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Translator’s Preface:
Taking Sides in Translation

As rhe text itself records on a couple of occasions, H.C. pour la
vie, c'est a dire . . . was first given as the inaugura! lecture of the
Cixous conference held at Cerisy-la-Salle in June 1998; it was sub-
sequently published as part of the proceedings volume entitled Hé-
lene Cixous: Croisées d'une oeuvre (ed. Mireille Calle-Gruber [Paris:
Galilée, 2000), pp. 13-140)." This “official” homage, one of several
textual crossings between Cixous and Derrida during the last de-
cade, marked a special moment in some thirty-five years of a close
intcllectual as well as personal friendship, which H.C. pour la vie
and subsequently Cixous’s fictional-critical Portrait de Jacques Der-
ridaen Jeune Saint Juifrecall at great lengeh, from their first “real”™
meeting at a Paris café in 1963, some seven years after the primal
scene of a “misscd encounter” (her secing him from behind, lectur-
ing on death)—which one could choose to read as a contemporary
restaging of the famous postcard featuring Plato dictating behind
Socrates’ back.

Perhaps on account of this privileged bond between two “men
of letters™ particularly adepe ac pushing the most resistingly idi-
omatic elcments of the French language to (or even beyond) their
limits,* H.C. pour la vie demands a most vigilant reading at every
instant, even (or especially) at the most deceptively inconspicu-
ous turns of Derrida’s writing. More than is usually the case in
Derrida’s celebratory lectures, H.C. pour la vie imports Cixous's
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% Translators Preface

own i ive genius. The resulting ium to Hélene thus os-
cillates, beyond Derrida’s own recognizable modes, between the
tribute of citation (or—since he often resorts to English, “one of
all her tongues”™ —quoration) and translation. Derrida not only
signs and countersigns Cixous's writing with a customary gift of
what he here calls “grace” or “salutation,” but more specifically
he “(re)initializes” inexorably, that is to say, “pre-names” [French
prénonr. fc first name] ly, by deploying her initials,
H.C. (the latter, he reminds us, almost sounding like césr), and be-
gins again all the time, adding his own palinodic, (auto-)citational
Recommencemenrs to Cixous's works, one of whose titles was Les
Commencements. Linguistically (in passages shot through with de-
liberate anglicisms) and stylistically, H.C. pour la vieis rhus alteady
across and “in translation,” possibly even written “against transla-
tion"—though, unlike several other texts, Derrida never explicitly
hall his future I else already “on the side of
translacion,” signaling in irs direction (du céré de la eraduction).
‘The necessary and impossible task of the translator is nowhere
more acute than when the very grammar of the modular verb pou-
voir is being reconfigured, by enlisting the help of the verbal as
well as the nominal range of the English might. Faced with such a
linguistic “aporia” touching on the core of what an “idiom” is—an
aporia through which much of the philosophical argument of 4.C.
pour lavieis conducted—we have likewise resorted to bending the
target language to the same strictures of “experilous” experimenta-
tion to which the “original” language has been subjected, glossing
the most problematic cruxes in concise endnotes. In other words,
echoing one of the structural chains running through the work,
we had to rake sides and stand resolutely on the side (c61€) or even
shore (céte) of a transgeneric trans-lation, from Derrida ro Cixous
and back (and across into English), from English within French
inro English, imes quoring or adapring existing i
in order to bring across to the reader a comparable experience of
the subdle uniqueness of H.C. ponr laviein the Derridean corpus.
During this relentless task, Valerie Minogue, emeritus profe
of French at rhe University of Wales Swansea, has been unsparing
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of her generous efforts and licerary sensitivity in both languages,
and we are immensely indebted to her for her unerring advice and
suggestions. We also wish to thank Catherine Belsey and Beverley
Bie Brahic for their judicious comments, the whole edirorial team
at Stanford University Press, in particular Elizabeth Berg, for their
supporr and prolessional care, and Héléne Cixous herself for her
warm encouragement throughout.

Finally, one cannot silence anather thematic opposition of sides
at work throughout Derrida’s text, one that was to take on a bit-
terly ironic note of foresight—more so than the “almost somnam-
bulistic . . . fore-sight” he retrospectively associates with his initial
perception of Cixous’s early prose—which no work of transla-
tion or translation as working through could hope to transcend.
On Ocrober 8, 2004, while this impossible rendering was still in
progress, it became no longer possible to read and translate the
near-final words of H.C pour la vie, “Deathwould be on my side
and life on hers,” as if they were a mere metaphor clinching a
crucial thread of the book to a satisfactory close: Jacques Derrida
died—prematurely (but can it be otherwise?)—from side eflects of
pancreatic cancer. And the grief that we as translators felt, like the
rest of the vast community of friends and followers to whom he
had given so much “without counting” made it poignantly more
difRcult to complete the translation of a work whose near-constant

inders of the obsessive prepond ¢ of death in Derrida’s
thought statk almost every page (for example, still toward the end:
“For me, death counts, it counts, and my days, my hours, and my
seconds are numbered”). Let this posthumous volume be a token

of how we will always remain in memory of him. That is to say,
for life.

Laurent Milesi






Author’s Note

H.C. for Life, That 540 Say . ., the ritle first recalls a commit-
ment, a promise, of course, the fiding |fiance] or trust in some
given word (“it is for life,” “lor life and unto death”), the shar-
ing of a friendship granted all life long: between Héléne Cixous
and Jacques Derrida, ever since the encounrer in Paris, some forty
y ears ago, of two young professors and writers—both Algerian
Jews from Algiers.

But H.C. for Life, Thar Is to Say . . . also records the taking of
a side. Hélene Cixous to ok sides “for life.” This is not an obvious
thing to do, unlike what one mighr imagine. The side (parri is
also a wager [panl, an act of faith. What does it mean to wager
onc’s life on life? What will the choice of life have meanr for her?
Not a “life-choice,” but the side of life against death, for life with-
out death, bey ond a death whose test and threat are none the less
endured, in mourning even in the life blood and breath, in the
soul of writing. Where does chis strange difference of opinion {4if-
Jérend) teturn (rom, this interminable “argument” berween Jacques
Derrida and Hélene Cixous, at the heart of their agrecment, as
to what death has in store deep within life itself, before the end?
How can the latter stand on the side of life whereas the former
feels drawn o the side of death? The answer to this question also
depends on the meticulous analysis of the logic and topography of
what is called a “side [cére],” of rhe recurrences of the word “side”
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xiv Author’s Note

in the lexicon of Hélene Cixous (alongside core {quore, raring),
coté [quoted, rated], corre [coat], etc.) and of so many other words,
for example, the wealth of the signifier or in the father’s firsc name,
Georges, the event of Eve in the mother’s first name, or the mighty
power of “might” [l puissance d e puisse’l—which leads to a big
theoretical confronration with Freud and his theory of the “om-
nipotence (toute-puissance]” of thought.

H.C. for Life, Thar Is to Say . . . could also be read as memoirs.
Ac least as a part [partie] greater than itself, a measure without
measure, a score (parsition) rather, both sensible and decisive, of
the memories of the author, Jacques Derrida. Indeed, as they rake
the form of a philosophical and, ionally, philological account,
of an anamnesis that is as scholarly as it isargued, these memoirs
delve and search (or their idencity in the crypts of rhe pastas much
as in the vast work of HélRne Cixous. For it is an honest tribute
thar Jacques Derrida wants to pay to the thoughr of the woman
whom he regards as one of the great French poets and writers.

Indeed, through many recollections but, above all, while me-
ticulously, analytically, and carefully relying on so many admired
texrs by Hélne Cixous, on her desperate love of language, the
poetics of her verbal inventions, her still unheard-of vocabulary,
her inspiration and her punctuation, Derrida recalls whar, during
almost forty years, his (riendship for her was like, the incerminable
reading of her work, their silent but endless conversation about rhe
meaning of, for example, “believing,” “might,” “living” and “dy-
ing," etc. The friendship, the reading, rhe complicities of a silent
altercation share without sharing but do not allow themselves ro
be separated. The one assigns the other for life, the rwo summon
each other in the end: a final appointment, for another day, at the
parting of ways to come.




H. C. FOR LIFE,
THAT 15 TO SAY . ..






First | wish to express my gratitude to Mireille Calle-Gruber:
for everything, for allowing me to speak fitst, in che first place, and
for giving me the time to do s, all this given time, in the second
place. It is an immeasurable privilege, and alas I myself could not
possibly live up to ir.

And | thank you all while already asking for forgiveness, at the
same rime, for rhe same given time, as well as for the patience that
will be asked of you.

Prelude

At the moment of beginning, even before beginning, slowing
down, adagio and even lento, lento, one knows, yes one knows that
one will always have to begin again.

That is to say deploy or multiply the beginnings.

Which will be each time unique.

I will always have to begin again. As I will explain, there would
even be a kind or genre of palinode about these rebeginnings, these
reversions and retractions. Today I will only recall a series of pos-
sible beginnings. And very slowly at first. Do not become too im-
patient in the beginning, facing somebody who seems to become
paralyzed on the threshold, who dares neither knock nor ring the
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bell, as if he were waiting in front of the door for it to slightly
open by itself. It is as if it were to open by itself miraculously.

As for me, 1 keep forever reminding her each time, on my side,
that we dic in the cnd, too quickly. And | always have to begin
again.

For she—because she loves to live—does not believe me. She,
on her side, knows well that one dies in the end, too quickly;
she knows it and writes about it better than anyone, she has the
knowledge of it but she believes none of it. She does not believe,
she knows; she is the one who knows and who tries, bur she be-
lieves none of it.

And I say to myself, on my side: “Would thac I might {puissé-
e} believe her, I wish 1 might {puissel, yes, I wish I might believe
her, where she believes none of it, when I say to her that one dies
in the end, too quickly.”" Or else, I say to myself: “Would that I
might understand, 1 wish I might chink what to believe means on
her side, on the side where [ am nor. (Note that already 1 keep
talking about her side.) That is to say thar she should teach me
whatI mean when | say, ‘I wish [ might what I cannot.'” I cannor,
but in saying “I wish I might,” without really knowing if I think
what I am saying, and what “to think what one says” means, well,
in saying, “I wish I might believe her,” or else, “Oh ifonly I could
believe her, if . .. ,” well, yes {si] maybe, maybe it is as if{comme
si] I believed her already, yes, and if I could, and so she was indeed
right—and I wrong in saying and repeating, on my side, because |
love living too: “We die in the end, too quickly.”

And it begins again. Again and again. It is magic, a singular,
almost interminable argument. On which subject, basically?

Maybe it is better for me, even beforc beginning, to touch on
some questions that will run through what | am going to say o
you, because I will not have the time to develop them or even
explain them, and barely enough time to ask chem. All the time
I wonder within myself about the phrase I have just pronounced
(“Would that I mighe believe her,” “I wish I might believe her”),
what the meaning of this subjuncrive may well be, of course,
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“would that I might,” “that I might,” but above all how this sub-
junctive may be heard when it comes back to itself (just as a sub-
ject comes round to itself, to regain consciousness and wake up to
itsclf), when the first-person subjunctive of this verbwakes up to
what it is, potentially, affer the detour of believing (“would that I
might belicve her,” “ah, make it so that I mighe believe her”), which
is also a detour through Aer (“belicve her:” k). The word “believe”
is most enigmatic and most equivocal. Its meaning changes in
French, it leaps beyond itself more briskly than many a word, from
one mode to another according to the syntagms that the idiom
readily accepts. For instance, I may “believe something”: | may be-
lieve the weather will be fine in a moment,® whether I hope so or
not, and what [ believe then may well be possible; but without be-
lieving something, I may also believe what someone tells me—for
instance that the weather will be fine in a moment, whether I hope
so or not, and what I believe then may well be possible. These firse
two beliefs, even if they seem to have the same object, a certain
“in-a-moment” [tout-a-I'heure of which we will have much more
to say, are certainly radically different: one works through the oth-
or's speech and the other does not. As for the other’s specch, I can
believe it when it has to do with constative things (for instance,
the weatherman tells me in a forecasting mode: “The weather will
be fine in a moment”), but it is yet another mode of believing
when I must believe in the other’s word, believe the other and take
his or her word for it; we are here dealing with a believing that has
to do with the act of faith in the given word. This believing that
believes in what the other says when he gives his word is radically
heterogencous to the two previous ones. It seems then that the be-
lief of the “believing in " is no less heteroge beyond
all the beliefs | have just enumerated and even beyond the “belicv-
ing in someone’s word,” in such and such a “given word.” Not all
languages have one single word, as French does, for all these differ-
ent meanings and uses of the word “believe.” This apparent hom-
onymy between so many verbs meaning “to believe” that mean
such heterogeneous things could be interpreted as a limitation or
as a chance in the French language. As a chance because, through
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a certain untranslarability (homonymy is the royal way of the un-

lacable itself, and therefore of cryptography: such will be the
axiom underlying the whole of my argument), this homonymy
gives us to think what “believing” may mean, at the bottom of the
abyss. But I did not want to impose on you a lecture on the brink
of abyssal belief. Simply I was interested in what happens when
“believe” is preceded by this subjunctive (wowld that | might, that
1 might, would that we might, would that you might believe), which
seems to play between the possible and the impossible. Absolute
belief is only truly itself, tends toward its proper extremity, to-
ward the eskhaton of its eschatology, where it does not believe only
what is possible, and where it is possible to believe. If I believe the

weather will be fine in a moment, whether somcone tells me so or
not, and if I know this may well be possible, this belief is hardly
a belief; it is already a calculation, a weather forccast that reckons
with probabilities. It is then possible and therefore easy to believe:
therefore I do not need to believe in the strong sensc of this word.
The strong sense, the mighty sense of this word, therefore wakes
up to itself when the matcer or the causc of the beliel (what, in
what, whom, in whom | believe) no longer belongs to the order of
the possible. To believe when it is possible and measurable only by
the yardstick of the possible, is not yct to believe. If one hears the
full might of meaning this word has, to believe should then lie and
only reside in this impossible faith in the impossible. Then one
could belicve only in miracles. And to believe would be the mira-
cle, the magical power of the miracle. The miracle would be the
ordinaty of belief. A belief agrces with, allies itself to, and promises
itself to only the incalculable. If it were so, what would “would
that I might believe” or “I wish I might believe” mean then? What
does this subjunctive become? How would the mighty powers
of this unbelievable belief in the impossible watch over what is
called so glibly the Aiction of a so-called literary cvent, overall that
complies with the modality of a certain “as if"> And as each art
entertains a different experience of fiction and therefore of belief,
one may wonder what happens to believing and to the “would
that I might believe™ when arts graft, haunt, and mingle with one
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another. Music, for example. Whar about music in chis respece®
Supposing it also calls upon some belief (which is much more dif-
ficul 10 believe than for representational or narrative arts, ler alone
discursive arts in general), what happens when music becomes rhe
very body of another art, of literature for instance? What happens
10 beliefthen? When one hears a piece of music, if one can hear it,
for instance a song [chant), an “enchanting chant [enfham) asis
said in a text about magical ench a hymn or

of which we will have more to say, then one believes or one no
longer needs to believe in the same way as someone who would
only hear the words of a narrative (whether fictional or not). What
happens then, as far as belief and the impossible are concerned,
when rhe song of the enchanting chant (chant de lenchant) can
no longer be dissociated from the whole body of words and from
what still presents itself as the literaliry of literature? When litera-
ture becomes an cnchanting chant?

Let us carry on as if | were abandoning chese questions here.

| h hirey y yb

And although I have pmbably never und:rsmod anything about
it, although I have not understoed her yet, we have probably never
been apart. It is s if we had almos ncvcr been apart.

Yes, 1 believe, 1 h hi B y

1 would like to say and repeat [hls sentence as if ir were a smglc.
very long word, a single voiced unir, as if | were uttering it in
tongues, unintelligibly, in a single breath.

She had written, she had written to me.

Before that, she has since told me, many long years before tha,
some seven years before, she had seen and heard me—but from
behind.

She had seen and heard me, from behind, speaking. Facing an
academic jury, as | was giving a presentation on the thought of
death.* From the cathedral height of this jury of which he was
already a member, Maurice de Gandillac could therefore have seen
both of us at the same time. He was (acing both of us, who were
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not facing each other. He remains at Cerisy the only witness who
would have been entitled ro this viewpoint: he could claim to have
seen us together, virtually, to have caught us in his field of vision
and seen us both coming, facing him, whereas we did nor know
each other and had never seen or heard each other face-to-face
yet. I am sure Maurice de Gandillac’s mind was elsewhere; he was
probably thinking of something else and he missed that, but still,
all this already belonged ro the predestinal time of this chiteau
here at Cerisy—which thus became beforehand the name of our
gathering in presence, ar the end of this millennium, for which I
once again wish to thank our hosts and Mircille. Here we are all
togecher. This presence gathered unto itself, this parousia, could
be given the name, after Hegel’s fashion, of paroucerisia of absolute
knowledge when it mocks everything, in particular God's death.

Which way for (the paroucerisia of) Cerisy? This way, of course
[Paroucerisie? Par ici bien str].’

Note that in French par ici is an unheard-of expression, if you
thinkabout it; L hold it to be almost untranslacable, like the enrire
work of which we are going to speak, and wherever she speaks or
utcers the monosyllable si [if, yes], for instance, or "six,”® untrans-

latable too, like the ble or i

of this preposition, this adverb, and this numerzl umranslauble
like this very crossing of a “through” through a “here” { Lz raversée
méme de “ici” par ‘par’]. But untranslarable and unavowable too
through the uninterrupted sketching of a parricide. I do say the
sketching of a parricide, and its fiction, that of a quasi-parricide, a
parricide in ifor in as iflen si ou en comme si). Here is a thesis on
translation and on rhe “thar is to say” that I will not have the time
to develop, at least fully, and so [ propose instead the ellipsis of a
dogmatic syllogism in three points:

1. Quasi-parricide is the condition of translation;

2. Translation always and only translates the untranslatable;

3. Therefore quasi-parricide remains the condition of the trans-
larion of the untranslatable.

From all sides—and | do mean from all sides—the present ses-
sion will therefore already have been promised as in a dream, more
than chirty-five years ago, the promise of a ceremony.
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As for myself, on the date of our encounter, I had never seen
her, 1 had never heard her and never read her.

Have | done so since?

What she had written to me, before our encounter, was not a
true letter, no doubt, bur a postcard, a very hasty word, from afar,
from the provinces (from somewhere near Arcachon or Bordeaux,
ncar Montaigne, [ belicve, where, if I am not mistaken, she used
to teach some thirty-five years ago).

But what she wrote to me then, a postcard, something hasty by
way of a letter, already spoke of nothing but letters, writing, and
literature. This hasty message, like what followed, became for me
mightily spectral: between perception, memoty, phantasm, hallu-
cination, auto-suggestion, as many categories rhat arc subjected
around here (par ici| to much turbulence.

Only after which, after which postcard, we soon mer, I mean we
literally me, face-to-face |4 la letore et de face), one fine morning,
the venue: the Balzar. Some time later, I was reading the manu-
script of what was to be called Le Prénom de Diew,” her first book,
which did nor yet have a name (I'll come back to that in the end,
for my last beginning), and I already dered what was happen-
ing here, the landing in full fight or the take-off lights ablaze of
an unheard-of speech, the app e of an unidentifiable letter
and literary object. What Js this? | asked myself more or less. What
is happening here? What is happening to me? What genre? Who
could ever read this? Me?

So I'll have to come back ro it, I said to myself.

“This will have been so far, as a prelude, even before the first
beginning, nothing bur a dare, the benediction of a dare, some
thirty-five years ago (in fact I was slightly less than thirty-five years
of age myself, midway life’s journey, and as | am speaking, or am
about to speak, only of her and not of myself, not at all of myself,
by all mcans and as far as possible, I today nevertheless pronounce
and go through more than half of life). As I was saying, this only
remains a dare inscribed in the wood of a tree or on a flyleal in
ulrdcr to begin before the beginning, somerhing like that spe-
cial “plea” or “prayer” on the ends of books chat is called a pricre
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d'insérer (author’s note], or a newspaper page, or an appointment
scribbled in a diaty—what is called in French an agenda, thatis to
say, as the word indicares, things thatremain to be done. Agenda,
what needs doing, what one needs to learn how to do, that is to
say, by hypothesis, to learn what f0 do means. In the same way
as [ was saying just now that I would like to learn what fo believe
means, and whar onc docs when one believes, and what makes it
possible for one to believe. To learn what ¢ believe means, what o
do means—and what to make someone believe involves. To learn it
from her, of course, is the wish that gathers us today, as 1 will have
tried to learn cver since I have known her. What would need doing
would then also be for me to come back to this matter of a card, of
a card about letters on literature—and what followed from that.

What is literature, on her side? And what is so glibly called liter-
ary fiction, lct alone the fiction of litcrature, the “if” or the “as if”
of litcrature? What does that become on Aer side?

What is the language of literature, {rom the shores and far from
the banks whence she came [/0in des rives dont elle arrive], shores
and banks that are and are not the same as mine? To come back
to this matter of a card, to follow again the cartography of these
shores and sides [de ces cotes et de ces cotés], means that | must at
once addrcss you, speak to you about it again, of course, but while
recalling, meditating, ttying ro understand, within myself; what has
been happening [arrivé] herc, ever since that encounter, if it has
happencd, what to the letter has happened. While trying ro think
here [par ici] what may well have happencd and happenced to me
in the wake of this matter of a card about letters on literature and
what followed from that.

Would I ever be capable of i And worthy?

End of the prelude. Which does not mean that I am ready
to bcgm I will propose to you in truth—I begin to announce
it ag ly a palinodic and ding serics of virtual begin-
nings. Les Cammm(emmn, as she says in the title of one of her
books*—and ro confess ir all and lay my cards on the table, in
spire of all these beginnings, I will nor say a word, for lack of time,
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about some forty-five to fifty of her books. For lack of time but
also deliberately, 5o as not to touch them before you and to leave
them inract for you.

A palinode: rhis beginning with which I will now begin again
was already written; it came before the other, before everything
1 have just said. And that began with a presentation of the citle:

H.C for Life.

As you hear it, it advances like a pronounced title: H.C. for
Life.
j/;n unpublishable title, then. As soon as one saw it on paper, |
said to myself, it would lose its vital breath, rhar is to say, since it
is equivocal, as they say in English, it should give up itsvoice, its
vocalism, and its vocation. It is the C that would be ruined by this
publication, where the initial of the proper noun [ am about to
sing the praises of but also to interrogate in my own way, this let-
ter G, which, at first, was merely the initial of a patronymic name,
by chance, my chance, also resonates like a homonym or a ho-
mophone. (I will not speak about myself but { will probably only
ever be able to speak of my chances, of chances of what comes and
happens to me.) Why this h ym or homophone and therefc
the irony of the untranslatable, of which I said that it always leads
1o the trace of some parricide? A parricide of which we should not
hasten to believe we know what it is. Because C in this unique
idiomatic phrase that will remain forever French, “cest pour la vie,”
is united, the time of an apostrophe, to the homophone of the
copula is, cest it is). It thus forms one body with the interewined
body around which, spinning, dancing, and sinking, the vertigi-
nous history of all philesophy, of knowledge, and of the question
(47 esu)) of Greek Europe has played itself out. Even before Plato,
and no far from a certain Gorgias, whom I will bring back laer.
What s chis? But also, what is this © Who is she? Who is C? {Qui
est-ce Qui est (2] 1f one must always begin again, it is also be-
cause she herself gives about a thousand answers to this question,
in speaking, as she says herself, through the six hundred voices
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thar come to her. Keep in mind the syllable s, the phoneme or the
musical nore s7[B], and six, the number six hundred, beyond what
Iam going to say about it just now.

1 mentioned Greek Europe in passing, for we are probably also
going ro speak of the seas and oceans that separate the shores of
that Occident from some other continents, even from some other
occidents. And we will also have to speak of the mighty power of
a thought, or of a word, “might [ puisse],” which in advance eludes
the “it is.” Just as a certain performative eludes the constative and
a cereain subjunctive the indicative. Héltne Cixous'’s work is also,
from these shores and abysses, the thousand-eyed witness, the
voice with the “six hundred voices” that speaks of itself/herself at
the end of OR, of itself/herself [delle-méme)’ and of the letters of
which she says, in an undecidable tense, that she had thought she
would end by not reading them, that she will end by not reading
them, not letting us know if, in the end, she will have read them.
So 1 will read her, but trembling, having never read her aloud in
public and without knowing where to pitch my voice, nor hers,
nor her many voices for that matter, since she has got at least six
hundred of them. Which is the one, masculine or feminine, of
these six hundred voices, that weaves and braids all the others in
unique fashion? [ do not know. I read:

Now I am alonc with my near dead ones / deaths (mes proches
morss].

“My near dead ones / deaths"—we will never know if they arc her
dead or her deaths, her near dead ones or deaths: untranslacable.'’

Now | am alonc with my near dead ones / deaths. [ had always
thought that I would end by not reading thesc letters. They may well
be so without arms (si sans bras a homonym or homophone of “six
hundred” in the next sentence—J D] without a frown. I belicve 1 was
afraid of their six hundred voices. They were so much morc numer-
ous than the taciturnitics of my father inside, my reel lather-face [pére
bobine] my wo-man (hommeferme] to whom I owe my beginnings
my old enchaner.'*
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1 have just said that, in speaking of her and in asking myself,
“What is i2” or “Who is i?” I will only have meditated, through
che throw of the dice of this title, on my own chance. My chance,
just like H.C., is linked 1o that which in “H.C. for life” remains
untranslatably French. The equivocal vocation of this title speaks
only French; one might as well say that ir provokes a translation
it defics, forevermore. 1 dare say, in a word, even before I begin
again, thar this is true, to a hyperbolic degree, of the whole work
of H.C. One pattern of her destiny might in fact be intimately
linked with this history of translation and transference. And there-
fore with her (hi)story of the French language. The provocative
call for an impossible translation eannot bur provoke accordingly
at the same time, together with the unavowable desire, admira-
tion, and ference ferenial resi: to reading and
strategies of avoidance in the very act of acknowledgment or rec-
ognition, which I would like to try and analyze larer, ar least in its
principle.

To say that the title H.C. for Life cannot bear publication or at
lcast readability, that it must remain audible bur unreadable; and
then to say that, even if audible, it must not become visible be-
cause that would be roo unbearable, because it would fall flar and
ceasc to breathe from being grammatically exposed to the gaze,
naked in the body of its letter, where it cries out first and foremost
to be heard; does rhis really mean thar the unpublishable, here,
the nonpublic, belongs to the reserve of the private or to the inti-
macy of the secret, as if this title had to remain a password among
us, such as we may be, whichever genre/gender or name one may
grane to agree with) such and such?

Maybe—one should not swear to it--—one must or can never
tule ic out. But what I am arrempting to approach today, through
“H.C. for life,” a phrase by which I decide to name, inseparably,
somcone, man or woman, andsomething we call her work, at once
its signatory, her signature, and what she signs, is an arch-secret
and arch-public place, which, consequently, nullifies what it makes
possible, namely rhe distinction between the public and the pri-
vate, the phenomenal and the secret, the readable and the indeci-
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pherable of an absolute ctypt. LHistoire quon ne connaitra jamais,
the ticle of this recent play, becomes—and this is true for each of
her ticles—the metonymy of everything." This nullification of the
border, this passage of the forbidden berween the public and the
private, the visible and the hidden, the fictional and the real, the
intcrprerable and the unreadable of an absolute reserve, like the
collusion of all genres, I believe, is at work at every moment. It is
the very work of her writing, its operation and its opus, which, al-
though literary through and through, also goes beyond literature,
just as it goesbeyond biography. And my hypothesis will be
that the excess and surplus of this passage precisely passes through

life, a word that becomes all the more obscure. It passes through
the mighty powers of which one can say, as 1 will try to explain:
“It is for life,” through the “for" as much as through the “life” of
this “for life.”

“H.C. forlife¢" is therefore a label that is at once controlled
(an “appellation contrélée,” as they say in the Bordeaux area) and
uncontrollable as soon as you hear it pronounced. The appella-
tion of an appeal pronounced because here 1 am uttering it and
pronouncing it and want it pronounced. | insist that it remain
pronounced. Pronounced also in the sense of “decided,” resolved,
clearly marked, accepted, characterized. Articulated by a voice that
is not afraid of words even if it is afraid of all the rest and never
manages to hear itself, that is to say, to hear everything that is
being said or that it intends ro say. A title of appeal, then, chat is
not oracular but resolute and resolutely oral—a word that allows
me to speculate on gold [or] and the auraof what passes only by
word of mouth to rheear, becween osand aures. Under the golden
sign of this aurality, I would like to salute a work whose writing
never gives up on itself (it is the most written writing there is),
while doing justice to the gold of orality for its most inventive
virtue, giving and dipping into its priceless and ageless resources,
the ones that are most deeply buried and most archaic, in so many
languages, but which are also the most reserved for and through
the future-to-come [avenir] of a work."

1 do not know any work—if I say of the twentieth century, it is
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out of a sense of propriety and politeness, but I am not even sure
and 1 would not swear to it—I, for my parr, have never read any-
thing produced in the twentieth century thatcomesfrom a place
where the most powerfully calculated writing, the polyphonic
composirion from the grain of the voice to the amplitude of songs,
the formal and so punctuated goldsmithery of the signs on the
page, and the thythms of the rzxtual body, bt:om: thus allied—a
watchful and delib strategy, an imp igil—to the most
spontaneous living breath of the word as voiced (of the oral signi-
fier before and through the word, of rhe word voiced before and
beyond the verbal), where both the waking and dreaming (just
like, a moment ago, rhe public and the private, rhe fictional and
the real. rhe phantasmatic and the actual, and like all che genres)
do their utmost and manage to cross their own boundaries, to
push their limits, and to provoke the reader. To provoke the reader
into awakening: analyze, scrutinize yourself along this line, this
lineage. the thin edge of this passage between the public and the
secret, berween waking and dreaming, between fiction and realicy,
beaween the credible and the incredible, berween such and such a
litcrary or dramatic genre, between this sexual gender and another,
that is to say, so many other limits srill lhar we are gomg o try
to acknowledge or ize. Ack gnizing while
JVOIdIng (hem once more. :ccardlng toa WDld (hﬂ( ZWﬂI(S us, a
word of Freud’s and/or Héleéne Cixous's, his great-niece.

A title is often an announcement, the effect of an announce-
ment or an annunciation. Here [ am thinking of the pronounce-
menc of a pronunciation rather: H.C. for Life, uttered before and
beyond any visibility and therefore any readability. It is a ques-
tion of speaking to the ear, and the ear alone, where it does not
know yet how to read. Hence, sometimes, the necessity for me to
write down some of these words on rhe board. To speak, therefore,
where here still remains something ro learn: how ro read and live,
for life—up to the end.

As you have alrcady realized, I might have to be eschatological.
QOut of habit bur also as an exception. The eskharon or the ulti-
mate, rhe last, the end up to the end, the extreme, sometimes the
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verdict of a Las! is by definition an absolute
even grace maybe, that which one cannot tutn into a habit, first
because one no longer has the time to do so. The eskhaton, that
is to say, what one can no longer reappropriate for oneself, and
which thetefore resists any form of habitus.

fore speak extremely about ex-
tremes, that is to say, about what starcs finishing or ends up be-
ginning—that is to say, about who comes first for the last, for the
last cime, and about what it means to be the last man or woman
(besides, dernier, in French, is untranslatable; a fictitious word,
derrenier, reconstructed from deresranus, (rom de retro---from the
rear, from behind, back to front, convetsely; refro vivere, as Seneca
says abou life lived against the trend of others), the first becom-
ing the next to last of life and dcath, the one before the tearmost
({avans-derrenier] of what comes first and last. Derrenier—what
a word, isnt ie? It will guide us much larer, last, where one could
say, Iherc, in the last instance, toward the re(ar)-denial of a re(ar)-

B (L dé-tenier d'un dé-teni ], of a renegation which
in reneging or denying itself will complicate the logic of simple
denial and the laws of resistance or avoidance as well as those of
acknowledgment.'* In this evident avoidance of the event you can
already hear, as in adream, the first name of a mother, both hers
and ours, the Eve of humanity.

For example, as 1 was saying, why me? Why should I be the
fiest and nor the last to speak here? 1 say “for example” because
all this would be said “for example,” as if | were going to remind
people all che rime that 1 am speaking of one of H.C.’s works,
for example: for example La, this unheard-of title, that is to say,
infinitely equivocal. For very obvious reasons, | would not be able
to do what 1 should because thar would rake more than a lifetime.
So, for example, why should I be Aere the first to speak, here? Buc
here is always an example and therefore another here, there, else-
whete, already, yesterday and tomorrow. Philosophy begins with
there (commence par lal—see the firstdawn of any phenomenology
of the mind: thinking begins by raking account of the fact that,
as soon as | say here, and especially if I write it, here is no longer

¢ Jud,
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here, around here[par ici, butalready there (13], around there [par
la-bas), elsewhere, on the other side; and 1 is another, another I,
me and wholly other L'* Then the deictic gets carried away, the
finger shows and “monsters” (ne montre et ne monstre] only when
ir begins to journey and to travel, if only through the memory of
itsell. But why would I have been here [par ici the first ro speak
abour Hélene Cixous?

Iask myself wherher I should not rather be the rearmosr (der-
renter] to be able to speak of her, the last to know how to speak of
her. to be able, if only through a pronounced title, to pronounce
mysclf, to pronounce on her, her thought, and her work.

"And yet it is true thar someone in me, one of me, is still dream-
ing about being the first to speak of her, that is to say. to announce
her. to predict, to say to those who have not yet seen her that she
is coming, that she has already come, and that she has not been
recognized yet.

As if | were destined to be her prophet. Not her announcer,
nor her impresario for a number or act, the number or charac-
ter she is or the number she calls or performs (you will recognize
that number later as a circus number—the flying trapeze, for ex-
ample—or as a relephone number). As if I were destined around
here to be not the impresario or the showman of her number but
her prophet.

As if | had heard or secn her before the others and were com-
heriting the rightful anger of certain prophets who
address their people: what on earth are you wairing for to sce and
hearher? Beware the wrath of history—or of God, if you prefer.

As if I had seen or heard her, read her before the others, as | was
saying. Well, it is this “as if” that I will be putting to excessive use.
And through the fiction of this “as if,” for the rime given to me,
bur as if 1 had a whole life before me, more as if, even more on the
as if. 1 would like to tell you, with all the naiveré I am capable of,
how [ discovered H.C.; the time and place of our ftst cncounter,
some chirty-five years ago; my first reading of the first manuscript
oF her first book, Le Prénom de Diew. For cverything seems to have
begun then. with the time of Le Prénom de Dien. | will not be able
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to do much more than skerch or anricipate, as a dotred outline, rhe
intcrminable conference lecture or rhe interminable confession rhat
I dreamed of imposing on you. | would have wished to invent, for
the occasion of addressing Hélene and in her honor, a new genre
or gender (genre] and a new name for this new genre or gender, be-
yond all the differences or rather by playing on all the differences,
between the whispered confidence of the confessional
and the authority of the philosophical, theoretical, critical, or poi-
eric conference lecture, a portmanteau word for Cerisy, between
confession, confidence, and conl‘erence. Buc all this will remain de-
ferred for so many reasons; it will remain inchoate, preliminary, on
the edge, on the side, in the imminence of the immensity to which
I would have liked to accord today a new Encomium of Helen,
worthy of making the manes of Gorgias jealous. Maybe I will nev-
ertheless have rhe time to renew u p fo the moment (tout i I'heure],
but much lacer, this Gorgiou Llenes Egedmion—Gorgias' chant to
Helen's glory—Dby citing it. Everything will remain just like chis
God of the beginning, this God of God's Forename, barely named,
prenamed, initialed and initialized. . . . '¢
I will merely initial(ize) “H.C. for life™; I will merely initialize,
as one says these days in the cade of word processors, the program
or the software with the unprogrammable thing in sight that one
day, during the time and life | might scill be given, I would like to
say and which needs to be written in a way that is commensurate
with the person and the work rhar have brought us together here.

“H.C. for life."

“T'hat is to say whae? Who is rhis? It is first of all, therefore, a pro-
nounced ritle. Afrer having pronounced it, I believe that I judged
it, during the time of an endless remorse, to be unpronounceable.

I do not know whether, more than her, sooner than her, bet-
ter rhan her, anyone will have ever given me ro think what ro five
means. Nor rhar she taught me how to live—that is nor the same
thing, and ir could sometimes resemble its exact opposite, I mean
“learning how to die.” Nor rhat in giving me to think whar ro live
might mean, she assured me that living meant something, some-
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thing in relation to which thought and knowledge would go hand
in hand and would grant us something, giving us over to some-
thing firm and reassuring. No, giving me to think whatamounts to
living cven beyond any will-to-say [vouloir-dire), beyond any “that
is 1o say,” and maybe even beyond any will, beyond a living or a
life chat would still depend on a will, a will-to-live [vouloir-vivre],
and even a power-to-live (pouvoir-vivre), beyond any knowledge,
any power, and any contradiction, forexample becween living and
dying. 1 feel thac all this is obscure and I ask for forgiveness. In
a moment [tour & Iheure], starting [rom her texts, I will explain
myself beceer. But I wished from the beginning to allow for this
feeling of obscurity, of night, and of initial incomprehension, in
places where I probably have not understood her.

This pronounced title had been dictated to me. By which |
mean breathed out, at once the inspired spirit, inspired from the
depths whence life comes, life for life, life promised to life, the
animation of anima, ruah, the breath of life, the heart and the
soul, and just as soon stolen, furrively withdrawn, one day on the
telephonc.

1 would have liked to keep talking to you, to keep you on the
telcphone. In the beginning, there will have been the invention
of the telephone. Magic and technique. There will have been the
tclephone. We know it. Berween the lines of what we have been
writing, lor decades, that is to say, for people of our generation,
throughout a whole lifetime, between so many lines of writing,
there will probably have been the unique infinity of a telephone
line. I cherc were a conceivable, acceptable staristics, whether
dream or rality, on chis subject, I do not know to what compara-
tive archive it would give rise with regard to the respective number
of words pronounced, words thar we all of us here have addressed
to one another. Without being capable of this calculation, I am
sure that someone or other among us can tell: we have spoken
with each other on the telephone more than alone together—face-
to-face, as they say. Infinitely more. So it may no longer be an
arigimal situation roday for so many of us in this very place. But
this shared situation puts us on the wireless line of the telephone,
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even before being “on /ine,” as they say nowadays, and it gives us
to think what a line is and what it is not when it describes a cer-
tain line becween those who, as is the case, are devored to the line
of writing—and even, as is her case, in a writing that isentirely oc-
cupied by generation, filiation, the lineage of writing—devoted ta
the work as lineage. As I will often have to do, I leave aside here, in
passing, what could be the program or title of some ten or twenty
academic theses to come, tomorrow, when the university has no
choice but to canonize the corpus of H.C. Subject: telephones and
the question of the telephone in the work o H.C. I give some ref-
erences but will not do so each time. I will speak a Jot more about
the telephone—it is here everywhere with her, down her way (du
coté de chez elle)’—and | will tell you how she speaks on or ¢¢
the telephone, but here is already, to begin with the beginnings, a
reference for whocver would like to take note: long before Messie
(1996), from which a huge hymn to the relephone ariscs, not ©
AT&T but to T.LT. (Tristan and Isolde on the Telephone), there
was Les Commencements (1970). A voice writes this History with
a capital:

I could also write the History of the telephone and how we tamed
it

Would that you might read everyrhing that precedes and every
thing that follows, as you should each rime I cite or "quote,” for
example this word “tamed.”"” As this project of a History of the
telephone is pronounced at a distance but in the vicinity of Saint
Georges, you would find there, tamed or not, all the animals from
Uccello's painting /f Drago, the secpent and the lion, buc also step-
by-step a certain telephonic elephantasm that will also be made
to wait patiently, like a well-behaved elephant. One day one will
write about the animals, all thesc living creatutes that her writing
welcomes, for life—to the lecer and in choughr, beyond simple
domestic hospitality and beyond philosophy. “My greatest diffi-
culty is to move from my menageric to philosophy,” says a voice
in Messie in a tclephone scene with Abraham’s donkey on Mount
Moriah*
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So “H.C. for life” was a pronounced declaration—on the tele-

hone—when Mireille Calle-Gruber ordered me ro provide her
without delay with a title ready [or publication, quite a long time
ago, even before I had the slightest idea what I was going to say
(0 you foday. I only knew that I would be the first to speak. Thus
che most exposed, the firstborn sacrificed by the princely privilege
conferred upon him. Sacrificed unless pardoned / to less than a
grace [a moins d'une grice]. One has to take the angel into account
but never count on him.

A pronounced declaration, then. Thatis to saywhat? What does
“pronounced” signify here? This would designate a declared dec-
laration—decided, of course, marked, insistent, signed, accepted,
deliberate, a declaration leaning declaredly and squarely to one
side racher than another.

But “pronounced” means something else, above ali: “pro-
nounced” means to sayand not write, means to say before writing,
wants to say before letting itself be writcen. “Pronounced” wants
tosay, and not wrire, what allows itself to be heard bef ote allow-
ing itself to be read, what is uttered before being lined up and
couched on the page. For the Cin H.C,, if one hears it withour
seeing it, if one lends an ear before reading, is also ¢’est [tha is),
thar is to say [cest @ dire], to be heard verbally as a verb, cest, the
verb of the basic predicative clause (subject, verb, complement or
object). Here one knows [on saif that the cesragrees with knowl-
edge. The formidable task, the one rhat I am afraid of, because I
am afraid of her, the dangerous experimentation, the experilous
experience awaiting me, is to put into question the Cof ces, its
present indicative of the verb étre [to be), in the name of another
modality, in the name of the subjunctive of another verb, while
avoiding woundingthe Cof her proper noun, which [ would like
10 celebrate instead.

Here is another beginning now, so | change beginnings as one
changes gear.
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“The letters of omnip e [toute-puis " isaq

Hers ace letters of omnipotence. They arrive, they are made to
arrive. If one is ro believe her.

Her own, her lerrers.

How should one hear and understand that? In what sensc would
these letters be of omniposence In what sense would they be her
lecters, her own? Her own because she writes them, intends them
for a destination, and, precisely, addresses them? Or else her own
because the other addresses them to her and she, precisely, knows
how to receive them, ot to send them ro herself as their destina-
tion> Among so many addresses, this is a distinction that the afore-
said omnipotence, precisely, abolishes.

For one should renew, take the risk, for her, and I will lacer
take the risk of renewing, that is to say, reinventing a word like
“might.”

What s this word, “mighr”? Whar would chis word, all fresh and
new-minted, maybe yet unheard-of, be? Whence would it thus
come, unrecognizable, a homonym only to itself? If one follows
the sectet of homonymy in all its guises, which will be one of my
leads, how can one track down this deceitful double of the old
word “might,” whose familiar traits we believe we can recognize
in the big family, one should say in the dynasty of the dynamis, of
power, of the dynast, of the possible and of potentialicy? Whence
would chis yer unknown word “might" come, whose resurrection |
would like to dedicate to her, first by giving it back to her, for it is
herown, newly minted? Like the very event whose mighty power is
always might—which makes something come, come about, hap-
pen, or arrive.

To give back 1o her later, but scarcely recognizable, this word
(of) “might,” [ will nor be on her side. [ will not speak from/of her
side [de son céze). Nor [rom/of mine anyway. We will have to ask
ourselves, much later, what being on someonc’s side, on the other’s
side, also means. But also at the other's side. Or else alongside the
other, which does nor amounr to the same thing.

In everything I myself will say today, I will not bc on her side.
This may be the condition for me to attempt to speak of her or to
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her. IF1 were on herside, | could not speak of her nor tell her any-
thing Whatsocver. Nor ially receive anything wh (rom
her. Not the slightest grace. I am therefore not on her side.

Unless—and this is a hypothesis we cannot rule out, alas, nei-
ther you nor I—I manage neither to speak to her nor precisely to
speak of her, neither ta receive from her nor to recall her, if [ may
say so. because I remain too much on her side. There is a risk,
which will remain suspended up to the end, and probably beyond,
thar | may remain powerless to say anything worthwhile for any-
one. or even though I have chosen not to stand on her side here,
1am sure neither to be on mine nor what “shore” [cére], “bank,”
and “side” [c6¢4] mean here. If 1 were on her side, I could not say
anything of her nor to her, but I could not scc anything coming
from her any better. And I cannot be reconciled to that idea. As [
accumulate the false steps and false starts to begin with, I will say
at least char nor only do I no longerknow which side | am on and
from which side | am about to speak (ncither from hers nor from
mine). not only do I no longer know what a side is (for example,
asthey say, the side of life or the side of death), but above all I do
not know whom I name or call when I say “she” or “her.” How to
speak of her? How not to do so? How to avoid her?

Heélene Cixous, as they call her, as she is called, that's her. Bucis
it her, [Hélene, my friend inlife, for life, Hélne who is here before
usand among us? Or else her homonym Héléne Cixous, as they
call her, the signatory author of an immense work whose name
and fame resound throughout the world, the address, origin, and
destination of so many letters of omnipotence of which I am just
about to speak? As for her name, her family name or patronymic,
her author's name, we spoke about it, even debated it, very soon
after our first encounter some thirty-five years ago. Then | did
not even know her maiden name, basically, [ did not know her
father was called Georges Cixous, and, while I sensed it maybe, [
certainly did not know consciously thar the or hidden in chis first
ame, Georges, would give rise, up to its most recent revolution,
only last year, to one of the most singular and inventive, aichemi-
cal,and mctonymic transmutations of our times, one of the most
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power{ul and thoughtful even, that I know in the history of lit-
erature—from Georges, the first name of a narracor in one of the
shoru srories in Le Prénom d e Dieu (1967) to the Saint Georges of
Les Commencements (1970) to Jeor in Portrait du soleil (1973), and
so many other substitutes, including the golden letters or hidden
in so many words and so many letters in OR (1997). At the time
[lors) of our first encounter, she had hardly published anything
yet—and nothing under this name: H.C., Héléne Cixous. If we
had the time, I would speak to you about that again. She did not
yet know under what family name to publish. Already on that
point, as regards her author’s name, we were not on the same side.
And already I had not understood her.

She herself: Who is she? Where is she, from one homonym to
the other, from one pseudonym to the other? Which side is she
on? In order to adjust my speech ever so slightly, knowing that
in any case I would not be able to live up to the vast scope of this
work here, I should at least choose, unilaterally, one of these hom-
onyms and pretend to know what a “side” means.

1 probably will not make things simpler by saying that, on this
subject as well, [ am going to cite (quore) her right now and lec her
speak, let her reply, hear her give one of her six hundred possible
replies to this question on the sids—and the question of knowing
which side she herself is on, in order to try and find out where to
put myself, in this very place, and to which side I must hold. In
letting her speak, wirhour knowing whom I am letting speak, |
will perform a gesture that [ warn you I will multiply almost with
everysentence, powerless as I am to deal with my subject consis-
tently and to live up to a work whose very element is a brilliant and
impregnable provocation, which turns each of its atomic elements
into a part greater than the very clement, namely the whole, the
middle, the comprehensive set, the metonymico-atomic element
that comprises all the clements. Besides, [ have just rediscovered
for her and have begun to love othetwise the word “clement.” “Ele-
ment” may be onc of the best words to sum up her work in one
word, a word that resembles her: element, elementa, in Latin, are
letters, literal atoms of writing, the stoikheia of which the Greek
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Atomists Plato and Aristotle speak, but also cthe principles, the ele-
ments of sciences, and also, as principles precisely, the four cle-
ments that make up and contain the whole of being {an¢), of the
phyis of of cosmos, fire, water, earth, air or the psychical breath, the
spirir or the soul of life. Well, first of all, her work in my eyes is
clemental (clemene. earth, berween silencing and lying [rerre, enre
saire et mentir}) in both these senses and in all these senses. It is
made up of letcers (scoikheia, elementa), each of which is greater
than the whole, that is, mightier than the clement that comprises
it. Furthermore, and maybe above all, I love this word, clement,
to designate this work, which I read as naturally I breathe,? which
1 read U/is] and forger [oublic] and forgetrcad [oublis] all the time,
according to what she calls oublire at the beginning of OR,** a
work thac] have known as much as [ have failed to know and been
ignorant of almost forever. This work remains for me all the more
difficulc to think and present since it is, on my side, elemcntal, the
clement of the clement. And the question that will always remain
impossible for me is, between these two nouns ending in -menr,
élément and événement [event), the question of knowing how an
event can happen ro the clement. Where there is an element, is it
nor impossible that there might be an event? But the final -mentin
these two words, between elle [her) and Eve, may carry the whole
burden of proof and truth, between the dreamed and the evident.

Powerless to clarify simultaneously the cosmic play of each lit-
eral element, which is always greater than the pan-cosmic element,
powerless to relate everything incessantly to everything else, likea
sorcerer's apprentice in pyrotechnics who would do his utmost in
order to make light, to igniteeach word through contact with all
rhe orhers, not a faulty contact buc a genuine contact with all the
words rhat this word magnerizes in the work in progress, without
risking inflaming the whole in a general short circuit, I have found
Mo other solution than to go slowly, lento, where she herself goes
50 fast, allegro, presto, to proceed, elementally, grammatically, from
station o station, that is to say also from digression to digression,
from false srare to false start, leaving the possible echo regularly
suspended---or leaving the m2chealight (which in French can refer
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to the wick of a pilot light, the fuse of a time bomb, or, as you will
sce, a lock of hair), the méche of cach of my remarks, as if [ were
constantly telling you: here, you see, | interrupt the contact and
the reading; follow the méche, | indicate a possible way for you, 1
locate the nccessity of a study, of a program for decades beyond
any décade” the drcam of a thesis or of a poem in six times six
volumes, which | would have loved to write mysclf and rcad to
you if you had had the time. But we do not have the time, at this
pace.

In order to let her speak, either her or her, the homonym itself,
Hélenc Cixous or Hélenc Cixous, her name or her firse name, to
hand over 10 her, on the side of the side, on the subject of the side
whereshc is, wherever shc may be, and to make you understand
what | mean when I confess that | am neither on her side nor on
minc and that I no longer knowwhere to put myself, nor where
to pitch my voice, this is what [ discover, for example, in fours de
lan (1990):

It is as if someone said to us: your dead father, would you like it if
he wasn'e? I cannot look the answer in the face.

One difference between the author and me: the author is the
daughter of the dead-fathers. / am on the side of my living mother.
Berween us cverything is difTerent, uncqual, rending®*

Who signs thesc lines? From which side? It is obviously rhe au-
thor, since wercad this in a book. But this author is somcone who
says: "Adiff crence beewceen the author and me.” So it is “me” who
speaks and spcaks of the author, but of the author who neverthe-
less speaks, sincc it is also the author of the book, of the difference
berween me and the author. And onc of the two, “me” (but it isa
“me” who, for the author, is another), the “mc” for theauthor, the
“me” according to the author, says: “/am on the side of my living
mother.”

Admire, moreover, would that you might admire, where I read
roo fast, the personal pronoun that put in place the very question.
It is neither me, nor him, nor her, namcly the author, it is us. Re-
member the question:
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Itisasif someonc said tous: your dead father, would you like icif
he wasn®? | cannot look the answer in the face.

The wus thar receives the question (a fictional question be-
cause it is an impossible question: “It is as if said 1o us
.." she says) is therefore at the same time the s of the two hom-

onyms. the us of the two, the author and me, even “the wo of us,
us the children, my brother and me,” or even the comprehensive
us, which includes the reader, the personal pronoun of the first
petson plural, the author, every other, you and me, me standing
here beside and on the side of my living mother, but me also, the
author, the daughter of the dead-(athers. This plural of the dead-
fathers gives way to the substitution of the fathers: there are so
many of them—and this plural affects simultaneously, like a single
noun, a single hyphenated nominalized adjective, the dead-fathers
(and not m ydead fathers, bur the daughrer of the dead-fathers: she
says here my living mother and the dead-fathers). Now this plural
does nor affect the dead-fathers as fathers and, a hyphen between
the subject and the complement, the dead-fathers, the fathers who
happen to be dead, no, it pluralizes through death; it is through
dcath that che plural, therefore the substitution, comes from that
side which is not a side; it is insofar as he is dead that the father is
in the plural—there are fathers on account and as a resule of death;
itis the death of the facher that brings about his replacement, and
he is saved, saved from death, as we will sce, only by saving his
uniqueness through substitution, chrough the place taken, through
the cvent, through the occurrence of the substitution, which hap-
pens here and which, raking place, takes the place in this empty
clement of replaceability; even though—a terrifying aporia, which
is at work throughout—one also saves the father, the unique fa-
ther, by replacing him according to the law of a substitution or of
a y, of an infinite psychosis. One saves the unique
father in the sense that he is already haunted by another unique
facher, an alternative father [r4n pére bis). Note that in this book at
least, and in this work of fiction among others, theauthor, who is
also the author of this work of infini ly ive substituti

8
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is presented as a daughrer of the dead f:thcrs, whereas it is not said
about me that I am the daughrer of my g mother, bur only
that I am on her side: “the author is . . . ," she says, “l am ... "
(“the author is . . . ," third person of (h: verb to be. the aulhor i,
she isthe daughter of the dead-fathers), “I am” (first person of the
verb 20 be: 1 am): “The author & the daughter of the dead-fathers.
Tam on theside of my living mother.” Nor the daughter of the liv-
ing mother, because i is the author who is a daughter, and not the
daughter of the father but of the fathers, in the plural, and of the
dead-fathers; whereas I, who am therefore no longer a daughter,
the daughter of the mothers nor even the daughter of my mother,
1am on theside of myliving mother. Living and unique. There
are dead-fathers, there is only one living mother, she is irreplace-
able, and though I am not her daughter, I am on her side. And
she is mine, my living mother. For the possessive adjective suits
the mocher, not the father: the daughter of the dead-fachers és che
author, whereas / am on the side of myliving mothcr. Nowhere, in
this remarkable sequence at least, is there “my father.” And I am
not on the side of my father, nor of the fathers, but on the side of
my living mother. This may be one of the differencesbetween Jours
del’anand OR. For example. For, in OR, the father is named “my
father” more than once. The possessive is even explicitly claimed
and demanded:

Until this morning I had never received a letcer from my Father,
“The one who (fom death comes back when I call is my father [‘my”
is then underlined as a possessive adjective, which, howcvet, is noth-
ing lcss than posscssive.—JD). the one I pull out of myself from the
shipwreck with deep mourning. He comes out of my waters soaked
charming bur has never lef any trace when returning behind the cur-
in?

My father is as much and as litcle mine, my own, as a child who
comes our of me, whom ‘1 pull out of myscl” (birth is always
a mourning followed by depression) and who comes out of my
waters, soaked, as from an amniotic shipwreck. Oedipus is born,
maybe, hc is noching but the mourning of his mother Antigone
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in rhis catastrophe of generations of which she is the great poet-
priestess. Oedipus, thar's her, his mother, that is to say, his Anri-
one.

\What docs that mean? A “sidc,” that is to say what? Let us not
forger we are dealing here with a fictional question in a work of
fiction. Let us not neglect that surplus of evidence. The evidence
is so glaring, and so is the avoidance of the evidence, thar one risks
forgetting it: in this overall fiction, the aforesaid “me” is a charac-
ter as much as the “author,” neither the one nor the other being
Hélene Cixous who is here present, neither the one nor the other
being on her side, where she will have played with the law and
the ing of this mad bi y; even though we do know
it, neither the author nor me is her, herself (what does “herself”
mean in rhis whole metonymic chain?), nevertheless, neither the
“author” nor “me,” nor what she calls the “author” and “me” is
without her, and one has to look again on her side, on the side of
hername, in order to pose these questions, between licerature and
its other, fiction, the possible, the real, and the impossible.

I therefore recall once more this other evidence, which one risks
losing on the way: inside the book's overall fiction, inside the fic-
rional element, the question that opened this declaration (the
author is the daughter of the dead-fathers. /am on the side of
my living mother”) was also a fictional question, a fiction within
fiction, as ifin theas if; fiction to the power of two opened in fact
by an as if(“It is as if someone said to us: your dead farher, would
you like it if he wasn'@?”). A fictional or simulated interrogation.
It is probably not a “rhetorical question,” nor just literature, but ar
once a question that maybe says under what condition one enters
literature and above all a question thar rules our theanswer, an in-
tolerable question, an impossible question, whose answer she says
she cannot look in the face.

But what is the impossible? The only possible questions are im-
possible questions. The possible questions are those to which onc

has the answer, those whose answers one can look in the face. These
1

are nor true questions. The only true questions are the i
oncs, those whoseanswers one cannot look in the face. And which
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therefore are not questions, since thesequestions, which however
are the only true questions, are not possible questions.

What then is a question? A possible question or an impossible
question? Since one could not answer this very question, the an-
swer given here is certainly not the right one; it is the substitute
of an answer, it takes the place of the answer that she cannot look
in the face. The answer is therefore beside the point [ cdtd], side-
stepping the issue [d’un pas de ¢té] in a way that stages what [ will
call the big scene of the side down her way (du ciré du coré de chex
elle].

Now whart does “side” mean around here? “On her side” or
“down her way" [du cété de chez elle]? Beyond a neutral topology,
“to be on the side of " indicates the bias of someone who takes
one side rather than the other, in a disagreement [différend) if not
a pitched battle between two parties; to be on the side of is not
necessarily to be located or to live down somebody's way. ‘1o be
or not to be on her side does notsignal in the direction wherc she
lives (du coré de chez elle], not even of some house with an even
number?® on one side of Avenue Cory.

By insisting twice on the fictional nature of this text and these
questions or answers as fictions within a fiction (first to mark that
these are not her answers or her own actual theses and that one
can, for each of these sentences, find a way to contradict her from
another agency in another sentence of the same book or of another
book from one of the six hundred voices), I did not merely want
to say that her books belong to the genre of fiction, as is some-
times mentioned in bibliographies (distributed in the “by the same
author” section into generic categories like short stories, novels,
drama, fiction). If one takes seriously, as it seems to me one must,
the canonical question of the poetics of literary genres in the case
of this work, I would be tempted, and I'll come back to chis later,
time permitting, to question al/ these categories, and in particu-
lar, that of fiction. Although all these texts are transhxed with fic-
tion, and with fiction to the nth power, the fictional element does
not dominate, in the last instance, more than anything else does,
whether it be called narrative, novelistic, dramatic, autobiographi-
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cal, Her poctics runs through all that ac the same timc and some-
thing else. Her fictional hyperrealism poses to the classification of
modes and genres the most formidable, the most unheard-of, and
the most interesting problems.

The “side,” then, that is to say what? Or who? I often ask myself
this question, wondering at the same time whether and why I am
not on her side nor have ever been (and what this means, as for
her, on her side), but first and foremost with regard to the strange
and insistent use that she hetself makes, on her side, of the word
“side." Books would need to be written, and I will not do so, on
these words: “shore” or “rib” [cdre], “raring” [cote], “coat” [core],
“quota” or “quote” (quore], “side” [céré], “at the sides” (arx crés],
“beside” |2 coed], “sideways” [de cdre], and “on the side of her own
side” [du co1é de son coté a ellel. What is a side?

Having reached chis point, and still before beginning, I propose
10 Icave aside for a moment this question of the side; I promise
to rcturn to it after a detour of a few minures. This detour will

last the time of a quasi-methodological exercise meant to give you
an example, once and for all, of what I will not be able to do,
although I should, with each exploration, with each pore of call
rather, on the coastal map that I am going to follow. Let us imag-
inc a reading at the bottom of the elemental sea: the exploratory
movement of a diving submarine. With the shores in sight, one
would adjust a periscope from afarin order to havea commanding
view of the coastline while watching out for the Aoating minefield,
or even the volcanic subsoil, in any case for the magnetic seabed
above which one tries to orient oneself, as if unconscious, with the
vigilance of a submarine subconscious.

Onc would need to be aware at every moment, at cvery quota-
tion, at cvery word, and demonstrate (which I could not do, for
lack of time in particular) that the whole work, some ffty books,
every one of them equally singular, is magnetized, held in high-
tension vibration, by the power of a magnetic subsoil at once ac-
tual and vittual, a bedrock that recharges each verbal unit with the
memory and the projection of all the others. Here is a single exam-
ple then. Wewere just talking abourt this “question” whose answer
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she cannot “look in the face.” the one about “your dead-father,”
which she displaces into “daughter of the dead-fathers,” and the
side [cd¢d) or the rib [cére] of Eve, her living mother. Itis in foursde
l'an (1990), therefore twenty years after Les Commencemens (1970).
Now what happens in between the question and the answer, what
is rhe event in question in Les Commencements, a book in which
Saint Georges, let me remind you, is like the hero who speaks of
a “fear of acknowledging the p lity of the impossible™?” Now
it so happens that five pages later, later than this possibility of the
impossible, the question about the question is already posed-—with
a force and a necessity that the philosophers who are experts in the
question about the question would do well to meditate. Here, in
order to be thought—and it is rhought, according to me, in the
most powerful sense of the word—the question about the ques-
tion (and thus about the answer) is first posed, as always, to Freud,
from Freud, and probably against Freud, her uncle Freud, “my
nuncle Freud,” Nuncle Freud, as he is called in another book. For
Freud is one of her own kinsmen—you know that—like so many
others, but probably an author-character-member of the fam-
ily more permanent and insistent, even clinging (he never wants
to leave), even closer than the others, from Kafka to Lispector,
from Kleist to Tsvetayeva, from Rembrandt to Akt from
Montaigne to Thomas Bernhard, or from Celan to Beethoven to
Stendhal to God; Freud comes and goes everywhere, like an uncle
by marriage, a beloved, well-known anccsror but one who is chal-
lenged and heckled in cvery way in a number of her books, with a
degree of competence and vigilance and theoretical expertise that
would be sufficient to throw off balance beforehand all the inane
psychoanalyses of an autobi | work that h

lyzes itself like a grown-up, a big grown-up with whom I invite all
the psychoanalysts of the world to do a rranche.

Here, in this passage (rom Les Commencements, which turns the
question about the question upside down, it is the Freud of the
Introduction to Narcissism whom we are dealing with. Before this
work is named in German [Zur Einfiihrung des Narzissmus), | am
getting there, you might, would that you might read rhis big up-
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setting of the question, even before and also after the fragment
that I must cur out (I am going to read without knowing how
(o pitch my voice: | have never read her aloud but I am also per-
suaded that what | should have done today, all this time, is merely
read her texts to you without a single word of interruption from
me). You arc going o listen to her saying liand mentand awaken-
ing beyond the question, which is still "what is it”” or “what does
‘that is to say’ mean [guest-ce & dive, c’est & dire]?” As she awak-
ens beyond the question—the question “what is i?” to which we
will often come back—it is not only the structure of the question
and of the ontological question (“What is i©2") thar she rakes issue
with: if I may say so, it is the structure and purpose of the ques-
tion in general, and the place where the “Oedipus question,” as she
says, is lodged, domesticared, bulized in it. Consequence:
steongly tensed toward all the agencies of filiation and genealogy
though this work may be, itis neither a family romance nor an oe-
dipal tragedy. There is indeed conjugation or conjugality between
the two almost antagonistic figures of omnip the unique
dead-fathers in substitution and my uniquely irreplaceable living-
mothcr, the alliance with one of the figures being betrayed for the
other and for /ife, but these are figures with six hundred voices, as
you will hear, and digits, numerals, and numbers, fictional ideali-
tics whose “as i eludes psychoanalyrical knowledge and its theo-
retical questions after having seriously exhausted them. And where
it docs not elude them, the “if” of the “as if” is heteroanalyrical
as much as lytical. And neither psych lysis nor Freud
and his own kinsfolk can escape the analytical irony, which is the
very element, the laughter of all this ofren tender, sometimes im-
placable poetics, all the less so since, by a felicitous turn ofhistory,
Uncle Freud is part of the family. He ncver leaves, he sleeps on a
couch in the waiting room, waiting to have an X-ray. Besides, the
syllable si of this comme sifas if] or of this “quasi”is as untranslat-
able, wirh all its homophones, as the 4 [there) together with rhe
whole symphony of her work in siand in /,® with its six hundred
voices and its proper nouns ending in si, Messie, Thessie, ot in La,
Hila, etc. But we arc not done yet, for the s/, the £, and the -menr,
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which 1 have just announced, operate and play throughout her
writing, and their very substance is wrought into it. To read her
means first to take note, with each letter, of this untranslaability.
Here is then the d ion from Les Co nts,
while emphasizing—I should say and explain myself later—zhe
guore rather than the citation:

Then you look like my father.

The picces of my father, one here fici), one there [13], onc there.

And it’s there, precisely (I3 justement, that [ began to think:

We form the figure that represents existence exactly [exactament],

It is the figure three,

You, me, the knife

Me, you, the clsewhere.

Before I woke up, thar's [vodd] what I was thinking:—and it was
as if [comme si| this thought—it was a question—1I had to cross it
[1a] in order ro wake up—there was an answer in the question in
an answer in the question and so on [ainsi de suife), and adoorina
door in a wall in a door and the wall rose brown and beautiful into
the sky,—and this made me understand thar the answer being in the
Ocdipus question was already in the Sphin, and that I was in Saint
Georges and that it was possible that he may have been in one of the
picces of my farhr, but which one?

1 had to answer the question in order to wake up but the answer
was a waking up and thar’s [c"est ee] what wakes me up.

It was (c'était] the silly question: why do you write? Since when
have you been writing? I don't write, I must write.

I have to write becausc of us,

Because when [ know [sais) chat [ don'tknow, . . .

Let us remember once and for all that sais is also a near homo-
phone of Cand cesr, especially in Algeria, and that the knowledge
of who knows [saif] is alllcd is closely linked with the ontological
or c ive or apoph proposition that says, “It is [cesd.”
“This is rhat,” thatis to say, which claims to answer any question
in its form par excellence, namely (4 savoir], “What is i?” Do you
know what it is? Do | know it? Without speaking of an esse, which,
till then [d'ici /4), will wait for us a few more hours.
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.. Because when I know that I don't know,
then [ have to tell mysclf anothet story
And it is ours.
In this story one has to suppress all the substantives thar end in
-ment, in order to avoid mistakes.”®

One has to know, till then, how to reconstitute a chain, with re-
gard o -ment and with regard to the événement [event] (and I will
try later on to show in what sense her poetics is a poetics of the
event, in truth of the might [puissance] of the event, of the taking-
place, of the replacing taking place, of the event in potentiality [en
puissance], of the event whose mighty power would have come, the
coming of the “might” and of the s/, of two kinds of si in French,
of a 5il se pouvait [if it were possible) and of a si, maissi, si, il se
peus, ausitét dit aussitét fait[yes, but of course, yes, it may be, no
sooner said than done]—I'll come back to it very quickly). The
chain of the -men, its very anchor is dropped, for example with
regard to what is called Le Porirait de ma mére, which illustrates
and distinguishes itself with a poem on the event:

Never does Eveeven tell lies [Eve, as some will know, is the firsc
name of her mother, who is alive, thank God, and here present, out-
side literacure—J D).

My mother is where she s.

She is not whereshe is nor.

Eve never even tells lies,

Her tonguc and truth are tied like rwo serpents in a ferocious mar-
riage to anyone willing to listen.*

Let usleaveEve aside for the moment, her temprarion and (hcse
serpents in Genesis. E \ls-lies (jamais
is therefore another name for her mother, not Elle ment (she ||cs].
Elément, as | was saying from my side, that is to say, the letcer
that is greater than the whole and which is therefore never where
one believes it is, on her side, but Evénement [Event). Since “my
mother” is where she is, one should know what it is to be on her
side, on the side of my living mother, on her own side, which
tells the cime in German, Die Zeit, that is to say, in the feminine,
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whereas for Saint Georges, called “my father” this time, time is
Latin and masculine (rempus), the ofFspring from the marriage be-
eween the one and the other being neuter: tempora? Here rhen is
what I will now call the uprising of the question, the revolution of
the question, the calling of the question into crisis or into ques-
tion, which resembles a genesis of the work as much as the work of
a genesis. A genesis rhat makes genealogy, the family romance, and
the Oedipus question tremble. Here then, I let you reconstruct the
immediate contex (evoking the princed proper noun, the drawing
of a flower, etc.).

. .. the picture, the little girl, and my name underneath. | don't
deny it. [This “I don't deny ic” already points us toward the last de-
ncgation (demier dé-reniement), this nondenial that I still keep in re-
serve.—JD] This licele girl is sturdy, and, nevertheless, withour my
name she would have wavered on the line bewween those who are and
those who are not, and in the end she would have disappeared. She
may be what | might have been able to have been.

But the question is clsewhere, it’s not under her feet, it’s on her
head. It is the question of the ower, so-called, Zur Einfiihrung des
Narzissmus; who the hell stuck chis stalk on my head? When | was
licele there were cwo questions, one deadly, the orher planted on my
head at the end of an extending stalk.

The first question was: Who do you love best, Mummy or Daddy?
“Through this “or,” death cntcred, and there was nothing one could
do about it, as soon as the question was posed, I began killing or dy-
ing. 171 had loved Daddy best, I would have said I love Mummy best
and il | had loved Mummy best and if I had loved myself best and
if I had loved best not to love then 1 would answer with the second
question in order to crush the first, it was: You love me/him/her {ru
melaima}»

Having taken note of what happens here to the superimposi-
tion of questions of identity and preference, and for subjects who
“become inseparable and illegible” through overlaid inscriprions,
which “in crossing each other our embrace each other” (like El
Farth overIsrael with “will win” at the end), she launches another
question, again a question of the side, a quesrion leftaside or put
aside:
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Another question:

Is that me [Est-ce que c'est mo7, ga)? That didn't reply, that didn't
say anything to me.

Let'sdo a test: let's take some paper and draw a flower of head. The
[1a) flower (& in italics: as often she superimposes thus the untranslat-
able: la, feminine article or adverb of place, iflac—]D]. Hereare some
examples:

A lcal always

bent: a side that is

bulging while the other side is sunken. And vice versa. It has no
buds. It cannor reproduce.*

This was, by way of example, just one of these underwater ex-
cursions [rom one book to the other, which 1 would not be able
to multiply, as one ought to in order to survey the shores and
sides [cotes er coeés), all the sides of every question. And in order
to show how, as Kant would say, she “orients herself in thought.”
In “ Was heisst: Sich im Denken oriensieren? you know how Kant
opens his reflection on rational belief ( Vernunfiglaube) and on the
assent of beliel in what is held to be true (Fiirwahrhalten), in par-
ticular about the existence of God, where it depends on an “if.”
In her own way, as we will see, she will also demonstrate God’s
existence. As for Kant, in this context dealing therefore with a
rational faith in Ged's existence, he begins by recalling what the
proper meaning of the word to orient oneself (sich orientieren heisst
in der eigentlichen Bedeutung des Worss. . . ) is, namely (das heisst,
that is to say, in other words, this is called), well, the irreducible
reference 1o the body proper and to feeling (Gefiibh, right on my
own subject (an meinem eigenen Sub jeks) of the difference between
the left hand and the right hand—of which he recalls elscwhcre.
in the arg of the noni hangeability or the irreversit
of gloves, that even when there is no conceptual difference in the
_’"")’sis of hands, left and right are nor superposable in sensible
intuition—and in the use of gloves. One side will never be super-
posable on the other.

The irreversible, here. is life for her, the side of life, and she
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orients herself in relation to lif'e, as one says to orient oneself with
a compass or by the sun.

1 come back to the question of the side: down her way, on the
side of what, without putting anything aside, withour putting any-
thing on the side, she becs on the side. It seems at firse thac for her,
and I do mean for her, there is only one side and not two, and this
side is char of life. Death, which she knows and understands as
well as anyone, is never denied, cereainly; it haunts and blows ev-
erything away, you could verify it with every word, but it is not a
side, it is a nonside. This is why I—and this is probably more than
a difference, a big disagreement [différend] between us, of which
1 may speak again laccr—I, who always fecl rurned toward death,
I'am not on her side, while she would like to turn everything and
to make it come round to the side of life. For lack of time, I have
to give up doing what I first wanted to do: analyzing in two books
only, at both ends of the chain, from the first to the last volume to
date (Le Prénomde Dieuand OR), the whole lexicon of vivre (inso-
far as it names the side with only one side, a side withour another
side) and all the logical, gr: ical, or semantic modalities, all
the variations in tone and the rules of composition, the places and
subject of enunciation with which this vocabulary of living ac-
cording to the side, if not of living by the side, plays. To give youa
telegraphic idea of this corpus and of what I have to give up, note
thac OR.(or example, opens thus: “ . . . he has already given me
life six times. But this could jusr as well have been sixty times. I
don'cknow the dare of the last one” (once again s, six, sixty, six
hundred, and the last one), and closes with: “Life is detachment”;
and in between you will have read so many times, for example,
the words vivant [living], vivre [to live), survivre [to survive], vif
[tively}, vives [(a)live), and “nothing is dead,” “and six hundred
that’s one life at least” (six hundred letters this time), and vivre
fait livre living makes the book], and “a dead man has just lived.
A dead man still arrives/manages. To live,” and: “life that is to say
so liccle,” and “everyching survives us,” and “1 live,” and “I am
the place of revival,” and “my life permit,” and “is this called living

..,” and “life, I don't hold you back,” and “the flesh earen alive,”
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and “to live one dies,” and “beat death with life,” and “he chooses
to meer dearh alive” and “to whoever may live,” and “because of
Jiving,” and “I will live alive and 1 will die alive. . .. Half and hall
never” (which already recalls or suggests, ['ll come back to rhis,
that life is whole and does not have two sides, it has and is only
one side, on one side only—bur it is the dead father who speaks
and says here: “I will live alive and 1 will die alive”), and she has
just said, in icalics: “/ hear cverything he does not say. 1 think." and
“an egg of life.” and “all the time | have left 10 live,” and “all that we
have silenced [avons tu) to live and not 10 kill [tucr),” and “ro live
like a shadow,” and “to live on nothing.” and, from life to town [de
la vie i la ville], this extraordinary sentence, which would merit a

whole décade.

k will take another hundred years before six I mount fife by sheer
strength of mind, I have the ability of a world a day with all its inhab-
itants, atown at each station.

So, she mounts life, then, as one mounts a play bur also as one
hoists sail when one resuscitates or raises a dead man. Lazarus,
arise. It is her. That is her side. Side, which is to say whac?

Giving up my project, I will only take ¢hree typical examples of
her side, very quickly, among so many other occurrences.

‘There is first the passage already quoted from Jours de lan
(1990). According to this work of fiction, for it is a work of fiction,
she calls herself the daughter of the dead fathers, but she is not on
their side, whereas she is, like “me,” in the first person, “on the
side of " her living mother (singular possessive pronoun: “on the
side of my living mother,” she says—and living life [vie vivanre)
<an only say in a sense, as we will see, me, she is always “mine,” on
the side of whar always signifies me, to me, mine. Moreover, it is
paradoxically because of this unilareral mine-ness that she is open
€0 the undecidability and o the difference of mighty powers—jusr
as homophony or homonymy is to be found, paradoxically, on
the side of irreducible difference, of the heterogeneous and cthe

latable: homo- and unilateralicy are more rhan ever prey ro
the other and to difference, they are their very test and we will be
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put to the test. This probably does not mean she is or fcels closer
to her mother than to the dead fathers. Indeed, when one is on
thesideof, one is not close; one has to be on the other side, on the
orher side of the other, in order ro be close. When one is on the
same side, paradoxically, one is nor close, there is no longer any
distance or proximity; neither speed nor slowness. Nor docs this
mean she takes sides with her mother against the dead fathers; as
we will see, the side she takes, like rhe side Joyce takes, would be
rather that of her father, but she is on the side of the living mother,
of herliving morher, “of my living mother,” whatever rhat may
signify.

What can this possibly mean? Tha is to say what? In order to
ask this question the right way, in her/irs place, let us never forget
we are also speaking of literature and fiction, even if, as I noted
above, the fiction here is hyperrealist. The one who says “l/me,”
“Iam on the side of my living mother,” while the other character,
“the author,” is “rhe daughter of rhe dead fathers"—rhe former,
therefore, is neither the entire subject of the book, the “me” of the
book of which she is not the author anyway, since rhe aurhor is a
character, nor certainly at one with Hélene Cixous here present,
right beside me, on this side, on the side and at the side of her
living mother. It is not her, bur ir is not another either, the one
who tells, I do not remember where, thar one of the first aston-
ishments of her life, which no one has ever managed to cure her
of, ar school, dates back ro the day when she read “I is another.”
A proposition she has never ceased to pur back to work, yes, ro
work, on all sides. For if she, who is here present (supposing we
know what “here present” means), is not the “I” who says “/, as
opposed ro the author, am on the side of my living mother,” she
is not simply anothereither. She is, let’s say, beside herself, on her
own side buc sitting, like another, sitting beside herself. Like her
father, asyou will hear, who after his death came ro sit beside her.
And in moving from rhis place, which is at once untenable and ir-
replaceable, she reaches us ro worry about the essence of lirerature,
of fiction, of the institution rhus named and about everything one
calls identity. As long as one has nor read the side of rhe side of
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whar, on her side, she writes, one will not have appoa ched these
qusrbns,

The second exampleof this strange side, at the beginning of OR
(1997, therefore seven yaurs later), we'll come back to that again
in a moment, is a scene of quasi-resurrection. It is about bring ing
back to life o meone whose “ghost” one catches “by a wisp [ meche]
of life.” Within a limiced period of time, she says, eight to fifkeen
days, it is posible to make life ©me back © life; and here again,
e says, for life, “to this side™: “D uring these days,” she says, “it
is still possible to bring them back to this side.” The side, once
again, her side is indeed the side of ife (o n the side of my living
mother, she said, and here to bring back the dead to this side,
ctc.). But we will see confirmation that this side, as the side of
life, has the pardcularity of being the only sde. Thete & no other
side than this side, the side of life. There is only one sidein her
geography, her geophyscs, and her geology; there is only one rib
[cére] in the body, one shore on which to fix [wne cdte ois river] the
depa ting and arrivi ng [arrivée] o( what happens on earth/land,
and iris life—life, whence evety thi ng derives and detach es itsdf
and toward which everything comes and comes back. Life has no
other, i t has no other sde; and all the sides, all the as des, all the
side geppings lea ve their traces o n the same side of the ame vein.

Finally, as a rhird example (but one could find so many others),
we return to the end of OR, to a certain passage (I would like o
find another word than these hackneyed, rircd, and tiring word's
“passage,” “page,” or “sequence” to designatc the fragmented unics,
the “quotes” that 1 will unfortunately have o cut outin this way.
Fachoftheseisaflowor period, a musical movement ac once liq-
uid, submarine, aerial, and yet solid, in the ether o in the sa, like
a braid of unalterable threads and lines, hcre a weaving of woices
that seck their own style and fortune in a gold mine, and which,
precisely, as is said, while sing ing, dig and dig, sear chi ng for sparks
of gleaming gold, letters, always and which these six hund red
voices find even when they do not find them). The sting oflines
T'am going to cut out wo uld meiit centuri s o freading, and I will
return o this place later when I speak of the im possible, namely
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of the letter that does not manage to arrive [ narrive pas a arriver],
and of an impossible rhat is no longer the opposite of the possible,
of might, of an impossible that is no longer on the other side of
the possible. At the bottom of this underwater mine, which [ scan,
skim over, and satellize ac full rilt, a firsr probe yields the follow-
ing reading: “One had to be quick.” This “one had to be quick”
follows an allusion to a certain “absolute letter.” A voice says: “]
imagined this letter. One had to be quick. lt would say:” (colon, a
blank of several lines and a new indented paragraph, which allows
one to suppose, but this is by no means certain, that what follows
is what this absolure letter, with which “one had to be quick,”
would say. Now I note, in this supposed quotation, even before
reaching the shores [cres] of two “asides (a cdrds],” at leasr twice
the word 1 am interested in, the word puissant [mighty)—as much
for the spirit as For the letter of the letter. Here is the page from
which 1 note, then, and single out and underline as well the words
puissant, vivre [to live], vie (lif ¢), and coré (side]):

One had to be quick. Ir would say:
- . the letter does not follow.

The letcer did not come. One year | remain willing.

The second year | came back into this life [vie-ci]. I re-entered the
nearby present without belicf. Bur I never gave up on the letrer. It
remains around there [par 13]. [Not around here (par ics), this time,
but around there.—)D]

Mighty are the places it haunrs: theynever fall siraigh into obliv-
ion.

Mighty rhe spirit of the letcer.

You do understand that if there are “letters of omnipotence,” as
was said four pages earlier in a sequence awaiting us, what is said
to be “mighry” here in this passage is not lirerally the letcer, bur
“the places ir haunts,” once, and “the spirit of the leter,” another
rime. Might is therefore granted and allied to the spirit of the let-
rer, to spirit in the sense of specter and revenant. Of the specter
that has to be “respectered” [res pectrer], as is said elsewhere. The
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leteer is mighty no in its arrival or its coming but in its coming
back and its haunting places. Here is what follows:

It sometimes happens that, when one abandons a housc, just before
the last hour, the wreck yields desperate treasures. We were house-
wrecked several times. Nothing came out.

At theblow my mother hademptied and replaced herself. [Remem-
ber chis housewreck, you will see that Jonah and the whale have never
stopped floating underwater there, like submarines, waiting patiently
(rom one end of the work to the other, lor thirty-five years—)D]

“Ac rhe blow my mother had emptied and replaced herself.” So
the mother too is subject to replacement, bur she is nor replaced,
she s not replaceable, she replaces herself, she had replaced herself,
and that is how she remains a living mother: “She had emptied
and replaced hersell"—like every unique living being, she replaces
hersclf without being replaced nor replaceable, without letting
herself or making herself be replaced. She substitutes and merony-
mizes herself, but without ever being subject herself to substitu-
tion and to meronymy.

T'he dead man leaves her. She never makes us live looking back-
ward. Move on, move on, life is not the past.

Here, that is to say where the living mother speaks and gives
orders, she is on the side of life, detached like a rib [cére) (rom the
dead man who leaves her, turned toward [du céré de] life: “Move
on, move on, life is nor the past.” It is indeed her mother, the
mother, who orients everything; she thinks on the side of the ir-
reversible. And she, not the author but she, the one who says “me”
on the first day of the year, she is, she insists on being and saying
that she is on che side of her living mother.

All the rest goes to the children. Each their own. They live for
decades with this slight thirst whose fever seizes those amputated of
amessage. They live on this thirst, this slight amputation. Each om
their own side rummages through the drawers of the earth.

Unail the day when .. .
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“Until the day when . . . " Here is the absoluteexception that
we will keep coming back to, until the day when one day, once
upon a time, only once, on this date, there was the dead father,
on whose side she does not find hersclf, nor as she finds herself on
the side of her living mother; here he comes, the dead father, one
fine day, and sits beside her. The phrase “to sitbeside” is a phrase
that, moreover, as 1 can tesrify, she uses in life, as in licerature, in
a very singular way, which has always, as ever, surprised me; but
lec’'s move on, 1 will not insist, or I will risk seeming to be doing
my best to ensure that hencef orth no one else could ever dare to sit
beside her, even if only (or a drink:

Until the day when in a flash I decipher my father’s message: it is
this abscnce of a leteer that takes the place of the leteer. I give you the
page and the necessity. He somes out of his deathly apariment, he
comes and sits beside me and we thus communicare through the long
attunements of the blood. He knows that I know what he thinks.

Itis always “know,” isn't it [cest le “Sais, " n'est-ce pas). “He knows
that 1 know . .. ” He, that's him, the one who knows that I know
whar it is that 1 know. The secret. Then these other lines, which 1
will reread otherwise later:

At times | lend my voice to his thought and | can sce thar he is
pleased. The keys are in your drawer [Your drawer: to whom is she
speaking? Who spcaks to her through the voice of her fathe?—]D). 1
write to you. Yes of course [ say, [ am/follow your lewter. I am/follow
mysell your letter to me 1 say e suis moi-méme ta letrre & moi dis-je).

One does nor know who pronounces this last sentence, he or
she, who quotes him or takes his wordsin her; it is pronounced in
a single breath without punctuation. 1 repeat it and leave it to its
reserve straightaway:

1 write to you. Yes of coursc I say, I am/lollow your letter. [ am/fol-
low mysell your leter to me I say.

One will never know who says “1,” and “I say,” twice. Or who
holds the pen of this more-/ [plus-je]. This comes after the father's
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deciphered message, that is to say: the absence of the letter takes
the place of the letcer.

1 will not impose on you a staristics of all her ribs/shores | céres]
and sides [coeésk chat would take a lifetime. Just to give you an
idea, in just one book, Jours de lan once again, and over five pages
only, here are ar least four occurrences that arc radically diff erent
in their meaning, function, geometry, geography, geophysiology,
architecrure, and limitrophy. You have all the sides, the absolute
polyhedron of all the sides of the word “side,” the polyphonic chil-
iogon or polygon of all the sides and all the shores of the carch. If]
wanted ro play without playing on the word géne [-gon|, with the
omega and the omicron of the syllable “gon,” I would say that this
pocic chiliogony of all the sides is also a georgic as theogony, a ge-
nealogy of all the divine liations. For if gon signifies the angle or
the side, gonéis generation and goneis, the father in the singular, is
also the father and the mother, the mother-father in the plural.

1 enumerate merely four sides on five pages of this polygony by
emphasizing with my voice without adding a word. You will hear
successively the joyful movements in “side” in the next raom [2
¢iré], followed by “on the other side/hand [de lauere cotd),” then by
“(a step) not on this side (un pas de ce cté,” and finally “from one
side to the other,” always berween father and mother, the mother
[mére] and the sea [mer}:

L

1 go there, all dead, all dead. Into the next room (3 ebté] so far so
far from my heart. And | enter.

A blank or silence of two lines. And the voice resumes:

1, 100, have forgotten a child in the nexr room [A cdté]. When |
remembered, ten years later. my mother no longer knew where the
tomb was buried. This can happen to us.

But what is pcculiar to the author’s baby is that, once forgotten, it
will come back to her mind in the end.

In the next room, then, the tomb thar cannot be found, the
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tomb chat is itself buried, encrypted. You will have to read whag
follows without me; it is in fours de lan.¥’

2. The lollowing page is still about birth, but another one, het
own, this time, and about a birth belore her birch, her first name
before her first name, her firse name before her birth:

I will continue to paint this woman’s portrait.**

This woman will be a mother, again, the mother of all women
poets who, as she says, entered into her, Clarice Lispecror, Marina
Tsvetayeva, closer here, but so many others too, starting with her-
self on the side of her own living mocher.

Everything begins to happen to her inside her mother’s breast be-
fore her birth. During that time {-13) her mother speaks to her in
German, and she calls her Alexander. Her mother was expecting an
Alex/ander [a slash between Alex and the other, ander—]D]. The
other. The spark [¢clar] of this prenatality stays with Marina.

Eclar, 1 suppose at once the aura, the radiant breath butalso the
scandal, the sparks that fly (coup d'éclad), and also rhe shine {dclad
of metal, the sparkle of gold before birch, that is to say, to say it
diff erently, the spark [éc4as] of genius.

The spark of this prenatality. . . . To have been what she was not.
To have him. And then she was not him. It is this story of the unex-
pected [ die: feminine—)D). We expecr Alexander. And she
is: the other. So it will be: her: him: ander: he on the other side. The
other side of her*?

3. Two or three pages further, / quote.

Alexander's book merely has a head scart. And she, always ahead,
ahead by alife, by a birth, by a separation, since she has already read,
lived, lost, enjoyed cverything, on the one hand (d’un cété) already
written, alrcady dead, but on rhe other [cété--JD] not at all, on the
other not yet, on the other, woman, lover, greedy, not yet knowing
anything of what she already knows. . . . Tt is life isself. Inscantly
the unknown will cease, and it will be dearh. . . Nothing stops love.

. We see her go toward love, in that direction, is it a wolP is it a
trec? as one goes toward the sea, in long intrepid strides (pas), loving
ahead without knowing if the sea will be there [the sca, a mer, three
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letters and wirhour the ¢ of mére—] D], but there she goes. The seaiis
not there. Not on this side [pas de ce #8té]. “I was sure you wouldn't
be there!” she cries.*

1 quore still on the same page the movement of a few lines that
seem to me to say something decisive about her sides of life death,
and what within her comes ahead from this side, a long time
ahcad:

It aims at, it touches the very belly of, women, secking the women
promised by Pushkin, announced by Rimbaud, the women up ahead.
The sugar of lifc. But unfortunately in that time there were cven fcwer
women than poets. It does not matter.

Just because no one is there yet does not mean we should not love.

She loves the women

(rom after her death.®

4 Finally, bu this is not a quadrangle, on the next page:
She is awakened on May 3, 1926.

| lere the French has may, with a y, m-a-y, what does that mean?
Thac is to say what, in other words, among other things? I say
“among other things and for example” because I do not know,
probably, I know so little and I can only surmise, I presume that
herentiretext is encrypted right through, riddled with hidden ref-
crences and dates, those of the anniversaries of her father’s death
and hirth, for example: the month of May isinscribed everywhere
in her corpus. May may be a first name: if not the first name of
Gad, ar least that of a feminine divinity, a female first name of God
or of the Goddess [ D.S.].%* But may, with ay, may also sign, poten-
tially [en puissance], the mighty power of the “might” |l puissance
du “puisse’), “may,” which awaits us. In a moment I will propose
t0 derive might not from power and the possible but rather from
the subjunctive “might [puisse].” At this provisional, unexpected
stage, I would feel tempted, about this “may,” to speak in English
only and to derive everything from “may" and “ might™: might this
happen; would that this might happen, oh! if [s] only this could
happen, yes (51, let this happen, might this one arrive, might this
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lesser arrive, might such and such happen; and the English noun
mightis also a certain power [puissance]. So we have in the English
“mighs” at once the form might [le puisse] and might as power [l3
puissance), the verb and the noun, the oprarive subjunctive and
the magic of the power to make or let happen. Then, besides the
alliance of power, of might (puissance] and of the “mighe [pusssel,”
you have the precious alloy of desire or wish and of the granted
authorization ("might I, you may, yes, you might"), of freedom ot
of the given grace or pardon. And since | take the liberty of con-
necting rhis to the inscription of a date (“She is awakened on May
3, 19267), I recall that one would have to write ten theses on the
dares, the play and the question of dates in #his work—which, as
we say in French, fait date, that is, marks an epoch, as one calls
[Fait] a telephone number, as we will see—and she calls upa name
[Fait un nom], as we will hear, as one ¢alls a telephone number.

She is awakened on May 3, 1926. This ching approaching through
the distances, coming from Val-Mont through Glion sur ‘Territet
(Vaud) Switz.erland, which is going to touch her in a moment, at that
very hour in may ... ¥

May again with a yin the French; and chis time it is the hour, at
that hour in may, and not theday in may; now [o7] as regards the
hour and the word hour, which the conjunction or comes from,
and encore, hanc horam, one would have ro dedicate yet another
ten theses to this work of a goldsmith or watchmaker, which is
lirerally obsessed with evetything that happens to the hour [arive
i lheure], happens to the signifier heure or or, and which arrives
or does nor arrive on time 4 /heurel—as well as on the spot, ina
moment [sur [heure, tour a lheure].

... which is soon going o rouch her, a¢ that very hour in may, is
Rilke. His name in person. And his full address. [Keep this address in
mind, we would never be done with it.—JD) Touch her with Rapping
wings, through the very distances [thercfore it is not just a question
of wouching her from a distance at infinite speed, but of touching
through the very distance, through the spacing of separation; the
speed of this absolute caress is scparation, the ract of ascparation that
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touches—]D), mit fernen, mit Fligelchligen, wich Rapping f s lcoups
de f. [These coups de f are not coups de feu (gunshots) but the Aap-
pings of these words in f''s thar tell of the distance of the bird’s flight,
the Happing wing (coup daile) and its homonym in French, elle, mit
{ernen, mis Fliigelschligen: telephone calls (coups de fif) thac it and
Ructer (frolent orecffleurent) without rouching, or barely; we will speak
later of the fceting touch (@élement) of eternity.— JD) At thirey-four
years old, barely awake, stll fluttering from one side to the other, on
the cdge, of night, of waking, it is on this cdge, in the troubled blue
of the sky, that it comes toward her, the thing that is Rilke, still living
and already Auttering from one side to the other, on the edge.**

“Rvice you have heard “from one side to the other,” and each
time this means two things, twice the edge on the edge of another
meaning. The side is cercainly an edge, it is “on the edge,” but
“from one side to the other” can mean the oscillation between the
two cdges, the two sides, as much as from the side of the other,
only from one side of the other, only (rom a single side or only
from the side of the other. Moreover, if one side seems to draw the
line of an edge, the word “side,” in its prevalent use, designates yet
something other than a line or an edge, namely the geometry of
objective figures, chiliogons, triangles, and quadrangles: the lateral-
ity or the littorality of anything whatsocver. On the side of the side
wherc we say, on the contrary, on the side of somebody and not
of something, on your side, on my side, and so on, “side” implies,
with the taking of sides, the irreversible orientation of a body, an
around here [par ici) and around there [par la-bas), a hereand rhere,
the subjecrive difference between left and right, the orientation of
a body that opens the world from an absolure origin, the world
as the here below [/ici-bas] of an carch, a kind of topogeology or
topogcorgic in which a body has sides that are also ribs, aleftand
a right one, a front and a back. Before behind (devant derricre).
And generally in this georgic, the sides come in twos (one side or
the other), which is not the case in objective gcometry, where so
many figures, with the exceprion of the circle or the Moebius strip,
which only have one, have morc than two sides or two angles.

Buc if, as 1 suggest, life has no other side, if there is only on¢
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side, the one of living life, then the latter remains undecidable,
ceruainly, since one does not have to decide and can no longer
decide berwecen two opposable edges or sides, but this undecidable
is the place of decision which, however serious it may be, can only
be for life. Because it is undecidable, one can decide and settle only
(or life. But life, which is undecidable, is also, in its very finitude,
infinite. What has only one side—a single edge without an op-
posite edge—is in-finite. Finite because it has an edge on one side,
but infinite because it has no opposable edge.

I promised not to speak of myself, of/on my side, unless as a
pretext to speak of her, from her, and of fon her side, of what she
seesand understands on her side by “side.” I will keep my promise,
for if' I recall now what she said about me in this very place a few
years ago, in 1992, it is not because & was about me. k will be in
order to reinterpret, (rom the side of the side, what she might have
meant then. She said, from rhe first sentence, that she had seen me
at once, from rhe first day, walking along a crest, then on a peak.
At the moment [ had not reflected on the reason why chisstcange
remark had made me feel dizzy steaightaway. I first said to myself,
without giving it much thought: you fecl dizzy because she places
you too high. She exalts you and you protest, you are afraid. You
do nor like to be placed roo high because then, it must be known,
nothing but a fall ot death can happen. She frightens you ot she
is playing at frightening you. Today I und, d better why I felt
dizzy, after having begun (very recently, last May) to analyze all
the sides of the side in her work. Your head spins, I then said to
myself, in the first place because when you find yourself walking
along a crest, yousimply no longerhave a side. It is as if, in order
t0 place me t00 high, at the highest, on the summic of a hill [c52),
she had simply, in raising [¢/evant] me thus, taken away (enlevd
my side, all the sides, not taken out a rib [cére} in order to procre-
ate her mother Event, bu, in getting to the very last extremiries,
she had simply taken away all the sides of me, all my sides being
then removed from all sides. No more edge (6ord] for me. No
more death, maybe, since life has no oppositeedge, but no more
edge ar all, on no side, more exposed than ever at/to the height to
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which I thussaw myself raised, doomed not to put a foot wrong or
stepro one side [pasd e ctd] once, without the slightest safeguard,
closer than ever to the fall or the unforgivable mistake. So I would
have no side at all, no side for sidestepping [ pas de coté pour un pas
de cérd]. That's why now [ do not know where to pur mysell. Ac
the slightest step aside I fall, I lose, and if it is not on one nonside
of the abyss, it is on the other. I'd just better stay pur (je nai qu'a
bien me tenir]. | understand better now why, despite the grace |
was thusgiven, I felt like walking back down to the valley without
delay like a child, dreaming of only onc thing: to dreamafierhav-
ing becn tucked in on both sides [border].

Thaveanother reason to evoke this strange scene—a “me” with-
out a side in short, withour sidestepping and withour a stitch in
theside [sans pas de cité etsans poine de cite), for let us never forget
the stitch in the side and the breathlessness, and that the side and
the rib always protect the heart, the chest, and above all the lungs
against morral threats, for example tuberculosis, which Georges
died of —who besides was himself also defined as A Climber (this
is the ritle of a whole sequence in OR “a climber” who climbed
the peaks of Davos like a hero, from summit ro summit, when she
has just said “I go from father to father.”*¢ There is one of these
fathers who resembles her father and of whom she says that he is a
“climber devoted to the Crests [ Crétes]"—this time Crétes is spelled
with a capital, like the famous chemin des Crétes in Algiers). Bur
as everyone knows, I am not her father. Besides, each time I read
her allusions to crests, to peaks, to the summit, ro the climber
(her father, her dead-fathers), I think of the great tradition, the
filiation, the ancestral ascension of Mont Ventoux, the scene of
forgivencss and conversion, and of Petrarch’s secrerum meum.¥

In Jours de lan, the scene with Hokusai and Rembrandr about
the truth to paint and the dream of painting Fujiyama, one sen-
tence tells of the assault on hills and ribs [csres]: “And since he got
along well with them (deah, the mountain), having lived with
them for ninety years, that’s what happened” (that is to say, “to
€Onquer Fujiyama in painting” and thus attain Truth).* As for
the side or the rib under which the heart beats and the threat-
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ened lung breathes, what she cites from her father's medical thesis
begins with rhese words, beeween border [to line] and broder [to
embroider):

T can sec in the right costo-clavicular angle a finely lined [bordée]
cavity the size of a finely embroidered [brodée] apple in the midst of
a diseased parenchyma . ..

One should always protecr this vulnerable bearr and lungs un-
der the ribs, put them in the shelter of an armor and of a corre de
mailles, spelled c-o-t-t-c—and you will find more than one core
de maillesin her work. Cotte de mailles is called “coat of mail” in
English. For example in Les C for rhe distrib
of her being between father and mother, as beeween hereand there,
untranslarably beside Here (@ ciréd'lci) and beside There (2 ciré
de L4), she summons and conjures up the appcarance of the sides
beside rhe coat [corte] in a passage from which [ can cut our only
afcw lines but which would be made to interscct with the entire
work, starting with La, the book that bears the title Lz, if we had
the time:

...ofawoman and a male of another species, in accordance with
what [ look like. In any case I take after [tiens 2] my father, and |
am held by [tenue parl my mother. In general, when 1 am under my
own eyes, or under those of Saint Georges when he clasps me in the
red coat [corte] of mail, and tells me that my name is You, | feel thac
Iam a high, shining object, made of one picce, everything is far all of
a sudden and so violenuly that the problem of Here or There poses
itself right berween my eyes. clashes head-on with me, makes my old-
est tears flow, makes my nose into the axis of both sides, beside-Here
and beside-There, almost splits me . . . **

About the high idiomatic content [reneur| or standard [renue]
of this genealogical diagnosis, which hinges [ienr] on two moods
of tenir (active or middle voice, more or less transitive and passive
inteansitive: I zake after (tiens de] my father, I am held by [tenue
par] my mother, where the word fenir is merely the untranslac-
able homonym, the double of itself that takes placc only once in
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France), one would obviously have to read the ten thousand pages
that come before or after, notably about the letter 4, which here
puts into play fci with Here and Hier but elsewhere, for example
in Jours de lan,” will gather all the haches [aitches and hatchets).5
The hatchet is cast like a letter:

She had cast him a leter. Alas, it is the one that docs not arrive

There is the hatchet [hache. The hour. The story begins before

us. . . . Each time the letter docs not arrive, ‘Tristan wrns to the wall
and [ weep. I do not want this. The hour—the wall—the hatchet.

Or else:

And the title thar Balzac did not give his narrarive is: Do nor rouch
the hascher. Because in the end he did not know anymore who the
hatchet was. [The hatchet would be somebody here.—JD] We begin
1clling a story so as to return ablow, but in the end, while we have
been writing, the hatchet has turncd.®

The hatchet turns like the hour, the zero hour [/heure H), and
like history, with a small or capital 4 more or less silent, this lec-
ter comes back to strike its origin, this “hatchet that must not be
touched.” “the hatchet is mad, it kills whoever touches it.” The
letter H, to initial the monogram of her name, to cut between her
first name and her patronymic name, comes back cverywhere, and
werywhere back to itself, and each rime one cites her, one would
have to say, as always, er passim (which would allow us to add in
passing a s7 to the list: possim, that I might, er passim). 1 will never
say enough about this hatchet in order to honor the first part of
my tide, to which I will come back when [ begin, for 1 have not
begun yet. With her, one always has to begin and begin again and,
as L havealreadysaid, I will merely multiply the palinodes of rebe-
ginnings on the threshold.

Yes, before 1 forger, I have another reason for citing this scene
of a “me withour any side” and for trearing it as a literary event,

if you wish, like a scene staged at Cerisy, since it is in this very
place that I saw myself, suddenly saw myself walking on the sum-
mit, along a crest without edge, without any other side than the
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vertiginous law calling upon me, in short, to hold myself erect
between two abysses. There is indeed another teason, which I do
not know what to do with, short of intensifying in the dark the
formalization of this steange logic of the edge without an opposite
edge, a unique side on the one hand [d'un ¢é1é unigue), cercainly,
but not without another, quite the contrary. For the unique side is
certainly the side that is dissymerrically turned toward the other,
oriented, exposed, or held to the other. But precisely this remains
a unique side without another side, and this would be life itself
(remember what we said a moment ago: this unique side, chis uni-
lacerality is of life for life, lifc itself, life promised to life, sworn
life, whereas death, which she knows and understands as well as
anyone, is not denied, certainly, but it is not a side, it is a nonside).
Well, in the formalization of this strange topogeology thac is her
own, which is neither merely coastal nor simply littoral or lateral,
maybe one should also, I would not say integrare, for this is what
by definition cannot be integrated, but inscribe the uninscribable
catastrophe, namely the possibility of a side first without other,
certainly, but also without (a) me [sans mor]: not a me without any
side along a crest, but the side without other and without (a) me.
The possibility of this absolute catastrophe is ar once evoked
and warded off at the end of Beerhoven & jamais ou lexistence de
Dieu (1993) in the next to last episode of the last chapter (chap-
ter 9, ten minus one), entitled “The Betrayal.” This is where the
phantasm, if one may say so, of a betrayal betrays her. This also
happens in a chiceau, a bit like here. OF chis betrayal, she ends
up saying thar she complains about ic less chan she confesses: for
it is first of all her own (“This, she says, is not a complaint. I is a
confession: | very nearly betrayed my love. . . . [verynearly died”).
The signature of a grace or pardon [grdre], which pardons [gracie]
in corresponding ro the title of the Overture, namely (it is chus the
title of the “Overture”): “Overture. To know rhar I am going to
die.” Three graces, at the end of Beethoven, three times the word
(of) grace or pardon [mor de grace], the grace that pardons [l grace
qui gracie] (“infinite grace,” “minimal gracc,” “small grace™),* but
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a grace of “whoever always grants everything and for ever.”** For
ever, that is to say, isn't it, “for life™ grace grants life for life.

OF this Becthovenian finale, which I will let you hear and listen
to on your own, of these pages beautiful as madness, madly sub-
lime and painful, of this hymn to faith when it wins over suicide
and the death drive, I merely want to note here that it describes
the worst moment of betrayal in the passage toward another side,
awholly othet side this time, diff erent from all the others, because
iis a “side withous other, without (a) me." 1 read, I try to read:

How quickly she lost her life: it was a shock of terror. Thus one can
pass—from one second to the next—to the other side—to the hor-
rible other side—the side without other, without (a) me*

A betrayal worse than death, but the death of a body that she
was able, chis time, to carch in order to bring it back to this side.
You will note that the worst trial thus described also contained,
withour the slightest contradiction with this monstrous other side
of the side without other and without a me, an experience of the
side-by-side, of a pseudo-proximity worse than all the separations,
worse than betrayal itself and absolute perjury. Under the subti-
tle “Author,” here again, would that you might read this as well,
which also tells of a first and only time:

For the first time in her lif e she saw him [rom the outside [du de-
hors). Beside himself [hors de lui). Outside ro outside [dehors i de-
hors].

They play the last symphony. (It is Beethoven, isn't it, in this chi-
teau—]D) Tl|e hall is full of abyss. Closcly separated. Side by side in

parable as an amp “I have loved a scythe,”
shnhoughl | This time it is not a hatchet bur a scythe.—JD]

Side by side. Nothing happened. Not the slightest trace of already-
encounter or of recognition.’”

Aliccle later, a few pages further, in a notebook, she writes, then
citing this notebook, “beside the false notes . . . the somewhat
coded messages,” or “The rest of her climbs up the rib [grimpe la
cote] inside a body almost entirely in ruins.”
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This is almost the end of another immense book, the only one
in which, o my knowledge, and right from the first page, the
word Side is wrirren with a capital, like the name of God, in shore,
since the book bears the subtitle or the existence of God: Beethoven
a jamais ou l'existence de Dieu. On the first line of the book, right
from the first words, comes what follows:

Welive in the middle of life [the first lines of Dante's inferno, 1 sup-
pose, haunt this incipit of Beethoven, which ncarly ended with the hell
of betrayal: “Midway life’s journey, Nel mezzo del cammind;i rosra
vita i ritrovai per una selva oscura®—)D), the sides of the middle,
one never sees them, it is better not to see them. Thus life scems to us
without end and thus this is how it is so [without end and without a
side—JD). As long as the flight lasts.

On the sides of the middle stands the God. What He sees from
the sidu, it is better never to manage to sce it.

Ik sometimes happens that a violent gust of wind blows us away
to the side of the Side. [Capital, (or the one and only time, 1o my
knowledge: there would thus be in her work only one Side with a
capital, only onc occurrence of this unique Side, and it would be the
name, the first name or the surname (surnom) of God: the Side.— JD)
Better not look, better close your eyes. Once I saw, I almost saw, |
nearly saw the scene from our God's point of view, all I know is that
it was deadly, to see onesell, to see ourselves, us the human creatures
living in time, | nearly understood deah, life, . .

1 suppose—it is a hypothesis—that rhis deadly moment on
the Side (capital) of God, this violent gust of wind that blows us
away to the side of the Side, the one of God or death, this mo-
ment of the “I nearly (i failli” (“] nearly understood death, life

. "—both ar rhe same rime), announces the end, the end of life
and rhe end of the book, the “I nearly” failed (‘5 ai failli” faillirl,
the “he nearly failed,” the necessity or fatality of “he failed or he
nearly failed” of the betrayal (“to the other side—to rhe horrible
other side—the side wirhout other, without (al me.” “This is not 2
complainr. It is a confession: I very nearly betrayed my love.” And
three lines later: “I vety nearly died”).

You may ber we were still prowling, navigating by sight.
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on the ¢dge, in the vicinity or in sight of rhe shores of these Jours
de l'an where rwice “I” says “I™: ‘I canno look the answer in the
facc. - - . Jam on the side of my living mother.”

It possible, it will be forever impossible (chis is the essence,
the function, and the event of what is called literaturc), to decide
who says “I" in the sentence “I cannot look the answer in rhe face,”
where moreover it contains indissociably the memory of the pre-
ceding question: “Your dead father, would you like it if he wasn'e?”
Is it Hélene Cixous, the author, or “me”™ Who is it? Who knows
who is what she calls “me,” what she, not the aurhor as a character
in the book but the author herself, she [(ui-méme, elle], Hélénc
Cixous, calls “me”?*® And I murmur around here in an aside that
1 often ask myself the same question, more or less the same, about
her farher: what would have happened, around here, happened to
her and to the world, to us, around here, if Georges Cixous had
not dicd young and died thus, a knight wounded under his coat of
mail> What of her life—her work, rhen? Would uehavewished for
it to be otherwise> Can we, in front of all these works of fiction,
look rhe answer in rhe face? I cannot, and this is why [ close the

parenthesis of this aside here and silence this murmur, a murmur
that is alrcady haunted, around here, by an unavowable parricide,
which moreover is all rhe more impossible, and no less unthink-
able than a marricide, since it would be deferred postmortem. Is
there a parricide in progress, and can one think of a parricide post-
mortem? But is not cvery parricide postmortem, and posthumous,
on chis unique Side, that of God's cxistence? On page 36 of OR.
just before “Silenced Alive [ Tiues vives),” an extraordinary address is
probably addressed, wirhour naming him, to a king, Oedipus Rex
or rather Oedipus at Colonus from rhe point of view of the cyes
and tcars of Antigone before the secret of her father's tomb. The
address speaks of whoever is “condemned to die posthumously,”
even if“no dead person has cver spoken their last word.” And here
again the truth of an answer cannot be looked in the face nor told
face-to-face. In the previous paragraph: “I am before the truth.
Pity puts her hand on my mouth and I don't scream.” She cannot
look in rhe face nor speak what she is dying with desire to shout.
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Now this “I" (a personal pronoun, a person's first name pronom
de personne, prénom de personne), (no) morc-I {plus-je), you might
say, on account of a no-person's first name, a first name that hadly
bears the name of the dead father), this personal pronoun of a
(no-)person {pronom personnel de personnel, which, however much
of apronoun it may be, replaces nobody, does not answer the ques-
tion “we” are told or posed, not posed bur told in fictional form:
itis as if (“Itis as if somcone said to us: your dead father, would
you like it if he wasn'?"). / does nor answer this question that is
addressed to us. Not only “I,” an “I,” a person's pronoun, do(es)
not answer such a quasi-unacceptable question; he or she cannot
look the answer in the face whilesaying “1.” “I cannot look the an-
swer in the face.” Which gives onc to understand that the answer
to the question we are posed exists: and the proof of its existence
is preciscly that [ know it well cnough, terribly enough, I am ter-
rified enough by it to know I cannor look it in the face. What is it
onc cannot look in the face? Nothing. The sun, as one says? The
portrait of the Sun?*” No. Nothing, maybe a “nothing mightier
than cverything,” she says (these arc the words that describe the
betrayal, at the cnd of Beethoven: “It is a nothing mighticr than
everything™).“ No, literally, it is ncver something, not even the
sun or death onc cannot look in the face—but only sideways. It is
always somebody onc can or cannot look in the face. So wha? Who
is this answer that I cannot look in the face? Because theanswer is
not this or that, it is somcbody. Onc should no longer ask: from
whom docs this answer come that I cannot look in the face? Buc:
who comes instead, at the place of this answer that I cannort look
in the face? Maybe that is the sccret of this writing, But the thing
is even more terrifying as soon as the “I” who says “I cannot look
the answer in the face” is an undccidable pronoun between “the
author and me,” therefore between the author as the daughrer of
the dead-fathers and me, as me, “on the side of my living mother.”
“I” (the I) do(es) not know an which side I am, on which sidethe
1, who is another, is, finds itself or does not find itsell. I know that
1 do not know. 1 is the one who knows not to know, / who know
that I know that I do not know. Like I. Like me. On which side-
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Of death orlife. Like me. Like me, she often plays, but it is nor a
game, deliberate or not, with the infinite memory of all che ances-
tors, with all the dead fathers and living mothers she conjures up,
and over whom she watches as no one else can.

([ intimared that I will not speak of mysell. { will not show
mysclf face on. Only, and again, quickly in passing, from behind,
as when I once gave a presentation on the thought of death. Buc
allow me one next to last parenthesis of an exceptionally personal
nature, outside of literature, or at the crossroads between literature
and what one calls life, precisely on the subject of the chiasmus and
the genealogical crossing or the crossroads [croisél—since croisée
is the name chosen for this décade. Well, I recently discovered that
where for her, on her side, at least For the author, the daughter is
the daughter of the dead-fathets, whereas, she says, /am on the
side of my living mother, well I, I in life, had a father (now dead)
who was called Ha'im Aimé, Aimé being merely the French or
Chistian rransliterarion of Haim, that is to say, as you know, life.
My farher was therefore called Life—he was called “Life” all his
life, for life. Life: aimé [loved). Now what was my mother called?
Well, like her dead father, her father Georges, bur in the feminine:
my mother wascalled Georgette. A perfect chiasmus: my mother
would be on the side of her Father, so that where | am, and that
is truc, also on the side of my mother Georgette, for I take after
her, 1 would be, as a result, on the side of her father Georges, of
the Father of her fathers, of her name of the father; and where she,
the author at least, is the daughter of the dead-fathers, she would
also be among others the georgic daughter of Georges-Georgette,
the blind Antigone chis time and therefore also to some extent my
mother’s daughtet. As if we were potentially siblings from the two
sides of families of which the leasr one could say is thar they have
no relation with each other whatsoever. Not to mention that my
only uncle on my mother's side, my mother’s only brother, was not
called Freud, my nuncle Freud, buc also Georges—like his sister
Georgerte, and this uncle Georges—who had a limp, was the ethi-
<al superego of the family. But as the mixture, the misalliance, ot
the promiscuity rhat 1 am about to hazard becween the filiations
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is presumably not to her liking, I close the parenthesis and quietly
withdraw.)

Ecce homo. No longer homophony or homonymy, but Ecce
homo. Like “me,” as a me, the one who says “I” without being able
to look in the face the answer to the question that is addressed to
us and which therelore she sees enough ro know that she cannot
look it in the face, like me, she, Héléne Cixous or Hélene Cix-
ous, may be playing with the “Why I Am So Wise,” at the open-
ing of Ecce Homo. Nierzsche the author and Nieresche himself are
both heard here, as in one voice split into two by the chance of
their existencc, of their being-there (Das Gliick meines Daseins),
and underlining “maybe.” this double Nierzsche names a fatalicy,
a destiny that can only be cxpressed in the form of an enigma
(Rtselform). This enigmatic desriny is rhar his farher is dead inside
him, he is his facher, he bears in himself his father already dcad, he
says: | am “als mein Vater bereits gestorben”: bur the same “1” says:
1 am my mother, 1 live like my living mother and [ live growing
old like my mother, 1 live and I grow old, I grow old like my living
mother (als meine Muster lebe ich noch und werde als). This is what
I called in the past, at the time of La logique du vivant (Jacob’s
book [7he Logic o fLife]). the logic of the living woman [l vi-
vante]. Nictzsche's “I” is also double, when it speaks of his “double
origin (diese doppelie Herkunf).” “1 know both, 1 am borh (ich
kenne beides, ich bin beides).” The farher, | mean Nietzsche's father,
died very young roo, before the age of forty. And when he reaches
the age of the father’s death, [ mean of Nietzsche's father, he tells
us that he roo became almost blind (“] lived and yet without being
ahle to scc three paces ahcad”).

Concerningblindness, you will find the passage I have extracted
from Jours de 'an, on the subject of the difference between the au-
thor and me, between the daughter of the duad fathers and the one
who says /am “on the side” of “my living mother,” ac the very be-
ginning of the chapter in jours dr l'an (1990) cntitled Self-Portraies
of a Blind Woman. A titlc that, in a disturbing way, sounds like an-
other onc, that of a book published the same ycar, 1990, Mémuoires
d'aveugle: Lautoportrair er aires ruines® which I thought | had
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choose for an exhibition and its caralogue without knowing. With-
out seeing [voir) and wirhout knowing (savoir): neither whether
] was able to read and, as she would say, “forgetread [oublire]”
straightaway whar | would have read (this happens to us all che
(imc), nor especially without secing or knowing, which I learned
only two years ago, when I read a text entitled Savoir, namely [a
savoir] that she too, throughout her life, like Nietzsche, was almost
blind and had not been able to sec three paces ahead.** But this is
only the first example among thousands of others of these prob-
lems of identity and sight, of double lif e [double vie) and double
vision [double viee], and of the oublire that follows from them. In
order to prepare what follows and to prolong my epigraph—but
this long lecture will be nothing but an epigraph in the form of
a sries of digressions, ellipses, and parenth Twill read a few
lines on the facing page. There the author lets The Aushor speak
(one can see the name The Author, in italics, preceded by a co-
lon—the aurhor is a character, a persona of the book of which he
is the author, and he speaks). | single our at least these words in
order to prepare what follows:

“Therc is in me (says the author—)D] an unknown force that writes
before me, against mc, and that | dread this time more than ever. It is
she who is my deach.

The solution? To write by surprise. To have jotted everything down
in flashes. To telegraph. To go faster than death. And far from this
book whose fields she haunts.$

And whose haunting fear she sings.* To go faster than death,
she says. To telegraph. That is where | had thought I would begin,
in the first stage of the preparation of this prelude: not with a post-
card, nor with a letter, but with a telegram, even wirh a telephone
call. So I thoughe I would begin thus (here is another possible
rebeginning):

Now [or] toward che end of OR, from one page to the nexr,
you could have read but without reading, very quickly and almost
without secing them, a few sentences.
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These sentences, you could have read them without read-
ing them, that is to say, seen rhem pass, like furtive or fugitive
shadows, maybe at a speed that is difficult to measure. You could
have . .

When | repeat “you could have” thus, “you could have read
without reading so quickly, ar a lively pace,” I also mean to say
“you may have been able” ro read withour reading the acceleration
of these shadows between life and death. Or else “you may not
have been able . . . " Butaboveall “I wish you might have [enssicz-
vous pul ... " And better still “would that you might have read

... |puissiez-vous avoir lu . . . },” “Oh, if {si] only you could have!
Bur yes [si], you could . ..~

Why thus use “power” excessively? The verb pouvoir, rather?
And why conjugate it thus?

“Would that you might [puissiez-vous) have read™ I can only
say this by implying “would that you might,” now, henceforth, in
the future-to-come |4 lavenir|, have read these sentences, even if
without reading them, rhat is to say at once hearing and glimpsing
such sentences, which do say well [disent bien] (because they do
indeed [disent bien)) what they say, and which they say without
delay and without causing delay, at full speed, sentences that in
truth prononnce ar once life [vicl, vision, and speed [vitesse] to the
leccer.

She says, for example, from one page to the next: “My life de-
pends on my address {je vis dadresse).”

Further on: “My life depends on (seeing) letcers (Je vis des
lertres) "%

Further on: “The letters of omnipotence are naturally of a small
format. Nores at high speed (vitesse). At the sighr [4 la vue] of the
envelope, one is saved already [sauvé déj)."%

Through the grammatical modality of this subjunctive of the
optative kind, which is the srrange tense of this pursse [might] or
pissiez-vous [would that you might] (read or read withour read-
ing), which 1 addressed to you like a kind of fervent or sighing
plea? Oh, if only you could read! And precisely with regard to the
vivacity of these sentences?
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Yes, life [vie], vision, speed [vitesse], you hear well, from the first
svllable. The first syllable is, literally, alive with vi- [en viel. And
jifie, likethe v-iof the syllable vie, remains untranslatable through
all these words chat it initiates (L vie, je vis, vitesse, vision, vivaciré,
vivement, etc.).

In che beginning, in principle, en arkbé, was life, and life is kept,
¢. beginning again from one word, one syllable to the next.

Vivemens—and the French word vivement should from now on
accompany all our movements, vivacious, vivace, allegro vivace, it
would set the rhyrhm and rhe note of everything rhat awaits us,
whether I pronounce it or not. For vivemen, in out language, not
only allies life and speed, vivacity or the lively pace as acceleration.
Vivement says something about the desire or the optative, precisely,
about the subjuncrive mood and the time to come, which I was
speaking of just now in relation to the “would that you might”
tead, etc.: look lively and read [vivement que vous lisiez], or oh,
that the lecter would arrive [vivement que la letsre arrive), would
that ic might arrive, fast [vire], according to acceleration itself and
rhe absolute impatience of my desire, which would like to make ic
arrive straightaway, without delay, briskly {vivement).

Vivement que-—this untranslatable phrase says ar once life, the
vivacity of life, the acceleration of speed, and the mighty impa-
ticnce of the wish. Of the wish even before will [vouloir] and power
[pouvoir], which it gives nevertheless. The wish comes before ev-
erything; it lives befote cverything, before knowing {savoir], hav-
ing [avoirl, being able {pouvoirl, even wanting [voulsir]. As you are
about to see {voirl. Literally. For you have straightaway, briskly [vi-
vement], fast [vitel, at fall «ilr, at high speed (2 grande vitesse), the
vision of the letter that parades before your eyes: Isaw or live (vis),
all the time, always, presently and in the past, I saw/live on letters
Ue vis des lettres), she says, 1 saw/live them, you saw/live, according
to the homonymy, live lif e [ vis /a vie), that life should live [gue vive
la viel, oh, thar the living of lif e [vivement que puisse vivre le vivre
de la vie] and of visibility in all times and tenses might live, that
lifc may live forlife and in order to see, ac Full speed, briskly [vive-
ment): at all times buc at a speed that, playing with cime, outplays

ali
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rime. As if in time, in the inrerval of rime, everything went so fast
that chere would be no rime anymore. In the interval that spaces
our the rimes and tenses, there is no more rime, and this is the
infinite acceleration of speed. At a glance, right now, in the ewin-
kling of an eye even (Augenblick): vision, quick |vise Lz vision].
The address of which she speaks here, now, in rhe first appcar-
ance of vis, which I have just quoted (“/e vis dadresse,” she says),
may also be, as you are about to hear, the postal or epistolary ad-
dress, where she lives, down her way, the address to which the
lecters, the “nares ar high speed,” are destined. Bur thisaddress is
first of all her own, the address of her gesture. For here the word
“address” describes first the deft agility of the hand and fingers, the
dexterity of a play of writing with the letter, a body as light asa
feather, whose incalculable, gracious calculation, even more adroit
than dexterity itself [plus adroite que ladresse], goes so fast rhat it
ds the letter, imes by ing punctuation (nobody
knows better how o punctuate, in my opinion, and to punctuate
is to write, nobody knowsbetter how to remove or spirit away [en-
lever] puncruarion than Héltne Cixous, yes, spirit away—whether

it be marked or not, her punctuation is spirited (away) [enlevée]—
and one should not allow oneself to speak of OR, as of all her
other books, wirhour first dealing wirh punctuation: before the
letter, there is her punctuation, which is like the first silent letcer of
all her letters and the gear change for all her different speeds). She

watches over punctuation as no one else can:

HE Kerps ME skrARATE, he leaves me the state of engagement as a
legacy, I inherit cellars holes stairwells and flying ladders. My life de-
pends on my address (Je vis dadressel. To cast the word over the wind
and reccive the letter without [ail absolutely long before it comes be-
(ore my face. Straddling the interval.

Shereceives the letter before it artives.

How does she do it? What is this might? That is the address.
She only has to say “would that the letter might arrive,” “oh, that
it would arrive [vivement quelle arrive],” and the letter is already
here, almost before the end of the sentence.
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It is enough to know how to hear [sentendre & entendre) vivace
the music of viverent and the mighry power ofrhis “might.” Still
one needs to know how to utter it. Still one nceds to know how
to pro-duce it and do so even when one does nor utrer it. The
“might” may be silent, it may remain as a preverbal trace and still
do what itdoes not utter.

As this address is her own (at once down her way and her own
way of doing things, the way she really knows, with a body as light
as a feather), as chis address outspeeds the letcer, well, the absolute
speed is in some way gained a priori. It is gaincd on time by the
letter. The address ourspeeds the letter, bur the letter ourspeeds
time, it goes faster than time. if one may say so and if one can
make this impossible thing happen or arrive: to outspeed time,
ro go faster than speed itself, to outspced speed, thus to overtake
spacc and time, to pass or “double” space and time, as one says
about passing a vehicle in French. I'd rather say doubler for two

reasons. I'd rather say doubler, here, because, as always when 1 pre-

d what she writes
is, according to me, as 1 will further explain, a major and unique

p of the untranslatable; 1 also prefer doubling, here, be-
cause what gains in speed and on specd, time and space, gains in
passing or “doubling,” according to the law of the double, of the
substitution of the unique for the unique, which aims (o irs own
specter and foritself, replacing itself at its place, almost without
moving. The letcer, thercfore, is gained as much as it gains, gained
as it reaches or gains the address, as one “gains” a place, in French,
when one arrives there, through a (dicitous homonymy, by the
grace of the untranslatable homonymy of these two addresses in
Irance. The chance of this homonymy—(rhe) address is first of
all an address—reveals a chance of rhe letcer with which she plays
with brilliant dexeeriry {adresse] and grace. In order ro make or
rather let the letter arrive “without fail absolutely long before it
comes before my face.” 1 give up listing all the occurrences of the
word “address,” of addresses of hers; it would be a job for life.

I have just said two things and I have said them roo quickly,
always oo quickly. (In parcnthesis: she goes Faster rhan speed,

feranything wh , itis
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whereas | go ar once roo slowly and too fast—which means that
1 always ask myself how we managed to mcet, to read and write
each other. Unless, turning this encounter between two different
people as different as we were into such an improbable, unpredict-
able, and unbelievable chance, this difference in rhythm might be
the veritable essence of this encounter: an cncounter that would
nor be unbelievably, improbably, and miraculously unpredicrable
would nor be an encounter. An encounter has to remain casual [de
renconrre), improbable, risky, fortui provable, and forever
alien to knowledge. One will never know—what is called know-
ing—if one was able to meet somebody—what is called mccting.
Against common sense, | believe that the destiny of fare (destinée
du destin) is made of these improbable, even impossible encoun-
ters, encounters impossible to know, see ot foresee, calculate, ir-
reducible to science and consciousness, which is another way of
speaking about a certain unbinding [dé/iaison], the
dissociation between the thought of fate [destin] or even of drsnny
and, on the other hand, the very idea of destination. There should
not be any relation between (ate and destiny on the one hand, and
destination on the orher hand. I close the parenthesis.) I had jus
said two things too quickly that have something ro do with hom-
onymy and that which arrives. Fitst that her letter, therefore, gains
itself as it rcaches or gzins the address, as one “gains” a place, in
French when one arrives therc, by the grace of the untranslatable
ymy of rhese two add in France, the chance of this
ymy, the doubling [doublure] of the address, in the enve-
lope of its wotd, being a miracle of the letcer with which she plays
with incomparable dexterity [adresse] and grace while writing or
dreaming, which she does all the time at the same time. So that a
letter may arrive or rather in order to leave to, give to, or take away
from the letter its time (for she docs all thar to the letter ar once:
she gives the letter its time, she leaves it time, but in so doing she
takes (away) its time), to make and let rthe lecter atrive “without
fail absolutely long before it comes bcfore my face.”
Two things, then, [ have justsaidthem too quickly, always too
quickly: on the one hand the magical homonymy of (the) address

h
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(which is (the) address itsclf), on the other hand that she, the
great magician of the leter, knows how to allow the letter to be
made to arrive [sentend & laisser faire arriver la lettrl—or what
arrives in general, lct us call that the event of what comes, the ar-
rivance ol the arrivanz. To allow the arrivantto be made to arrive
to the letcer [arriver . . . & la lentre), | would like ro wrire this in
one word or in any case in several wordswhose syntax would be
sealed with a hyphen: allow-th i be-mad, ive-ro-
the-letter.”

Two things, then, a double thing.

First the homonymy—which may be a homophony but which
I prefer calling homonymy because it will concern the name, the
proper noun and not only the phonic quality of the syllable. When
a ph becomes latable, it begins to ble a proper
noun. Homonymy will also be the place of all mctonymies, of all
the substitutions operated by this great opus of substitution. Well,
if I already insist on the homonymy, as I will again and again, it
is because I would like, much later, I do not know exactly when,
during the coursc of this scssion, to select this question of hom-
onymy and therefore of untranslatability as a main thread. For
homonymy is, as you know, the crux of translation; it is what, in
a language, signals and signs the untranslatable. It is the eross the
teanslator has to bear, which says: “Who goes there, halr, here thou
shalc not translate me, thou shalt nor be able to render the hom-
onymy, that is to say, return the letter to its address, rhou shalr
not be able to translate rthe rwo addresses, the two meanings of
the word address by a single word in thy language”; if I was given
the time, 1 could demonstrate scientifically nor only that address
is not, far from ir, the only example in this work, not only rhac
there are many other, spectacular ones, but that the entire work
of Héltne Cixous is literally, and for this reason, untranslatable,
therefore not far from being unreadable, if reading still remains a
kind of translating (paraphrase, circumlocuti phrase). Yes,
I would like later, I do not know when bur I hope today, to select
this question of homonymy as a main thread (not only for the
homonymy of all her words, but even for her very name, the hom-
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onymy between Hélene Cixous and Hélene Cixous, rhe double
berween her life and her works as well). I would like ro select itas
a main introductoty rhread, among other possibilities, with a view
to analy-zing the historical and political situation of rhis life and
these works in the world, the public and private resistances that
its nationalization and globalization in progress are up against. In
progress, through resistance itself, by dint of accumulated denial
to rhe point of explosion, whatever rime this may take, (or time,
for a rime that basically no longer matters. I would like ro venture
larer a diagnosis and a prognosis in this respect. A substitle for a
report to an academy: What will globalization make of Hélene
Cixous’s homonyms?

‘The other thing I said too quickly was, I quote myself, please
forgive me: “In order to make or rather (plucér] ler the lercer arrive
‘without fail absolutely long before it comes before my face.'™ |
emphasize plutér. Why plutée And how to spell plutiz, the homo-
phonc of plus té¢ [earlier]? What is it about, in other words? Well,
that she might make arrive or, rather, thar she might /et arrive.
This does not appcar to be the same thing. To make arrive is not
to let arrive. This appears to be a wholly other experience of the
arrivantor of the evenr, docsn’tir? lsn'r it? To make come is nor to
ler come, is it?

Well yes, for her, it is.

If I manage (arrive] to make you hear what the mighry power of
this “might” is, then you will see the difference between make come
and ler come vanish ar an infinite speed. Berween whar one glibly
calls activity and passivity, provocation and expectation, work and
passion, power and receiving, giving, taking, and receiving. And
this miracle would comeabout in the writing of her own language,
whose coming, event, and arrivance would lie precisely in chis ¢f-
fectiveness, in this coup, which abolishes the difference berween
making come and lesting come. The grace, the address, would lie in
making while letting, in making come while letting come, in see-
ing come withour sccing come.

Naming rhus the writing of her language, I ask myselfwhether I
am nor already summoning, before her father, her mother, whose
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presence radiates over all of us here—and nor her morher tongue,
which was French, hut her mother’s language, which she knows
like no one else, and in which, as you well know, the differcnce
berween making come and letting come remains at times indistin-
guishable: kommen lassen means at once letting come and making
come, Ictting arrive and ordering to come.

This homonymic address of the lctter in language (her address
is an address, two addresses in one) forms a powerful tautology,
an cffective magic, a tautology that makes or lets happen/arrive
what happens/arrives. This is everything but a formal tautology
thar would spend itself in reiterating the identical. This rautol-
ogy engenders the even, it is even, as if the same, might itself.
The mighty power to make or to ler come about, graciously ro
accord the event with letting/making come about [laisser faire
advenir). The difference berween letting come and making come
is annulled. It is carricd away to this address and by this mighty
power, and annulled in the circular annulus of this extraordinaty
tautology: the mighty power ro let/make come what comes. In an
infinitely active and infinitely passive way.

What is might, rhen? This mighr> How should one hear and
understand this word in the skillful address of her language? That
is what [ wouldlike to take my time and explain slowly.

If 1 say without delaying that “vi,” “v-i,” whichever way you
write or hear it, are the letters of an infinite word, the element of
a borderless term, which has to be measured against the omnipo-
tence of a gold digger; if ] add that this gold digger who speaks
(words) of gold {parle d'or] knows how to convince you that he
would nor be digging for gold if he did not know the art of the
address and did not have a genius for having found it already, then
you would want to see proof.

You would be right, but one must also want ro hear proof, and
since [ know it, I will endeavor, with all the humility necessary, ro
comply with your request.

Now [or] toward the end of OR, as | was saying, you could read
this, which does say well [dir bien| (I emphasize), which in truth
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pronounces /ife, vision, speed to the letter. | emphasized “does say
well” for reasons that will become clear later; they regard the well
saying [bien dire] as much as a cerrain way of blessing—benedic-
tion.

In order o sec the letters v-7 thread cheir way at a great pace,
each following the other’s thread, through the life or the vision of
a je vis—"je vis des lettres,” she says—and the speed, which is still
the speed of what she calls “letters of omnipotence” (“notes at high
speed”), 1 will have to, as is too of ten the case, alas, isolate a frag-
ment, here in the body (corps] of OR

1 will always do so while trembling, anxious not to cut while
cutring our, not to tamper with the body of the text, even if 1
were a dexterous and respectful surgeon. Let us only attempt to
isolate, for a furtive moment, in a dark room, an image, just a
spectral outline, in order to try and see better inside, by radioscopy
or radiography—let us cite therefore as a radiologist and not as a
surgeon. Bur thesc rays, whatever precautions one may cake, are
not innocent and without danger, both for the radiologist whom 1
pretendro replace and for what he thus exposes to this sight of the
invisible. Since all chis then is not without high risk and not with-
out violence, I will beg you, I will implore you to cancel my op-
eration straightaway, in order to forger it and return the fragment
thus localized by abstraction to the infinite differentiated immen-
sity of the living body of the work, according to its/her sublime
punctuation. Nobody, need I repeat, can compete with her when
it comes to a genius for, and meticulous calculation of, punctua-
tion—which is, one can never say this cnough, the heart and as ic
were the living breath, the very lungs of the writing. Here punc-
tuation removes itself or gets spirited (away) [senlve elle-méme)
by a punctual depuncruation of its very breath, in other words
its life, its rhychm, its time, and precisely, its speed. The steady
slowness with which / procecd and which is my fempo, the step
of my insistence, will only trail [rainer], like the train of a dress
[traine] or a trail [mainée), behind the truly choreographic grace,
the aerial evolution, the inspiredness of a writing that dances and
sings ceasclessly. By raising all the points of its puncruation.
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Now [or] toward the end of OR, would that you might read
these live words [mors en vie], by which 1 was tempted to try my
Iuck at a salutation and a salvation [renter. . . la chance d'un salus)
10 begin with: the chance of my salvation, the salvation that I owe
and which we probably all owe Héléne Cixous here today. Do we
owe it to her? Yes, but this salvation that I owe her, I do nor feel
like laboring the point that I owe it to her--—one does not owe a
salvation any more than a grace. This language of debr was be-
tween us, from the beginning, irrelevant and measure-less, our of
proportion. In addressing these words of recognition to her today
by way of a salutation, for a salvation, 1 propose thar we should
rather, simultaneously, hear ourselves [nous entendre] receiving
rthem from her, let these words of salutation and salvation come
from her,agree and know how to [nous entendre d} receive them
from her: in a word, hear and understand [entendre] the salura-
tion/salvation, the name salur, as if given by her, in a doubly verbal
fashion, by conjugating once again the homonymy of two gestures
and two verbs: the sa/utthat salutes and the salut thar saves.

Now in the passage that I will end up reading, the salur that
saves is called twice by its name. Twice it is said, always to the let-
ter and with regard to the letcer: “one is lost, saved,” then “one is
already saved.™®

We had just heard abou life and might, of “mighty lives” and
“letters of omnipotence,” of a life and a might that are basically
the same. Might does not occur to life, it is not lacking from life
asa predicate could be attributed and occur to or be lacking from
a subject, as if one could say: here life is mighty, rhere it lacks
mighe. No, life is mighty might, more or less mighty, differentially,
bur always mighty might. Ac least in her (skillful) address. What
docs rhat mean? I hear, in her [chez ellel, the term puissant like
a verb, rather than a predicative adjective, like the (discreet but
cffecrive and incontestable) grammatical inauguration of a new
present parriciple as active as an active volcano. Puissans already
probably bears in irs grammatical normality, in its spelling, the
memory of a Latin present parriciple (porens or porentissimus) for
the verb pouvoir. certainly, is powerful what is possible [esr puissant
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ce qui peut]. Bur here, in rhe (skillful) address of which I speak,
it is as il one had to invent a new grammar, add a new prescnt
participle ro this singular subjunctive modality, which in French
is said puisse; henceforth puissans will not signify pouvant [being
able ro), from pouvoir, but puissant, from puisse, from puisse on-
ward [depuis ‘puisse’]; nor a present participle for pouvoir, no mat-
ter how lictle [si peu), nor forany peur wharsoever, but, according
to some heresy of the subjunctive, an originary subjunctive, an
equally present participle for puisse. It is necessary (il faur] (ir all
depends on the order or rhe promise, the performative injunction
of the il faur) nor only that rhe fiving of life might and might be
able 10; but also that what I here call life for her be, might be also
what, beyond any ontology, any consrative discourse on wha s,
on what one knows it is [saitque c'estl, may forcea movement that,
without being, and according ro a good deal of violence ro the
French language—her French language or mine here, I no lon-
ger know and ir does not matrer—yes, without being, allies rhe
present participle to the subjunctive modality of the order or of
the promise: mightingpuissant] so that this might [puisse], with a
view that this might, such rhar this mightand come about in might
[en puissance].¢® But also in actuality, the en puissance here no lon-
ger designating the virtuality, the porcnrialiry, a dynamis that one
could traditionally continue to oppose to energeia. No, what ar-
rives according to this mighty power of the “might,” of the “would
that it, he, or she might,” really actually arrives, in real life. Ir is life
for life. This grammatical alchemy makes the mighry power of the
letter work and grants might nor from power, having or being, bur
from the wish of the puisse, chis wish that is an order, an “I order
(jubeo).” That rhis might come abour, therefore, from the jussory,
the jussive, as the speech act theorists would say, the jouissif; as 1
would say, of an order or a plea that enjoys (jouissens and jubi-
lates already feverishly from the arrival that is rhus commanded, of
a “mighe” [puisse] (“would rhat you migh live,” “that this might
happen/arrive,” “would cthat you might hear me,” “would rhar
you might write,” "would thar I might receive the order to live,”
“wouldthatthe letcer mighrarrive,” and so on, always imminently,
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on the spot, in a moment (sur lheure ettouta lheure)). You would
not be able to derive the “might” in and by whose address one
accedes to thought and to the effectiveness of might. It is not the
modality of a verbal tense among others. Nor is it a secondary
semantic determination of the verb and the noun pouvoir, possum,
potis sum, dynamis, potentiality, possibility. Puisse, on the contrary,
is the quasi-underivable trace that onc must presuppose so that the
other agencies (for example, power, posse, dynamis, dynasty, poten-
diality, then act and effectiveness) might, precisely, appear. Hence
speed, the quasi-infinite speed of logy I was speaking of just
now. (Deleuz.e, I think, a long time ago, was ablc to remark on a
certain speed in an article on Hélene Cixous. I no longer remem-
ber what he says about it, but I remember that the vertiginous
speed had not escaped him---or that he had not escaped it.)’° The
speed of which | am speaking and will speak again is not only a
cettain thychm of the writing, itslively address or the vivacity of its
furtive agility—cven though this is also the issue and the greatest
danger, fora lazy rcading lies therein, be it academic or journalistic
criticism: this criticism will have to be taught—and chis will take
a long time—to read very slowly, this speed that never dispenses
you from one step ar a time, the marked pause from interval to in-
terval, from syllable to syllable, from leteer to letter, according to a
punctuation at once strict and free, in all the detours of a musical,
rcflecting labyrinth of composition, inside each book h book
isa world, a monad, a lifc, the forgetting of all the others—and
[rom one book to the next---each book keeps the reflexive, wake-
ful, yet elliptical memory of so many others, including her own.
The speed of which [ am speaking, and will speak again, not only
characterizes the relation between time and spacc in a movement
thar would affect a body, for example the hody of a letter when it
moves in order to go from one point to another in space or time,
on the page, or example, or between pages, or between drcam-
ing and awakening, phantasm and rcality, one language and the
other, onc figure of the other and another, in shore, the genius for
substicution. That is speed, of course, but nor only that. The speed
of which I am spcaking is even faster than all these speeds; it is




72 H. C forLife, That Is 10 Say . . .

-

mightier than them, ip since it is the q ac-
celerarion inside the “might.” No sooner said than done: for rhatit
is enough that lif e, that which is still called life (and which we will
attempr to think), might make-let come the order of the “might.”
But the order of the “might,” that which belongs to the order of
the “might,” contains the order of the “I order" (jubeo, the jus-
soty or jussive, the jouissif) as well as, simultaneously, the wish,
the plea, the desire: one can no longer distinguish between the
imploring of an entreaty and the intractable authority of the com-
mand; therein lies the living genius of the “might.” It is enough
thecefore that life might make-let come the order of the “might.”
And that with all the mildness required, it should always be giving
an order. Still it needs to be possible (quelle le puisse), and that is
the tautology of might: still it needs to be possible for it to desire,
want, command, plead, make a wish—and therefore pronounce
this “might,” pronounce it aloud or in a low voice, pronounce it
while utcering it or without uttering it, with or without words.
It is therefote necessary and sufficient that life might let-make
come “might,” so thar the subjectand the object of the “mighe,” if
you want, might happen/arrive. That is the infinite speed of this
mighty tautology. It is sufficient that I might really, mightily say,
“Would thar the letter might arrive” and the letter is already here
(42}, around here [par ici], around there {par ] even, has some-
how arrived: without delay, withour causing me delay. For just as
I am/follow [suis) the address, | am/follow the letter addressed to
me. This will be said in the golden words of ORa bit further, a few
pages later, in the same breath of three sentences I will be glossing
later. They say: “I write to you. Yes of course I say, I am/follow
your letcer. I am/follow myself your letter to me I say.” (And the
“yes” you have just heard, “Yes of course I say, I am/follow your
leter . . . ,” answers the other, but it breathes and murmurs, T'll
come back to this, in jesuisas, and as much as, je puisse).

Ler us nor act as if, speaking of absolute speed, we could say: I
know what speed, the essence of speed, is. Or as if it only helped
us pose the question “what is speed?” otherwise. No, we only ac-
cede to this experience of an unobjecrivizable and unformalizable
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dificrential of speed, of a pure changing of gear—namely, that the
question “what is speed?” and any possible answer to this question,
in the form of rhis is that, artives at a certain speed: it is already
outsped by a speed. Speed itself, the speed in question in the ques-
tion “what is speed?” is overtaken by speed [prise de vitesse), as
ane says taken by surprise, taken with somebody [¢prise], or drunk
from taking too much wine (prise de vin], intoxicated with speed,
while slowness itsell merely modalizes the possibility of an accel-
eration and therefore of a changing of gear. The changing of gear
is the lever of might, even might itself. Therc is no exsence of speed,
nor a metalanguage, nor a theorem for it, outside this differential.
There is no essence, only amighty power of speed.

“The speed of which we arc speaking, even before being, earlier
than [plus téx que] being anyrhing identifiable whatsoever, and
in order to be what it also is in this case, namely the figure of a
cerrain relation berween time and movement in a race that dis-
places a moving body rom one point to the other, before being,
carlier than being and in order to be the animation and elation,
the rhythm of a sentence, its pulse and heartbeat, its breathing or
its tachycardia, before being and in order to be what it is in fact,
namcly a speed of displacement in writing—well, speed should
change irs name because it operates this thythmic or spatio-tem-
potal displacemens only by beginning with replacemens. Before
displacing, it replaces. If it displaces so quickly, it is because it
replaces. This is why it is infinite, or absolute, like an acceleration
that goes fastet than speed: even before moving and being able to
move [pouvoir mouvoir], it replaces, it substitutes, it puts in the
place of (one addressfor another, a word, a phoneme, a grapheme
(or another, one meaning for another), it changes subjects, it re-
places rhe subject, identity, gender [sexe), or language itsell. Abso-
lute speed, the speed that absolutely economizes on speed, is first
of all the relation to oneself as the relation to the other of a me-
tonymy or a homonymy that replaces a noun, a mark, the address,
of the meaning of a phoneme, of a syllable, or of a grapheme, etc.,
instantly, at once, without delay. Replaces them on the spot {sur
Placd, at once [sur lheure), and forthwith [sur-le-champ). This ab-
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solute economy of speed is an eco-h 1yoran 1y or

an eccehomonymy. If this logic is also a logic of the mighty power
of eventhood, it is because the replacement lies precisely in tak-
ing the place, in raking place, therefore in taking place in the very
replacement which, receiving the place, gives place {qui donne lieu
en recevant le lie], and opening, lets the place open itself; it lew/
makes the open place come about through the replaccability of the
irreplaceable itself. The speed of replacement is the very placement
of what is called an event, in its absolute inaugurality. Inside the
mark, the event replaces itsell: chis is a speed whose proposition
is as taucological as it is hetcrological. But as this speed always
remains a differential econohomonymy of the migh, it also watches
over the race, the changes of pace and the laws of substitution
of all imaginable racing vehicles, no matter how heterogeneous
they may be, for example, between the conscious ego and the un-
conscious, berween all the places of the psychic apparatus, all the
subject agencies and all the names (me and the author, the fathers,
my mother, and me, my brother and me, my sex and the other
sex, etc.). All these places and all these agencies have a dilFerent
tachycardia but they arc replaceable within the same economy of
speed, the same tautohcterologic of the event, of a taking place
that at once pardons like an act of grace [comme une grice gracie),
gives time and i interrupts the course of normal cime, makes his-
tory in interrupting it with a revolution: in the instantaneity of
the instant, at once [sur {heure], on the spot. And this takes place
underneath, in a submarine fashion, between the underside of the

bjunctive and the underside of substi

Evetything happens therefore as if] proposed or decreed around
here, presuming or exceeding an authority, that from now on in
the French language, the words puissanr and puissance would no
longer be formed from a nominaliz.ed present participle, that is
from the complement of an actual power, or even of virtual poten-
tiality. Puissant, puissante, puissance would hencef orth be written
otherwise, according to another grammar, from her own signarure,
that of a puisse awaiting its countersignature. Puissance would come
from, and partake of, puisse and nor elsewhere. My decisional in-
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venrion would be one of rhese countersignatures, which would
nor only inscribe themselves on the very body of a given language
that Would be its support. The countersign would change the very
body of the given language, its semantics and irs grammar.

Then, of course, as has often been said, a letter can also not
arrive. it is always possible. But this then means that the mighty
power of the “might” has nor arrived to itself. It will not have been
mighty enough. Lively enough, and therefore fast enough. And
this can always happen [arriver). Forrhe mighe in question, I in-
sist. has ro do with a differential and is nothing outside itself. It is
thercfore finite. Besides, as we will see, just as the possible is nor on
theotherside, on the side opposed to the impossible, impotence is
equally nor rhe opposite of might or porency; it is impotence itself
that makes the impossible and that becomes omnipotent. There
are not two sides, therefore there is no side, and chat is the unde-
cidable. And that all this would be intimately linked with infinitc
specd, with a speed that is so much fasrer than speed that it is no
longer speed but only the homonymy of speed, which therefore
can just as well go very slowly, no one says it all better and faster
than herself, for example, in Joursde l'an shortly after the Rilke
passage (already from one side to the other) that I quoted a mo-
menrago:

... she becomes the Angel of the Nonencounter. What delights me
is this slow speed, this potency in imporence | puissance d'impuissance]
from which we may only obtain pleasure (jourssance] on the stecets of
ourdrcams.™

“The strcets of our dreams™: you know that shc writes by
dream,” if I may say so, as one would say to navigate by sail
or wind, by drawing encrgy as well as the figures of her writing
from a phanrasmoneiric Aux rhat—and rhis is irs miracle and its
magic—is not interrupted by awakening, at rhe moment when
the mostimpeccably wakeful vigil [veille] causes her writing ro be
the most closely watched (surveillée], the most accomplished, rhe
most skillfully composed, in irs atomic grain and irs main musical,
thythmic, narrative, theatriaal, and of course rropic, semantic, and
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thematic units. Here again, and [ will say chis just as naively as I
think, I do not know any other cxample of such a miraculousal-
liance between night and day, betwcen the mad turbulence of the
dream and the calculating culrure of che literal and literary realiza-
tion. (Let me say in parenchesis, once again, since it is agreed that
I will not be speaking of myself, I believe my cyesall the less, in
front of this miracle, since I, who am still on the other side, work
on the contrary by drcam'’s intcrruption, more or less, and [ write
when myawakening, unlike her own awakenings, I suppose, when
my first awaking begins by turning off the current of the phan-
tasm and pucting an end to the night. The phantasm can then cut
a path through what I writc only unbcknownst to mysclf, without
my authorization: I betray my dreams, in the double sense of the
word “betray”: I abandon them, Ileave them and let them come
back only in the guise and disguise of symptoms, which in turn be-
tray, belic, and deny me. I am thereforc in betrayal in all respects.
1 live and writc (on) it (f'en vis et jen écris). She does not; another
clement, another way, she has the power and rhe grace to authorize
her drcams. Therefore, her drcams, because she remains faithful
to them, arc consecrated, enfranchiscd, and ready ro enter writing
[entrer en deriture],” to be admitted into the holy orders of writ-
ing lentrer dans l'ordre er dans les ordres de I'écriture), authorized as
author’s drcams, as one says author’s privilege, aurhor’s signature,
author’s copyright, author’s correction. To be on the other sidc, for
me, means being at once less conscious and less unconscious than
her. Therefore less fast as well. I close the parenthesis.)

This mighty taurology that knows how to make the address
itself arrive,* can always be called magic, incantation, animism,
phantasm of omnipotence. Certainly, but this baptism is no use
aslong as one has not clarified what these words mean: magic, the
soul or the spirit of animism, telepathy, telephony, phantasm and
especially the phantasm of omnipotence, and above all the relation
between the phantasm and the cvent, and especially what happens
or arrives with the phantasm. For what is at stake, in other words,
is a new logic of the phantasm and of the event that, inseparable
from a poetics of the event, may rake into account an unhcard-
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of, performative mighe, a mighty power of making-say as making-
happen o arrive, which speech acr theory will not get the better
of and whose possibility it has probably not yet objectiviz.ed. More
precisely, such a might is no longer contained within the classical
philosophical concept of “possibility,” dynamis, possibilitas, in the
wraditional modality of the possible or of the virtual that is tradi-
tionally opposed to rhe acr, the real, or rhe necessary. The philo-
sophical concepe of might, as one most frequently interprets it,
is not powerful enough here; it is not capable of rhis might. This
might, her might, i not virtual, cercainly, but its actuality, for this
might is actual if it decides to act, is not a marter of actuality or
activity, of energeia that is opposed to dynamis.

Instead of going further in this direction, I will say that such a
transmutation of the letter and of the verbal moods is everywhere
at work in her, in particular, and this in the term vis, which
initiates (ht SCfICS waﬂl’ds ll‘( lIll/'f, vision, l”‘fll’. aﬂd SO many
others, but which is first declined as the past of a vision (“/e vis des
leteres (1 saw lerters),” she says in rhe past historic tense, as we will
hear in a moment) and equally as the present of the verb vivre. “fe
vis des lertres [1 live on letcers],” in the present tense, o like an or-
der given to the orher, a plea or an effective (felicitous) injunction,
to the other or to oneself: “live,” “would that you might live” and
listen to these words (listen, obey?!), and it is then, at the end of this
magic or by rhe grace of rhis lerter, life, or survival in potentialiry
[en puissance].

| have just said “magic,” “speed,” “life,” “telepathy or tele-
phony.” I will slow down my pace again and dwell a little in the
vicinity of these words and whatsustains them with such and such
occurrences in the last-born of her books, OR, which I am trearing
here, for lack of time, asa metonymy of all the others. I will prob-
ably speak directly (I will explain myselfin a moment) only of the
firscand the last of the books published to date by Hélene Cixous.
Which is most unjust, for, even if Le Prénom de Dieuand OR have
4 metonymic thrust and stand for the entire work, each book is a
singular and irreplaceable living entity. Each book has a (hi)story,
each hook is a unique (hi)story and living breath, which then com-
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mand an absolute and absolutely solitary rcading. Each book is a
beginning, including the onc called Les Commencements. And this
is why it is always necessary to begin again with her. Each book
has a proper noun; it would be a crime to speak of it only met-
onymically, to call it by the name or in the name of another. Fora
metonymy can also kill. Each book has a proper noun, each work
is a proper noun, or indccd a filiation of proper nouns, even when
the name, or indeed the noun of the name or of the first name,
does not appear, as it does on the other hand in titles such as Le
Prénom de Dieu (in the singular) (1967) or Prénoms de personne (in
the plural) (1974) or Révolution posir plus d'un Fanst (1975), Le Nom
d'Oedipe (1978), even when a proper noun does not appear as such,
whereas it sometimes does, when the title, which is itself 2 name,
bears a mythical proper noun (Oedipus or Faust) or a real proper
noun: Joyce (1968), Pierre Goldman (1975), Dora (1976), Norodom
Sihanouk (1985), Clarice Lis pector (1989), Beethoven . . . (1993), the
most lively and the most fictive of all, one of whosc praises lies in
saying, again at the moment of Betrayal, that within its “rounded
slowness” “gathers a superhuman specd.”

Even when a proper noun and a proper forename do not appear
in the title, cach book puts to work the act of a proper and prop-
erly singular naming. OR is obviously the fragment of a proper
noun, of so many proper nouns, starting with Georges. This is
also why, apart from reasons of cconomy, I had decided to speak
only of two books, in order mercly 1o half-name, berween two
(hi)stories of names, the first, before the name (Le Prénom de Dicw,
the forename of “Sidc”—remember that God will later be synony-
mous with Side wirth a capital ), and the most recent, after the
name, according to the name, OR Thercfore each book is abso-
lutely alone, it is a beginning that is as absolute as a proper noun,
cven if, however, a vast hall of echoes and mirrors, the labyrinth of
so many tangled-up threads turns these solitary books, which are
irreducible the onc to the other, across so many generations, inro
a single genealogical and el I si tha is ro say, greater
than itsclf. Noching will be able to JusnFy the limits of the reading
1 proposc today, save the decency that forces me not to keep you
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foc oo long, listening ro me rather thanto her, a decency that goes
together with the wish or the order that I dare pronounce: would
that you might read her, as / chink it must be done, infinitcly.

So I have just said, as | was saying and am now repeating,
“magic,” “specd,” “life,” and “telepathy or telephony.” With slow
steps | will approach these words, what sustains them with such
and such occurrences in the last-born, the latest of her books, OR.
Now [or] as early as the beginning of OR, long before the passage
with which I began, the thought of “magic” was simultaneously
tied to life, more precisely to the order thatsays, in the imperative:
“Live [vis),” but which says it in monosyllabic fashion (you have
noticed that we mostly speak of monosyllables, like si, puisse, and
vis, la vie or the order vis, the present or past historic tense je vis),
and, being tied to life for life, thisthought of magic was betting on
the absolute economy of an absolute speed, namely the telegraphic,
what she will call the relegraphic injunction. The telegraphic is what
goesas fast as possible, in the transport of short words, reduced to
the minutest length and weight, the winged flight of short, furtive,
agile, and light terms. The telegram goes as fast as possible, as far
as possible, while tclephony is here merely telegraphy to the nth
power. I will read the fragments of a sequence in which I will em-
phasize a few words without ¢ ing on them. The
ar the beginning of OR, comes shortly after the passage about “my
uncle Freud” in iralics (of which I will speak again in a moment
and whosereturn [ am preparing mysclf). Freud sings while telling
adream. Now as soon as “my unclc Freud” stops singing the “song
of enchantment” (“singing the song of enchantment,” these are
the words of OR, and the mighty power of the might of which we
are speaking, as of Hélenc Cixous's poctics in fact, is the enchane-
ment, the arrival as if by an enchantment, where the poetic song,
the charm, the carmen, and magical power are allied to kommen
lassen. make come in letting come, if one insists on formularing
in the language of the morher or of the uncle this formula of the
miracle of a chanr of enchaniment, which is also a song of songs),
as soon as ['reud has fallen silent, and after the end of the italics,
hercis the passage in which I will merely emphasize a few words (I
will write them silently on the board):
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But one must not forget the name, :

1 forger everything, as is well known, but when it comes to ldg.‘
phone numbers Thave an anomaly. I have the magical names in my’
fingertips. All the ones I keep in my fingers are protected.

This is a scrious power but it is not reserved for me. So that 2
person rises from the dead [Lazarus will pay a visit to the text on
the following page—]D)] it is necessary to catch the ghost by a wisp
[mache] of lif e {this mche s a lock ofhair, of course, a picce given ot
kept of the other’s body—and you will see it mctamorphosed, as ifby
an enchantment, into a telephone wire, a braid of name, the wire of
a funambulist or of a trapeze artist; bue the wisp of life also resembles
the flame of a candle that holds on to the soul of the departed who
is named in the following sentence—J D). Besides one cannor catch
up with the long departed for they are totally dead, there is no point
calling then. The resurrection calls are addressed to the people who
died recently for they still remain beeween cwo doors for about cight
days. Maybe a fortnight. During these days it is still possible to bring
them back to this side.”

So without commenting on this passage, which I am going to
continue to read in a moment anyway, I will only note the pos-
sible (and, according to me, decisive) signification of this double
msmcnce first on the surrcctional—insurrectional and resurrec-

l—efficacy of the appellation: rhe ination is af once a
noun and a verb, a word and an act, an act that makes the name
but also a gesture thar the name makes; this first insistence
separable from an insistencealso on the limited time of the vigil,
of waking, on the finite duration of(hns magical power. What does
this finitude of time and of resurrectional power mean? That in all
this, which comes and comes back, it is a question of life and not
death, of a differential power of finice life over life that stays alive,
keeps itself alive, comes back to lif e. There is no side for death, chis
is what finitude here means, paradoxically; what comes around
here, on this side, from the rib/shorc [cére] or the side [c6¢d), which
is only the side of life, is living lif e. Consequently, what attempts
resurrection “between rwo doors during eight days™ (a detail that
connotes probably a rite and a rhythm of mourning in a Jewish
family: the psychic breath of the living survives and floats, is still
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animate for a cerrain time after death), whar decides here for /ife
is not a wish for immortality or eternity, at least in the accepted
sense of these two words, which will therefore have ro be swiftly
changed in a momenr. For chis appellation, which carches the
ghost by a wisp of life, there is a timc of survival that is life itself,
lifc in life (a life chat is no more dcath than the opposite of death,
a life chat docs not know deach), bu there is neither immortal-
ity nor eternicy, in che old sense of these words—unless [sauf's]
the unharmed [sauf] being, the spared (sauve] and thus pardoned
|graciée] life, in its finitc moment of life, deserves robe called im-
mortality or cternity, in the grace of the finite instant; and it is
probably this appellation of life thar we are and will still be en-
chanted by, an appcllation of life that knows cqually neicher deach
nor immortality, namely eternity outside time. Everything rakes
place in the instant. Time is this mighty power imminent from
“at the moment [sur [heure]” to “in a moment (tour a lheure]” at
full cile {a rouse allure] (she so loves the moment (heure], she is all
for the moment [rosre & {heure] to such an extent that I almost
cntitled this talk on might “ Touse & theure,” with toutein the femi-
ninc of course). The mighty power of roure & lheure is the power
to rake off in the infinite acceleration of the appellation. I resume
my quotation:

... for aboutcight days. Maybe a fortnight. During thescdaysit is
still possible to bring, them hack to this side. Obviously it is necessary
that certain delicate conditions be fulfilled: at stake is the vital bond
that unites two creatures . .

This vital bond will be metamorphosed as if by an enchant-
ment: from the lock of hair into a telephone wire, into a “tcle-
phone cord,” into a telegraphic and, therefore, telepathic wire,
into a “braid of name” or into rhe wire of a funambulist or of
an acrobatic trapeze artist. The thread of this “vital bond” is the
mighty power of lif e, it is nothing clse than life for life, in that it
binds to life, which is nothing but this engagement that binds life
10 itsclf-—and to nothing else: che verb “bind” binds itsclf rauro-
logically to life, ir gocs and has meaning only for life, it binds life,
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which binds itself to itself, at the very poinr where, in rhis power-
ful bond that it weaves with itself and which it therefore is, it is
attached to itsclf (sient & elle-méme] only by a hair—bur by a hair
of the other, who is none other than a mad trapeze arist, himself
hanging [se tenani) above the abyss, without a net, by a thread or
by a hair.

... at stake is the vital bond that unites two creatures, a bond of
which one may think thar it is symbolic since it is so imperccptible
or transparent, but which exists in reality, as thosc who belong to the
tribe of the connected [raceordés) can testify . . .

The “tribe of the connected,”’® which should probably be added
to the tribes of Israel, is rhe tribe of those who recognize one an-
other, in accordance with this filiation of rhe thread (fiation du fil
of hair, of the tclephone wire or the funambulist's wire, and who
are connected as one is connected to a writing line or a telephone
line, connected to the “living telephone cord” that will come up in
the following sentence, but also in tune [raccordés) with the musi-
cal chord [accord] of the enchantment, of the song of songs, and
always connected by the heare.

- .. as thosc who belong to the tribe of the connected can testify.
This cxtensible hair, a kind of ncrve, behaves like a living telephone
cord. The esscntial orders, only imperatives, pass through this thread
[Rl] drawn berween two souls, as if the thread only supporced a few
telegraphic injunctions. It & men who make sentences. God speaks in
syllables like animals. Divine yelps: the soul barks the othersoul ceacts
as if 10 an clectric shock. Come! Be! Stay! Live!

1 suspend rhe quotation here for a moment, at the point where
we have just heard these imperatives, which are migh itself and
pass on the phrasc of the human voice; they exceed it with the
voicing of the injunction: “Come! Be! Stay! Livc!"; each time these
are short translations or, at an absolute speed, monosyllabic and
metonymic cquivalents of “might [puisse].” All these orders call
implicitly but nccessarily upon the mighty power of the might. We
must also take the word “soul” (* . .. the soul barks the other soul
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teacts as if to an electric shock . . . ") seriously each time. Here ic
100 finds itself awakened to the youthfulness of its omnipotence.
Tor it not only tells of life, the breath of the living, namely the
psyche, this other thought for /ife that we are attempting to sense
here. The animated breath of the psyche, or of the spirit, of the
pnenma (the telegraphic also remains the pneumatic), is also of
course what blows without delay or relay through the telephonic
voice in according itsell with the cord of the “living telephonc™—
and the soul breathes or inspircs only where telepathic telephony
operates. However animated and animal it needs to remain (I will
speak of animism in a moment), through the memory of all the
dogs that fill this passage—"“the soul barks the other soul reacts
as if to an electric shock,” without punctuation, as if “barks” was
immediately transitive and as if the other soul was barked by the
soul that barks, that barks it (/aboie], the soul drinks it [l boirl
as other, without swallowing it: it addresses the other in touching
and making the other answer or respond without delay, the name
and the address of the other co-responding [corres pondani] at/to
the end of his address, at/to the end of the line—this soul that is
as spiritual as it is animal, as animal as it is divine, is nor, as one
would often like to think, alien to technique and to electricity, and
its “might” partakes of what in English is simply called “power,"
clectricity as power. The puisse is electrical: may, might, and powser,
the instantaneity of e-mail, of the naked voice of ¢lectronic mail
(“Divine yelps: the soul barks the other soul reacts as if to an elec-
tric shock . . . ). Burabove all the monosyllabic brevity of these
calls, these “telegraphic injunctions,” these “divine yelps™ (“Come!
e! Stay! Live!") does give us to think that this thought of the soul,
of the psyche, the pneuma, of life or of animal breath, is nothing
bur this enacted thought of might, namely of absolutespeed that
makes the letcerarrive before the letcer. This telepathic phone call
joins the other, it comes and goes at lea.st as fast as or maybe faster
than light, at the speed of what in any case, according to the voice,
(sur)renders itself (se rend| blindly, without a necessary need for
visibility, to the greatest possible distance, that of the other wher-
ever he may be. Outspeeding speed, this is an infinitc acceleration
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that needs animal or divine monosyllabism. This acceleration, this

{ d this telegraphic injunction as quasi-in-
terjection, clamor of cxclamation, mere exclamation mark (come!
be! stay! live! yes [s7]! chere (]! two papes later, it will be “Lazarus!
Get out Come here! Come forch! . . ™), this “claim,” this excla-
mation that claims, would be the very essence of the soul, if the
movement of this mighty power, the primordiality of the “might”
rom which this power can do what it can do, was not older than
theessence, precisely, than being and ontology, than the utrerance
“it is” in the form S is P: cess. (We will sec later how the for of for
lifebegins by upsetting rhe authority of the “it is,” of the essence,
of the “what life is.") The mighr of this mighty power is nor. It
goes so fast, it comes so fast, even beforc light and the phainest-
hai, before being, before the phenomenality of what appears, that
it is nothing; since it has, keeps, or remains this mighty power,
and provided that it might [pourvu quilla puisse], the “might” [l
“puisse,” la* puisse”) carries beyond being, might by making [puisse
par faire] being, letting or making be what is. Before wondering
about some essence of the soul, of the spirit, or of being, it is prob-
ably necessary to think the soul and being from the “might,” the
“Rat whose jussive or jouissif subjunctive is at the very origin of
Hélene Cixous’s world. [ carry on with my suspended quotation
and emphasizc once again.

Come! e Stay! Live! So it is thar the will is also 2 physical phe-
nomcnon it wants-must [veur-doit] gather all the vital currents of the
will into a single crucial point . ..

“Wants-must gather,” “wants-must” in one hyphenated word.
Want-must {vouloir-devoirl: wanting is a must, a necessity and an
injunction, therefore ar once the absolute activity of wanring and
the faithful or passive obedience of an order. The will listens, it is
a will ro listen—and, like the telcphone, it is also the condition of
reading as much as of writing. It is rare, precarious, and threatened
like the mighty power of life.

Herc again, the vital, the live-ance of life lle vivement de la vie],
before and beyond being, gathers itself’, “wants-must gather itself,”
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as she says, into a single indivisible point in space, “into a single
crucial point” (this may be one of the crossroads in a work that
gathers us together here),”” into a single crucial point, like rhe
monosyllabic punctuality of the “Come!” or “Live!” just now, the
punctuality of the exclamation mark or of the appcllation mark.
The infinite speed of the “Live!” or “Come!” must contract every-
thing, and I do mean contract, according to the contraction that
contracts and to the contract thar we can sce coming: it “wants-
must™ contract into a monosyllable or into a point. The monosyl-
labic exclamation is the rime of rhis poinr; but since the other is
wha is at stake and since this point, however indivisible it may be,
is not closed in on itself like a fist, the art of punctuation, which
will never stop amazing me, is also an art and an cthics of punc-
twality. As will be said so well in the two following paragraphs, it
calls for a wager (gagel, 2 commitment [engagement] of the other,
at both ends of the line and of the lif cline. This is why the “single
point” is said to be “crucial.” The word “crucial” signals less to-
ward the cross than toward the decisive test, toward the crossroads
of passion itslf, berween life and death, in a (hi)story that docs
not exclude loss, but which on the contrary implics the moment
ofkenosis and aband Becausc aband the “why are
you forsaking me2" is possible, rhe punctuality of the point is cru-
cial. In a mighty power of lifc as a mighty power of resurtection.
Nexr paragraph, new linc, as onc comes near the telephone.

In the gap berween two doors those whom we wrongly call dead
arc in the simplificd state of a microscopic eardrum. If there is a bond
then |the “vital bond™ of a moment ago—]J D], and if from both sides
onc wants (o resuscitate lone never i alone, onc
ftom hoth sides—JD))—and of coursc if the contract betwc-en the two
people is still in full force, but this goes without saying Ithis “this goes
without saying,” this “that is to say,” which goes without saying. is
the absolute of contraction, the infinite acceleration of the monosyl-
labic puncruality ro the point of silence and the unsaid—JIDl—then
a retum to life is possible.

Al this requires a purity of the two souls that cannot bear the
slightest exemption. Both must want it and have fith without trem-
bling without hidden thoughts without thoughe . . .
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The voice says: “Want . . . and have faith. . . . " Here again,
instant relescoping, punctual syncope of two apparently oppo-
site movements, will and faith. Arriving from both sides, from
the one and the other, the wo movements contract into a single
one, indistinctly: active or decisional will is no longer opposed to
faith, which abandons itself blindly to the other without defense,
without hidden thoughts, incalculably—and that is the moment
ofemnipotence. She starts on the next line, and it is a single para-
graph over two lines or two threads:

An acrobatic act of trapeze artists who havenever touchcd  trapeze
i their history.

Afeer this flight of trapeze artists, from this duo of trapeze ar-
ists, one jumps, across a blank of more than one line, to the fol-
lowing paragraph. I am going to read it too in order to release
the mighey power of some of its terms, for cxample “life,” “visa,”
“visit,” but first the “braid” in the "braid of name,” the “greeting”
in “the name of a person that greets me,” the “pact” with my car,
a pact that works through a “pronunciation,” relays the “contract
between two people,” which we have just read and which is in-
scribed in a scene that had begun not with the cat but with the
dog, all this, all this life happening between cat and dog [entre
chien et chatte)™ therefore; and then especially a certain “yes I will

yes,” which will be no lessimportant to me in a2 moment because
it relaunches Molly's final affirmation, at the end of Ulyses (“and
yes I said yes I will Yes”), than by what follows and says “and cach
time it is for the whole of life.”

This “it is for the whole of life," I did notread or reread it, in
any case | did nor recognize it until long after choosing my ritle. [
will explain myselfin a moment, when 1 begin to say at last how
and why, according to me, even more than the “might,” or in alli-
ance with it, it is the enigma of this “for” that makes thought itself
tremble in the expression “it is for life.” As if it were necessary o
think life, the mighty power oflife, from “for” and nor the reverse;
as if in the expression “for life” one should above all nor believe
to be first assured of the meaning of “life,” which one would then



H. C. for Life, That Isto Say . . . 87

dedcline in a synragm in the dative. No, the word “life,” the most
common word there is, the only word that carriesenough weight
faced with being (so much so that in the philosophical gigantoma-
chia, from Plaro to Descartes, from Niersche to Husserl, Bergson
and Heidegger, among others, rhe only big question whose stakes
remain undecided would be to know whether it is necessary to
think being [{¢tre) before life, entity [{#eant] before the living or
the reverse), well, the word “life” would not be thinkable in its
meaning, it would nor announce itself before what, grammatically,

gives itself as a preposition, namely “for.” It would therefore be
necessary for us first to surrender to a subjunctive (might) and to
a preposition (for), long before the infinitive, the indicative or the
name of being, not to mention the proposition “it is [cesd,” “S
is D" “chis is that,” in response to the question of what must be
known or stated: “What is ie” This “for,” this pro- would become
the prolegomenon of evetything, it would be said before any logos,
itgoes in all directions, that of finality or of destination, of the gift,
donation and dativity, bur also of substitution and replacement:
this for tha, this one in the place of the other. In the place of: the
one for rhe other. The law of speed. An absolute prerequisite, rhe
pro of for thus pronames and prenames everything. As a great poet
of substitution (I'll explain myself later perhaps), Hélene Cixous
does not cxercise her mighty power only in the art of the forename
|prénom) (for example God's forename) or of the pronoun (for
cxample, a person’s pronoun (pronom de personne)). 1 would say,
making up 2 word for her, thar she fornames (pournomme) every-
thing. As one would say that the French language has a taste for
and relishes [se pourleche les levres) all the words in pour, which will
then find themsclves awakened to their mighty power.

Why [pourquos]? For what? For whom? 1 do not know, but pro-
vided (pourvu] one knows how, in language, to read and write.
But if “for” conditions the meaning of “life,” it does not follow
thar it would define the ontological or transcendental condition of
everyching. This is not to recall, through a nominalization, that a
certain indecomposable “being-for” would be morc originary than
anything else, the absolute origin of meaning. No, before the be-
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ing-for, and even the being-of-life-for, there would be the life-for-
life, the for-life, which at once gives and replaces life with life in
view. And this is why, up to the end, “lor life” has no end, it knows
no end. Everyching happens on the side of “fot,” but I have not
yet done with wandering along [cétoyer) this strange shore that
one calls a side. This “for life” is not a being for life symmetrically
opposed to the famous Sein zum Tode, being-toward-death, as its
othcr side. It is on the same side. Besides, if we were given the
time, I would have relaunched a patient and difficult discussion
berween this “for life” and the “being-toward-death” by coming
back from the side of the side, toward this passage in Sein und Zeit
(§49), which Iinterpreted in this very place six years ago. Against
the metaphysics of death, which are interested in the beyond, that
is to say in the other side (Jenseirs), Heidegger recalls that one
musr, on the contrary, methodically depart and remain here on
this side, on the side of rhisside, on the side of the here of the here
below (das Diesseis), the side from which only the gap emerges
between das Diesseits and das Jenseits, the Here below and the Be-
yond. The diffetence berween the Here below of rhis side and the
Opver-there, the Beyond on the other side, still appears only on
thisside, on the side of das Diesseits. Before the difference between
this side and the other side, between here and over there, there is,
forever, an “on this side” (das Diesseits), which does not have ro
be crossed—and, besides, cannot be. This is what Heidegger says.
Unfortunately, he does no call this “life,” a life before the opposi-
tion between life and death. And above all, if one translates Jenseits
by “beyond” and Diesseiss by “here below,” as one always does,
this passage [rom the side (cdze] to the shore [cdre], by which this
whole geo-genealogy may have begun to wait for us, is lost, as itis
lost in German anyway. Finally, even if the "for life” that is being
analyzed here did nor merely designate the other side symmetri-
cally opposed to being-roward-dcath (Sein zum Tode), and if life
and death here were not antonyms, the semantic turbulence of this
verbal animal, “for,” would certainly nor lct itself be translated,
exhausted, or comprehended by a 2u or zum, which anyway is
itself difficult o translate into another language. Nor would there
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be any equivalence, despite so many correspondences, between the
there of the being-there of Dasein and the rhere [13] of La, which
ircadiates or irrigates H.C.’s text from all sides.

No, life for life (and nor being-for-life) is therefore nochingelse
than a living of death, but yes, still living deah, living it for one-
sclf, for the other, and forlife. Later we will call chis experience, or
cven experimentation: living for the sake of living, and in order ro
sec—what it feels like, just to try. She keeps trying, as we can hear
still, always.

At this moment in OR an amorous beast passes, one of these
“clockworked animals” that she says we arc,”” a sensual beast of
which it is said, without punctuation, that it is “fast clegant ab-
sent-minded indefatigable human like a giant cac it is made so
stubborn by desire that it does not sce dying coming.” But on the
facing page, all the words in or (and mor¢ [death] is one of them)
ring into one anorher:

.. .goes our. Qut. Dead. Our dead dearh’s our/fare dearh. The
word's out/fatc. The word dead/death. The fate of the words progress
out/fare death. The flesh eaten alive. And with each breath it fcods the
enemy. To live one dies.™

This “to live one dies” signs everything, it gathersall chat re-
mains to be said in a formula as sure and as open, as vacant and
anonymous as it is general and clliptical. For, in chis form, chis
risks being not only an abstract bu also a false generality. Any-
way, it is a true generality, save forexceptions, precisely. It is ap-
plicable only to the “one” of the “one says.” And the exception is
the dead-father. But it is a general exception since theirreplaceable
dead-father, as we have heard, finds himsell replaced, pluralized,
metonymized. She calls herself the daughter of the dead-fathers.
This truth is in general and generally applicable to exception it-

self, it is applicable to everything that lives and dies (“to live one
dies")—save for the unique father, Georges, who tears himself
away from generalicy itsell” He keeps himself our of the georgic
or Adamic generality of the carth so as to recurn from it to tear
himsell away from ir, and he remains exception itself. the excep-
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tion of the exception. the unique exceprion, the only proper noun,
the one for whom the word “sauf [save, safe]” would have been as
ifinvented. That is to say, poetically reinvented ac the instant jp
order to be given to the French language from the other side, all
the other sides of France. I actempted to show elsewhere that the
word sauf leads back to the origin of faith and religion itself, of
the sane [sain), the holy [sainr] and the sacred, of the immunity of
the unscathed (beilig, as her mother might say).*!
Shesays:

And with cach breath it feeds the enemy. To live one dies. [New
paragraph.—JD]
Bur for my father it is different. He leaves safe.

Tha is to say: all this is true, yes, anonymously, to live one dies,
save for my fathcr, who remains safe, who leaves safe/save from life
[qui sort sauf de la vie]. My facher leaves life intact, he dies alive,
unscathed, holy, untouched by death, he leaves life without dying
the death [morr] that bites (mord) life. My dead facher is nor dead,
bitten or eaten by death, and to say so is not a contradiction or a
denial. It is the mightiest truth, the mightiest life.

Iam skipping. She is skipping.

So, after the word “trapeze” (“An acrobatic act of rrapez.e artists
who have nevertouched a trapez in their history”), we skip a line
before flying toward the following paragraph.

Bur everything begins with the proper noun. I desire you, I keep
you, I hold you stadily above the nothingness by your name; I pull
you out of the grave by the braid of name. There is no small crime
more hurt(ul to mysdf than to caich myself forgetting the name of a
person who greets me.*

This “braid of name” no doubr weaves the “vital bond” that
was mentioned above, just like the “extensible hair,” che “living
telephone cord,” and the “thread drawn between two souls” we
had just heard about. It is also the braid by which a trapeze arc-
ist holds the other by his name above the nothingness. But this
braid also binds so many other things. Already naming itsell, this
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braid of name, of the proper noun and ofthe common noun, does
what it says and says what it is, namely the poetical operation of
writing, which makes and lets the evenr come. It inrertwines the
most singular writing, the very operation of the text, what the text
docs as it writes the name (the text is a braid, a fabric interweav-
ing these threads). It intertwines the braid rhatthe text is with the
braid that the rexr names, certainly, the “braid of name,” bur also,
at the very passage of this braid, the most idiomatic and most ir-
teplaccable there is (nor only signed Hélene Cixous but signed in
this unique passage, from one page to the next, only once), there
it is, knotting itself and binding itself to the memory of all rhe
immemorial braids, to the (hi)stories, the mythemes, the philoso-
phemes, to all the tropes that not only twist and rurn like braids
but, immemorably, will have interwoven the (hi)srory of the braid
with the (hi)story of nomination, and the (hi)story of nomination
with the (hi)story of generations or with the thread of filiations, in
shore, with history. The braid is the archive, public or secret, and
one must have the secrct even of the public one in order ro deci-
pher it. It is the absolute privilege, the mighty power of the poet
or of the reciter. One could devore whole books to rhis aschive, to
this archive of the braid as a cryptic archive. To limit myself to a
solc example of apparently rhe most distant and most decply bur-
ied mythologies: I was rereading of late, as if by chance, Segalen’s
Les Immémoniaux (1907) on the ile de Groix. Right from the open-
ing, entirled “The Reciter,” Térii the Reciter, the “Chiefwith the
Grand Talk” “would make up with great care these bundles of
small ropes whose strands, stemming from a single little knotted
bag"—the word used in French, noues, is seldom used and almost
extinct, and you will nor find ir in every dictionary; it belongs to
the code of animal medicine or of magic, and it is used for a small
knot of linen in which a substance can be boiled or infused. Ler
us only bear in mind that this word, itself rare, designates some-
thing that must be single or unique, “stemming from a single lictle
knotted bag,” Segalen writes: the knot around which the braid is
formed, no matter how entangled, solid, and multiple it may be
in the course of its linking to itselfand to the other, must be irre-
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placeable; the nouer, theknot, the original ligament must be small,
almost reduced to a point, and this small point must be absolutely

unique. So the “Chief with the Grand Talk”

. . would make up with great care these bundles of small ropes
whose strands, stemming from a single little knotted bag, spread out
in various lengths broken up by knots at regular intervals. With his
eyes shut, the Reciter would pick them apart onc by one between his
fingers. Each of rheknots recalled the name of a traveler, a chiefor a
god.and all together they conjured up interminable generations. This
braid was called “Origin-of -the-Word,” (or it seemed to bring about
speech.

A litcle furcher on the same page comes the drama thar can be
presaged by, [ quore, “che forgetting of the name,” which is a “bad
omen.” I like to quote from this text here because it cvokes at least,
through rhe dimension of the braid (that is. the whole history of
speech and names, all that happens and all the generations), not
only the “braid of name” we have just come across in ORbut also,
weaving the metaphor or the metonymy, this immense braid that
the work of Héléne Cixous is: through all the events of the world,
on the stages of war and peace, of revolutions, of political, reli-
gious, and scientific cataclysms, an cpic of generations unfolds or
folds itself within it, is resolved and renewed [s’y @¢noue ou renoue)
with an amplitude and a dclicacy in the stitching of which I know
no other example. And since chis braid of generations engenders as
much as it registers, it displaces and replaces the placcs of the fam-
ily, of what is called “my kinsfolk™ [/es miens) or “my family"—of
whar she herself sometimes calls so. We will see once morein a
moment, among so many others, the shadow of a “Nuncle Freud”
o by, of a cereain “my nuncle Freud”—who had incidentally pur
forward on the topics of braiding, weaving, and femininity some
imprudent propositions about which I showed, in Un Ver a soie,
that Héléne Cixous had answered them in her own way, especially
in La (1976).%

1 first resume my quotation from OR:

But cverything hegins with the proper noun, 1 desire you, I keep
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you, | hold you steadily above the nothingness by your name; 1 pull
you out of the grave by the braid of name. There is no small crime
more hurtful to myself than to catch mysell forgerting the name of
aperson who greets (salue] me. And the worst thing is that, il 1ask
this person whom I cannot keep in mind what their name is, then
1 execute them under their very eyes. Bur I did not want to kill the
apparition of this person! Oh! No doube I do not have enough of
my blood to grant them, and under my cyes they remainamong the
shadows.
Between me and my car the pact works through pronunciation . . .

| will srill have to pronounce myself on this word “pronuncia-
tion” and all that it may mcan. After this bond, this thread, or this
cord, after the intertwining of this braid, which was knossed but
also named, on the previous page, after the “contract between the
two persons,” here s the “pact with the cat.” Contrace, pact, bond,
promise, wager. T'o say it too quickly in a word and to anticipate
outrageously, what I would like to salute (sa/uer} by saying “H.C.
SorLife” is also this poem of the alliance, the event of this poctical
alliance, of this betrothal, which works through an almost silent
pronunciation berween the two of them, of whom one no longer
knows who speaks and who stays silent, who calls and who an-
swers, who speaks at length and who, speaking lirrle, speaks words
ol gold [parle d'or}. And “forlifc,” “for the whole of lifc” will soon
come in the samc paragraph, in the same node [nouer]:

Between me and my cat [says the recicer—JD] the pact works
through pronunciation. Not only do I call her intenscly, but cach
time there is also a betrothal between us; there is a demand that unites
us in the timbre of my voice dwelling on her name. “Will you?” she
hears and the rush of her body is a yes 1 will yes, and cach time it is
for the whole of life. I am fully aware of it, I never call out her name
as 1 would toss a bit of fish.

I interrupt my quotation again, knowing full well how un[air
and violent such interruptions are, but if I did not stop with this
brutal regularity toannounce cach time what I will not do, namely
10 devote, as one should, several books to each sentence, to each
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theme, and to each program (for example, one among a thousand
othets, to the word “betrorhal,” which would require a significant
reexamination of a field comprising over fifty books, poems, and
plays, which are irrigated or magnetized o the letter by the be-
trothal, according to rhe letter in metamorphosis and metempsy-
chosis of its word), if I did not interrupt these programmatic sug-
gestions, then I would stay silent and simply say ro you (what in
truth I should be doing and am doing): rcad and reread everything
yourselves, that is a job for /ife, and that will be just as well, you
won'tregretit: “forlife” means also that: if you really want to read
her and meet her, rhat is a job forlife. | stop myself nevertheless in
order to ponder, that is to say, meditate or premeditate a litcle this
life, this name, the substitution of the irreplaceably unique Thessie
and Molly, and this “bit of fish” (“ .. . and the rush of her body is
ayes I will yes, and each time it is for the whole of life. [ am fully
aware of it, I never call out her name as | would toss a bit of fish”).
“The rush of her body is a yes I will yes, and each time it is for
the whole of life™ this does confirm that the pronunciation, the
condition of the pact, as she was saying just now, does not have to
be pronounced or literally utrered by a human voice. A movement
of the body can pronounce a yes, decide with a yes, without say-
ing yes. Thessie the cat can signify yes for life, like Molly, without
saying yeslike Molly.

First the “it is for the whole of life” of the “yes I will yes” is not
merely a “once and for all” or onceonly for the whole of life; no
doubr it is thar, of course and thercfore unreservedly (the life of
this betrothal is the whole of life or it is nothing: life is first the
whole of life). But that is to say also each rime for rhe whole of
life: the “yes” is each time unique and a rebeginning, as if r did
not even have the memory of itself, which it keeps nonetheless.
The “yes” of the “for the whole of life” is irreplaceable, at the very
place and at the time of this irreplaceable invention of substitution
chat I will praise again in a moment. The “yes” is irreplaceable, like
Messie or Thessie the car, at the very moment when Molly's words
are put in her mouth and when the pact struck with her recalls the
“contract berween the rwo persons” signed on the previous page.
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The question remains that of the faith that, each time, allows the
substitution of another time through an act of faith without alter-
ing the uniquencss of cach time. And tying the knot of betrothal
“for the whole of life" would be impossible—it remains in fact the
impossible—like rhe faith rhat, believing in the other withour be-
lieving in anything else, each time decidesall che times in a single
time without ever replacing one time by another. The event, and
the poetics of the event we are attempting to think here, can only
happen ac this price: faith yer each time renewed (& foi chaque
fais toute fois). 1 would have liked to inscribe here the generation
of the word fois in the lif eline of live words [mots en vie), of the
words vie [life], visa, and visir, which will soon reappear in the
same paragraph: as you know, fois comes from Latin vicis, which
is not really a noun but first corresponds to a genitive form—in
order to designate the turn, ion, the rerurn, reciprocity, the
alternative, therefore a certain replacement, a certain substitutive
vicariousness. And one also finds vicis in Iralian vece, in Spanish or
in Portuguese, a language that, as youknow,means a lot to her, in
the form vez “For the whole of lif e,” for life, is irreplaceably the
time, each time, in all the times. And what is nccessary and im-
possible at the same time, necessaty as impossible, in chis thought
of the “For the whole of life,” is this logic of the “whole” as much
as this logic of life. “Wholc” does not so much signify the whole
rotality or totalization as the event of this “caking place,” this sub-
stitution of the irreplaceable, rhis generative succession of the al-
liance or of “fiding (fiance]” in all the occurrences, all the times of
the unique each time: here now, in the instant, on the spo, at this
very moment for whoever gives themselves wholly to the moment
[sur lheure pour qui se donne toute & lheure]. When it is “for life,”
“life” is the whole of life or nothing, and this “wholc” in the whole
of life derives as lictle from a logic of totality or of totalization as
the “mighty power” of the “might” derives from a dynastic logic
of power, of the possible or of potentiality, of the “I may" or “it is
possible” of this potentate.

Where was I? Oh yes, the fish. Not the wish in “I wish I might™
hut the fish [pas /e “puissions” maisle poisson). Two words on “1
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never call out her name as I would toss a bit of fish.” Firse, it is
100 easy to understand and 1 will not comment on the obvious:
the name is nor just a bit, first of all, although thete are bits of
names everywhere (OR for example); and to give is nor to toss as
one would a useful thing from a distance, without proximity and
without extreme care. The name one gives, the name one calls, is
not something one throws; it is an appellation of the unique in its
entirety; and fish is car food, etc.. One tosses it without throwing
it. Two more words, though, talking of proper nouns, so I can ask
mysell how to aveid and why not avoid speaking here and there,
in a cryptic or declared mode, about Héltne Cixous herself, in
person, about her name, the one who signed OR, for example,
which does nor merge with the reciting subject in OR. This is a
serious question and one every bir as unsolvable as to whether |
should here address myself to her or not and whether [ should
or should not suspend what binds us in life at the moment when
1 am speaking about her writings. | do not want to call out her
name as [ would toss a bit of fish, bur I will nor decide, I will not
decide once and forall and for all the times. | will improvise and
leave you the responsibility ro decide whether 1am speaking of it/
her or not, whether 1 am addressing it/her or not, the work or life,
the author or the one who says I, her fathers ot her mother, etc.™
You have to fill in the address; it is your address and your respon-
sibilicy. Whether she is the one or the other, I hold that er work,
her poetics of the event, her mighty power of nomination make all
these undecidable distinctions tremble, in other words distinctions
that ate lelt more than ever to the most responsible, most inven-
tive, and most irruptive decision, the only one that matters: the
countersigning reading,

Where was I? Yes, the fish, two words about the name like a
fish. Thessie, to whom, she says, “I never call out her name as |
would toss a bir offish,” Thessie the real one, Thessie in flesh and
blood artived as Messie (fiction, 1996); she was thus admitted into
the holy orders of licerature as not one messiah could have been;
but in so-called real life too, some of you here [par ici) can testify
to thar, she nor only answers to her name, she also understands
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names and for example the word crevetse.** Not only docs one not
call out her name as one would toss a prawn but one must know,
as indeed | know, that the creveute she likes is a name rhar must not
be pronounced in frone of her. Because she hears, understands,
and loves its vowels and consonants. She relishes the very name.
I'here are names thercfore that one must not pronounce in front
of Thessie, outside certain rimes, if one docs not want to arouse
an insatiable desire in her. It is a whole culture of language and
nomination for the lives of aflliving beings.

Bur since | am dealing wirh fish and names, with names of fish
and seafood, with braids and nets of name, the oceanic mood I feel
in fronc of rhis work is also reminiscent of what one feels about
a miraculous catch. Magical, miraculous, and mystical: why? |
ask myself why because, as a man of rhe Enlightenment, I would
srill like to give account and reason for this miraculous, mystical
magic—which must not be an act of witchcraft. An inexhaustible
magic, however. Why inexhaustible? Because, unlike what happens
with Segalen and Térii the Reciter in Les /mmémorianx, there will
never be a question of one day negleciing this braid, which is also
a net of names. You know, after the passage | quoted a moment
ago about the braid, which was called “Origin of the Word” for “it
scemed to bring about speech,” one could read this:

“I'érii intended to neglect it soon: rehashed without respite. the con-
secrated Sayings eventually followed from one another in his mouth,
without error and cfforlessly, just as the braided leaves dhac one casts
adrift and hauls back, in armfuls, loaded with shimmering fish, fotlow
one another in continuous lines.

One of the diff erences between her and this Reciter is that noth-
ing can be allowed tobe neglected or repeated one day, hence the
infinicy, quite simply because the shimmering fish are nor caught
by her net. The mighty fish are born from rhe nezin which they
arc caught. That is what I call the poetics of the event. It pro-
duces magically, miraculously, and quasi-mystically the very rhing
ir nominates. It brings about wha it carches. That is why this om-
nipotent ncr draws away as much as draws back the living thing
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that has stayed alive. How dloes it do tha?? How does it manage
to produce the thing by the grace of the nominal verb? Well, this
braided net, itsell’ made of words, is also a net of telephone wires.
She makes the net of telephone wires. I will show it in a single
example, 5o as to recall at the same time whart one must learn from
her, learn how to do, as | was saying, and learn from her what ¢
domeans, and “how to do things with words,"* performarively do
things or events with words, by calling up names as one calls phone
numbers (for she also coined the phrase “to call up a name” (faire
un nom,*” not to make a namc [or onesclf{se faire un nom) but to
call up a name as one would call a phone number). The example
(among others, as always) comes from page t6 in OR, soon after
the now canonical page, “I'o reread, that is ro say read, that is to
say resurrecr-erase that is to say ﬁ:rgmmd [oublire).”® The radio,
radiology, or radiotcleph h outspeeds everything as it
“calls up the name”—are at work after one pzmgrzph one of those
songs “for life,” one of these Triumphs of Life,” which also tell
of the exhaustion of the ocher, the breathlessness of the one who
complains that there is only one side—to the other side of which
one would sometimes like to pass. And to pass is also to pass to
the other side of life, to be passed by life and left aside, where there
are no more sides. Against the rriumph of dearh and the hemor-
rhage of time, against the one in me who thinks of nothing clse, it
is then enough to calland call up the name—not only to call the
number butalso to call up the name. It is her order or command,
the mighty power of her command and of her telephone calling (I
will read this literally radiant song, this song of life tesurcected at
her call, this song and effective charm, which is resurrected by the
call and by an enchantment—and you will see that the father and
the uncle are never far away: the radiophonology of Georges the
diologist and the thoughtful h ing of “my nuncle Freud”). It
is her command, it isalso a genealogical order; it goes fast enough
to stop time at the moment when a phonc call lcoup de téléphone]
is made, in a moment, the trick of the phone call /e coup du rélé-
phonel:

At my command the hemorchage of time stops and onc single day
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becomes two, and this same book thar comes back (a)new alrcady
sixty times and not once read will come back to the call of its name.
It is enough to call and the faraway, the forgorten or the dead one
comes. How many a hundred years in a hundred years! And not only
mine. Hundreds of otherstoo.

In truth there are so many lives to be lived in life that of ten, too
of ten, we can't any more (and after chis we, the you, which lollows
a dash: a change of personal pronoun that would merit a pause that
1 cannot allow myself —JD])—tell the truch, it’s too much, confess,
you are the one who wishes life to end. how tiring to live living, chis
flaring up of every thought and nerve all day long is so exhausting.
How often I have caught you brooding—you think nobedy can see
you?—how pleasant it will be to slecp at last. Those who live to the
quick (vivens au vif] those who live living it is a furious effort, a ral-
lying, astride on time, with sore buttocks bleeding hands, and with
whipped breath.

[Here she begins a new paragraph and skips a line.—]D)

“That's the trick of the phonc call: I call the number and, by a magic
that no amount of centuries will ever lessen, I catch you whether you
arc in Rome me in Berlin . .. ®

You may have noticed how frequently she uses the word “catch”
in her writing, but she always catches by a thread, a lock of hair, a
writing line that fishes out, a funambulist’s wire, a trapeze arrist’s
net, or a telephone wire, even the lack of wire of a wireless, as one
used to say when she was little, a wireless telegraphy, a radio, rays,
a radiant radiology or radiotelephony.

... Lcatch you whether you are in Rome me in Berlin you in
Santiago me in Recife I press a finger and my tongue against your car
my key in your heart.

What s distance? Two oceans under my forefinger. We arc bodies
in minds fast as the radio.

This “what is distance?” is an ontological question but also the
dismissal of ontology, of the “what is?” What is distance? Implied:
nothing when one is a telephone wizard, which is enough to cancel
distance and the preliminary question of ontological knowledge,
namely “what is distance?”
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“Wha is distance? Two oceans under my forefinger. We are
bodies in minds [esprits] fast as the radio.”

In other words, esprit is not the mind in opposition to the body,
on the other side of the body, and espritis nor the spirit, the spini-
tus, a breath chat moreover would be fast, as if speed were a possi-
ble predicate of this entity (éran:] char one calls spiritus, the breath
in the telephone. No, the mind in which the body is, and not the
body in general but the hodies we are, we who know how to phone
(and noteverybody is a telephone wizard; it is not enough to have
a telephone), the mind in which we arc bodies, it is not this or
that which becomes fast here or there, like a pulse. No, or rather
yes, the spiritus, the pneuma (and her father was the pneuma made
man) is speed, the mind is chis speed, it lives fast, it is therefore
also technical, here telephonic, bur its telephony did nor wait for
the i ion of the telephone. For this telephony, which none-
theless also licerally invented the telephone, is thought itself. The
telephone is a poetico-technical invention, the pneuma is absolute
speed in us, the speed of us, rhe radio that stops the hemorrhage
of time. I mysell should not have stopped the movement of this
hymn. I resume.

We are hodies in minds fast as the radio. Now I call up the name.
Warch out!

This exclamation, “Watch out!” is extraordinary, truly magical,
and it would merir centuries of analysis. Three lines earlier, there
was the word “magic,” you heard it, and the phrase “I call che
number and, by a magic. . . . ” Now [or] here she has just said:
“Now I call up the name.” She begins a new paragraph and ex-
claims or cries our: “Warch our!”

This warning, “Watch our!” is the conjurer’s exclamation or in-
junction: address or skill, agility, dexterity, digital writing. On a
stage, while the trapeze artist carries on with his acrobatic exer-
cises, this magician talks to his public as he is about to pull his
trickand conjure the ching out of himself, in a moment, rightnow
[rout & Iheure, tous de suite), it is imminent, as if by an enchant-
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menr. Watch out, the impossible thing will take place under your
eyes in a moment:

Now | call up the name.
Watch out!

Provided you watch carefully—but in any case you will not
see a thing, since it goes so fast and the mighty power escapes
you. Watch out for whar you're going ro see that you're going to
sec without seeing how it comes about, as if by an enchantment!
“Now I call up the name,” and where there is nobody, I have noth-
ing in my hands, nothing in my pockets, the absent one is going to
answer. To his name and for his name, which I give him or call up,
like his number, he is going to answer—to his number: therc will
be a subscriber at the name and number I call. Ac the name [ call
up. As when I call the number—the number in ashow, on a stage,
by a magician or the phone number—these are all numbers. And
she hersclf is quire a number, you're going to scc. Then “Watch
out” means, first and foremost, watch carefully what I am doing
around here as I am wriring what you are reading here: around
here | call up the name, forin writing I call up the name, and
nothingelse. Another monstration, anotherdeictic of the conjurer
who inconspicuously, discreetly, abstractedly shows you his finger
with his finger, and what he has at the tips of his fingers. He also
shows his address or his dexterity—on the text: read.

But ro call up the name is ro produce an appellation to which
the other answers as much as oneself to transform into a name: 1
call up the name, watch out, and you're going ro sce my body, like
that of an animal fanning its tail, mime and produce the name by
becoming the name when on the spot I take the features of the
name upon myselfand in me. I call up the name, I call it, produce
it, call upon it to answer, imitate it, and, always through substitu-
tion, metempsychotically become the name, like the number, 1 call
and do a numbser (je fais un numéro, I am a number. In che serics
of substitutions. Of identity, sex, literary genre, and sexual gender.
1 am another “another” (une autre “un aurre’), 1 am/follow it, hot
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on irs trail and almost ro the number, I give myself irs surrogate
name. All chis by an enchantment, by rhe chant of an enchant.
ment. [ am/follow its name, I am/(ollow the name rhac I call up,
etc.. [ give it to myself, I add myself to it, I give myself over to it
as il by an enchantment and like an animal performing a rrick of
magic ar the magician’s command. And you're going o see, once
again the animal will soon appear suddenly, as early as rhe next
line. Around here and everywhere.

Before continuing to read this passage, we should, if we had
a few months at our disposal, summon all the telephones in her
work (they are everywhere, like so many animals—a possible topic
for six hundred disscrtations—and a topic for a first question: are
there more telephones or animals in the life and works of Héléne
Cixous? Answer: animals are telephones and sometimes the other
way around, and they multiply, in the prolifauny of all their ani-
mal, human, and divine metamorphoscs. Besides “the dog is part
of the telephone,” as is said in the hymn to the telephone (“1 will
sing their telephone”). This hymn to the telephone rises, (or ex-
ample, in the heart of the sublime “Une Histoire idéale” in Jours
de lan, where, for Clarice, “It was on the phone that their books
found their source. Unpublished source. Much purer source, Cla-
rice would say, than her published books.””'

The telephonic animals circulate between all the orders and all
the rules, from the telephantasms and celefaun in Anank2, with
its h of ph \fansh ], the “r
nfbro(herly rrznsf:rcnccs llmnsﬁém]. the sons or wircs of the

“liccle (c)elefaun (perir éléfaune],” its “introjection of the primal
elelantasy™? and irs “relephantasm of incorporarion™ (rhe title
of a chapter thar names che “metonymic chains or the ones ma-
terialized in the guise of a wire, ribbons, locks [ méches], buckles,
and other fastening devices . . . ™ to the “c1y of the telephone”
and even to the critical moment of “tcleaphony” in La Fiancée
Jjuive—de la tentation,” as critical 2 moment, it seems to me, as
“The Betrayal” in Beethoven).

Nothing would be more inane—but all rhe transferential re-
sisrance that is met by Héléne Cixous’s work spins dizzily in
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thesc inanities—than to read these verbal and poetic inventions
(relephantasms, for example) as simple puns she would have the
knack for and which would come easily to her—or even as simple
phantasms. Each time, what is at stake, in the production and
according to the necessity (here the book is called Ananké) of a
language event, is a thoughiful analysis of whar binds and unbinds
in the very living of the living (/e vivre méme du vivant), therefore
in the animality of the animal, speed insofar as it cancels distance,
the rele phenomenon, bur ar the same rime binds and unbinds
the appearing of the phenomenon, the phainesthai, insof ar as it
is indissociable from the phantasma, chacis to say, both from the
dream and the spectral ph of r which ph

also means. The exemplary privilege of the elephant, of this trope
and of its trunk, is in the fact that it is both a living animal and
bears in its name the root simulacrum of the very simulacrum,
of the phantasma, of the seeming, and of the spectral, just as the
privilege of the faun, as an animal or a Panic god, is in the fact that
it binds free-floating desire, the satyr’s ludic desire, to the speed of
the telephonic voice. And that one must here analyze the phan-
tasm as much as produce the event, in the same twofold gesture, is
cvidenced by the psychoanalytic code that she plays with and con-
tinually puts to work, as cverywhere in rhis work, for example here
with the “resistance of brotherly transference,” the “introjection of
the primal elefantasy,” and the “telephantasm of incorporation.”
With the force of its forward thrust, its preduction of a living
cvent, which it brings into the world and gives birth to, being
delivered from it while analyzing ir, this analytic power charges up
the whole work. In Ananke (1979), while we arc on the subject,
the last chapter, the green chapter (cach chapter is named aftera
color), is called “To Make the Child and to Interprec It.” It fea-
tures a prodigious delivery scene, which carries and also gives birch
to this theory according to which there are always rtwo moments
(and 1 believe them to be inseparablearound here): “To make the
child and to interpret it." She writes: “There arc two moments:
0 make the child and to interpret it.” Further on, still in italics,
someone speaks: “— There are two times: a time to make love and
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a time to analyze it” To make and to interpret, indissociably, but
also to make and to interpret interpretation, for example to “do
psychoanalysis,” as the phrasegocs, to make an analysis, which she
docs all che time, and interprer psychoanalysis, for cxample all the
discourses of Uncle Freud, who is always there, in a corner, on his
couch, or on the line in the next room (4 cdré], like an answering
machine questioned by the prodigal niece.

Ler us leave Freud on the line, we will come back to him in
a moment, let us make him wair a bir, just long enough for
us, around here, to draw a linc of conduct and a line of read-
ing: namely that therc is no tule forreading the prodigies of this
mighty power, there is no other rule than to invent the rule with
cach letter in order to countersign, fo grant oncscll the inspired
verve of this “might [puisse]” (the magnitudc of this “might of the
may”), to accordfagree with it while sub junctivating for ourselves
everything it says or while subjunctivaring to it, all(o)ying oneself
to it according to the alliance or the alloy, that is to say, at once
o make and to interpret while countersigning. If interpretation
supposes analysis, that is to say, the analuein of the unbinding that
unties, then o makeor do, on the contrary, comes down to bind-
ing, to binding oneself and allying oneself (4 se lier ez a sallien), to
doing the contrary at the same time. Only an act of writing as an
act of love that binds and reads {lie e lise}—might tead as ic un-
binds the threads, while weaving an alliance in the analysis of un-
binding itsclf —can measure up to this text for the invention of a
criticism as a poctics of reading. As | was preparing for this session,
I prowled a lot around the relationships between subjunctivity and
subjectivity, these two moods or modes of subjugation, subjection,
and subordination. I did so with the intention of proving that the
apparently subordinated might of the subjunctive was potentially
mightier (en puissance plus puisanre], from a performarive point of
view, than thar of the presentindicative of the verb, therefore of
the constarive, forexample, of the verb “tobe” in the shis is, the “it
is” of ontology, and therefote the ontological idca of subjectivity or
objectivity. For “might” is the absolute performarive. Any perfor-
mative, any phantasmatic omnipotence of the performative draws
From the mighry power of this “mighr.” Only an affection, the
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affective part of an event, can remind it of its limit. The subjunc-
tive is mightier, from the subordinateclause, than the ontological
main clause. The onrological main clause is this “chis is (cess]” cut
short by the hatchet (hacke] of H.C. H.C. is something other than
the “it is [cesr]” of the ontological main clausc. Provoked into in-
teresting mysell in this subjunctive modalicy in a way I had never
done before, [ wished to be quite clear in my own mind: I looked
up the word “subjunctive” in my dictionary and I immediately fell
upon this: “The subjunctive is mainly the mood of the subordi-
nate clause. First example: “That Jacques be alive did not surprise
her much™ (Roger Martin du Gard).

Uncle Freud is still waiting on the line. For example, again
he is not Farof Fwhen, in Jours de Ian, the telephonc comes into
the same configuration with the two sides, the right and the left,
speed, the spirit of inspiration and the order given-—and you arc
at last going to hear the par ici:

.. .it's 10 the right, its to the lcft, a litcle clearer, a litele faster. chis
way |par ici). New paragraph—)D]

In the meantime, I wenton ahcad. [ have an inspiration? 1 follow
her. She moves faster than we do. “Comc on!” That's an order. Com-
ing from my most impcrious life . . . 7

Further on, on the other page, these two words appear: “the
telephone,” both on their own, on a single line. In the same
movement, srill further, she is on the telephone (parle au
iéléphone). Buc she docs not speak on the telephone, as one says 1o
speak on the telephone. No, she really speaks fo the telephone; she
speaks in its direction (i son adresse], addresses it and says: “O
telephone. . . . " She even asks ir for forgiveness, for “telephone”
not only representsan animal life, even when there is an answer-
ing machine; telephone is somebody who must forgive her when
she asks him to let her sleep, not to ring anymore. And we will
see later why this is no zoo-anthropomorphic animism. Two pages
further, she forgives hersclf after accusing herself, equally blithely:
of being sad being happy, and of dreaming. “If I must accuse my-
sclf, it's of committing drcams.”
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Let us now come back to where the magician who calls up the
nameas if by an enchantment has just said to us “Watch out™:

Now | call up the name.
Warch out!

[A big blank space of waiting, then a date, and here is the animal
that had been announced. —)D]

6 December 1936
(Enser my uncle Freud).

... Here iis the reason why one can love an animal: (beyond all the
differences of organic development) we are next of kin by the same
enchantment. [ am really talking about the enchanting chant, this un-
limited sentenceless willlul language comparable to Ged's unknown
language. So my uncle Freud thoughr.

“That's why often, while earessing Jofi, [ caught mysell humming a
melodythat I know well although Iam no musician... . "

The musician of this enchanting chans—the musician thac the
subject of utcerance says he is not, although he is humming, as
Freud would hum—is a male musician. Not a female musician.
Wewould have—a truly infinite work—to deal with the truch of
the sex of this masculine, like thar of the author who is the daugh-
ter of the dead-fachers, as with the rrouble, the instability, the in-
finitely intertwined, criss-cross multiplicity of the sexual identities
that share the signature of this work, replacing one another any-
where with unspeakable craft, tricks, and subtletics—making all
the more difficult or improbable a reading that would not make
the same expenditure—and with reading comes the political strac-
cgy that would instrumentalize chis enchanting chanc like a femi-
nist theorem or a philosophical thesis.

That I would have the time to deal with it is rather unlikely. But
one will not unbind themighty power of the enchanting chant
(puissance de l'enchani), in its tongues, from the powers of sex-
ual difference, which, as a difference, but from both sides of the
difference, is at work in rhis work as, to my knowledge, in nonc
other, in no other work: the differential of might itsclf. Ac most,
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im-potency faced with the very event, and its affect. Beyond any
performative.

Seven yearsbefore OR, in fours del'an (1990), another scene of
the “Now 1 am going. . . . Watch out!” announced, like a number,
the imminence of the stroke of the magic wand, the petformative
opetation whose technique will in a moment, on the spot [rour &
Theure, sur lheurel, without delay, sttaightaway, like a fiar, make
lighr and conjure up a character created, as in Genesis or in science
fiction, from nearly nothing, almost ex nihilo. | say “science fic-
tion” because, with all these telephones and this high-tech [eel, her
magic is also ahead of its times and connives with cyberlitcrature,
with its heroic specters or irs virtual idols. At the top of a page that
will remain blank, one could alrcady read in Jours de lam

Watch out, because the hour is going to sound. In three lines. [
collect myself onc last time. As beforc a separation. Now | am going
to open the door. Now | am going to trn on the light. And you will
see. lwrniton: ... "

Afrer this colon, it is like the raising of the curtain in a the-
ater, a big blank page, and the play begins on the other side, on
theother page. The character is simply called dearh, “my deach,”
“thy death,” “your death.” I leave you with them. “Death [says the
author of the play—]D)] is not what we think. Often it is alive,
whereas we only think of it as dead.”

Since we will come back in a moment, while still ac the time
of OR, to the question of a certain omnipotence, I should there-
fore myself like to think, and above all make you think, a mighty
power, that of Hélene Cixous, hers, the one she testifies to and
the one she experiments with. Everywhere she assays a mighry
power of the “might,” which might have nothing to do any lon-
ger with the possible and with power. It would at least be older
and younger than them, taking them and caking itself beyond the
possible, beyond power, and their dynasty. As if this omnipotence
werein league with the im-possible. It would do the impossible. It
would rherefore atrest ro unpower, as well as to vulnerability and
death—hence the magic of what, by a stroke of writing, does the
impossible.
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“Magic"—now, that is a tempting word, a dangcrous tempta-
tion to name cthis omnipotence. What would be at stake here, in-
voking the magical invocation, is not to describe a phantasm of
animistand infantile ip noroccult i ions taken
seriously by an obscurantist knowledge. On the contrary, a certain
exploration, both theoretical and practical, of the letter, the rekhne
of a certain pragmatic, the performative force of the writing that
we salutc here, all this would be used as an cxperimental analyzer
for rheirrecusable effectiveness of such phaneasmata, a Greek word

thanks to which onc would refer here to phantasms as well as to
dreamsand their revenants, in accordance with the very usage of
this term. It would then be the place of onc of these confronta-
tions with Freud, of which | can only indicate the necessity yet
again as 1 am renouncing ir.

Turned toward Uncle Freud, we could have sought to make
things a little more complicated for him by putting this forward:
so that might might make something come as much as it might,
is ir nor necessary, in the very agency of rhis mighty power of the
“might” (du “puisse” ou de la ‘puisse’], there where it takes its place,
for desire to be able to reach where the distinction between phan-
tasm and rhe so-called actual or external reality docs nor yet take
place and has no place to be? Not thar this distinction is thercby
discredited, far from ir, bur onc would have to rethink ir from rhis
place where it does nor yet rake place. To take this one cxample:
in this place, where the mighty power of the “might” announces
itself, the border would nor yet be sccured between real seduction
and the phantasm of seduction, this historical crux of Freudian
psychoanalysis. Where phantasmatic seduction does not work, it
is because it is not powerful cnough, the law of might being auto-
immunc, grappling with the impossible, which singularly compli-
€carcs marcers.

Bu it is nor the X-ray of char particular Freud which seems to
me the most urgently called for. It would be rather the X-ray of
the Freud who, for example in 7orem and Taboo, devotes at least
one chapter to “Animism, Magic, the Omnipotence of Thoughts.”
This is the title of chapter 3: “Animismus, Magie sind Allmachs der
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Gedanken." More precisely, in this chaprer, | would quickly x-ray
three organic articulations only in order to point out their prob-
lematic snags or their opaque spots, that is to say, the very ching
that is not self-evident and can be puzzling, thus marking the limic
of Freudian analysis, as well as, simultaneously, what in it remains
to come—and which | read in the mighty power put to work and
signed by the hand of Freud's niece by marriage. In Torem and
Taboo, he had thus admitred owing the phrase “omnipotence of
thoughts (Allmacht der Gedianken)” to one of his very intelligent
patients. ‘The Rat Man—for he is the one—was confiding his ex-
periences of omnipotence to him: he only had to think abour a
person in order to come across him or her, not to mention the
telepathic bonds with the living, the dead, and the dying properly
speaking. In The Rat Man, which Freud's niece knows probably
better than anybody else, the analysis of this feeling of omnipo-
tence beginson the same page as this note—which I thought I had
to speak ill of elsewhere—on the alleged superioricy of patriarchy,
which appeals to reason, paternity being a fabrication of judgment
(a legal fiction, as Stephen said in Ulysies),” whereas, on the side of
my living mother, I know percepribly and without a doubr that she
is and who she is. Ler's leave it ar that; thar was said elsewhere. It
is in the vicinity of psychoanalytic na'iveté, the most widely shared
thing in the world and in history,'® that Freud proposes to analyze
his patient’s feeling of omniporence. Although I am not able to x-
ray his analysis here, I laser in on those moments that would merit
a prolonged observation around here. One of these passages has to
do with the father’s death, which is said to have played a determin-
ing role for the Rar Man, all of whose obsessions tend to make
up not for the father's death but for parricidal wishes, so much so
that whenever he said “beyond.” jenseirs, in other words, “on the
other side,” Freud authorized himself to translate as, I quore: “If
my father was still alive.” And The Rar Man is nothing but a long
development insisting on the fact thar love does not extinguish
hatred, quite the contrary, nor the care for life the death wish: for
life would be around here ar the service of for dearh. In the same
patient, according to the same logic, the one thar would bring
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about the infantile megalomania of the omnipotence of thought,
Uncle Freud belicves he can detect an unresolved conflict, namely
the normal oscillation between man and woman as objects of love.
Icis the conflict in front of which, he says, one places the child by
asking the famous question: “Who do you love best, Mummy or
Daddy’ The oscillation then stays with him all life long, despite

dividual diflc in the evolution of affective i ities and
in the fixarion of final sexual goals. But normally this opposition
soon loses the aspect of a neutral contradiction. It is no longer an
inexorable alternative. A margin is created in order to satisfy the
unequal demands of the two parties, the mother and the (acher,
although in the normal man himself the depreciation of persons
of a given sex always goes together with a proportionately higher
esteem for persons of the opposite sex. We briefly saw how the
question “Who do you love best, Mummy or Daddy?” was deale
with, dealt with again by her, not far from the Introduction to Nar-
cissism, as well as the question “Your dead father, would you like
it if he wasn'?” whosc answer “I cannot look . . . in the face.” But
le’s leave that aside; | had announced three problematic snags and
three opaque areas in the Freudian analysis of the “omnipotence
of thoughts.”

A.The first snag that crops up, in Totem and Taboo, is the mo-
ment when Freud feels obliged to grant an exceptional privilege
to art. Freud acknowledges thar art would be the only domain in
which, in the advanced phase of human civilization that is ours,
the omnipotence of thoughts (Allmachr der Gedanken) continues
to be exrcised. It has been kept up (erhalten geblieben) to this very
day. One is right to compare the artist to a magician (Zauberer),
he says, and to speak of art's magic (Zauber der Kunss). Before tha,
Freud had distinguished several phases in the psychical develop-
ment of humankind: an animistphase, which, as far as chronology
and contents are concerned, would correspond to a “narcissism” or
1o an infantile megalomania, then a religious phase, which would
correspond to the object choice (Ob jeksfindung) and would be
characterized by the child’s atctachment to its parents, and last the
sciensific phase, the phase of “knowledge” (wissenschafeliche Phase).
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It is then maturity, the time when one gives up the pleasure prin-
ciple, adjusts to the object’s reality in the external world, from the
point of view of reason, of (especially psychoanalytic) scicnce and
philosophy. In this last phase, one would give up the animist or
religious omnipotence of thought, one would resign oneself to
death. One would acknowledge it.

Without so much as smiling at such evolutionist scientism,
which is ar once coarse, dated, but also full of indisputable com-
mon sense, one may wonder what this exception of art as magic
means. Why did art nor disappear, if it still survives? And why
must Freud hesitate to turn art’s magic into a mere animist rem-
nant, the residue of a “narcissism” Why does he draw back from
this issue of art? There are at lcast two signs that testify to this
failure: on the one hand, the inability to account for the residual
persistence of what would only be a remnant and a survival in
this evolutionism: on the other hand, an utterly insufficient and
inconsistent, traditional concept of art, which would be at once
an “illusion” (it is Freud’s word: an “illusion” that produces ef-
fects of the affect [Affeknrirkungen] “as if it were hing real”
[“aks wiire es erwas Reales’]) and, as an illusion, purely and simply
a representational and reproductive mimicry. This clearly appears
in the long embarrassed note devored to Reinach’s book, LArr er
la magie, in which arc is considered solely in its representational,
mimetic, illusion-producing form (from the so-called primitive
painters onward, who left on the cave walls representations of
beasts of prey that they feared or wanted to exorcize, etc.).'" If,
as Freud says, art was originally something other than “art for art’s
sake” but first served tendencies toward magical efficacy that are
extinct today, why would he persevere? Anyway, who said that art
had to be essentially “art for art's sake™ Moreover, Freud acts as
if, first of all, “eflects of the affect” were not real events, as if the

“as if” had no real eflec. Whar Freud seems strangely i ignorant
of , which comes down to misund ling nonrepr

art—ar nonconstative art, productive art, lhc poietic dimension
of art—is the knowledge and power of language in general, in the
order of psychoanalysisin particular, on the side of the analyst and
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of the analysand, of theory, practice, and the analytic institution,
where performative power acts and produces always according to
ways that are at once rational, technical, and magical. 'Ihe effect,
both affective and effective, of a performative is always magical in
appearance. It alwaysoperates as if by an enchantment. In practice
and in theory, in techniquc—in parricular, that of psychoanalysis.
Who better than Freud himself ac once showed it, illustrated it,
and ignored it? I think that, on this pointas well as on others, itis
always by recalling him to himself that his niece could ruchlessly
criticize and mock him.

B. Sccond snag. There is something more interesting in Freud's
half-baked theory about the omnipotence of thoughts (ar least
in Totem and Taboo, for what he senses in his texts on telepathy
would be more troublcd more troubling, more daring). Whereas
he has just reduced the p of the 'r ¢ of though
to narcissism, to infantile megalomania, to animism and its tech-
nique, magic (Die Technik des Animismus, die Magie, he says),
Treud thinks it necessary to specify that the presuppositions
(Vorausserzungen) of magic arc more originary and more ancient
(urspriinglicher und dlter) than the doctrine of spirits (the theory
of ghosts: Geisterlehre), which forms the kecnel of animism. There
would therefore be a pre-animism. Freud then cvokes the theory
and the book by Marett, Pre-animistic Religion, and proposes to
call it “animatism” (Animatismus). T'his animatism is not a mere
belief in the spirits of the dead. It is something like a theory of
living, of being-alive, of livingness (vivance],'*? of universal being-
for-life (Lehre von der allgemeinen Belebtheit), which Jankélévitch
senior somewhat excessively translates as “universal hylozoism,”
referring to the doctrinc that lends life, zoe, to evetything, in par-
ticular to so-called inorganic, dead matter (hyle), so that everything
would be life, including the apparent nonlife of matter deprived
of breath. Freud does not quite say this, even though what he sug-
gests more or less comes down to the same thing: the Belebtheit
of livingness [vivance] or of liveliness [vivacitd], the live-ance of
being in life [l vivement de /étre en viel (“1 live. . . . 1 am the place
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of revival,” she says),'** this reviviscence of life would be the ele-
menr, the only one, a universal clement, since it has no limits or
no other side: there is no side for nonlife. Now what does Freud
say about the pre-animistic or “animaristic” experience of this uni-
versal Belebtheit deprived of another side? What docs he say about
the experience of this Belebeheit, which is not life in inanimate
things bur the always living experience of all that enters the field
of this lif ¢? What does he say about the experience, which can
only encounter the life that it is, that it lives, its Iifc. even when it
has to do with the nonliving, when an eschatology i d,
an experience of the extreme last, of the last cxrmmny for whlch
the death drive itsell would be for if& And even the tendency
toward nitvana? What does he, Freud, say abou chis animaristic
pre-animism? Well, nothing. He says there is nothing to say, or
that rhere is very little to say about this pre-animism, almost noth-
ing clse (wenig mehr), at lcast from experience (aus der Erfabrung,
a point forgotten by the French translation). What experience is
he speaking of? It is very simple in his mind: of anrhropo-cthno-
logical experience. One has yet to encounter a people lacking any
of spirirs { Gei: llung), that is ro say, a people

that has not determined pre-animism or animatism as religious
animism. This remark is interesting for what it says and what it
docs not say. It says or implies that any pcople, asa people, any
cultureknown and determined bycxpcncncc has irsown Geister-
Nlung, a theory of and d incs itself as the cul-

turc of a peoplc as it determines an originary Belebtheit and gives
it a specific igure, that is to say as it populates and populates itself
with spectral representations: there is no culture without unheim-

lich specrrality, withour an organization of haunting. It is very in-
teresting and fruitful, but what Freud does not say as he says rhat
is what chis universal Belebtheit—which is not yet culturally detcr-

mined as an animism, which, unlike animism, is not yet about to
become, o is not already, a religion of the dead in their surviving
ghosts—can be, will have been, could have been, in potentialicy
(en puissancel, a Belebtheir of which we can say nothing by anthro-
pological, culturalist, or ethnological experience, and which is nor
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even a philosophical doctrine (as is hylozoism, which the French
translation talksabout), but a quasi-originary Belebrheitthat must,
if nor presen icself, at least announce itself to some pre-empirical
or pre-positive experience.

Well, it is this experience that, according to me, writes and ana-
lyzes itself, maybe experimenis itself, one should say, each time that
in the life and works of Héline Cixous the mighry power of the
“might” is at work, that is to say is being tested, as a work of life,
as living, or, subjunctively, as “oh, that life be lived, for life [vive-
ment le vivre, pour la vie.” Experience means the performativity of
a writing that travels and crosses the continental distances at full
speed and on all possible rhythms (which “experience” or “experi-
mentation” or even “expertisc.” or Erfahrung, means). This signed
experience does what it says; it puts this Belebrheit to work and to
the test, tries it out: ro see, outof a living desire and an experimen-
tal curiosity, by provoking the event, by making-letting it happen,
before any philosophical, scientific, or cultural thesis on being as
life or on the essence of the living. It is not an ontology of life (For
example, in the sense of the huge debate between Heidegger and
all the philosophies of life and, even more, all the biologisms).
This experience of Belebrheit, which makes and analyaes che phan-
tasm, which makes and analyzes birth, is not a position on the
essence of being as life. The life of this Belebtheit is not, it is not
an “entity [éeand]”; it is a mighty power of the “might” without
another side, without a contary. Death is neitherunknown nor
denied nor avoided; it represents a great character of this literacure,
but it is simply nor a contrary and another opposite side of living,
a yonder or a beyond.

Thisbeing said, and signed, in (the) place of what Uncle Freud
leaves unsaid, but not against him. For in a way the deployment
of this poetico-performarive, magical might does have to do with

the most originary narcissism that Freud thinks he can recog-
nize at the origin of the “omnipotence of thoughts.” The om-
nipotence of thought is narcissistic, it is this taurology of absolute
speed we were talking abour, the econo-meto-homonymy of liv-
inglife, which, a momentago, could only say “me,” “mine”—but
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one should not get carried away with speed and hasren to believe
one knows what narcissism is and means. Narcissism has no con-
wrary, no other side, no beyond, and love for the other, respect for
the other, self-denial in f:vm d’ the other do nor interrupt any
narcissistic beheit is istic, life lets itself be
lived and outlived in 2ccordznc= with originary narcissism. One
must love oneself living in order 1o love the other. Only the im-
potence of a petty narcissism blocks off love for the orher. This is,
as you know, what Echo teaches Narcissus through an effect of
language, almost a play on words, in the Metamor phoses (* ‘Ecquis
adest” ev ‘adest’ responderat Echo . . . ™, “ . . . voce ‘veni!’ magna
clamas: vocar illa vocantem™).'™ To lov: the other as oneself sup-
poses the telctachycardic unlimitedness of narcissistic might. The
mightier narcissism is, the more it loves the other. And in order
to love the orher as oneself more than oneself (introjection and
incorporation), this surplus of might is needed, always more of
it, this more than possible that is the mosr impossible. (Here, as
Angelius Silesius says, das Uberunmiglichste ist miglich, which can
be translated in wo different ways: cither rhc most impossible
is possible, or else the more than impossible is possible; ic all de-
pends on the stroke of genius and how good it is at making excess,
iiber, tremble berween the comparative and the superlative, or else
at declining the superlative on the side of a certain subjunctive.)
Narcissism is the elemenrary condition for love. Apart from my-
self, will I dare say that I know nobody who is more impossibly
narcissistic than Hélene Cixous, in her-life-her-works? 1 conld say
that, apart from myself. That's why she and | keep each other at a
respectful distance, and with rhe greatest possible respect, each to
one side. “That, to my knowledge, nobody might be more narcis-
sisric than me,” as [ have therelore just said, apart from myself,
I could prove that this is a necessarily universalizable maxim for
whoever knows what to oricnr onesell in thought means—or sim-
ply to orient oneself, from one side to the other, from the always
subjective difference of the right hand and of the left hand: on rhe
one hand, on the other hand. Like the French grammar of such an
undecidably autobiographical sentence as “1 write (to) myself (je
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mécris]” or “We write ourselves / each other (nous nous écrivons]”
all the time. Buc let’s lcave it ac that; that would still be like calk-
ing about oneself.

The work and thought ofH.C. are and are not a hylozoism, and
the omnipotence of thoughts (Allmacht der Gedanken) at work in
what she writes is nothing but a modest, loving thought of what
the subjunctivity of omnipotence mighe be. Call that desire, the
sublimated beauty of desire or the desire of sublime beauty if you
like. Narcissus or Echo.

C. The third snag, the third problemaric task in chis passage
from Totem and Taboo, brings us back again to her, to her work.
Scarcely further, after he has just fallen silent about the pre-ani-
mism of Belebtheit, Freud narrates something like the arrival of
the side, that is to say, of the limit that, in the sacrifice and ac-
knowledgment of death. puts a stop to narcissism and death, but
precisely where there is no limir or ocherside. He calls char “ne-
cessity,” in Greek, Ananké. Now, in the movement he thus ana-
lyzes, what seems to me to be most original here, and for us most
striking and most nccessaty, precisely, is that he allows a double,
appareny contradictory or undecidable gesture: to know and ac-
knowledge [connaire et reconnaitre] Anank?, that is to say death, is
to deny it at the same time. At the same time, in the same move-
ment, on the spot [sur [heurr). To acknowledge is to deny |dénier]
or to renege [ renier]. To acknowledge is not to acknowledge. Con-
versely, not to acknowledge, to deny, to renege, is to acknowledge,
I will say de-negate [de-tenier]. In the enigma of this acceptance of
death, of this knowledg (har 4" ledges (Anerk 9 dearh,
bu of this re-cognizing k [ i | as
n:ganon and of this ncganon a.rdcmal ld!néganan] Verlmgnen. |n
this ack led thatdeni derstands | mé
what it knows znd re-copizes [re-connait], well, this is where the
side, the other side of the life without sides. precisely rakes itself
away. One should then think denial [dénégation], which to this
day remains unthought in that respect, from Anankéand from che
gesture of the body that surrenders to Anank2. Such is the one and
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double gesture (mit derselben Geste, says Freud), such is the gestes
that must be made and interpreted—and gesture is a very power-
ful, vety rich word, which seems to me appropriatc here for the
thearrical, gencrative, and performative scope of the writing of the
body we are talking about, I'll come back to that straightaway. Let
us listen to Freud speaking about this “same gesture™ (mit derselben
Geste):

. man’s first ch ical ach (dieerste th

ln:nmg des Menschen)—the creation of spirits (die Schip fung der Geis-
i) ..

ivch

Freud uses two different words, Leistungand Schip fung, to indi-
catcclearly that this theory has been a productive and constitutive
operation, Leistung, as an cx nihilo creation, Schipfung, which can
cqually be an arristic creation: phantoms are creatures of men and
of works of art, and thesccreations are theoretical by themselves.
‘The production of the spectral is theoretic, the phantasmal or
phantasmatic visions arc theorems and theatrical theorems.

Thus man's first theoretical achievement (dieerste theoresische Leis-
sung des Menschen)—thc creation of spirits (die Schipfung der Geis-
rer)—suems to have arisen from the same source (aus derselben Quelle)
as the first moral ictions [sittlichen Beschrinkungem. the source of
creation is thus a limitation, a border—]D] to which he was subjected
ler sich unserwirfr. literally subjects himsclf, subjectivates himself,
subserves to—)D)—the observances of taboo [die Tabuvorschrifier.
the prescriptive or prohibitive writings of the prohibiting law: cre-
ation creates the revenant and phantasmaric theoty by subscribing, by
subordinating itsclf to its own limiting prescription—JD). The fact
thar they have the same origin (Gleichheit des Ursprungs) need not
imply, however, that they arose simulcaneously | Gleichezitigheit der
Entstebung. therel ore, from the same birthplace they d nor become
cstablished or do not emerge at the same time—hence what is called
history, all the histories of morality, religion, science and technique,
cte.—]D). If the survivors’ position in relation to the dead was re-
ally what first caused primitive man 1o reflect and compelled him to
hand over some of his freedom of action, then thesc cultural products
would itute 2 first acknowled, (Anerk ®) of AvavkT,
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which opposes human narcissism [which is opposed to it, which
thwartsit, widerserzs—] D). Primitive man would thus be submitting
to the supremacy of death [the superior might of death: (bermacht dex
Todes—)D) with the samegesture (mit derselben Geste) with which he
seemed to be denying it (durch die er diesen zu verleugnen scheins).'*

The following sentence begins: “If we had the courage to con-
tinue, ... 1%

Freud did not say that this gesture consists in acknowledg-
ing and denying ar rhesame sime, buc cthat the acknowledgment
of Ananke, of what is effective, takes place in the same gesture
through which the first man seems to deny it. He does not deny,
since he acknowledges, but he seems to deny; it is as ifhe denied
what he acknowledges. This same gesture comes to the same thing
without doing so, and it is in the direction of this “as if” that
we should have the courage to continue. It is, for example, the
courage of this immense, thoughtful poem called Ananke, whose
richness so overwhelms me that I hardly dare touch on it. Besides,
Anank?names the courage, in a place where we find again Thessie
and Molly’s “yes I will yes.” The double affirmation of this “yes” is
at once courage itsell and the first name of love:

“Do you have she courage? my friend said, and suaightaway 1 said
“yai,” and the first name of love was: “Yer [ will yes” Dojit . . .

[Would that you mighr what follows, ar least until:—)D]

T had the courage but I fel apprehensive, such an event only hap-
pens once.'””

Courage is not the opposite of fear, and Arank2deals with, and
weaves together, all these questions: courage is the courage of what
she also calls “the question,” that of the “most rcal name of my
Necessity,” and “the question” is Eve. Anank2puts into play and
on stage again all the elephantasms of incorporation and intro-
jection, and cspecially Narcissus—not only from Zur Einfiibrung
des Narzissmus, called by its name in Les Commencements at the
moment of the aforesaid “first question” (“Who do you love best,
Mummy or Daddy>"),"® but Narcissus himself, of whom it is said
that one must (it is a subritle) “Aght against Narcissus with seven
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fears.” A subchapter that opens wirh a scene in which recognition
asavoidance,avoidance in recognition (what takes place around
here again, after all), are named by their names at the arrival of
narcissus (with a small letrer, like the Aower):

“This is why you recognize him"—always avoided—the pursuer,
“nothing in the world could have avoided hini” . . . it was narcissus, no
doubr,and I couldn'tplace him . . . I couldn't recognize myself.'®

Bur one must read everything, of course, letter by letter: 1 ill-
treat everything by thus sclecting and chopping with unforgivable
violence. Unable to do justice to this book, as to the other fifty
in fact, in such conditions I merely underli hing of what
I decided a moment ago to name her gesture and her experience,
a double and coordinated gesture, capable of doing rhings with
words, of carrying with a gestion that is also a gestation and a
birth: gestio means to be carried away with desire, to burn with
desire, and gesto means to carty, and gestari to be carried, to travel;

and her experilous, experimental experience, rhe dangerous jour-
ney (Gefahr, Fahren), the expert crossing of her cxperience (Er-
Jabrung), her experimentation, her test of originaty Belebtheit, are
gestures and an experience, operations and an opus, a purring to
work, which hold together and are held by the right dovetailing
of experimental technique (always a bir ironic: one must do itjust
ro sec, to try it out) and of magic, knowledge, know-how, and
enchantment, at the point where, for the opposirionless narcissism
of Belebrheis, there is no longer any contradiction between the ex-
perience of magic and the experimentation of the most objective
rechno-science. For example, all the experiences or experiments of
the telephone and of telepathy arc at once magical and purely tech-
nical, even cybernetic and transgenic. Her work would be trans-
genic at the point where, beyond genres, it crosses genealogies in
order to produce new bodies, bur also because it docs so according
to the mighty power of a language thar stretches beyond the natu-
ralness of the genctic, beyond the calculable program of a genome.
In this place, from which her work springs, and to which it points
los: point son oeuvre, er quelle pointe], the alleged disenchantment
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of rhe world (Entzauberung der Welt), which has been dinned into
our cars since Max Weber"® and which opposcs magic to tech-
nique, may no doubt have a lot of sense and pertinence up to this
point bur it loscs any pointed relevance. Like the opposition be-
tween faith and knowledge. And the point where this opposition
appears, can be thought, determined—and annulled—is the point
where she enchants technique that has remained technique, where
she thinks and writes. No disrinction then can hold any longer
between magic and technique, faith and knowledge, and so on.
The one and the ocher ate mighe, | am not saying they are capable
of might but Id like to say, I wish that they might might [puisscnt
la puissance]. Even before having to decide beeween phantasms of
the omnipotence of thought and an dFective might, it would have
been necessary to chink mighe icself, both the might of thought
and the thought of might, the thinking of thought as might. This
takes place beforc and so that the phantasm goes out and meets (2
la rencontre de] the other, an other of the phantasm that is always
fortuitous [de rencontre], met by chance [croise] rather than com-
manded, rather than ordered, by appointment.

‘T'hat’s what happens around here. As we will verify, what hap-
pens here, in the gest of this cxperience, is nor something elsc or
the opposite of theimpossible or, if you prefer, of impotence. This
remains a thought of the Enlightenment beyond the Enlighten-
menc. That's why, in spite of all the magic, the enchanting chant,
and the charm of chis experience, I never have the feeling, on my
side at least, of any morbid witchcraft, any obscurantist or occult
thaumarurgy, nor of any irrational bewitchment (envodrement).
Even the word envositement, when she uscs it, and if you really
read her, docs not simply mean “bewitchment.” For example, in
the chapter from Messie entitled “Erats d'aoit," the word envoiire-
ment is only one of rhe musical measures in a symphony in out
(route [all, roujours [always], au mois daod [in the month of Au-
gust), douse (doubt), doutaient [doubted], redouter [tedoubt], elle
dourait de son doute [she doubted her doubt)): the bewitchment
is also the bewitching return, everyyear, of these syllables, me (£
mor), and the month [mois] of August.
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Here, for another beginning, I would have given anamnesis, as
the anamorphosis of a great poem, a chance. During a recollec-
tion, | would have resurrected, under features that would have left
it both similar and unrecognizable, Gorgias’ hymn to Helen. Not
Saint Georges's but Gorgias'. I would have reinterpreted what, in
this cncomium of Helen, Gorgias says about the power of per-
suasion of the logoi, of speech a.s might (speech is a great dynast,
he says: logos dunastes megas estin). Gorgias cautions us especially
againstdiverting this might into witchcraft magic:

God-inspired enchantments (ai gar entheoi dia login epiidai)
through specches induce pleasure and reduce sorrow. By intercourse
with the soul’s belicf, the mighty power of the enchantment (¢ du-
namis tes epoides) seduces and persuades her and moves by sorcery
(fascinasion]. Two arts of sorcery and magic (goeicias de kai mageias
dissai tekbnar) have been discovered; they are deviations of the soul
and deceprions of belief. . . . So what teason is there against Helen
havingbeen surpriscd by a charm (a song, a hymn, umnos, an incanta-
tion)??

Further, evoking the mighty power of discourse (rou logou du-
namis) again, he denounces those words that, between the dif-
ferene, beneficial or evil, species of pharmakon, sometimes act as
bad pharmaceurical substances, adulterate and bewitch the soul
(psukhén epharmakersan kai exegoeteusan). But I would have regis-
tered in my anamorphosis thar this perversion, this corruptibility
must always remain possible in order to allow bencdiction to run
its course.

Since we are in Troy and my palinode begins an encomium of
Héléne once again, yer as if ir were (or the first rime, ir is perhaps
the place to recall Stesichorus’ palinode here. Plato recalls ir in rhe
Phaedrus (243 a b). Like Homer, Stesichorus (firse half of the sixth
century) had spoken ill of Helen. In shore, he had reproached her
with her ar of substitution: she was supposed to have indulged in
multiple loves and marriages. Stesichorus had lied and he became
blind. Bur since he was cultivated and a mousikos (learned, a poet
and a familiar of the Muses), he confessed his fault and composed
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a palinodia, that is to say, a song in a diff erent key to mean also
a recantation through which one goes right back, goes back over
what one has said, goes back in the opposite scnse bur also by be.
ginning again with the beginning, which palin means, one picks
up again right from the beginning, ar the point when onc nearly
lied or betrayed. As soon as he had thus sung this palinode, Stesi-
chorus recovered his eyesighe. In his palinode, his recantation, the
one by which he acknowledged and confessed his mistake, one
could hear the sound of these words:

oukesierumoslogosoutios
oud'ebas en neusin ewselmois
oud ikeo pergama Troias

There is no truth in this language (this languagc is not e7umos: true,
proper, appropriate—he has licd)

No, thou didst not step onto the well-decked vessels

No, thou didst not come to the aastle of Troy!

As he was recanting, Sresichorus saw fit to add that it was not
Helen but her ghost, Helen's ghost (Elenés eidilon), who followed
Paris to Troy and for whom the madmen foughr in Troy. (Plato
makes it clcar in rhe Republic IX, 586 c, on the occasion of a dis-
course on the idol, on the eidolon as ghost, specter, or revenant.)

You may still remember rhac, in one of my earlicr beginnings,
while quoting from OR, we had just heard about life and might,
just as omnipotence will be at issue in a moment:

These are lives of power, ar grear depths, unsubjected to the
clock . .

Now [07] you know that ORis also an extraordinary symphony
of the clock, on all the things named or signifying the clock, on
the theme of such and such a specific clock in the town of Oran,
and all the chancc Felicities [heurs er bonheurs] of the significr or,
in the heart of a father’s earth and georgic name, but also, that
way, the dclicate work of a watchmaker goldsmich, which would
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requirc centuries of deciphering through the homonymic, dissyn-
onymic, and synonymic mechanism of the letter.

Thesc are lives of power, at great depths, unsubjected to the clock,
which hang by a thread, like all lives of this kind. Apparently a great
sobricty but, on the contrary, in the body and in the head, an iron
constitution is needed to bear the fleeting touch of eternity violently
brushing against you.'?

This “flecting touch of eternity” is an anticipation or a recall:
the experience of eternity is in no way foreign to the mighty power
of rime; it also experiments with an art of speed, it tries out an
arc of lifting [vol] (in rhe sense of the furrive robber adept ar steal-
ing very quickly, in an instant, before time could find the time
torurn back, but also in the sense of the flight (vo/] and the flap-
ping wing). An arc of flying and thieving this fleeting touch of
cternity is, yes, an art of the aerial movement, of what holds itself
aloft with a single breath or a single flap of the wing, at the mo-
ment when the angelic, secret wing of eternity comes to caress
you, for this is also an art of caressing, and etcrnity touches us,
in this “fleering touch of erernicy.” barely touches you, without us
touching on eternity, according to a caress that you know, not so
much how to hold back, thar would be vulgar, but how ro feel.
Remember the “touch with Rapping wings” of Rilke’s angel (mit
fernen, mis Fligelschligen). Now chis “feeting touch of eternity”
at the speed of time, I would like to see it transmute in a flash,
without roo much arrifice, into “bonds of immorcality™ a few lines
furrher down. “We manufacture bonds of immorrality,” she says.
In the meantime, and that would justify my aero- or ethero-dy-
namic reading of the “fleeting touch of eternity,” figures she calls
stunrmen, who hold on ro one another by the thread of a leccer,
are seen flying through the air.

They come and go on the void provided they are weighted with a
letter. A piece of paper. Preferably recent. Everyrhing in history hangs
on speech. Doctors would say so: sometimes one dies for a word, for
a word onc does not dic, one waits, sometimes in the middle of a
sentence, always (or asentence, one is lost, saved.
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“This is, ar least in this passage, one of the firsr salutations ro the
word “saved [sauvd).” Now it will rebound, yes, the letter of this
word isawaiting us, it will rcbound to rhe lewter on the facing page
(“At rhe sighr of the envelope, one is saved alrcady”). With this
doctor’s quotation (“Doctors would say so: sometimes one dies for
aword. .. "), you know, if you haveread OR, that a rcfercnce is
madc to the paradigm of Georges and of the death of the father.
A paradigm that would be enough, if one so wished, to rcveal the
original crossing of this book, OR, wirh rhe grear modern fliation,
that of the phthisical or consumptive space of litcrature, adding
this singular masterpiece to the Alowers of consumptive evil. Tu-
berculosis and asthma: Kafka, Mann, Proust, Blanchot. Bur just
time enough ro bring ro mind a whole stream of questions: What
isa reference (I have just said: “A rcference is made ro the paradigm
of Georges and of the death of the father”)? Bur also, what is a
paradigm? And who is Georges? And the father, and rhe dcath of
the father? Especially if “no dead person has ever said their lasr
word,”" whereas such and such a man held to be alive may have
said a last word that nobody has heard. What is a last word, then,
or a next ro last word? The critics and rheorists of literarure who,
in academia or in periodicals of all kinds, would likc to know rhe
meaning and rhe reference, the whar and the who of this book—
and of so many others—had berter Icarn to relearn everything.

Here are now, following after the “flecting touch of eternity,”
rhe “bonds of immorraliry”:

After a while, like all words the thread gets worn [the thread of
the stuntmen, 1 suppose. and the wirc of the funambulists, and it is
always the finitude of time—]D). It is the human paradox: we manu-
facture bondsuflmmur(:hry Thcy work. During an indeterminate
length of time, i li B . [Finite, provisi im-
mortality.—JD] But one musl rukon with the innumerable forces
of Death. The latter does not remain inactive. It persecutes politically
morally professionally it comes near the body dangerously."*

This last sentence, alone, which acknowledges the persceuting
work of Death, with D capitalized, a breath-raking persccution I
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will speakabour again, is written in one stroke, without punctua-
tion, without allowing rime to breathe: “It persecutes politically
morally professionally it comes near rhe body dangerously.”

On the following page, without delaying, what does she write,
as if to describe these “bonds of immortality™

“Bonds of immortality,” written b-0-n-d-5 if I dared, I would
change their spelling to “bounds,” 6-0-u-n-d-s, in order to make
this bon mor also sound, volens nolens, like the incredible bound
that a standing jump into immortality can rake away [enlever)
from time, thus itself soaring [sen/evant mightily from the ground
of time, where it rakes off, at one go, soaring, rising [sé/evant],
taking Righr [envolant], lifting itself away (se volant] in a single
bound, raking time, taking rime from time, lifting [volan it from
time, outspeeding time, for rthar takes rime, taking all the time it
needs, because time is lacking, the time to rake time by surprise, at
one go (dun coup), ata single glance (d'un seul coup d'oeil] (Augen-
blick) or with a single flap of the wing (dun senl coup daaile], “feet-
ing touch of eternity”: we will be immortal in a moment bur only
the time of the bound, and even also, to speak one of her many
tongues, English, the immortal rime of a bond, b-0-n-d, of a tie, a
promise, a commirment, of an “engagement” for life, that is to say,
the whole of life but also in favor of life, of an acr of fairh in Ading
[fiance], “would thar might might (& puisse la puissance],” the time
from which one rakes off to leap with such a bound becoming
nothing bur a roken of eternity, norhing more, norhing less, a rrick
played on persecution, the very defcar of persecution.

One could call that the bondir [bounding) of Héléne Cixous,
bur chis time writing the verb with an e ac the end; then bondire
would substitute irself for benedicence (bien dire] or for speaking
good [dire du bien) in order ro signal, with a bound, roward bene-
dietion. With a feline bound, like a car or like a tiger. The bondire
of H¢léne Cixous would have the mighty powers or the virtues of
a benediction. How so?

On the opposite page, facing us, thercfore, here is first, in order
to put the “bonds of immortalisy” back into circulation, to narrate
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and literalize rhis bond/ire of blessed immorality, the anticipated je
vis, a “Je vis des lestres (1 live on / saw lerrers),” which, as a general
motto of Hélkne Cixous’s would do, designates twice at once: the
motto designates, at this precise moment, the letters that arrive or
do nor arrive at their destination through the infinitely fast pace
of a mail; but the motto also designates, leaping as ever with a flap
of the wing above epistolaty order, literally the literality of all the
leteers of the alphabet: writing itself.

Now here, and again I must interrupt the bounding leap, I must
immobilize the image—and the hand still trembles as it carves out
shadows and figures, and underlines must [il faut] three times:

Llive on / saw letters. One cannot ask for them. As they are graces,
they must arrive. For them to be graces, they must arrive when they
mast: at the last minute. I myself eannot predict the last minute. For
it always comes upon us without warning. But your letter arrives just

belore.

These three times “must [i/ faur]” are brought to bear on things
and times each time different. They do tell of [disent bien)] the
might and infinite acceleration of the “might”: would that the let-
ters might arrive. In arriving, the letters are the events, the very
figures of rhe event, like the arrivant like the letter, the event is a
thing “made toarrive.” The omnipotence of the “might” is brought
to bear above all else on the arriving [arrivance] of the letter as well
as of the event. And now, hey presto, you're going to see that the
“might” really works. The letter arrives since it musr arrive, and
when it must.

But then what are the graces thus granted (“For them to be
graces, they musr arrive when theymust: at the last minute”)? An
event, like a benediction, can only be a grace, namely that which
happens or arrives just where not expected, when one no longer
anticipates or calculates anything: failing which nothing happens/
arrives ro the letter. The graces thus granred have the grace of a
meaning thar disseminates itself at the multiple crossings of its
genealogy. Gracesgive or receive and therefore happen/arrive more
than once: the grace of what is given, first, graciously, gratuitously,
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without exchange, arriving as pure donation where, like everything
that arrives, one does not expect it; then the grace of the dance,
in accordance with the choreographic writing [ was just speaking
about; then especially, shall [ say, as the end, in rhe end, the grace
that pardons [gracie] at the last minute. The first two graces gave
and danced without pardoning, that is to say, without doing what
grace does when one spares or pardons by an act of grace [guand
on faitgrace ou quand on gracie}—for example, a man sentenced to
death. Now here grace gives in all senses, it gives birch but it also
pardons by a sovereign act of grace, it grants life by interrupring
dying [mourance], itlifts the sentence and literally gives life again,
forgives, gives itself without reserve body and soul (what perdonare
should say), and, at the last minute, it gives and forgives life as
for the first rime, life for life. In order to begin approaching what,
it seems to me, remains to be thought of what | call “life for life”
here, one must surrender, yes, surrender, and all the genius of the
address lies in rendering oneselfand surrendering [se rendre], an-
other untranslatable verb: in French se rendre is to give oneself up
(0, to abandon oncsell to, to give oncself over, to give oneself, un-
conditionally, butalso to know where to betake oneself, to know
where one goes, and to go there, to know how to gain the address:
(o surrender is to gain—a terrifyring truch. As 1 was saying, in or-
der to begin approaching truth—what, it seems to me, remains to
be thought, which I call “life for life” here—one must surrender
or render oneself to the alliance of these two graces, in two senses,
according to two gracious virtues of grace, that of the gift or of
choreography (the noun without a verb) and that which, in con-
cord with [accordée 2] the act of the transitive verb, pardonssome-
one, grants [accorde] life and saves the other at the last moment.
And for life. Besides, we already had to suspend this distinction
becween the noun and the verb: the nominalization of the verb,
the appellation of the proper noun, nomination as appellation, is
the noun made verb or rhe verb made noun; it is the action of the
making live or of the giving of life, even of resurrecting through the
llation of the proper d that is grace that pardons.
You could have read an example of it on the next o last page of
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OR—from which | quote a few lines without any commentary
at all, even where I am sure that centuries of meticulous reading
could well find employment. I carve out the fragment in such a
way as to be able to extract and underline in che middie of it,
not far from “this grace,” the phrase “joy of viral assent,” which
matters to me for reasons that are I hope starting to become clear.
Here arc, rhen, on a certain date, at a certain address, the two
graces in one, at the last minute, on rhe next to last page:

Iam now thrown backward in the opposite direction. In the next
blast I catch an cnvelope . .

There had alrcady been blasts; they had blown [souffer] previ-
ously in the same paragraph, which itself came after a paragraph
naming rhe “viral breath {souffe] of the book.” A blast, cherefore,
an irreplaccably powerful word, which also tells of the overthrow-
ing powcr of a rainy wind; chis word travels at the specd of the
wind, in a Aurry (en coup de vent]. Remember, a few pages carlier,
it was alrcady the wind: “My lifc depends on my address (je vis
dadresse]” was followed, preciscly to explain and describe the ad-
dress, by an allusion to this skillful movement of address, which
consists in going likc the wind and faster rhan the wind, in gaining
speed over the wind and doing so in one word (“to toss the word
over the wind,” she says), as if the word, in ene word, gained in
speed on the wind, gained on the wind at rhe speed of light which
makes visible without delay. So she said, a few pages earlier: “My
life depends on my address. To ross the word over the wind and ro
receive the letter absolutely without fail long before ir appears be-
fore my face.” What appears before my face, faster than the wind,
thercfore arrives bef ore arriving, at the moment when the word has
just left: it arrives while leaving. The letcer comes in front of me
before the wind. Before rhe wind, it comes upon me. I resume my
quoration about the last-minute blast, on the next ro last page:

Tam now thrown backward in the opposite direction. In the next
blast I catch [“catch” once again: she catches all the time—)D] an
envelope. [ open it—the date is April 1, 1935. The first sentence takes
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me. It is a force. It carries me away in three words beyond any appre-
hension. I was not expecting such a grace . . .

A grace that is given to her, no douby, the gift and the unex-
pected salvation that at the last minute saves the man senrenced
to death in a sovereign manner. Bur first and foremost, grace also
as rhe very beauty of the letter or of the first sentence of the lercer.
Grace is not only what it teceives as a last-minutc gracious gift, the
gift of life, bur the character, the property, rhe form, rhe essence
of what it is given and what is in itsclf, like a lettcr, like chis sen-
tence, a grace. Which she is indeed going to analyze and describe
straightaway. I resume and conrinue my quotation:

I was not expecting such a grace. Such proportions. A fearful sym-
metry. The bearing of chis apparition. It is a thing of beauty. The no-
bility of this syntax, the uprightness of this adjusted step. Its thythm
is familiar to me it is that of the ancient affirmation of being. What a
neatinflexible thing led in che brightness of an obedience to the Idea
ofGood. Onecan sensc the rigor of the subjct of cnunciation, a taste
for the meter. This is a model.

Beyond what it says, the sentence cakes of f and draws the Begin-
ning the Body and the End in pure space. At the sight of this figure, 1
fecl the joy of vital assent. How beautiful youare, I cried out . .. ***

Vital assenr: how beautiful you are, sentence, figure, life, life
for life, lively (vivement). O rhar there be life [vivement la vie).
Nor life for life against death, life in exchange for dcath, life for
dearh (we are also following rhe paradigm of the father sentenced
to dcath, a paradigm according ro which everything subsrirutes
irself in accordance with the great genius of subsritution), bur life
for lif ¢. Besides, the grace that, by the grace of the lcteer, pardons
the Father, albeit after his death, still obeys two kinds of logic. This
is very well explained in a passage from OR that, once again, liter-
ally altcrnates beeween “on the one hand [d'un crd] . . . " and “but
on the other hand [mais d'un aunve corel ... ":

On the onc hand [these are her words—]D) . . . . in the hallucina-
tory projection . . ., my father would be in my desire. .. But on
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the other hand, there was already, in the past, in the very structure of
what he lived in the present, the possibility of this other presence.!™

In other words, what 1 do with my father, for my father’s life,
well, my father, maybe, the mighty power of my father’s presence
will already have done it beforehand for life, for my life. And what
I would have liked to talk to you about is this musical inflection
of the enchanting chant that changes everything, this downpour
of the pour [for], which tips the pour from one meaning to the
other when grace dances, gives and forgives for life. For life and
unto death.

Thus act the “mighty lives,” as is said in OR. In Savoir, writ-
ten more or less ac the same time, she designates “the mightiest
hands.” Thus act the mightiest hands. And thus act, in OR, at the
speed at which she lives them, the “letcers of omnipotence.”

“The letcers of omnipotence are small in sz naturally. High-specd
notes. At the sight of the cnvelope, one is already saved. Then comes
joy. It will say:

A colon and a blank, new paragraph (one must always respect
the space and the suspension of this typographical notation):

It will say: “) don’twan to die.” It is your letter: “Do so that I don't
die” 1 do. 1 give Death the order not to take a step. k is enough o ask
and not o want. Blessed be the bridegroom who does not want, but
the one who asks will be saved . . .

“Blessed be the bridegroom . .,” my spelling was not so wrong
or artificial when, a moment ago, it skipped, from bond to bound,
then to bondir [bounding) withour an e, then with a leap, from
bondirwo bon-dire [benedicence], and from bondireto benediction.
From one page to the next, the transmutation had worked on its
own in silence, (rom the bond of immortality into a benediction.
Thus she writes:

Blessed be the bridegroom who does not want, but the one who
asks will be saved. The letter says: “Hold me above the jaws” and | do
so. “Replace the time gone by” and | replace it. | have the power: you
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just have to ask for it. The powet of love is older than the moon and
than dcath and younger than time.

1 have not begun yet, forgive me. Buc “for life,” in the cide 1
proposed, signals perhaps, at a stroke, unwittingly and uninten-
tionally, toward the bondire and the benediction of what is said of
this lecrer and first fo chis lecter of survival. OF this letter and to
chis leceer.

For she always speaks to the letter.

But 1 am not sure of my reading. Who could be? Who could
assume the right to inscribe the archive of this letter? And first,
to do that, to identify it in theinfinite play of substitution of let-
ters that Hélkne Cixous's opus operates, she who knows how to
replace everything, at full speed, including time and death, by the
bond of an immortality? Substitution is her top game, the power
and magic of this writing, of what happens ot takes place, miracu-
lously, chrough the mighty power of substitution, but of a substi-
tution that leaves the living itself [vivant singulier) in place. Thus
the latter is kept alive or given back to life through the grace of
a bound. At an infinite speed, on the instant, in a single bound.
Never forget the subtide of her great book on Joyce, which was
her first book and, according to me, the first book worthy of this
name and worthy of Joyce in France: L'Exil de Joyce ou lars du
remplacement, Joyce's exile being itself replaced, on the spot, by the
gestureof a simple “ou [or),” by the art of substitution: the exile of
James Joyce orthe art of substitution."”

Now, then, she replaces everything, from one hour to the next:
“Replace the time gone by,” says the letter. The voice replies: “And
Ireplace. I have the power.”

But chis power to replace, just by taking place, is not incompat-
ible; on the contrary, it goes hand in hand with the acute experi-
ence of election, of the unique and the irreplaceable, of che innu-
merable as irreplaceable. Similacly, this “I have the power” (“And 1
replace. | have the power”) goes hand in hand with the confession
of an equally indisputable unpower—which, I suppose, she would
be the last to want to dispure. Indeed, and | am getting there, she
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occasionally writes “without my being able to do anything about
it." My thesis is that this “without my being able to do anything
abourit” in no way contradicts the mighty power of the “might.”

What is this unpower, then, this limit to the mighty power of
whatcver writing might do? This “I have the power” is completed
here by the possessive or the verbal phrase, by a strange verb, by
the verbal noun of a strange opcration that any power perhaps
amounts to, namely substitution, the “power to replacc.” Now this
“I have the power” goes hand in hand with rhe destiny of “without
my being able to do anything about it.” For the power I have, the
power to replace, is not mine. It has been given to me like a grace
and | myself am the unique substitute of a letter, of an order, of
an injunction, of a responsibility, of a heritage that I am/follow to
the letcer.

In this substitution of letters thar yet remain in their place, 1 do
not know where to place the one, always unique letter, this lctcer
that is thus countersigned by the benediction. 1 am not sure she
knows it or wants to know it hersclf. Is it a single missing letcer or
not? Or clse a single absolute lcteer? Or clse the single leteer chac
I mysclf am? These three hypotheses come one after another in
sequence like the same and the other in accordance with the met-
onymic braid thar unfolds over three pages from OR.!'*

1. First, the missing lecer—well before any purloined leteer:

We WERE MiSSING A LerER. There was a leteer. [t was the lastand
only one, it was missing from the triumph of our game. . . . We sum-
moncd the omission to disgorge [rendre gorgel.

Rendre gorge is but one of the six hundred instances of gorge
[chroat]. Gorgealmost sounds like a firsr name.

2. The absolutelctter. Why did Georges not leave us an absolute
leccer?

I we had been my facher, I would have left an absolute leet before
leaving. One letcer for all the darkness. [ could see it very well. One
lecter for all the chapters. The last sentence. I could see it very well. |
could imagine thisleteer. . . . It would say:
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And after a blank, a quasi-citation of the fictional letter of which
1 had alteady read a part and which says:

Mighryare the places it haunts. . . . Mighty the spirit of the letter.

3. Finally the letter that I am/follow:
T am/follow myself your leter to me I said.'"”

An infinite sentence in its unstable syntax: a narcissistic closure
or exactly the opposite, which amounts to the same as much as
to the other: your letter comes to me at once, without delay, be-
cause it is already me, in me, etc.. Tautology and autonomy. One
does not know whether it is the father who addresses her—in
her--—or whether she addresses her father in her. She knows with-
out knowing. But convetsely, I am/follow myself your letter to
me, for I am only the letter you send me, I am only inso far as
and where 1 receive a letter from you, | am nothing withou it,
nothing in this vulnerable exposure of myselfto a letter from you,
on the absolutely other side. I am not, I have no relarionship to
myself beforc receiving a lecter from you in me. Dissymety, this
time, heterology and absolute heteronymy. There is only one side,
mine, but it is on your side, on the side of your side, on the spot,
in a moment, all for your moment (sur lheure, tout & lheure, toure
a ton heure).

Hence omnip e asimp e, the experience of the impos-
sible. The letter from you, which I am/follow, I cannot touch ir,
1 cannot do anything about it, it is without my being able to do
anything about it. If the mighty power of the “might” arises and
appears, it is precisely where I can do nothing, where the indica-
tive power of the “I can” risks the experience and experils its limit.
She says:

It never occurred to me while reading that I could change a line a
sentence a breath of the book, that is to say of a writtcn being. Even
when a book auacks me or offends me. The buok is without my be-
ing able to do anything about it. There is no animate thing more
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absolute finite external 1o me.

and God. | bow in front of it

.. The animate written thing is stone

The mighty power of the mightlifisitself [se vole], it flies away
(senvole] where that happens/arrives, or does nor, without my be-
ing able to do anything about it. With my nor being able to do
anything about it. I will leave the expletive negation its mighty
power of indecision.'?* Here is Anank?. And | begin reading, what
is called reading, what & (writcen) only when all che mighty power
of the “might,” far from being annihilated by the limit it comes
up against in what is (written), which I can do norhing about be-
cause it has already happened, is then measured against the im-
possible and enjoys it, jubilantly, and answers “yes.” Difficulcro
say whether it is life or death, whether it is avoided, denied, or
acknowledged, or acknowledged through the strange evenr or che
strange clement of this denial that is not a renegation. The act
of faith, believing only can decide, without norms and without a
program, by a commitment of life to life and unto death, whether
it will be life or death.

Might [puisse] forms and constitutes an evenr in itself; it is even
the performative pac excellence, the performativity of a perfor-
mative that precedes and conditions any other performative and
therelote any event; thete is no perf ormative that does not imply a
“would that might happen/arrive,” “would it, he, she, might hap-
pen/arrive.” But there are events that are not connected to per-
formatives, and these are even the most event-like events, those
that happen or arrive to us, and the armvants who happen/arrive
to us where we do nor perform anything any longer, despite any
possible performative: such is rhe place of the necessary impos-
sible, of ananké or of tukh?, of fate, of impotence, which is not the
opposite of the possible and of potency. Neither a promise nor a
messianic expectation, the un-formed, not even my monstrosity:
lif e death, the exhaustion of the sun before its time or a definitive
prosthesis of the sun.

Now, watch out, since we are dealing with denial and renega-
tion, allow me to play the prophet a litdle longer for my next to last
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beginning. A moment ago, with regard to the eco-homonymy of
speed, the impossible translation and all che resi: to broth-
erly transferences (transfréres), all the events that such untranslac-
ability never fails to program, I announced that I will say a few
words about the place of this-life-these-works n History, with a
capital H.

Only a few words, too brief, a programmatic as much as a pro-
phetic note.

1 foresee, therefore, and 1 foretell, 1 announce what will take
place one day, when one reads her [quand on la lird) at last. “One
will read her,” this impersonal future does not mean that she will
have been read by nobody so far. Far from that, and we are tes-
tifying to that at present. The private, even secret and singular
reading remains de riguewr, and it is an adventure about which 1
have nothing to say, within myself, for others than mysclf. Rather
“one will read her” designares the moment when a certain public,
shared reading of her work will have crossed a threshold of rec-
ognition—this most strange word (Anerkennung), which we have
just touched on in the uncle’s language. Then this singular work
will not only be read by a happy few, by which I mean not an elice
buc the first allies of this power, those who will have had what
we called above the “courage” to accord themselves this mighcy
power and to accord themselves with it; and cthat presupposes a
great many conditions, so many chances or graces that I will not
enumerate. This courage or this grace can be given unpredictably

to readers, male or female, which norhmg seems to prepare for
that: cheir situati e, social or | ic position (tom
one end of the world to the other, institurional knowledge or na-
tional culture.

1 foresec and I foretell, 1 announce that, then, once this thresh-
old has been crossed, one will not only decipher in this very work
the law and the meaning of all the historical resistances that will
have opposed its recognition, even its legitimation. The work will
also serve as an analyzer and, one might say, as a seer or signal—for
the work watches like a seer or a signal—for whoever would seck
10 identify those resistances and to account for them. In a quasi-
scientific way.
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Oh, we know that well, some will indeed say, the work of Hé-
I2ne Cixous and she asa person do not have to wait for this futurc-
to-come, they already have an incontestable legitimacy: French,
European, and worldwide fame. She is already very highly rated (I
am spcaking here of the rating or core, which is neither Lz cre du
cété [the rib of the side] nor the coat of mail (corte de mailles) but,
to usc another spelling, the quoting of the share (L cotation de la
quote-part], of the quora, the mcasure of a valuation, of quoting,
of a guotation—it is the same word—the quanticarive distribu-
tion of stocks and shares on the market of fame). To which I will
reply: ir is true, her fame is great, but let us not be deceived by
this world rating, by this share of authority in the world of lit-
erature, of theater, of politics, of so-called feminist theory, in the
academic world, the old world and the new world, and the third
world (which already add up to more than the “two worlds” of her
childhood in Oran). The rating of this worldwide recognition, as
we witness it, must not conceal what remains in our eyes a fierce

and an irredenti: i to reading. Would it might
be analyzed one day. The day when this interminable analysis be-
gins, but it is not just around the corner, I presume it will have to
answer thousands of questions or six hundred charges, no doubt
(which I must leave to their reserve here). Above all, it will need
not to fail, not to fall, if that is possible, into some traps or sests,
which are all the more perverse since the devices of thesc traps are
set within one another. I can only identify the outlines of these
three or four traps or tests, which will put her to the test, in one

word.

1. I put in che first place the event of poetic power, by which I
mean the business of writing, and language. Why in the first place,
and also, therefore, last? Certainly, the resistances-ignorances that
we are speaking of are numerous and overdetermined. No doubt
they stand, as they accumulate, at the crossroads of several armed
forces. irst there is the armed force of misogyny or of phallogo-
centrism—to give it a name too hastily—which cannot acknowl-
edge might on the other side of sexual difference and sometimes
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pretends to escape thisold program only to worsen and capitalize
its profits, an operation that can find strategists among both men
and women. There is also rhe strategic force of media, journal-
ism, and publishing, whose machincry is in fact programmed by
this same program. Then one must reckon wich whar welds these
wo machinations ro the academic machinery and to all national
cultures, starting of course with French culture, since it is the sen-
sitive spot, which, because ir is rhe closest—according to a law
we know well, a familiar and family law that applies also o all
close relatives [/es proches), and first of all to the family—precisely
remains the sire of the most resisting resistance. The avoidance is
first of all in the family, even if it also propagates, little by liccle
(de proche en proche], in the geopolitical ficld. All thar would be
rather easy to show and illusrrare wirh innumerable examples and
signs. It would be enough to read the newspapers, the majority
of newspapers and even of specializ.cd newspapers, with the rat-
ings [cotes] they publish every day. Allow me not to speak about
it. All of this is roo obvious. What is less easy to show is the last
resort, the common resource of all these refusals to legirimizc the
work of a woman who is not only and at once, simultaneously, a
great professor who has stirred things up in a thousand ways on
the academic front, innovating in France and in Europe, not only
in Vincennes-Sainc-Denis, in women's srudies, or at the Collge

International de Philosophic, 2nda great critic, anda great man of
the theater who has renewed the whole notion of the theater, and
a great poet or a great unclassifiable writer, anda man of action,
the dedicated miliranr for a grear number of causes—which, rhank
God, we often had in common (May 1968, the GIP,'* apartheid
and Mandela, and not only the cause of women or of other, often
undocumented [sans papiers)'** victims of persecution throughout
the world, so ofren bur nor only in Algeria, and rhe International
Parliament of Wrirers'**—the list would be roo long here). This
would already be roo much for a single man, chis is intolerable
fora woman. Now what do the ultimare resource, the arsenal or
the absolure weapon of rhesc armed forces, the common source of
these strategies of avoidance or denials come down ro or amount
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to? Well, always to what is the opposite of a mighty power, to an
impotence faced with writing, to the im-potency of reading, that
is to say also to the lack of what is called, in this new meaning of
the word we glimpscd a moment ago, courage, the heart [coeurl,
the courage to sutrender or render oneself, through repression, ro
what takes place here in language, to the enchanting chant of what
happens to and through language. to the words, the nouns, the
verbs, and finally to rhe element of the letter, of the homonym
“letter” as it is put to work herc, to what signs an experience of
coming to grips with the untranslarability of the idiom, which,
through the chain of replacements, homophonymies, metonymic
subsriturions, gear changes, infringements of all the major codes,
knows how to produce unique events, insof ar as they call the best
protected sccurities into question once and for all: genre, gender,
filiation, proper noun, idenrity, cultural heritage, the distinction
between faith and knowledge, between theory and practice, be-
tween philosophy, psychoanalysis, and literature, between histori-
cal memory and political utgency, etc.; so many boundaries whosce
crossing one aan follow only if one is an experr, at one’s own risk,
in each of these territories and in crossing their limits in an ex-
perilous way, etc.. All this is rarcly given, it is ar once a grace and
tremendous work (she does a tremendous amount of work in all
these domains: to take this one example, she readsmore history to
preparc a given play than an army of historians, and that applies
to all domains, without talking about other aspecrs of her work).
Now within this first test (what I call the first cest of the first trap).
not only are all the other tests, which I will define in a moment,
accumulated in porentialicy [en puissance], in reserve, bur insofar
as they all work through untranslatable wriring, through rhe en-
chanting chant of the letter in the elemental seismic meaning I
have just spoken about, the test of translation has its place not
only between the French language (the dominant language of her
work) and other languages. The test takes place inside (if there is
one) rhe aforesaid French language, and it is yet more treacher-
ous and more unrecognizable, more decisive, for it first touches
the body of her writing, It is as if, since they do not read her, the
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French quoted or quoting [cotés ou cosams] on the stock exchange
were for the moment reproaching Hélene Cixous with being un-
translatable into French. Which is true in another way. The dis-
courses of quotation [cosation] cannot translate her, and therefore
first read her in the code of their quote [core]. I could provide a
thousand illustrations of this, but I will not for lack of time. In
shore, one day this work will be the analyzer of the conditions of
its own ignorance. One will ask oneself: what must havebeen the
culture—the media, publishing, academic culture; in a word, cul-
ture—of this countty whose language she is said to speak whereas
one has not been able, nor known how, nor wanred, to hear, see,
and read her in ir? What is ir that rhis national culture made a
point of refusing? Not of refusing to celebratc or even to fear, with
all sorts of ambiguous bowing and scraping, but of refusing to lay
itself open to the mighty power of the enchanting chant, of refus-
ing what I call here the countersigning reading?

1 will insist rather on the other side of the same rest. Cerrainly,
those men and women who organizc a declared resistance do not
read her. But conversely, rhose men and women who do not read
her, cven if they declare themselves to be her allies or friends in all
fields (of politics, academe, publishing, the theater), arc not merely
her allies: they also belong, whether they like and know it or not,
to the camp of the resistance, by lending a hand or a foot to it.
From there I move on ro rhe second rest.

2. That is ro say, inside, to what happens on the other side. As 1
am speaking now about resistance from the inside, in rhe camp of
the friends and allies, it goes without saying that I neicher exclude
nor exculpate myself. | am not denouncing a resistance from rhe
outside, condemning it or attacking it as one would an evil, like
an evil of which anyone would be innocent. This resistance is also
a fatality. My own rcading, as the years wenr by, has been noth-
ing but a long experience of more or less successfully overcome
resistances, and ir will be so for life. She herself is not innocent
of it, and, from one placc or one degree of power to the other,
she resists herself by herself. She has explained this division very
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well. She must resist herself, if [ may say so, avoid herself, forger
herself or forgetread herself [soublire], fail to know herself in order
to continue. Each of her works is a body, some of whosc more or
less powerful sites resist others, which are more or less powerful,
and the work, or what I call by this uncertain word, rhe work ac
work represents a relatively stabilized balance, from one book to
the next, from one unit to the nexe, in the midse of this conflice
berween resistances tha resist themselves, by themselves against
themselves. Resistance always resists more or less well, first of all
against itself, more or less powerfully. And more is less here. A
resistance is never simple, and might is always a play of resistances
with an intensity differcntial. Resistance begins by resisting itself,
and (hz( is why denegation and denial arc lodged at the heart of
acknowledg (the no of Verl must continue to torment
the yesof Anerkennen (rom wichin, jusr as de-negation [l dé-renier)
must continue to torment rencgarion [ renier), etc.).

Having said chat, this single, double, triple precaution having

been taken, let us not overindulge in it and so neglect far more
massive forms of the aforesaid internal resistance, whose main
places (once one has taken into account all the others I have just
spoken about under the heading of transf erenrial phallogocentrism)
are first of all, in chis internal war, the dominant places of, say,
the feminist institution in all its forms, wherever, in the name of
woman, a regime [ pouvoir] sets up its machinery for appropriation,
inspection, and capitalization. The most blatant figure is the army,
the armed woman who, without reading, without translating the
enchanting chant of letter and language, finds her paltcy stratagem
and her allies in the reductive manipulation rhar consists in clas-
sifying the namc and the work of Hélene Cixous among che “grear-
French heorists-of-the-feminine” (Feminine-writing,
feminine-sexuality, etc.). You know only too well the taxonomic
column of chis blacklisting under cover of a laudatory reference:
the lisr of French theorists I, ], K, X, Y, Zor X,Y,Z, A, B, C. It
is nor solely American, buc it is first of all massively so; and if ir is
not an academic barcleficld, it is at least a quorarion [cotation] or a
corerie on campus. As always when coming from the United States,
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the investment becomes global and in the process of [en cours de)
globalization, a the rate and quoted pricc (au cours et i la cote]
of globalization in progress [en cours). Then, without reading her
and being able to translate her, onc pigeonholes her in the family
ofthe g ilitant-French-feminist-theorists-of-the-thing-called-

woman—which she is too but not only. Thus one can sec her name
appear in a series of authors’ names that have little in common with
her, the last thing they share with her being precisely the work of
writing. Mireille Calle-Gruber said it very well, among so many
other things. in her fine book. (This somctimes happens to names
of French men citedabroad in an immutable series. I, for my parr,
know that this somnambulistic moment means that reading has
not begun or has already stopped—and, in fact, it gives me the
cleatest signal chat it must stop. For me, reading stops as soon as |
see these columns of names on the march: 1 turn the page over or
close the book, 1 zap.) Bur again, if this is macroscopic, massive,
and oo visible in the United States, from the United States, the
same resistance is ac work on the sidc of the French allics through
finer flters, subtly, suggestively, silencly. Silently both because onc
docs not hear it and because first of all this resistance does not hear.
It works toward silencing the enchanting chant. One somctimes
celebrates and recognizes with a viewto not hearing, not letting
onc hear, or not giving one to hear, to the point of silencing. Once
again, [ do nor denounce the aforesaid resistance and I claim a pare
in this responsibility. Besidcs, in calling upon the analysis (to come)
of these silencing resistances, 1 wish above all to remain positive
and, beyond all ambivalences, salutc the friends, both men and
women, of Hélene Cixous. Onc must, without rescntment, pay
homage and express one’s gratitude to all thosc men and women
who, particularly in France, have had the courage, if only in resist-
ing with the courage of a resistancc fighter, to ally themselves with
Heélene Cixous, to pledge themselves, 1o commit themselves, while
taking scrious risks, to somebody and to a work by which, ar the
same time, the time of this risk, rhese persons and institutions were
truly inspired to be inspired. The debtincurred through these very
resistances, and thereforc the price to pay, remainsincalculable on
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borh sides, as is the chance given on cither side. I have in mind An-
toinettc Fouque and the whole adventure of Des Femmes (which
find hard to imagine without Hél2ne Cixous); Ariane Mnouchkine
and the Théirre du Soleil (which I find hard to imagine without
Hélene Cixous); Daniel Mesguich and more than one theater—in
short, all these places where, each time, according to me, events
have disrupted the very space where they were occurring by leaving
shock waves whose scale one has not assessed yet.'” In particu-
lar, I would have liked to speak about the plays of these last years,
namely Lz Ville parjure and LHistoire (quon ne connaitra jamais),
which for me were among the most disturbing experiences of the-
ater and thoughtful thought cver. Here I have neither the rime nor
the desire to go into derails about these “allied” resistances and the
kind of avoidance that is allied to recognition, in academia, in the
rheater, in publishing, etc.. This rakes us back to what is closer to
us, around here, in this very room, and first of all to the place from
which I myself am speaking and have ro calculate even my very
prophecies. Bu chis gives me a transition to define the third test—

trapped or trapping.

3. As we learn from her uncle, who knew a good bit about it,
acknowledgment itself is a powerful act of avoidance. It unties
(dénoue] and analyzes only by denying and r:nrganng [démer et
renier] (anerk , beugen, widk at once to ack I
bend, bow in fmm of--death or greatness, Anankd—and ac the
same time, no to do it, to oppose it, mis-recognize, resisr, avoid,
renege de-negation (@/-reniemeni)). This is inscribed right into the
might of might, where the yes of enjoying might {puissance jouis-
sique) and of jussory enjoyment [jouissance jussique] exposes itself
experilously to difi erence in might and even to the eschatology of
the impossible. It cannot be otherwise: that is what Anank?, the
common noun, the proper noun and what is named by the title of
abook, also means.

4. Fourth test of the trap, metalanguage or what one should
rather call here metaphrase. Metaphrasis is the Greek word for
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translation, what passes from one language or one phrase to the
otherby the transference of a “that is to say.” Meraphrasé: 1 trans-
port from one phrase or one language into another, I paraphrase, I
periphrase, [ ranslace, I work through the metaphrastic copulaof
a“thatis,” through the operator of a “thatis to say.” Resistances,
the denials in acknowledgment we are speaking of here, are to be
found at the ds of metalanguage and phrastic trans-
lation, ar the passage of the “that is to say.” To have a chance of
overcoming such an invincible resistance (since it resists itsel by
itself, and therefore one never stops beginning again with it), itis
notenough to read. Nor even to write on the subject of what one
reads. In order to read, onc must write, sign something else, and
the impossible belief I was speaking about presupposes the pledge
of this other language, which must at once he other in counter-
signing wha it listens to and metaphrascs as it spcaks. And there-
fore one must do something, make ler something happen/arrive
\faire laisser arriver] while speaking about something, even while
speaking another language on the subject of another language.
This confirms once more that there is no place for a metalanguage
here but that one cannot abandon this certainty to its own facil-
iry. There is also a necessity for metalanguage, that is to say, fora
language that speaks of a language, its own or another, if only to
hear/understand its meaning and give one to hear/understand its
law, even formalize it. Simply, as an effect, chis meraphrastic mo-
ment is comprehended in the differential of the mighty powers
of might. A metalanguage or a metaphrase always tends to over-
bid and exceed in might [en puissance] the “might” from which it
draws [ puise) and above whose well [puirs) it claims to rise in order
to speak its truth. To get the truth out of the well. The truth of
the essence, what onc says when one says it/that is [c'cst), is only
an agency in the differential of the intensities of power. The “that
is” of the “that is to say” is often the most powerful. “It is so, as
one says, that’s whart it is, I'm relling you; thar's indecd whar it
does or what it means, even if it is a prodigy or a miracle, let us
note and let us be aware.” Buc mighticr than what the “that is”
speaks about, the “that is,” “that is to say" still remains a mighry
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power, a phenomenon of power. This purs us back on the track of
a mighty power rhat must be thought before and at the heare of
any so-called will to power or possibility of the “might.” And this
very thoughtof might remains a mighty power—in potentiality as
well as in actuality.

What can I possibly do, given how far [ am in my prophecy?
I know, up to a ponnr. what | am doing or what I have just at-
tempted. While claiming to announce, predict, or prophesy the
future-to-come of H.C., I cannot but lend a hand to it and can-
nor avoid the fact that already, in the guisc I lend to it, it begins
around here. I take parr, at least, in the provocation of what I
pretend to predict. But on the one hand, 1 should not confess this
concession, if that belongs to all those truths about which I said to

myself one must nor declarc them at the border and which I could
yet not help displaying; on the other hand, 1 am anything bur surc
of the future-to-come rhus announced. I simply say: I believe in i
and would it might happen. Oh, [ wish it might happen.

Yes, I'am telling you it will happen.

Anyway, nobody is obliged to belicve me.

But do pur yourself to the test, if you can and have the courage.
watch out, you'll see what you'll see and you'll rcad whar you'll
read.

I'll begin again.

Here is art last my last beginning. It rakes the narration of my
story back ro the rime and place that I had planned to rake as my
starring point, namely the first book, Le Prénom de Dieu (1967),
which I had first thought of falling back on while beating a rerrcar
in front of the intimidaring vastness of her work. 1 had said to
mysclf: I will only speak of this first book, that will make a nice
beginning, I will leave the rest intace and virgin for a reading en-
tirely to come—and I will also speak of the beginnings of what
wasalso for me only the beginning, soon after the appointment
at the Balzar.

For my first concern will have been for anamnesis and to begin
understanding at last what may have happened for her since that
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time. And for me. And my desirc was to remember, through a
mcemoryatonccactive and patchy, deceitful, reconstructed, maybe
hallucinated and filled with wonder, what my first reading of her
fust book will have truly been, for ckample, without retrospective
illusion. To tell you the truth in a nutshell, in two words, on the
onc hand I can remember only a specrral outline of it, and I am
going to describe it to you. On the other hand, and this is what
matters ro mc morc, | have the impression that [ start being able
and knowing how to read this first book only today, some thirty-
five years later. And what I have said so far was mercly a prepara-
tory move, for me in any casc; with a view to the time when, in a
moment, I start beginning again to rcad Le Prénom de Dieu in this
very place.

Somc time afier theappointmentat the Balzar, for we had to sce
cachother again, the author left a manuscript in my carc. The au-
thor had not published anything yet, nor signed H.C., and, short
of doing things her own way, would have ncarly signed H.B., as
did a certain Stendhal about whom the author decided to speak
here in 1992, under the pretext of myself —and of a crest. The au-
thor had not cven published LExilde fames Joyce ou lart du rem-
placement yct, which may have been, in a certain way, a kind of
workshop, cellar, forge, or forgery where all the resources have not
been produced, certainly (and in a way she owes nothing to Joyce,
whom she does nor like much), but where a kind of historical test
or dress rchearsal was scttling scores with so many programs from
past literature. This book on Joyce was like the passage through
the exhaustion of a historical culture, an immensc act of memory
of all the memories, the fiction of a first night or of a dress re-
hearsal on the following day of which one was going at last to play
not this play—oh, what a surprisc For the spectators and the crit-
ics—but another, an cntirely other play. Point taken. Only on this
account, and ro start from it, this great book on Joyce remains in
1998 an indispensable cxperimental laboratory For whoever wants
to understand what followed. and not forget thac her pare 1, the
matrix or patrix of all the sides to come, is entitled “John Joyce:
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The Farher's Side (Du cité de John Joyce: Le parii pris du pere).” a
chapter in which you would learn that “James [Joyce] never repu-
diated his father in real bfe, and hardly cven in his works,” and the
same part 1, “The Family Cell,” had analyzed HCE as the "male
figure” of Finnegans Wake, the onc who, I quote, “plays the parts of
father, lover, builder, sinner, ‘Allmen’. . .. ™'

On the father's side, this time, she says. She takes sides with
the farher and not with the living mother now. But how can one
dissociate the two bodiesand why in the end, and in the begin-
ning, this insistence on the side [cétdl—or on the rib [cére]? No
doubt you have alreadybeen thinking about it for a long time, I
am therefore coming backtoo quickly and too late to what you
could hold to be the “agelessness” of a genesis, of the origin and of
the genealogy of genius.*” Such “agclessness” cannot possibly grow
old, and it is never too late to ralk about what the mother’s side or
rhe farher's side may stillmean, wherc in the end their conjoined,
even conjugal, omnipotence knows that it watches, undissociated,
like a single body in two bodies over a third body. Where does
Eve, her primeval mother, omnipotent and all-living-—on whose
side I am, she says—come from? According ro a certain narrative,
which henceforth will nolonger be so fictional, Eve comes from
the rib or from the side of a cerrain earthling, of a certain earch-
man, Adam le glébeux |dus-bound Adam), as Chouraqui trans-
larcs. Now Georges, as his name indicates, is also an earth-man,
a son of the earth, an elemental son, he is near rhe land rhar he
works, the carth that he turnsover and to which he evenrually
returns. And if she is born, elementally, from Adam and Eve, that
is 10 say, primevally from Eve who primarily comes from Adam as
from the side of his rib, she takes afrer both [siens des dewx] bur is
no more held [pas plus renue] 10 them than Eve hersell. For il Eve
is a part, via the rib, of the whole from which she is detached, she
is indeed derached from it. You cannot imagine how detached Eve
is, detached as a part of, as if apart from him, a part of and apart
from the whole. Like Eve, she is also detached, she knows how
to detach herself from whatshe is detached from, and this is the
substitution, the art of detachment; for Eve knows how to expose
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herself to temptation, but she is no more exposed than this Adam,
the Georges whose rib and side will have sufi'ered so much, vulner-
able as they were, generous, given, given over, given up, exposed to
premature death as much as to birth, to whar came from him but
also apart (rom him, depatted from him.

Where was I? Yes, the manuscript of this Prénom de Dieu. So 1
go on holiday, o a house in the counrry, with this text that had
neither a name nor a forename yet. And I ask myself what hap-
pened to me, which still remains indescribable to me today: a
mixture of revelation and incomprehension, an avid reading but
one unable to recognize what it was reading here. What is hap-
pening here, I said to myself without hearing myself say so, with-
out knowing whether I was hearing myself or implying it [sans
mientendre & entendre si je sous-entends): What on earth is happen-
ing here? What is brought into the world and into licerature, erc.
Or “What is happening to me here?”; “What am I going to do
with this?”; “What on earth is this rype, this new type of raving
and sublime autobiography?”; “Who is this?”; “What is it that she
wants?” I must have experienced a double feeling: enchanted ad-
miration, quasi-religious (right (what on earth is happening here?),
like someone who, walking alone in a desert of despairing [dses-
pérance] (this feeling thar was and still remains mine but which
1 bore and suffered from with more difficulty back then), sees a
sort of miracle suddenly appear, which he is afraid of mistaking
fora mirage, which he feels the desire to both recognize/reconnoi-
tre by getting ncar ir and fice from by warding it ofi. By denying
and avoiding it. A multiple desire, then: either to move on or to
make-let it come, see it coming---or else ro follow and accompany
an unpredictable birth. And how to speak about rha? How not
1o speak about thae? I have always hesitated and retreated before
the language of “natural” force, which [ am often tempted to turn
toward her, as when one speaks of elemental genius, of “natural
force,” or of “force of nature™ volcano, torrent, tidal surge, storm,
the frenzy of that which sweeps everything away. I hesitate rather
between the brutality of this naturalist, genealogist, or generic lan-
guage—which is also a denial, a refusal to understand and read—
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and the secret murmur of a language of “fine silence.” As is said
in Kings (I, 19:12) about an almighty but almost inaudible God
who addresses Elijah in a ligh, aity voice, beyond the majesticand
spectacular attributes of his sovereigney.'®

And while ceasclessly asking myself what kind of new species,
what unique individual of a new unclassifiable species of literary
animal or poetic prose | was dealing with, I no doubt began wor-
tying. I believe said to myself, some thirty-five years ago, identi-
fying with her while separating myself from her, resolutely kecping
at a distance: that one is mad, they will never read or “one will
never read,” one will never accept, one will never legitimiz.c this,
she does not see that a real resistance will be organized, or else ir
will take the work of generations, she goes too fast and with too
much force, she lives too fast,'”” one must not accelerate all of
a sudden, like that. She does not sec the obstacle toward which
she is rushing. She is not a good enough sociologist of the liter-
ary milicu in Paris. [ was only half mistaken. I do not remember
what I cold her, back then, no doub the truth of what I thought,
as always, but probably by putting it somewhat more tactfully. I
even wrote the “blurb” on the back cover of the book, from which
the publisher only kept a few lines but whose original I have just
found again among my papers. I have got it here; I find it with
a smile, concerning her or myself, almost somnambulistic in its
fore-sight.

When I began preparing for this session, my incention was
to give you a detailed rereading of this first book. Naturally the
premises since this morning—for these were only premises for this
return to God's forename—left me no time for rhar. Nor even rhe
time necessary to tell you at least something about what had taken
my breath away on the first reading: the spced, the transgressive
force, the mighty power of truth of the phantasm, her relentless
analysis, the serious play with che multiple sexual identities of who
says “L" an I that is often masculine, as in the first short stories
(L'Outre vide, La Manche, La Lyre) or as in La Baleine de Jonas,
which begins thus:
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My namc is Jonah. Jonah is my family's name, it has been handed
down to me by the women. My father calls me “Georges” like him.
Georges and alsoSamuel, andalso “my son.”

Besides, all the ors in Georges and all the words bearing the
goldenletters or [fous les mos en or) already shine and rustle in Le
Prénom de Dieu. A masculine figure of the subject as wcll, for ex-
ample in the short story called Le Successeur, whose “I” also speaks
like a son. Among other things, he says those words that I would
have liked to reinscribe within their own movement:

I am ghostly. . . . I would say: “Life is long,” and sometimes | say:
“We will gather, later.” Later. Latc is a name for death. . . . [ would
only cver love death. ™"

So it is a son-man who speaks. He also says “/ died,”" and fur-
ther:

Twas stuck. | was my Father’s subject, it was so. I would have to dic
tomyselfand live as a king. . . . I decided I should have rwo names.
mine and the one that my mother used to give me at night ... '

Or else:

I had threc warning dreams:
One was that my father loved me and that | was the third per-
son.™

This chird person haunts her whole work, like the “chird name”
in La Baleine de Jonas or I.e Troisieme Corps (1970). Besides, if one
wanted retrospectively to read beforehand all the future perfects
of the books to come in this firstborn book (which may always be
done bur which can or must never be done, each book to come
remaining a beginning irreducible to its h past), well,
one could point out that in the sccond of the three dreams an-
nounced, the son says he is “the happy rival of my father,”
the third dreamed person, declares, "I was always there”
(4] is underlined and in italics, this being-there of the son, a third
person that is nora Dasein for death, thus announcing the citles of’
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wwo books at lcast, La (1979) and //a (1980). I would have liked to
reread, in truth read this book at last for the first time and discover
in itbefore you, without any teleological illusion or retrospection,
without saying “it is already rhere,” all rhar inaugurates as well as
prefigures the enchanting chant of the /ive-ance of life [vivement
de la vie), of speed |vitesse), of spectral and phanrasmatic vision
through the experience of blinding, etc.. One should henceforth,
as I have done already, use the word vivement as a verbal noun
rather than as an adverb: one would say & vivemen [the live-ance],
le vivier du vivement [the lif e-pool of the live-ance). An example of
this teleological temptation, which I wish to avoid among so many
others, would be the reemergence, more than chirty-five years later,
of Jonah's whale as one reads the beginning (ouverture] of OR (as
one would speak about the reading [owverture] of a will). One can
read the following in OR

Until my brother like Jonah's tired whale enters my study and re-
gurgitates a perlectly dry package: take this, here’s your Jonah.'*

It will have taken thirty-five years of her own entire work, of
her submerged work, for the brother to spit it out. Instead of fol-
lowing these calls or recalls, for which we have no rime left and
Forwhich you do not need me, I prefer to rush toward the end,
toward the next to last end. Which next to last end? That of this
interminable discourse, of course, ro which you will have listened
wirh a grace for which I would never know how to repay you;
and then the next to last end of Le Prénom de Dieu, since I am
only going to quote from its next to last short story, La Baleine de
Jonas, precisely, bur above all that of a nexr to last detour, idle, en-
chanted, dreamed by a garden, a childhood paradise—a garden for
an offering. The offering comes from her, yet again, rather than
her being on the receiving end, and from //a, which 1 have just
namcd. In this garden of offering, we are going to meet C. Weare
going to follow C, and C its double.

In the memory of our common childhood, and although we
never wenr there together, nore that ic is a blessed garden. If we
have never been there together yet, we have often talked about
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it smiling, in a tone of what 1 myself call my nostalgeria' and
she her algeriance.'* And besides, in her book with Mireille Calle-
Gruber, to whom we owe so much, Photos de racines, more pre-
cisely in her “Inter Views” with Mireille, a page is entitled “We Are
of the Same Garden.™* It is a page on which in fact she speaks
better than I would ever have done myself of our respective experi-
ence, each of us in our own way, of life death. “We arc of the same
garden,” she says without naming this garden on this page then.
Lverything leads me to guess that it is in Algiers, not far from the
sca, very near the shore, a big botanical garden whoseavenuesare
lined with all the living trecs of the world to which the heaven and
earth of our country can off er cheir hospitality. This Garden has
a name dear to all the inhabitants of Algiers: the Jardin d'Essais.
Now as | was rcreading //la these last days, always prey to forget-
reading (oublire), I came upon this garden again whose name is
illegible to whoever docs not, on their side, share her secret.”® And
mine. The hosis or the hrase itself, as 1
ablc as a proper noun, returns to the origin of being, to the sudden
emergence of rhe “it is [cesr]” and of the Esse. This song for the
Jardin d’Essais maintains its inspiration over some ten pages. | can
only evoke a (ew notes in C, in passages where, as you arc going to
hear, she also names our untranslatable “prememories.” First, for
instance:

Aslong as | was looking (ot the name of the garden among names,
I could not find ir. 1 tried and tried [j'essayai et j'essayail, | in-
vented a whole garden of names withour success. In the end | went
to the real garden to ask him what he was called. And as soon as | was
in the main avenue, the name was there,—in-the-jardin-des-C’est—
where it had-always-been, in the garden, in the whole big, cool, and
wild garden, ic was planted there, an eloquent morive, and the whole
garden evoked at the same time was contained in the name, which
d:yluy:d usdfl'ully :bovt its own ground, still as strangely alien, pro-
ble. There are names thar al-
low themselves to be remembered only at the place where they derive
their meaning. Where they have taken oot in our prememorics."”

A licele lacer, this earthly paradise of being becomes the jardin
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d'Esse, the animals and the languages of this paradise receive the
most beautiful hymn worthy of their names. Onc should reread it
all, including the hymn of afl the carth, of all her earth, which is
all for the moment [toute G ! heure], of the all-panic of her carth,
the hymn to the panther ot pant-earth [panchere|. From the depths
of what she calls “hymnic times,” the name “panther” suddenly
emcrges, and she says:

The musical etymology of the panther is always present in each of
its bounds. Apart [rom the clcphone, the panther is onc of the few
animals with a verbal origin. 0

That the “it is” preoccupies her, that is to say, the answer to the
question “what is ie2” which she sometimes writes in asinglc word,
like a noun. and chat this preoccupation is carried to the point of
impatience is something you would find cvidenced in Messic—the
licerality of whose writing, moreover, is often given over to the
lexicon of animal might, of lifc, speed, and vision. In onc of her
numecrousgreat animal autobiographies, she then confesses:

Now any Whatis [Quesrceque] presents itsell to my consciousness
fike a most pawerful specter, which first confiscates all the messages
of the scnses from me. . '¥

After the next to last of these next to last detours, here is the
next to last one, via the next to lastshorestory of Le Prénom de
Dien. 1 am gerting there, as 1 wanted to be forgiven, as £ 1 had
to be forgiven. By you and by her. Whae? Forgetreading and he-
trayal—of which 1 will only take one example, the latest. Ever
since | have known her, | have read her and 1 keep forgetting that
she writes, and 1 forger what she writes. This forgetring is not a
forgereing like any other: it is clemental, | probably live on ic. Her
work for me will remain for life like what I have alrcady lorgotten
a priori: I forget it as naturally as I breathe. And not only as one
forgets those canonical texts where one can find cverything, like
Shakespeare or the Bible. the Gospels, the genuine or spurious
apocalypses, and Joyce, Blanchor, Kafka, and so many others, all
those men and women who have alrcady said everything in the
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past. No, this time, it would be an a //iswe ll said (tout est bien dir]
or benedicrum and just as soon forgotten but an all is well said of
a moment ago [d'un tout esr bien dic derour @ lheure] as well as
contemporaneous, living beside me and in the process of continu-
ing. That isgrace. I find my way again by forgetting, and I have
the feeling rhac I will be forgiven . ..

As if she had given me permission ro forger, as if I were giving
myself permission. Then I am no longer ashamed to confess: you
know, I had forgotten you had already written that too. I believe
1 told her more rhan once. I act as if I could no longer know who
wrote that first (la premiére]. And as if | left unresolved the ques-
tion: who will ever know? And yet, in order to get the measure of
how outrageous what | am saying here really is, you must know
how licdde the things rhe two of us ({'une et Lautre] write rescmble
one another, especially when we write each other ourselves [nous
nous écrivons) autobiographically:'** you must admit chac ic is diffi-
cult to imaginc anything more different, difficult to imagine writ-
ings, ways, manncrs, gestures, thythms, languages, lives of writ-
ing, and simply lives that arc more hetcrogencous, more dissimilar,
more distant from each other and on both sides. And families of
rexrs each more foreign to each other. Whereas (or because) every-
thing we writc, she and I, remains strictly aurobiographical, as they
say. We only ever write ourselves, on ousclves. Nous nous écrivons.
“Iranslate: we write to each other, she and I have written each other
a lot. Bur what you have just translated rhus (we have written each
other a lor) remains absolutely unrranslatable (thercfore readable,
unreadablc). In another language you could not lcave this indeci-
sive srarement as ir is, in irs undecidable stare, between “us,” be-
cwcen the two “us” who say to each other “we have wrirren our-
sclves a lor” and “we have written each other a lot” (ourselves for
oursclves or the onc to the other), and this indecision between two
homonyms is not a game. It is so scrious that & remains undecid-
able for me. An absolute difference, which can come to the same
rhing around here. Between us, there is language. To be revived.
'To kindle without animosity. It is the truth: there arc cases when,
whenrwowrite, onc no longer knowswhether they write (ro) each
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other or themselves [s7ls s'écrivent ou sils sécrivent), and wherher a
lot covers all or part of the homonymy.

Here is the larest example, then. In Le Prénom de Dieu, it will
not be Anagramme, the last short story, whose first voice an-
nounces: “It will be the next ro lasr day of rhe month,” and in
which you would find, with all the ghosts to come, a poem for
which I cannot find a march here and which I urge you to read, a
poem on the afterlife of the living dead, the letters and the name of’
Death, dream, and knowledge, and which signs in “seeing rhar ev-
ery life is nothing bur what | bring alive into the world, and death
that which I refused as a mortal.” This poem ends thus (these are
the last words of the book):

“Then [ knew that my faithfulness was rewarded, [knew that I had
had my next to last day, and I understood that the next o last day
was nothing but the last, or the last one the first of all cternity. And
everything had already becn said long ago."

In La Baleine de Jonas, the next to lastshort story of Le Pré-
nom de Dien, which one should also devour and incorporate again
whole, k ledge is d against the ofa heritage,
against a duty, an obligation to inherit: “My father had had ic be-
fore me and had bequeathed it to me on his death,” rhe voice says,
and toward rhe end, I cur: “I knew that I had to inherit. . .. "

To inherit what? Wait a bit if you do not have rhe book in
mind.

It so happens that, about two years ago, in a so-called autobio-
graphical text entitled Un Ver a soie, 1 devoted a long tender medi-
tation to my tallith, among other things, to this prayer shawl, this
white silk veil that my grandfacher had given to me. In chis text [
talk of benediction and of death, of the white tallich that my fa-
cher had borrowed from me and of the one in which he had been
shrouded, as is the custom. But let us leave my tex aside. You can
easily imagine that if | knew or if I recalled ac that moment rhar
there was a rexr by Hélene Cixous on rhe tallich, I would have
done one of two things, believe me: either I would have abstained
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from speaking about mine or else I would have honestly referred
«0 hers, all the more so since Un Ver a soie also talks abour Hélene
Cixous and about another of her texts, Savoir. And all the more
50, especially, since my real callith remains fully mine, in life, my
father too, and so our respective stories as irreducible the one to
the otheras possible. To each his own father and to each his own
mother."** The real story of my tallith, my autobiographical an-
amnesis, as spontaneous as possible, with all thac hangs by its silk
threads, all chat did not need her in any way, apparently, did not
need her own memory and even less whar she could have written
about it.

This remains true but naturally I was in a state of absolute for-
getreading, and just these past weeks, as I was rereading La Bale-
ine de Jonas, which I must have, should have mer some thirry-five
years ago, well, I found, found again where I had not found it, a
tallich, which has no reason to be jealous of mine which hasevery
reason to be jealous of it. An entirely other tallith, sewn (cousu)
entirely othetwise, but also tclated (cousin) to mine.

One can of course calculate a thousand historical probabilities
in order to foresee this crossing. Still, the feeling of magical telepa-
thy remains inract. And supernatural.

Do not forget-—and that is also a theme in my Ver 2 soie—the
daughters do not wear a tallith. The daughters, the women, the
mothers, the sisters cannot and must not. They have no right to it.

Whereas she does, when she signs—in che masculine. She takes
it. She takes the right and takes it by surprise; she takes it in and
changes it. Nor in order to change rallichs as easily as one changes
one’s mind or one’s clothes, men’s clothes,'** but also to inherit
it an her side, and draw the other out of death by the wisps of
his tallich. Here again, one should rereadeverything, like the six
hundred fringes, for a tallith has six hundred fringes, just as she
has six hundred voices, plus the threads and knots of the tallich. 1
must tightenchings up around the blind man (La Baleine de Jonas
already said, if one can say “already,” all chat is said about blind-
ness, thirty-five years later, in Savoir), and then around the breath
and the specter—and around the father’s inherited callich. It is in
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a section of the short story entitled Mon Remplagant. Here are a
few sentenccs:

. .. thinking I have no more eyes to sec him, not knowing | am
sole master of every gaze: not long ago, in order to satisfy his hunger
for pomp, he sold me his right to sce. I bought cyes from him, as in
the old rales. . . . I whisper to him that | am the specter. . . . The blind
man answers [or me. . . . Inside (dedans] I set about working . . . and
I contained the lost object, it was inside, and the inside was my being
[you remember that Dedans was the title of the book that followed
Le Prénomde Dieu in 1969 and rated highly [2 L core] when it was
awarded the Prix Médicis ... —JD), [ looked for the cmbroidcred
seal in i, the (ringe of knotted silk, where the master had hidden my
name. .. [ knew that the name was in the sitk knots of the callich,
I need only have taken hold of it and God would have woven me
and all silence would have become voice. My father had had it before
me and had bequeathed it to me on his death. Draped in the signed
fabric, | was playing a1 impersonating my fathcr, my brothers, and
me-yesterday or me-tomorrow, never myself because I did not love
myself ... 1%

The substitute [remplagant], Narcissus the son or the brother,
says he did not love himself.

And after pages on this strange impersonation by a daughter
whom I set out to impersonate unknowingly, on which you could
count the number of times the word gorge [throat, breast] (that of
the whale, of course) occurs, you would discover, still on the side,
two shore treatises on the existence of God (to quote rhe subtitle
of a book, Beethoven & jamais ou l'existence de Dieu, thirty years
younger: 1993). Here is, on the next to last and last pages of La
Baleine de fonas, in Le Prénom de Dieu, God's forename, and again,
already, a certain “! am on this side™

What if | had always been God? And if God was my real name
and il God was theshadowol my absence, and if he was the facher of
my death? What if he was the sun and | the moon? Or if he was the
day and I the nighe? I dream him, he kills mc, | drive him away, he
pursues me, [ am God, he is Jonah. Between s there is only the book
lefe, and we read the same page in turn. When he is on the other side
of the book, [ am on this side. . . .
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But God dreams us and in his dream Hc kills us and eats us; He
encompasscs us. His drcam feeds on our billions of dreams. All dream
so that God drcamexists [révexiste] .7

“Dreamexists,” she says, in one word: this concept of dreamexis-
tence—fFor it is a concept—in a word tells everything; besides Eve’s
name, which it has in its voice, in its mouth, or in its jaws, it tells
of her own way of existing, writing, and calling things into being
from the mighty powers of dream. It says above all that God's
existence is provedby dream, more eff ectively than by all the onto-
theologico-philosophical proofs. A proof for, but, or now [or}, it
is a dream existence not only because God dreams, because he is
dream, because we ineluctably dream the existence of God, be-
cause this existence dreams itself; bur because the pleading power
of mighe, at the infinite speed of which there is no more difTerence
or lag berween virtuality and actuality, becween the desire of the
phantasm and reality, betwecn dream and reality, is the event that
makes things happen in a dream. As in a dream. The phantasm is,
like faich, the best proof of God's existence, the only one in truch.
And one must draw all the consequences from this.

1 am again skipping, and after a big blank, from one paragraph
to the next, here is the other side:

- . . Thus spoke my Master. When he had finished speaking, 1
knew it was time hencelorth (or him co keep silent [quil se rir. spelled
t-ii-1, not quilse tueffor him o kill himself)! Or is it [mais s1>—JDI,
I knew 1 had to inherit his shawl.

I wrapped myself in silk; sar in front of God’s mouth, with the
book opened in fronc of me, [ began a roll call of my brothers’ names.
I thought: “Against Him, it is harpoons we need.” And if 1 am still
there, with the list of Jonahs [plural: it is a lineage of substitutes—J D]
in front of me. it is written that | am: scated on the other sideo! the
beginning, | am dcad, [ stay."**

It is the end, the end of the short story [nouvelle], what happens
in/to the end and whose news (nouvelle] is the story.
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Epilogue

Weare nor going to argue over a tallith, nor especially over the
shawl of the Master, for whom she knows that “it was time to keep
silent” and from whom every one of us would inherit on their
sides.

I would like to give mine to heras a present, since, as she said to
me the other day, she scems to have forgotten hers.

Bur just imagine the scene of giving her a tallith she already
has, even in a garden of innocence; that would run the risk of still
resembling a claim for ownership in an inheritance lawsuit.

Above all, since the inheritance of the tallith can only be re-
ceived by a son or a brother, it would be like giving to him and not
to her, even if she knows how to say “/lla."'**

Then, if 1 gave the tallith to her, if she had it, whereas she al-
ready had it and, like me, had forgotten it, if I gave itback to her,
we would still be arguing.

Now I am ready to arguc over everything, to argue with her over
everything, except a tallich.

Largue with her all the time, I begin againall the time, 1 told
you so when | began.

Between her and me, it is as if it were a question of life and
death. Death would be on my side and life on hers.

1 would attempt to be convinced of life by her, preparing myself
to receive grace instead of rhe coup de grace, but I am and remain
for life convaincu de mort (both convicted and convinced of dearh);
convicted, that is to say at fault and accused, found guilty, impris-
oncd or jailed afrer a verdict, here a death sentence, but also con-
vinced, convinced by the trurh of death, of a true speech (veridic-
tum), of a verdict as regards death. She, on her Side (de son Coré,
avec un grand C), it is (cese] for life she is convinced of life for life.

Death counts for her, certainly, on every page, but she herself
does nor count. For me, death counts, it counts, and my days, my
hours, and my seconds arc numbered.

I is as if [s1] she said: “We're not going to die”; “Yes we are (mais
si),” 1 would answer. She knows 1 ell the truch, I know she tells
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the truch. Now evidently we say the opposite, how is that possible?
Who isdreamingin all this evidence?

The thing is, I just cannot believe her, as [ar as life death is con-
cerned, from one side to the other. 1 just cannot believe her, thar is
w0 say: | can only manage to belicve her, 1 only manage to believe
her when she speaks in the subjunctive.

Thac's how it is, and it will be I believe like rhar up to the end,
comprehensively [comprise]. Yes, comprehensively. Up to the end,
supposing that she ever be comprehcnded [comprise], in the end.

Up to the end but, precisely, that will be the end.






Notes

Translators Preface

L A literal translation of the original title, H.C. pour la vie, cest a
dire . . ., was felt to be the most satisfactory way of doing justice to the
subtle polyscmy of its wording, spelling, and syntax, as well as its awal
effects. The reader may wish to hear cest pour la vie (that is for life),
especially since Derrida often plays on the near-homophony between
the letter Cand cstin l'rench, as well as understand cest @ dlire, usually
hyphenated throughout to mean “that is to say"~—the book is an end-
less rebeginning of iesclfin other words—also as an injunction: that is/
needs to be said.

2. “Hélenc has a genius for making the language speak, down to the
most familiar idiom, the place where it seems to be crawling with secrets
which give way to thought” (Derrida’s foreword w The Hélene Cixous
Reader, ed. Susan Sellers, preface by Héltne Cixous and Jacques Derrida
[London: Routledge, 1994], p. vii).

H.C. for Life, That Iss0 Say . . .

1. There scemed no better way of rendering this iterative puisse than
to bring back to life this slightly archaic construction, “Would that |
might,” which makes it possible to keep Derrida’s constant structural
coupling of the subjunctive “might” (puisse], including as an invented,
nominalized form (e “puisse, "la “puisse’), with the noun “might” [ puis-
sance] wherever appropriate. Where “might” was tao awkward lexically
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or syntactically, “mighty power” or, more simply, “power” was used in-
stead, often with the French in square brackets.—Trans.

2. Derrida refers to Hélenc Cixous, Lo (Paris: Gallimard, 1976; Des

I'emmes, 1979), whase homaphany with & (‘there,” but ofien meaning
“here” in English), he will take up later. (Unless otherwisc indicated, all
the works referenced in the notesare by Héléne Cixous.)—lrans.
Thi: omatic phrase, which can also refer to “a moment
ago,” in the past, will be repeated timc and again, often in con-
junction with other temporal variations—and occasionally declined into
tout(e) 3 I'heure (literally, “all for the hour”). Wehave indicated the most
obviously thematicized temporal markers in square brackets in order
to draw the reader’s attention to the continuity of Derrida’s reflection
on or around the French heure, “hour,” of ten converted to “moment™
here—"Trans.

4. The scenc that follows is quoted and retold by Hélene Cixous
hersell'in Porirait de Jacques Dervida en Jeune Saint Juif (Paris: Galilée,
2001), p. 13 (Porirait of Jacques Derrida as a Young Jewish Sain, trans.
Beverley Bie Brahic (New York: Columbia University Press, 2004), pp.
$-6: translation modified).—Trans.

5. Derrida’s densc humorous development brings together par ici
(“this way,” “through here,” and, in most other contexts, “[around]
here”), parousie, and the name of the conference venue, Cerisy, as well
as, in the next paragraph, parricide—par ici ding like a half-pro-
nounced parricide in French, therefore a guasi-parricide or a parricide en
comme si (French comme si = Latin quast: as if).—Trans.

6. Borh £ (if, yes)—with the later adjunction of the musical note B
(e si ou en comme sd—and “six” already starc articulating the family
name Cixots, whose initial G almest pronounced like cest (this is), will
be extensively glossed later on.—Trans.

8. Les Commencements (Paris: Grasset, 1970; Des 'emmes, 1999).

9. The title of Cixous's novel OR, leslettresde mon pére (Paris: Des
Femmes, 1997), to which Derrida alludes here, contains another ho-
mophony: the conjunction or, “now” (omitred in English in the minor
premisc of a syllogism: cf. p. 6 supra), and the noun or, “gold,” with, in
this particular sentence, the added aural ffect or: delle-méme, suggesting
horsd'elle, “beside hersel(.”—Trans.

10. Derrida makes the untranslatable ambiguity of Cixous's mes
proches mors explicit by referring to the English equivalents, “dead ones”
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and “dearhs.” For a discussion of the various semantic layers, see Eric
Prenowirz, “Nearly Reading Hélkne Cixous: the "Equivocal Vocation®
of Translation,” in joyful Babe!: Translating Hélbne Cixows, ed. Myriam
Diocaretzand Marta Segarra(Amsterdam: Rodopi, 2004), pp. 47-60.—
Trans.

u. OR. les lestres de mon pere, p. 199.

12. LHistoire (quon ne comwirra jamais) (Paris: Des Femmes, 1994).

13. We wish to keep Derrida’s crucial distinction, often reiterated in
his texts of the last decade, berween furnr (future) and avenir, which is
always to come [a venir}, hence “future-to-come.”—Trans.

14. Dersenier, dé-renier (and larer, de-renier; cf. p. 16 infra), and dé-
reniement combine dernier, denigrement (“last,” “lastly,” hence “rear”),
dénier (“ro deny”), and renier or reniement (“to disown,” often wranslated
as “to rencge” in order to make available the play on “re(ar)-negation”
and “de-negation” (d4négation, “denial”) whenever appropriate.—Trans.

15. “Je est un autre” is Arthur Rimbaud’s celebrated exclamation in a
lecter o Paul Demeny, dated May 15, 1871 (Ocuvres compltes, ed. An-
toine Adam [Paris: Gallimard, 1972}, p. 250).— Trans.

16. Cf. Le Prénom de Dieu. “Prenamed” (from “prename”™ forename,
first name) is chosen hete to capture some of Derridas near-ecymological
play on a prénom being barely a name since it comes “initially,” before a
(proper) name.—Trans.

17. One of Derrida’s morifs throughout the book, du ciréde . . .. is
an obvious reference to Marcel Proust’s Du Céré de chez Swann, wrans-
lated into English as Swanns Way. OF all the French cétés, this sense of
“direction” is the one that simply cannot be forced into English as a
“side,” hence “down her way” here, which conveys some of the literary
allusion.—Trans.

8. Les Commencemenss (Paris: Grasset, 1970), p. 177 (Des Femmes,
1999, p. 160, hereal'ter given in brackets).

19. Derrida uses the word “quote” in the original, together with the
Irench equivalent cite, and will do so on several other ocaasions. In fact
Derrida often resores to English or anglicized words instead of, or along-
side, the French, and we have felt the need to indicate the most themati-
cally relevant occurrences in square brackets.—Trans.

20. Messie (Paris: Des Femmes, 1996), p. 102. The title sounds almost
like mais s, a recurrent tag in Derrida’s text that has sometimes been
given in square brackets because there is no single possible translation.—
Tians.
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21. Derrida plays on the humorous colloquialism “je mens comme je
respire,” (literally) 1 lie the way [ breathe, i.c., I am a botn liar (compare
also with “I forget it as naturally as 1 breathe,” p. 152)—oreven elle ment
comme elle respire—in a passage where he introduces the playful parsing
of élé-mens (pronounced almost like elle mens) and dvéne-ment, the lat-
ter occurring in an excerpt (rom Cixous's Les Commencemens discussed
below (cf. . 30 infra). —Trans.

22. “To reread, that is 1o say read, that is to say resurrect-erase that is
10 say forgeiread [oublice]” (OR, leslenres de mon pére, p. 16; cited p. 98,
with the page wrongly identified as p. 17 in the original).—Trans.

23. A décade is the word traditionally used for a ten-day conference
held at Cerisy-la-Salle. This specific meaning dates back to the Repub-
lican calendar introduced during the French Revolurion, and here Der-
rida delibcrately plays on the ambiguity with the English translation for
décennie. a ten-year period.—Trans.

24. Jours de l'an (Paris: Des Femmes, 1990), p. 154 (FintDays of the
Year, trans. Catherine A. . Gillivray (Minncapolis: University of Min-
nesota Press, 1998), p. 102; translation slightlymodificd).(The bold fype
that follows is not in the text, of course.)

25. OR, les letrres de mon pére, p. 37.

26. Numéro pair bis (which sounds like pere bis, cf . p. 25 supra): 10A
would be an cquivalent example.—Trans.

27. Les Commencemenn, p. 33 (p. 21).

28. Ensieren I Derrida’s praise of the aurality/orality of Cixous’s
writing is marched by several tonal allusions via the first syllable of her
name, pronounced like si (the note B), and the homophony of & (A) in
the sol-fascale with the tidle of one of her books, but also with 4 (shere).
Cixous hersclf has further brought out this musical vein in her retell-
ing of the “primal scene” of their missed encounter by playing on the
homophony in French between Derrida’s dos (back) and b (the note C;
see n. 4 supra).—Trans.

29. Les Commencement, pp. 35—36 (pp. 23-24).

30. As Derrida's subsequent development makes clear, the French
Eve ne ment (Eve does not lic) sounds like événemen, the French word
for “event.” hence the translation’s slightly convoluted syntax, which is
meant to spell our the sequence of lecters “even tell.”—Trans.

. Les Commencemenn, p. 84 (D. 69).

32. In fact, rempusis neuter i n the singular, despite the -w ending,
which sounds like the familiar marker of masculine nouns in Latin.—
‘lrans.
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33 Les Commencemenss, p. % (p. 27).

34. Les Commencemenss, p. 40 (p. 28).

35- OR, les leseres de mon pire. p. 20.

36. OR, les lecrres de mon pére, pp. 190--91.

37. Jours de l'an, p. 173 | FirstDays of the Year, p. 115; translations modi-
fied].

38. This is alrcady a quotation (rom Jours de lan, p. 174 |FirstDays
of the Year, p. 116], just before the following excerpt (translation modi-
fied).—Trans.

39. Jours de l'an, p. 174 { FirstDays of the Year, p. u6; translation modi-
fied).

40. Jours de l'an, pp. v76-77 | FirstDays of the Year, pp. u7-18; transla-
tion modified].

41. Jours de I'an, p. 177 | FirstDays of the Year, p. 118 (translation modi-
fied)).

42. Déese, “goddess,” is pronounced like the two letters D.S., a literal
homophony consonant with Derrida’s play on H.C.’s initials through-
out, and which Roland Barthcs had made popular in his analysis of the
generational symbol of “The New Citcoén” in Myshologies, tans. An-
nette Lavers (London: Vintage, 1993), pp- 88-90. But “the female first
name of God” also suggests that D.S. might be a punning acronym for
diffbrence sexuelle, which Cixous uses for e.g. in “Contes de la Différence
Sexuelle,” in Lectures de la difference sexuelle, ed. Mara Negrén (Paris:
Des Femmes, 1994), p. 35.—Trans.

43. Jours de lan, p. 178 [FirstDays of the Year, p. 18 (translation modi-
fied)). In this instance, we resorted to decapitalizing May in English in
order to render the quirk of the French: may, instead of mai—Trans.

44. Jours de lan, p. 178 | FirtDays of the Year, pp. 18-19 (translarion
modified)].

45. Cixous's lecture for the 1992 ddcade, “Quelle heure est-il ou a
porte (celle quon nc passe pas),” began thus: “The first time | saw
Jacques Derrida (it musthavebeen in 1962), he was walking [...] along a
mountain's crest.” In Le Passage des frontidres: Autour du rravail de Jacques
Derrida (Paris: Galilée, 1994), p. 83; “What & i o'clock? or The door
(we never enter),” trans. Catherine A.F. MacGillivray, in Hélene Cixous,
Stigmata: Escaping Texts (london: Routledge, 1998), p. 57.—Trans.

46. OR, les lerves de mon pére, pp. 139fF.

47. Lrefer you to the admirable “Petrarca et le pardon,” by Giuseppe
Motta, Rivista di esiesica 9, n.s., (1998).
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48. Jours de lan, pp. 186 FiruDays of the Year, pp. 12f7).

49. OR, les leteres de mon pére, p. 142 (emphases mine, of course).

50. Les Commencemens, p. 57 (p. 44) (my emphasis).

s1. Jours de {an, pp. 193-95 [FirDays of the Year, pp. 130-31).

s2. Literally “axe,” but “harchet” has beenssilently substituted in the
following excerpts from FiniDays of the Year in order o render the the-
matie cogency of Derrida’s argument involving the leter A, similarly
pronounced, and, in Cixous’s text, an implicit allusion to the semipro-
verbial phrase 'Histoire avec sa grande hache (Mistory with its big axe /
capital H). Sec also p. t05.—Trans.

53. Jours de tan, p. 193 [FirtDays of the Year, p. 130; translation modi-
fied).

54. Beethoven & jamais ou l'exisience de Dieu (Paris: Des Femmes,
1993), p. 226.

5s. Beethoven & jamais ou lexistence de Dieu, p. 133.

56. Beeshoven & jamais ou lexistence de Diew, p. 210. (Unless otherwise
indicated, all the emphases arc mine.)

57 Beethoven & jamais ou lexistence de Diexe, pp. 214-15

58. This is one of several instances where Derrida de]ihcmcly jux-
taposes the i | gender ilable in English) of
auteur with the feminine pcrson:l pronoun referring to Cixous, who is
lacer explicitly referred to as a “man of the theater” and a “man of ac-
tion" within a “feminist” context emphasizing her monumental achieve-
ments.—Trans.

59. An allusion to a novel by Cixous bearing this title (Paris: Denoél,
1973 Des Femmes, 1999).—Trans.

60. Beethoven a jamais ou l'existence de Diew, p. 2n1.

61. Memoirs of the Blind: The Self-Portrait and Other Ruins, trans.
Pascale-Anne Brault and Michael Naas (Chicago: University of Chicago
Press, 1993).

62. “Savoir,” in HélRne Cixous and Jacques Decrrida, Veib, trans.
Geoffrey Bennington (Stanford, CA: Stanford University Press, 2001),
PP 1-16.

€3. Joursde l'an, pp. 155-56 [FirDays of the Year, p. 103].

64. Et chante la hantise. Derrida’s development implicitly plays on the
homophony berween champs (fields) and chants (songs).— Trans.

65. A more literal double translation—which will be more appropri-
ate in subsequent, “critical” contexts—could be: I saw letters / [ live on
lexeers (or even literature). —Trans.
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66. OR. les lettres de mon pére, pp. 186-87. | had noted the work of
theletter V in her texts (cf. “Un vera soie,” in H. Cixousand). Derrida,
Voiles [Pacis: Galilée, 1999)) [*A Silkworm of One's Own,” in Veils, pp.
17-92).

67. The quasi-neologism arvivan: was first introduced and discussed
in Aporias, trans. Thomas Dutoir (Stanford, CA: Stanford University
Press, 1993), esp. p. 33; in n. 14 (p. 86). Derrida adds that he recalled after
the (act that Cixous had used the term earlier in her works.—Trans.

68. OR, les lettres de mon pere, pp. 186-87.

69. En puissance: usually translated as “potentially” or, morc philo-
sophically, “in pmcnuahry. (hns phrzse has an added twist of difficulty
on account of the P i of puissance through
Wec have therefore resorted to grading our translations according to the
context as well as the syntactico-semantic environment, hence a more
empowered “in might” here, in keeping with mighiing, since en puis-
sance is explicitly envisaged beyond the opposition berween act(uality)
and potentiality. The reader should likewise feel empowered by Derrida’s
pliable idiom, used to capture the liberating effects of Cixous's prose,
to modulate our resigned choice of “in potentiality” in most cases with
“might” and, in this work praising Cixous's art of replacement, invent
substitute constructs, such as “in mighry potentiality” or “in potential
might,” etc.—Trans.

70. | confess that I had not yet read, by the time of Cerisy, the mag-
nificent text that Mireille Calle-Gruber devores to “La vision prise de vi-
tesse par l'écriturc, 3 propos de Lo Fiancée juive, ' Hélenc Cixous” (Lis-
iérature1o3 [October 1996]: 79—93). | do not know a more lucid analysis
of the “race” of a writing that “finctions like a marvelous gearbox,” of
its “time without time” and of the “magnets” of thesc “magnetic fields”
where the writing is “challenged: to race faster than iself.”

71. Joursde lan, p. 179 (FirstDays of the Year, p. 119).

72. Derrida had already developed this point in “Fourmis.” in Lec-
rures de La difference sexuelle, pp. 80-81, 97, and will return to it in Ge-
ndses, géntalogies, genres et le génie: Les secrets de larchive (Paris: Galilée,
2003), p. 49f-—Trans.

73. Entre Pécriture (Paris: Des Femmes, 1986) is the title of one of
Cixous's collections of critical essays; Coming 1o Writing and Other Es-
says, ed. Deborah Jenson, trans. Sarah Cornell et al. (Cambridge, Mass:
Harvard University Press, 1991).— lvans.

74. “. .. qui Semsend 4 faire arriver Fadresie méme.” Another transla-
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tion could be: . .. which can be heard when it makes the address itself
arrive.” Derrida will return on several occasions to rhe thematic link,
half-articulated before, berween knowing, aurality (hearing), and under-
standing in rhe French verb entendre, sentendre a—Trans.

75- OR, leslernesd e mon pere, pp. 20-11.

76. Derrida subsequently develops the gical ties in the French
raccorder (and later saccorder) berween corde (“chord,” bur also “cord,”
“rope,” from Latin chorda), the heart (French coeur, (rom Latin cor, cor-
dis), and accord, to which the translation has resorted occasionally.—
Trans.

77. Croistes d'une oeuvre (Crossroads of an Oeuvre) was the title cho-
sen for the dfcadron Hélne Cixous at which this lecture was first given.
CI. p. 57 supra—Tians,

78. The French phrase may be construed as a cross becween entre
chien et loup (“in the gloaming”) and comme chien et chas (“like cat and
dog,” or here Cixous's female car {charre]).—Trans.

79- OR, les leares de mon pére, p. 88.

80. OR. les lermes de mon phre, pp. 147—48. [ The first hall of this dense
passage in “or” (sorr: “goesout,” “fate”; mort. “dead.” “dearh”) should be
compared with the French original—Trans.)

1. Cf. “Faith and Knowledge: the Two Sources of ‘Religion’ at the
Limits of Reason Alone,” trans. Samuel Webser, in Religion, ed. Jacques
Derrida and Gianni Vattimo (London: Polity, 1998), pp. r-78 (orig. Paris:
Seuil, 1996). Weber's translations of the key “concepts™ have been used as
far as possible for the sake of consistency across translations.—Trans.

82. OR, es lecres de mon péve, p. 1.

83. “ASilkworm of One’s Own,” in Veils, pp. 17-92.

84. This is one of several passagcs structured by Derrida's stratcgic
use of gendered pronouns in French, here elle, which can refer cither to
animate or inanimate nouns.—Trans.

85. Prawns (crevetses roses), rather than shrimps (crevertes grises). We
are grateful w Heélene Cixous for clarifying chis instance of the intrusion
of the real into the linguistic—Trans.

86. Here Derrida refers in English to J. L. Austin's well-known How
10 Do Things with Words (Ox[ord: Clarendon Press, 1962), in which the
American linguist introduced the notion of the petformative, which
Derrida sub ly di d in “Si Event, Context” (in
Margins of Philsophy, ans. Alan Bass [Chicago: University of Chicago
Press, 1982), pp. 307-30).—Trans.




Notes 169

87. Derrida’s (and Cixous's) versatile use of the French verb faire, cspe-
cially in faire un nom, is more conspicuous from this point onward and
has called for an equally flexible approach in the translation, with the
Erench being given in squate brackes whenever appropriate—Trans.

88. CE. n. 22 supra.

89. Derrida refers in English to Shelley's poem “The Triumph of Life,"
which had been choscn as the focus text [or an illustrative collection
of essays by “Yale d ionists,” to which he ibuted “Living
On: Border Lines” (in Harold Bloom et al., Deconsuction and Criticism
[London: Routledge and Kegan Paul, 1979), pp. 75-176).—Trans.

90. OR, les leqrres de mon pére, pp. 17-18 and fT. for subsequent quota-
tions.

91 Joursde lan, p. 217 [“An Ideal Story,” in FirstDays of the Year, pp.
139-88; quotation p. 147].

92. Ananké (Paris: Des Femmes, 1979), p. 166.

93. Ananke, p. 170.

94. Anank?, p. 171.

95. La Fiancée juive—de la rentation (Paris: Des Femmes, 1995), pp-
17, 87.

96. Beethoven 3 jamais ou l'existence de Die. ch. 9: “La wrahison,” pp.
207-3s5.

97. Jours de l'an, pp. 126-27 (FirstDays of the Year, p. 83).

98. Jours de lan, p. 48 (FirstDays of the Year, p. 31).

99. Derrida quotes in English Stephen Dedalus’s famous definition
of paternity in the “Seylla and Charybdis™ chapter of James Joyce's
Ulysses—Trans.

t00. An ironic allusion to the now semiproverbial opening of René
Descartes's Discourse on Method—Trans.

101. More precisely, Salomon Reinach’s article “Lart et la magie.” in
Cultes, Mythes et Religions, vol. 1 (1905), pp. 125-36.—Trans.

102. The active principle in the verbal noun (see also vivernen:) is also
1o be heard in puissance as ir were, “might.ing” (an active principle com-
bined with the potenriality of a subjunctive; cf. p. 70 and n. 69 supra),
and is to be understood in the light of Derridean difffrance, arrivance,
aimance (cf. Politiquesde lamisié [Paris: Galilée, 1994], p. 88) or, further
in H.C. pour la vie, mounanceand disespérance, as well as Cixous's algéri-
ance (cf. p. 151 infraand n. 136).—Trans.

103. OR, lesleteres de mon pére, p. 115.

104. Ovid, Metamorphoses, Book 3, trans. A.D. Mclville, inrro. and
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nores by E.). Kenncy (Oxford: Oxford Universicy Press, 1986), p. 62, Il.
379-83:

“‘Anyone here? and Echo answercd ‘Here!

[Amazed he looked all round and| raising his voi

Called “Come this way! and Echo called *This way!™

105. Sigmund Freud. Totem and Taboo, in Standard Edition of 1he
Complete Pyychological Works, trans. and ed. James Strachey, vol. 13 (Lon-
don: Hogarth Press: 1955), p- 93-

106. Here wc have departed (rom the translation in the Standard Edi-
sion in order to stay closer to Derrida’s wording.—Trans.

107. Anank?, p. 209.

108. Les Commencemenm, p. 39 (p. 27).

109. Anank?, p. 199.

10o. See Max Weber, Wissenschafi als Beruf (Science as a Prolession,
1922), especially the chapter entitled “ Rationalisierung, Forsschritt und
Enezauberung der Wele.” — Trans.

111 L'Eloge d'Helee, in Revue de poésie. no. 90, “La parole dite,” Oc-
tober 1964 [Encomium of Helen, intro., cd., trans. D. M. MacDowcll
(London: Duckworth; Bristol Classical Press, 1999), pp. 23 25: the trans-
lation has been modified to reflect Derrida’s use of the French version.

12, OR. les lettres de mon pére, p. 186.

13. OR, les lertres de mon pere, p. 25.

14, OR, leslestres de mon phre, p. 186.

115 OR, les lertves de mon phre, p. 198.

16, OR, les leteres de mon pire, p. B1.

117. LExil de James Joyce ou larsdu remplacement (Paris: Grasset,
1968). The English version was simply called The Exile of James Joyce,
trans. Sally A. J. Purcell (london: John Calder, 1976), which further
adds to rhe dnmculry of lating the French rempl (as well
as “replace: " more readily suggestive of
(raklng lhe) place (of), nthcr than “substitution,” throughout Derrida’s
book.—Trans.

uB. OR, les lettres de mon pére, pp. 189-91.

9. OR, les letsres de mon pére, p. 192.

120. OR, les letrres d e mon phre, p. 197.

121, Sans que j'y puisse rien; sans que je n'y puisserien. In certain con-
structions, the French language relics on the power of a formal nega-
tion without negative content called “expletive negation” to register the
speaker’s fecling that an action might ultimately not happen. French psy-
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choanalyst Jacques Lacan was particularly adept at wiclding the full force
of this syntactically expendable particle to indicatc how a speaker's un-
conscious mightseck expression in the formal propertics of the language
of enunciation rather than at the level of manifest content.—Trans.

122. The acronym for Groupe d'Information sur les Prisons. This
militant group was created in February 197t (and dissolved in December
1972) in order to make public opinion aware of the growing importance
of surveillance and punishment as hiddcn forces of social control and
organization (to paraphrase Michel Foucault’s inaugural words). Its main
objectives were to mobilize against criminal records, denounce the social
climate of ing intolerance, including being pr d foronc’s
belicfs, campaign against suicide in prison, ctc.—Trans.

123. The term sans papiers was introduced in the mid 19903 following
a success(ul vote on right-wing legislation intended to clamp down on
landestine or illegal immig and give state auth the righe
to expel from French territory immigrant workers and asylum scekers
judged to be en situation irrégulitre, ic., without valid personal docu-
ments. The law was met with sharp resistance among left-wing sym-
pathizers and incell Is who d d for the régularisation or
legalization of individuals in this p ious situation.—Trans.

124. Established in 1994 on the initiative of Salman Rushdic in re-
sponse to an appeal launched in 1993 by writers from around the world,
following the upsurge n assassinations of writers in Algeria, its aim was
to protect persecuted writers by offering an alccrnative nerwork of asy-
lum, residency, and solidarity— Itans.

125. Antoinerte Fouque foundcd the publishing house Des Femmes
in 1973, five years afver colounding the famous militant French feminist
party, the Mouvement de Libération des Femmes (MLF). The Théitre
du Soleil, dirccted by Ariane Mnouchkine, was sct up in 1970 in a dis-
uscd gunpowder workshop (Ia Cartoucheric) in Vincennes. Several of
Cixous’s plays were performed there. Danicl Mesguich is one of Francc’s
leading avant-garde stage directors (as well as being an acror, critic, and
opera dirccror); he staged Cixous's play L'Histoire (quion ne connaitra ja-
mais)—Trans.

126. LExil de James Joyce ou lart du remplacement, p. 38 | The Exile of
James Joyce, p. 21 p. 14 for the second extract]. The pun “Allmen” ap-
pears in Finnegans Wake (London: Faber, 1975), p. 419.—Trans.

127. A larer book on Hélene Cixous, the transcription of an inaugural
conference lecture at the Bibliothéque Nationale to coincide with Cix-
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ous’s novel Réve je te dis (Paris: Galilée, 2003), was w be called Genpses,
géndalogies, genres e1 le génie—Trans,

128. Here we have departed from the wording in the King James Au-
thorized Version, “a still small voice,” not suggestive enough of Derrida’s
French translation, “voix de brise ligere"—Trans.

129. A thought here about a great thinker of speed who knew also how
to recognize the very essence of life in it. Essentially lif e will have passed
too quickly, it will have been so shore. Nicrasche: “Against the value of
that which remains eternally the same, the value of the briefest and most
transient, the seductive flash of gold lscinsillemens] on the belly of the
serpent vita” (TheWill to Power, no. 577 (irans. Wakher Kaufmann and
R.J. Hollingdale, ed. Walter Kauf mann (New York: Vintage, 1968))).

130. Le Prénom de Diew, p. 157.

131 Le Prénom de Dieu, pp. 46, 49.

132. Le Prénom de Dieu, pp. 55-56.

133. Le Prénom de Diew, p. 57.

134. OR, les lettres de mon pire, p. 27.

135. Thatis, nostalgia + Algeria. The term nostalgériehad been intro-
duced in Monolinguisme de lausre, ou la prothése d'ovigine (Paris: Galilée,
1996), p. B6; Monolinguism of the Other; Or, The Prosthesis of Origin,
trans. Patrick Mensah (Stanford, CA: Stanford University Press, 1998),
p- s2—Trans.

136. CE. “My Algeriance, in Other Words: ‘lo Depart not to Arrive
from Algeria,” trans. Eric Prenowitz, in Héléne Cixous, Stigmata: Escap-
ing Texts (London: Routledge, 1998), pp. 153-72 (orig. in 7riQuarterly
100 (Fall 1997): 259-79).—Trans.

137. Hélene Cixous and Mireille Calle-Gruber, “Entre Tiens,” Phosos
de racines (Paris: Des Femmes, 1994), pp. 90-91; “Inter Views,” Roos-
prims: Memory and Life Writing, trans. Eric Prenowirz (London: Rout-
ledge, 1997), pp. 80--81.

18, LAnge au secret (Paris: Des Fermmes, 1991) can also be read as a
poem of atonement, berween the ribs and the sides (“The house is not
big. One has 1o slip between its ribs,” p. 14. “To die facing birch's side,
1 came for that. To be thrown out right in the middle of a book,” p. 15.
“Once I was among those | despise and who are on the other side of
the carth, I thought. . . . And nobady ever to ask for forgiveness,” pp.
105-106).

139. {ila (Paris: Des Fcmmas, 1980), p. 139.

140. [lla, p.14).
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141. Messie, pp. 109-10. Further down: ‘1 recognize its mighty power
[that of the question).”

4. In this passage Derrida playfully combines the ambivalence of
nous nous (each other, ourselves) with the feminization of himself as
Cixous’s alter ego.—Trans.

143. Le Prénom de Dieu, p. 205. In this fiist book, one could explore
infinitely what I dare not call the premiscs or thc marrix of the work to
come. For example, on the sidc of the “living ofllfe and of all its signifi-
ers, of the “ ptive” (“l envied the p . Oh, to scc my
soul live toward my friend! . . . did not want to be depnved of the most
intense, the most em prymoment perhaps . ... " (p. 193, her italies—] D)),
on the side of sides (“Although my friend was not by my side (4 mes
cotés) ... " (p. 201)), on the side of the empriness and of life (“naked-
ness of my life . . . of what is full and what is cmpry, seeing that every
life is nothing but what I bring alive into the world . . . our lifc, the
life on which my friend putsued his work. . . . It was death thar should
wait outsidc, in the unliving world of ghosts. Inside I carried on” [p.
202]), and on the side of the “knowledge that you know™ (**You know'
‘Tknow' . .. know that you know, I know even more, I know that I no
longer need words. . . . Such is the peace that | drink to this knowledge
that you know . . . the dream being what I had wanted t0 know, and |
knew...” [pp. 204-205)).

144. The first hall is a silent borrowing from OR, les letres de mon
pere,p. 159 —Trans.

145. Non pas pour changer de tallith comme de chemise, une chemise

dhomme. Here Derrida weaves a delicious sartorial mctaphor on the
French idiom changer d'avis comme de chemise. to be as changeable as the
weather (liccrally: to change one’s mind as one changes one’s shirt).—
Trans.

146. Le Prénom de Dieu, pp. 175,176, 177.

147. Le Prénom de Diew, pp. 181, 18,

148. Le Prénom de Dieu, p. 183.

149. The tidle of Cixous’s novc! can be heard as #/ (third-person sin-
gular masculine pronoun) and  (Fcminine definice atticle), but perhaps
also as i/l (he has it).—Trans.
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