:mg, of t:hef
:jr:alecrossing of contine?ts. gt 1:5 a q;::;:zr;lgl fr?:,l}tlifh
' scurely, ot the my » Wh
J'erusaizgl?{osl?lé; Z?rzi:ticszyhy or fall! Th_ere 1S NO tlgmn%
Ea?:k(? it 1s straight ahead. That 1s Why it 1s 1sco (-::asy;ls ne;v(;r
No—there is no in-between. That is why hovmg s never
difficult except in appearance. B?caus§blt es:))iplove e
“easy” is not “difficult”: it is only imposs: . o ls ove the
secret of acrobatics? It 1s trust, yes: thej desu*le
into the other. The ac.ro.bat’s ?E?g;:?;: ;(;?O.Ssmg .
[s the crossing vertiginous: | cless
to contemplate or fathom what sep:a.ratesCi ttl‘}xlee I.aebgzsssglrsa i.
ways invented by our fear. We leap an e e
Acrobats know: do not look at the separation.

have bodies, only for there, for the other.

Tancredi—-is-—for-—Clorinda—is—for—Tanc:{'edl. AP,
If Tancredi is “lost for love” for Clorinda, 1t 1

credi that he is lost, but for Clorinda he is more than gained:
gl\I”m'(mdf:r' Why can only Tancred: love Clorilnd;? G}cl) a:
. - ! ther:

| lent himself toward the o
f: ? Leave the self to orient _
ElrIaf?c)}lll(:\JV Tancredi and Clorinda through forests, battle
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fields, the war between races,

chasms, beyond ramparts, liter
others,

religions, over enclosyped
ATy genres and genders g,
as far as the wild songs of Rossini.

Then I listen to Tancred; soaring toward his inner

salem on the wings of the hippogriff Music, and ret

to us melodiously, strangely, other . . .

urnipg
For in

betwea
n Tasso and Rossini,

the interval, between the unconsciouses,
the stanzas and measures, betwee

story has shifted a litt]e:

4 Woman of equal force, but
soul. From the armor-

utterly disarmed, Impr
ening, still more po
Clorinda.

And Tancredi? T don’t know

sweetness, 1ts fury, [ hear the
Enigma. The Enigma? Yes: the

- - . I hear his voice, itsf
high mezzo voice of th
answer: only Tancred;i cani

¢ heart of Clorinda. Onlyji
s(he).

Only (s)he? Yes. This Tancredi can really only be
Tancreda; this is what Rossini feels and I also fee] it, but I}
don’t know how to speak

of it. Because it is the
doesn’t explain itself, it makes itself heard.
Listen.

I'say Tancreda, I'm not s
nothing is that simple.

Listen: Rossini doesn’s say that
Tancredi, muyst be
forms it.

Enigma: it

aymng a woman: | could, but §

the hero, in order to be
haunted by a woman’s Voice.

He per-

T A b Bl B At i B SR " B 2 e A S Ee s s '

There is no explanation. There is simply singing. He

. . 2,
Tancredi Continues

ve a
it a condition of the body that for a man to'lo
makes 1 7 di loves Clorinda or Amenaide, he
oman the way Tancre |
" man—I mean, Tancredu. |
e Because if it were
" (it is enigmatic, so much the better. ‘e
1 ) | . )
I e would no longer have the least bit of life wor
IlOt1 W
ose
dOW have to go around the world, around]erusalen;, l °
e | | he depths
der to arrive at t
lose knowledge, 1n or
el lo hen we love, who we
“ e never know whe :
real love, where w | ' )
" in whom we love. Tancredi loves Clc:)rurldaljl DO.
Ve, - - . m ln
{? redi not know who in Clorinda 1s loved by who
anc - om
him? A moment ago it was a man; a second ago a w
ook
] t? |
ut was it really tha | N
: One more remark before 1 lose myself: Clor;n
k ” that she 1s a “woman.” Rossint’s Tancred(a) hoes
“knows | ) oo
not: (she) is a Tancredi, only God kn-ows th(;s, irlid pws,, i
Rossini a little—as for us, our musical body “kno ,
are of it. |
though we may be unaw "
wa [ am completely lost. All I can offer you ;tl-t S
' redi live
point is to (mis)lead you into the space where Tanc
and burns to be woman. | -
But [ also want to meet a particular someone/no (;net
e two
to love her beyond the true and false that mark t
1M1 f “reality.”
extremes, ends, limits, o | | .
[ want to love a person freely, including all of helz se
't know.
[ want to love in this person someone she. doesn lnow.
[ want to love outside (the) law: without _]Ltl ige en
outs -
Without imposed preference. Does thgt meeu; urside mo-
rality? No. Only this: without fault. Without false, -
° No. ‘
true. | want to meet her between the words, be
e - ] ] ' ied me
Igwaited to look at Tancredi: magical voices carr
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away from us, far away from th
I. want to meet her intimately
acuvities, 1n the region of myster

uncertainty, she collapses on the b
and there she stretches herself and becomes

I
4
.
i

i
o
el I.LF

"
L1

and quite simply (as
done, which js why
the words off either

erjflihmghherlself vigorously and roaring softly, of rolling
on her long flanks, of sleeni e |

: ping for a while. A '
only after a dream that she shudders, goes abrupt ot

oom mi
knitting " mlbrror. An}c;l looks at herself there, asks herself
Cr brow, whether it sh ,
. Ows on her face that she
know. And also because In the evening she. too

€ opera, to the other sidq i3
, behind gestures, WOrd-"
1cs. Still alone, or alo 4

Joyous relief to her vitat
i«

ed like a piece of scenery,/8

once again, g
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istens to Tancredi while watching the night rising through
che window.

Go it is a question of the mystery of “woman” and “man.”
Are these words the proper names of two mysteries or of
one’

[ feel the truth of this mystery: mysterious and true. I feel
:ts truth but I don’t know how to say it truthfully.

Now, musicians have never lost the sense of the myste-
rious, which is the song of truth. What sings in a “man” is
not him, it is her. They have always known 1t.

But we, who speak, we lose, we lose, I am losing now.

But what suffers and rejoices under “Orpheus” is a
woman VoIce.

She listens to Gluck, Mozart, and Rossini because they
knew, too. How to live crying out with frightened joy over
the pitfall of words.

Fortunately, when someone says “woman,” we still
don’t know what that means, even if we know what we
want to mean.

And so 1 wonder what is man and what is woman and
what am I, which is what she, in the bathroom, is wonder-
ing too, while I no longer know when I say “a woman™ if |
am talking about a person you would call “a woman” or
if . ..

In any case, she is not a woman. She is plural. Like all
living beings, who are sometimes invaded, sometimes pop-
ulated, incarnated by others, drawing life from others,
giving life. Who do not know themselves.

And so, if I were to talk about a person I had met and
been overwhelmed by, while she herself was also moved,
and I was moved to see her moved, and she, seeing that I
was moved, was moved in turn, and if this person were a
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she and a he and 3 s(he) and a

}IIW(?UId want permission not
cr it she goes into a trans,
will follow them.

And a person who looks like a “man” ful] of W
0

hidden behind this look, what do you call such a pers
€rso)

and
a2 woman full of woman In whom still anoth

(s)he and a shehe and a heg 8
to lie, I do not want to

. stol
I ' want him to, I want her ¢o 18

don’t kn - er liveg i
o namow, V;]fere it not for the suggestion of the look esfif
¢, the fElCIc':ll makeup, and al] f » d __j;_;:
makeups c. . of the Oth
T1ime to listen to Fidelio again. #
Even if I feel

bit f... thus in short 4 b1t a

powerful tenderness

And all I '
wanted to try to say 1s that she is so infinjte

One does not guess an

ything:
Before meeting  the- y—

one—whose-—name-l—still-—have—not-

s
g
|
i
:
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Spoken, [ “knew” that she listens to Tancredi, in the evening,
when she 18 alone, and watches the night falling through
‘he window before her, royal, comes the night draped in
her satins of dark blue steel, comes slowly toward her,
pensive darkly brilliant, and the armor which covers her
Jllows only her head to be seen; she is a Persian night. She
<ccs her, is amazed by her blacks, by her clouds, by her
.wirls, and listening to the dark brilliance rising, behind
her. from out of the depths of the room, of time, she hears
the voice that reigns over her heart, the sea-mother-voice,
which was already calling her thirty-five years ago, lulling
her, awakening her. |

The Third Song in Jerusalem Delivered takes two hours to
listen to, and in reality a day and a night. And during all
this time Tancredi and Clorinda do not meet each other, do
not meet each other, time almost comes to a halt.

But seen from the top of a fig tree overlooking the wall
of Salem, the song can be contained in these few words:

“The Christian army approaches Salem—Clorinda over-
powers the Christians—Tancredi flies to their rescue—
Bouillon prepares to attack Salem.”

And between times—Clorinda brushes against Tancredi
—between arrows—Tancredi flies—and between words
the earth disappears, time has no time, Tancredi Clorinda,
seen from outside, fly (but their flight is not rapid enough,
time runs out, never, scen from above, will they meet).

But inside the song, God grants them all the time they
need to slip toward one another, all of the time between
possibility and impossibility, and inside there 1s no 1mpos-
sibility, love knows no “no,” nor do desire, the text, the
unconscious, know what time it is. God gives them the
grace to slip in between the sexes alive . . .
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Wh ' : . . i3
- cn they sl?pped Into this opening, its silence vibrag;
armony, with the sweet, muted sound of vip];

[

g/

y Clorinda, haunted by A
haunted by Sutherland, haunted by T:mcrediy -

Horne, haunted by T haunted g “

ancredi, and I, too, enchanted.

Ourselves We Do Not Owe!

L
h:l_q '-i'l'
4,

Because it is only the
that will give an answer.
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nd despairing, and so many traces of error, but so few of
nusic, of answers asking themselves, with the questions
perChing on their laps, eyes closed, hsten-lng, _hstemng,
here are so few. Because only two questions in perfect
harmony end up composing an answer: that 1s, two ques-
rions moving toward each other with the same sustained
thythm, as two arrows shot forth at the same moment by
rwo equal archers from the two sides of the mountain
1scending like two alto voices soaring from the two shores
of the sea above the orchestra will perhaps end up meeting
.bove the summit, if a storm does not intervene. A storm,
or history.

But first the chance of the answer is a question of body:.
Then of culture, history, all the rest. And in the end, the
truth is perhaps that only the questions that harmonize to
answer each other had begun to answer from the start, had
perhaps never even turned toward each other to ask, but
already, committing and giving themselves to each other,
had begun to rise up in reply, up through the air alongside
the slopes like a bird perched on an arrow, and on the other
side this unparalleled thing had also occurred, so that when
the arrows at the height of their trajectory obey the laws of
physics, the two birds catch sight of each other from a
distance, and free, meet each other above the clouds, where
we can no longer see them but we can hear their trinmphant
cry very clearly.

To return to my two precious apparitions: to tell the
truth, as soon as I saw them gliding toward each other,
because of the suppleness of their movement, I guessed.
Perhaps because of their look of astonishment, gently as-
tonished, remaining astonished, as if to greet each other
close up as well as from far away? Gliding, yes, all in whates,
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e

shimmering ip

simply Man-approaching who came.

: , No, before 8
slipped, like two boats Me theys

were at th gliding over the Water, as if e,
beh l;. the mercy of the other. Drawn to each Oth

cholding each other with one imperceptible movem
e

fa%ling lightly, with their whole b
with their eyes,

nil
‘ ody, holding each othed
ho‘ldmg ba.ck with a look from the brim
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o
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? In the same “
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saying: “Because it’s you,”
astonishment is the answer.
(I am well aware that
the resolve to make the e
hide it, becayse I have 3

and the musica] harmony of the 8

I,am In the process of not gaining -
vidence visible. [ am afraid, [ won’t §
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heaulty: desire. Because one must reveal th? secrets, bu_t n
chelr splendor. Otherwise, if one repeats w1th09t daz.zhng,
one violates the secret of the secret; it is sexuahty w1th01,.1t
God. Do I have enough strength to raise the secret of this
ctory above my head? Do I have the heroic serenity, the
male femininity? These are the virtues that my respect for

this vision requires. )

[ follow them . . .

So high, painfully trying to give herself to Tancredi,
Amenaide is no more than a look, how deeply she wants to
die with her eyes open, her look never leaving his eyes, to
fade out in his night like the sun, and Tancredi in the same
astonishment is no more than a pair of eyes, and, for a
fraction of a second, together, they nearly die, they forget
the world and slip into eternity.

I see them very close up then, I see their madness, their
secret:

He was the most handsome of a woman, the most majes-
tic of women, he was radiant with woman majesty.

And more lovely than a young man, more handsome
than a knight of the faith, she was noble with heroic
strength.

He the most proudly erotic of wild creatures.

She the pitiless passion, unyielding bravery of love.

Just what it was. What I saw; and what they saw, too.

Why me? were struggling now as if they were about to
enter each other.

And the weapons signified: I beg of you, vainquish me
but do not wound me.

Slipping toward each other like night toward the day.

Tancredi falls like the night, high up, full of dreams, and
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This is what I wanted to say N
In a drea '
m [ saw a pure t :

_ urquoise. SObbin

and t'r Yy to grasp it. It is in the 8, | reach oug

my ln:‘e, like my own extern

middle of the sky. It is aboyg

a.l heart. I want it, [ see it, 43
di wants his beloved dead ;

i
¥,
iy

.

yes tull of tears, I sob with hope
bmy hffe 15 a turquoise that I could hold in my 3
u "
th tor a tiny double star. Because it is so o}

My secret is the star of Evidence. At the

The why o
right hand. |
Infinitely pur
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heart of it lies a soft gleaming pearl like the flash of eternity
ot the heart of a moment. My star that still has no name!

My secret-is no bigger than a hazelnut of eternity.

Only one night still holds back my hand.

[ see what my turquoise means. A dark blue silence
hefore my lips holds back my words in a nebula.

My turquoise contains its most precious part. An opaque
pearl is the secret of its transparency. The secret of the royal
blue is the infinite whiteness of its depths.

[ can only sob what [ wanted to say.

Tancredi leaned closer, asking himself so blue slowly as
if it were the last time they would look at each other from
so far away how is it that you are so white looking so
closely at each other, looking closer as the adored woman
looks in the mirror for the secret of this adoration, asking
it, who is loved, wondering, who is she, the one who 1s
adored in me, does not look at herself, tries to discover the
secret that the other cherishes, looks painfully beneath her
own features for the soul of the other, as high and noble
and silent Amenaide favored by the night glides along and
her heart burns contemplating the why of her life which
shines blue attracts her and answers her royally blue mys-
terious and so close, why are you so blue?

I ask myself: One day will I understand the secret of this
love which I feel and which at the touch of my fingers, at
the touch of my words, fades away? One day will I under-
stand the night? Will [ know who understands.me?

[ saw their secret. What I am telling of it is no more than
light turned to dust. He was so handsome, one felt he was
beautiful. And she was not only a beautiful woman, she
was handsome: [ am telling what one could see:
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Want to have the m

€asure of each other
desire, have elected each other,

i
3
4
3

In the darkness do not meet

. J.‘. U
L.

(At this point, an outh :

Night day both he and she
Spring forth, still don’t meet

What do you want of me, what are you bringing me
Leave you I'd rather die
Why were you searching for me, me, so ardently {
As if you knew me
Asif ] knew you %'
My fiancée | beg you to te]] IMe your name

Since fate, since destiny have so ordained

I' will not revea] My name, my real name
As if you knew me

Let her breathe if he can
You are no longer my sister

I'am no longer your child

The anger and darkness are neither

feigned nor
measured

’ Urged On :
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' s them, |
x?/izlil:egpiggsaiiem? The dark malice of History
The struggle forces them clos.er and closer,

A‘iready they can’t use th.e point anymore,

They blind each other with 'looks .
Three times Amenaide receives Tan_cre ook
Three times she breaks free from this attrac

fears -
lieve vou, I'd rather die | |
Eztlwitlzf my whole life, in spite of myself, 1 believe
you |
You are no longer my child
[ am no longer your sister.
F?nally exhausted, they draw back to breathe for a
moment |
Attentive and silent like two adversa_nes -
Asking themselves, who will vanquish, love, j .
Then what sweetness when all pain 1s exhal'lsltle- )
When anger no longer has any blood, anguish 1s n
longer sustained
Then what respect.

[ do not see what could separate them. Two bt;lilis;;i(;};
made for the other, apparently neither sister ?1 Drather
and nevertheless of equal measure and equally
mgiluer;n see that they are attuned to eatc):lh Ot?fgeli iegie;i
way, like a royal soprano to an alto caplj fe c; e highest
Ilot(-;s, one can see that they are a match or . and bright.
differences and in likenesses, the one en an:::ere A
ens the other. The two of them equ'a! in sta ilin ,Virtue, ver
In richness of soul, in mobility c.)f spirit, equa i virtue, anc
different in feature, in color, in resonance, .
Sutherland and Horne, for example.
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Or}e sees nothing separating them:. Only an imper,
ble vibration. A delay, as in life.

Will' they e_nd up lips upon lips, taking each other
breathing life into each other again? I still think so. It v
be a true misfortune if it were not SO.

1 felF a vague fear. There was an ever so light tremblin
In their breathing. As if they were silently stry
together against a word, a single terrible word i
all of their forces focused inward, leaning OV;rwl
wa_ll, atraid of being surprised by an enemy who
unique but as powerful and cunning as poison W
\fvoul_ci not come from the present, but could ésca
like jealousy itself, from a Very ancient and uﬂhapl; -

-
._-: ;. ,"'
a L
oujla

time.

But thus occupied in not lettin
by the infernal word, they had n
to say I love you.

g themselves be surprised §
ot yet had the sweet leisure §

. : '.:.I !‘I .
E|

Th.ey look at each other a little breathlessly, their eyesi;;
t?egglng cach other with a tenderness that would turn a
lioness into a faithfyl ally, and they
bodies on their swords.

e
i

lean their exhausted

Yet, with the impossible between them, do not leave
each other,

The ir.npossible unites them like the night

In Vi.fthh they lose discover themselves each other

Amtf?! Beloved! In your cruel destiny I will remain
faithful to you

Why should this be 1mpossible? Because it was night?

Because it was day? Why shouldn’t it be possible?

Amie, in your faithful destiny I will remain cruel to
you.

L I e e B R g N
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(And yet [ felt vaguely that they were still searching,

.ther one was weighed down or the other was losing a
6 2 .
certain lightness. I don’t know who said:

[ should embrace her I can’t
[ should confront her I can’t
[ should flee from her

[ do not want to know who could not keep from fleeing,

from falling.

Was it misfortune? The truth is, there was mistrust. But
that was in another story.)

So I do not know whom I started to love, suddenly, with
a1l the weight of my own desire, in vain. [ was in love with
one with the other. With both of them. Because of the other
[ loved. One because the other. One for and against the

other.

Yes she 1s the object of my passion

She, the object of my pain,

This slow passion which threatens one toward the
other,

This tormenting hope, all growing in my heart,

This apprehension, this confidence,

This wonder, all growing,

This belief, this nonbelief,

This passion which grieves my heart and enchants me,
It is she too that I adore, I don’t know why,

Love surprised me as | was watching
Two great ones look at each other for the last time,

Caught hold of me in her big, strong but delicate arms
And I fell, astonished,

In love,
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Not just with the one I wanted to love
The one I loved in advance, becau

dark

And ardent and profound like so
before

se she was blye and

meone [ had loved

But, astomished, I fell also into the musical aura

Of the one I was not thinkin
gold,

The pure spontaneous and confi

At the last moment, and becaus
that the other didn’t dare ho
soul humbly hoped for.

g of, the other, white and

dent one, she too,

€ one was the answer
pe tor and with al] her

Each amplifies the other,
Each all the greater and mor
understanding the other.

Is Tancredi a woman endin
woman in order to be 3 man?

woman with dark blue eyes, an
burning inside, who is

1.anisl stars nuzzle up against her fu]] breast, closing their eyes
nlll o}je, who fights like 3 hero, would give up her life like a
other, and who sheds tears of lmpatience and grief, and

who '
o dreams of ‘destmy only as love, and who takes for-
°¢5 more easily than a kiss, and her voice i so deep and

each is magnified by the othér

€ magnificent for mysteriously

CyT
A
B
i
J‘;. ! I '

& Or a man beginning to be .8

looks rather more like a
1 'cy look in appearance, §
arge and imposing like the night, {8
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warm and moist, 1t sounds like the sea of human tears, and
~very woman not bound by the cords of marriage who
hears it, feels the burning need to immerse herself in 1t?

In this story she bore the name of Tancredi, his past, his
ArT1S. Help, Mozart, Rossini, help, number without gen-
der, gender without limit!

When does woman begin when does one become other
when continues when pursues when finally touches finally
embraces?

No; I should rather ask:

Where does man begin woman begin continue?

Continues

Yet—already the last stars were paling with the first fires
of dawn and yet the struggle continued forward.

Tancreda was worrying about the fatal triumph.

Continuing in an alto voice into which I wanted to pour
all my tears:

Must I yield? Must I vanquish? Who?

Who are you, please, victor or vanquished, tell me, so I
will know whom I save, whom I lose.

Speak to me: ’'m not listening: Speak to me.

You alone have been loved by my heart.

How can I help believing you.

Only I must believe the impossible,

So Adieu.

What do you want? To leave you. To follow you.

Two fighters. Two adversaries side by side against the
impossible

Yes, you are the object of my pain

They do not strike. Contemplate each other.

Turn away from each other. Flee from each other.

As if they were falling upon each other.

I e




..
s '..’ .
T

 #78

8 - .
9 Tancredi Continyes i

e A

(T}lllere are several Tancredis, which is why I hy
m b - ve | :_ ': |
uch trouble trying not to mislead us. | promise that [ .. o8

do the impossible to expla;
xplain myself on this subs
as broad daylight arrives. ) subject as SO0k

['teel clearly that I am on the inside of the ni

Ty

plodes In mv b . Y Y‘ tches ﬁre’ 4 Cry
Felo o y breast—as it [ were “disc overing” the “truth’l’f
(all these words are smoke chokin

the pure poingt 1
of my cry)—and—fiat nox! gihep point §
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But perhaps what is most difficul
really to forget the

their stupid summo
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jud tand most necessary ls
Judges who make us stupidly answer

ns, make us justify the nonjustifiable, §

crush music under the millstone of words,
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nnot ture b zone into ' §
venture because the ' X

. . eI'lSh O _rqi_
with pure atr. Y P n contact
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.carched, interrogated and counter-interrogated. Some-
qmes I am the one who stops; thinking, perhaps mistak-
enly, that I must show all the same that I am not afraid ot
‘he insults being hurled at us. I turn around, I respond, and
‘he struggle begins, to the cries of Women! Women! hurled
out, picked up in hatred, in love. In the din of the argu-
ments, one no longer knows what one is attacking, what
one is defending, the words change in meaning depending
on the speakers, now blessings, now curses.

[ am well aware that the best way to defend a given truth
is never to pronounce its name, never to expose it to public
abuse. From so much usage, the word “Jewish” is getting
dry as a fossil. And this is the case with the word “Polish”
at this particular moment. Yet it is a necessity of our time.
At this particular moment, not saying the word “Polish™ 1s
like denying a child of one’s own. (This is also the case of
the word “true,” accused, in our aged time, of being too
good to be true.)

And at this time there are so many clandestine massacres
of women that a woman has to say “woman” a dozen times
a day in order to protest.

But by constantly saying “I am a woman,” we end up
creating various forced truths. And worst of all, the more
we say it in order not to be swept far from our own banks
by the current, and the more securely we moor ourselves
to avoid being swept away from one another, the more we
contribute to reinforcing limitations of strength, to restrict-
ing native territories and fortifying prejudices. We are
closed in, we enclose ourselves, we enwoman ourselves.
And worst of all, what had been the sweet and inexplicable
and intimate truth, the magic hand on the heart, beneath
which we could faint with joy, becomes a sentence.

So the truth, which appears inside of the night, in the
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chat Tancredi turned against himself in an ultimate furious
offort to come to grips with himself.

These are things to dream of.

[ am swimming between two Tancredis, the water is
slmost a night starred with serenity. | am dreaming along
in the very substance of eroticism, as if music had finally
once more become what 1t was, musical wave. [ am swim-
ming between little waves of thoughts:

The enigma 1s cool inside, I teel good here, love glides
along in pursuit of itself, from Jerusalem to Syracuse and
back again, the appearance changes and reality blushes with
emotion.

First of all, 1t is the story of a Tancredi, who loves a hero
who 1s a woman who in reality 1s a2 hero who 1s a woman,
and 1f he loves her it 1s because she 1s a woman. And so is
he.

And there 1s a Clorinda, who is a woman with the
strength to take on a man’s appearance and who 1s all the
more one because the other. In the end, I am not sure. And
so Tancredi is the person who loves this woman.

So Rossini guesses: for a man to love as Tancredi loves
this woman who is this still and more, he had to be a
woman.

[am lost. ..

So much the better . . . Tancredi can only be a woman
when he 1s a man. Or no? Tancredi can only be a woman
when she 1s a man?

A-man-who-loves-a-woman-as-1f-he-were-a-woman
has a voice that traverses life, death, walls, sands, supersti-
tions, magnificent armor, shields, images, languages,
meanings; neither race nor color, nor one gender nor an-
other gender, hold it captive, it 1s made to celebrate she
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who inspires it. Tancred; SINgs a woman: a woman Sings§

Tancrecji. ..
Tancredi, a woman .
IfIlovea woman, I will call her Tancred;.

faster than the movement of my gaze, they swoop down, §
their steeds raising a cloud of shining dust, I can no long
see them, I can only hear the vojces measuring each other, |3
the lioness pouncing, the eagle rending the air; I can hear
tWo voices, one is a woman’s and the other one is 2 wom-
an’s too, rushing headlong toward each other, one of them
Is not a woman, one of them is not only a woman, the one

1s not simply the opposite of the other.

What a secret!

O heaven you know for whom [ tremble

Because he doesn’t know who she 1s

Doesn’t know he is 2 woman

Because with what difference

She is a woman, heaven knows,

What is the difference? It isn’t only the sex,

It’s the way that love loves, over the walls, despite
armor, after the end of the world,

But I don’t know how to say it.

I hear the alto wondering who

Her vast clear night full of tears

Trembles soprano and falters up there
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And falls again |
And at once regains breath and escapes all my questions

that hold me below. 1
Higher up, the questions don’t follow, there are only

ANSWeErs | S
Which is why women’s voices are so joyful and free.

The word “woman” holds me captive. I would hkf-:i tc;
wear 1t out, to lose it, and to continue along on the trail o

She who lives without this great worry.
All the more lovable for being more woman all the more

man for being more woman and perhaps all the more

man. . . | | |
W(I)f [ loved a woman, I would call her with my voice still

moist and salty, Tancredi my Beloved.
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pamnter. I would like to Writ 4
b
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[ would like to write like a
like painting.
l'rhe way | would like to live. Maybe the way I managé’;
to ' .o bt
1ve, sometimes. Or rather: the way it is sometimes
to me to live, in the present absolute. o

In the happening of the instant.

Just at the moment of the Instan
touch down then let m
itself.

i
t, In what unfurls i, ’

yselfslip into the depth of the inStanff?;

This is how ] live, this is how [.tr
company for me
Instant, in writing.

| y to write. The best
1s she or he who is In touch with the 3

Impression, particularly the
. -pervading light. !
Mpnet, In 1890, 1s the one who saidgthagt: what T am
looking for, Instantaneousness . . . the same light d
throughout, the same light, the same light ST spres

There is 2 literary oeuvre which is | o
of Clarice Lispector. She wrote A oua Vi

to write-paint, aims to work on the g
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gesture of painting. I say “aims”: one can always asl.< oneseilf
che question of the reality of the thing. What brings this
book closer to a painter’s gesture is that it is a book of
sstants, a book from which each page could be taken out
ike a picture. Clarice says: “Each thing has an instant in
which it 1s. I want to take possession of the thing’s is. "2

[ want to take hold of the third person of the present. For
me, that is what painting is, the chance to take hold of the
third person of the present, the present itselt.

But in life, it is “only in the act of love—by the clear,
starlike abstraction of what one feels [that] we capture the
unknown quality of the instant, which is hard and crystal-
line and vibrant in the air, and life is that incalculable instant,
greater than the event itself.”

Who could write: “Is my theme the instant? my life
theme. I try to keep up with it, I divide myself thousands
of times, into as many times as the seconds that pass away,
fragmentary as [ am and precarious the moments. "> It may
be Clarice Lispector, it may be Monet.

[ would like to write to what is living in life; I would like
to be in the sea and render it in words. Which is impossible.
[ would like to write the rose-colored beach and the pearly
ocean. And it is February. Completely impossible. My
words can’t tell you the simultaneously infinite and yet
finite beach rolled out like a immense carpet of rosy sands.
My words are colorless. Barely sonorous? What I can tell
you, a painter would show you.

I would like to break your heart with the magnificent
calm of a beach safe from man. But I can’t do it, I can only
tell it. All I can do is tell the desire. But the painter can
break your heart with the epiphany of a sea. There’s a
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recipe: “To really paint the seq
at every hour and in th
life in this location,

, YOU have to see

y . . . ' :
€ same place, to come 'm calling: Mimosa! I'm calling you.

[ tell you on the telephone: I want so much for you to see
| he mimosas. I send you the word “mimosa;” I hope that
paint the g, S once delivered to your breast, it will transtorm itself into a

it everydy 4

F

Bell; S El vain that I'say to you: Céte Rocheuse, Lion’s Roct, ] vision of mimosa. I am a being who paints mimosas by
¢-lle. And the green sea and the black lion don’t fag phore
o

[f I were a painter! I would give you each mimosa-cluster
whole. I would give you my mimosa-soul, down to the
most minute quivering of the yellow spheres.

[ would put my mimosoul on the canvas, before your
, _ eyes. But I don’t paint. I can only speak to you of mimosas.
with the dlSCOVeI‘Yf.} [ can sing the word “mimosa.” I can make the magic name
make you cry. I write you laugh, | dOﬂ"t'_}:‘fﬁ ring out, the mimosa word: I can give you the music of the
§ mimosa. I can swear to you that (the) mimosais a synonym
for allelua.

And still, how fortunate that there is the word “mimosa”!
[ can tell you that the mimosa mimes. I can tell you, too,
that the mimosa originates in Brazil.

But I can’t nourish your eyes with mimosa light. So I
beg you: please, see the mimosas that [ see. Imagine the
mimosas. See what you don’t see, out of love for me. The
mimosa is the painter’s nymph.

[ am the awkward sorceress of the invisible: my sorcery
is powerless to evoke, without the help of your sorcery.
Everything I evoke depends on you, depends on your trust,
on your faith.

[ gather words to make a great straw-yellow fire, but if
you don’t put in your own flame, my fire won’t take, my
words won’t burst into pale yellow sparks. My words will
remain dead words. Without your breath on my words,
there will be no mimosas.

: . , knowing j
Iskln:., >eeing it with the heart. [ don’t painltlgl leezl:irngl};i;hc
thv:::mte e dlI'eCtl()n. of painting, I'position myself towargci i

sun. Toward the light. Toward paintin
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them to you to see.

lam only a poet, [ am

- only a poor painter wi
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without brush withou p 1thout canvas

palette.
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, ; : your house with
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-0 me to no longer see the stars, to no longer see the silk of
gray--silver water crossed through and through by a fine
;trip of sun from my feet to the infinite, in the water, to no
longer see the magnificence of sun-powder, until it was at
last granted to me to stretch myself out in the dust, to rest
;mong the marvelous powders of the earth. If I were a
painter [ would live in the fire, I would want to take up the
fire in my hands. I would want to catch fire. I would end
up losing my sight, and I would thank God. It’s fitting that
Monet painted with eyes closed, at the end of his life.

I am nearsighted. And even if I have often blamed God
for this, I often thank him for it. It’s a relief. My nearsight-
edness spares me the agony of those who see the secrets of
the sky. I write because I am nearsighted: it’s also, I think,
through nearsightedness, thanks to my nearsightedness,
that I love:

[ am someone who looks at things from very, very close
up. Seen through my eyes, little things are very big. Details
are my kingdoms. Some people survey. Some people who
are far-seeing don’t see what is very near. I am someone
who sees the smallest letters of the earth. Flat on my stom-
ach in the garden, I see the ants, I see each of the ants’ feet.
Insects become my heroes. Am I not a little bit right?
Human beings are divine insects.

What is beautiful is that such little creatures can be so
big. |

Such are the benefits of my nearsightedness. This 1s how
[ console myself for not being a painter. Would I love this
way if | were a painter?

How do I sense what I don’t know—the painter’s agony?
The paintings are what tell me about the painter’s passion.
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Not just one singular painting. But rather a serjes
ot paintings, a herd of paintings, a flock, a tribe of

[ see Monet’s twenty-six cathedrals. I don’t k
cathedral would carr

tull gallop.

And I sense the struggle. I see the race of s
light. I see the challenge. I see the audacity.

The painter is the combatant of enigma. E

The painter, the true painter, doesn’t know how to paifl
He looks for the secret. He will put his life into it T
pamnter is always Percival. He sets off, he leaves the foreg
but in order to come back, on his way around the world
to the forest. I sense the painter’s superhuman task-
Capture the hundred cathedrals that are born in one day

Paintingfi
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its lights in one hour. It’s to die for.

So he attacks the cathedral and the cathedral attacks h1m

This is the struggle with the cathedral- “It’s killing,
tor this I give up everything, you, my garden . | . And
something which never happens, my sleep was filled with%
nightmares: the cathedral fel] down on top of me, it ap~

peared either blue, pink or yellow.”® And Julie Manet tellsf-}
us: "Mr. Monet showed us

his cathedrals. There are ¢
twenty-six of them, and they are magnificent.
entirely violet, others white and yellow, with 3 bl

pink with 3 shghtly green sky. Then there is
fog . . . You discover ever

suspended in mid-air., ””

Seeing the cathedral’s truth which is twenty-
noting it, means seeing time. Painting time. Paj

Some are §
ue sky, or .
one in the e
y detail in them; they are as if S8
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six, and 3
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narriage of time with light. Painting the works of time and
] t- . -
llg”}[l*hat"s what I would like to do 1t I were a painter.

The sun moves so quickly. The cathedral ch?nge's SO

fren. It was pink a short time ago. Now look at it, violet

often.
nd flying low.

And we are so slow.

ife is so rapid. | |
“I:I1 doggedly keep exploring a series of different effects
(of haystacks), but at this time of year the sun goes down
.. 18
o quickly that I cannot follow 1it. |
S lgollowing the sun, painting the differences. I see Monet
attacking his poppy field, mounted on four easels. The
aintbrushes fly about. Monet 1s racing.
i And even as I have been writing this page, th.e sun has
disappeared. We who write are so slow. And I think of the
ainter’s magic swiftness. |
P Writing this, I said to myself that perhaps v.vhat I like
about painting is its mad speed. And people will tell me,
there are also slow painters. I don’t know. I know nothing
about it. [ only imagine. But only those who are fast, those
who pursue haystacks on four easels, matter to me. |

And I think of the rapidity and fatality of desire: vying
with light. “You need a Japanese swiftness.” No, that
wasn’t Hokusai, but Van Gogh.

While I was writing this, I prudently held mys§lf back
from going out into all the fields that surround me, in ord'er
to avoid a too-great vertigo, and it was only when this briet
reflection was over that I rewarded myself -and wanted to
reread Van Gogh’s letters. I had been convinced that Van
Gogh was a slow painter. Here is what I found:
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S0 one must strike while the 1Iron
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knowledge. And especially
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ovil eye: “They will say I am mad” (that’s Monet). Fears,
one shakes them oft. One plays with them. One paints
quicker than they take hold.

One does not paint yesterday, one does not even paint
today, one paints tomorrow, one paints what will be, one
paints “the imminence of.”

And to do that, letting go of all ties, one flings oneself
beyond the ego. This is perhaps the greatest lesson painting
gives us: flinging oneself beyond the ego. For the ego is the
last root preventing flight. Or the last anchor. One has to
unfasten oneself the best one can, with a snap, or by slowly
filing away the soul-ring of lead.

I imagine 1t’s easier for a landscape painter than for a
writer to get free; the charm of the visible world is so
powerful. At times, the painter’s ego is no more attached
than a milk tooth. A pull, and straight away, with a leap,
in the middle of creation. We are born together. It’s raining.
We know nothing. We are part of everything.

“Under this fine rain I breathe in the innocence of the
world. 1 feel coloured by the nuances of infinity. At this
moment [ am at one with my picture. We are an iridescent
chaos . . . The sun penetrates me soundlessly like a distant
friend that stirs up my laziness, fertilises it. We bring forth
life.”"?

That was Cézanne.

At that moment, when the ego no longer weighs him
down, the painter becomes permeable, becomes immense
and virgin, and becomes woman. He lets light work in
him. Submission to the process. He becomes tender, he
becomes plant, he becomes earth, the sun impregnates him.
Tanta mansiddo, such gentleness . . . '°

But how do we obtain this lightness, this active passivity,
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whoever would like to know how to go about clearing the
gaze should read The Passion According to G.H.,"* by Clarice

LispCCtOI'.

One must have gone a long way in order to finally leave
behind our need to veil, or lie, or gild. Leaving behind the
qeed to gild: this would be the passion according to
Rembrandt.

In his very beautiful texts on Rembrandt, Genet says (still
remaining within the tradition of reading Rembrandt) that
the trajectory of Rembrandt’s works began by gilding, by
covering over with gold, and then by burning the gold,
consuming it, to attain the gold-ash with which the last
paintings are painted.

It 1s only at the end of a superhuman human-going-
to-the-depths-of-the-fathoming-of-life-and-back that one
will be able to cease gilding everything (Rimbaud and Clar-
ice also knew this). And then one can begin to adore.

This is when one will be allowed to arrive at what I have
called, in a text entitled Lemonade Everything Was So Infinite,
“the last phrase,” the one that holds on to the book or the
author with no more than a breath. I have allowed myself
to adventure toward the canvas partly because I had written
this text, Lemonade Everything Was So Infinite. Because, in
order to work on what is, for me, the very treasure of
writing—in other words, ultimate phrases that are full ot
being, both so heavy and so light that they are more pre-
cious to me than an entire book; in order to work on the
mystery of these phrases, I have been led to help myselt
with painting. I have not found any other more helptul
example than some of the long journeys undertaken by
painters, by Rembrandt in particular. And, arbitrarily or
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